
The writers included in this book are as 
diverse as the Sonoran Desert itself.  Each 
winter this motley group of individuals 
is inexorably drawn together at a small 
campground bordering Tucson Mountain 
Park, forming a spontaneous community of 
creative, imaginative people.

Some of the stories in this book are true.  
Some are � ction.  And some are “creative 
� ction.”  We leave it to you to decide which 
is which, keeping in mind the old adage that 
truth is stranger than � ction.

Among the stories are:
• True accounts of the personal impact of 

December 7, 1941 and September 11, 2001.
• The challenge of ordering a bra on the 

Internet. 
• Memories of rural Iowa, � shing, and 

kayaking. 
• The pain of a broken relationship.
There are poems and tales of other worlds—

Beldain and Bummery—and of events where 
dreams cross the boundaries of time.

And there are stories of the tin can gypsies: 
life on the road in an RV.
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Dedication

Milford “Mike” Kester 
July 10, 1928 - January 9, 2020

This book is dedicated to Milford “Mike” Kester, 
a man with a passion for farming and flying, a writer 
who lit up the Desert Trails community with his music 
and his stories.
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Preface

Each winter a motley group of individuals is 
inexorably drawn to a small campground in the desert.  
Instead of acres of concrete lined with straight rows of 
RVs, this campground is nestled into a landscape of 
saguaros, palo verdes, and mesquites on the border of 
Tucson Mountain Park.  It has an irresistible attraction 
for avid hikers, birders, and mountain bikers, for 
artists and quilters and woodcarvers, and for those 
who write.

The writers included in this book are as diverse as 
the Sonoran Desert itself.  From a college professor to 
a heavy equipment operator, from a field biologist to 
a telephone installer, from an intensive caseworker in 
mental health to a civil engineer, each writer shares 
a unique perspective of the world in a potpourri of 
humor, fiction, and personal stories that will tug at 
your heartstrings.
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Desert Trails writers hail from Quebec, Ontario, 
Alberta, Illinois, Nebraska, New Mexico, Iowa, 
Colorado, rural New York, Michigan, Indiana, 
Wisconsin, Oklahoma, and Texas.  In contrast to 
a world where intentional communities, planned 
communities, and “tiny home” communities are 
trendy and tend to attract like-minded people, Desert 
Trails stands out as a spontaneous, unplanned, 
socially and culturally diverse community that 
provides fertile ground for creativity.

�

Copyrighted Material
Some pages are omitted from this book preview.



ix

Contents

Dedication ..................................................................v

Preface ..................................................................... vii

Pam McCuskey
Where in the World ..................................................... 1
The Old Man and the Desert ...................................... 3
Walking to School ........................................................ 5
Primitive Country........................................................ 8
Snug as a Bug in a Rig ............................................... 10
The Wash House ........................................................ 13
All Night Memories ................................................... 15

Jerry Clark
Reverse ......................................................................... 17
Hiking the Natchez Trace ......................................... 21
Nice Work if You Can Get It .................................... 25
The Man Who Never Returned ............................... 29
Uncle Earl .................................................................... 31

Linda Drake
Discover Beauty .......................................................... 35

Erich Fabritius
My Grandmother’s Cottage ...................................... 37
She Stared into the Darkness ................................... 39
Tangiers ....................................................................... 41

Copyrighted Material
Some pages are omitted from this book preview.



x

Desert Trails Writers Group - 2020

Jeanne Gowan
Destined for the Desert ............................................. 45
Passages ....................................................................... 47

Gwen O’Leary
Grandma Fed Us Road Kill ...................................... 51
Music in My Toes ....................................................... 55
Riding Ollie and Pickin’ Rocks ................................ 61

Gary Prosch
Greetings to You from HELL!! ................................. 67
Looking Nice Means Everything ............................. 71
Passages ....................................................................... 74

Kris Rennie
Two Trees in a Garden .............................................. 79
The Little Pink Suitcase ............................................. 81
The Lady of Moon Dog Run ..................................... 83

Mary Scholz
The Online Purchase ................................................. 87
Peeing in the Woods .................................................. 90
The Bisley Story .......................................................... 94
The Mammogram ...................................................... 97
Wood Preservative ................................................... 102
9/11, A Canadian Story............................................ 104

M.J. Sherman
The Boundary of Bummery .....................................111
Information ...............................................................117
St. Patrick’s Day ........................................................ 119
Memories, All Day or Night ................................... 121

Copyrighted Material
Some pages are omitted from this book preview.



xi

Desert Trails Writers Group - 2020

Betsy Feinberg
Chocolate Cake for Breakfast ................................. 125
Willie, the Spadefoot Toad ...................................... 128
Hazel, the Simply Happy Nut ................................. 129

Mike Kester
Irish Ridge ................................................................. 131
The Cow Wars .......................................................... 134
The Blizzard Baby .................................................... 137
First Flight ................................................................. 140
The Threshers Are Coming .................................... 148
Night Out at Rock Point .......................................... 158
Remembering, December 7, 1941 .......................... 162

Gary Locker
That Damn Duck ..................................................... 169
A Memorable Fly-Fishing Moment ....................... 173
Trust ........................................................................... 177

Gary Richardson
The Nuisance Call .................................................... 181
The Great Beetle Battle ............................................ 183
Spending Time in a Culvert ................................... 186
Elephant Mountain Crash ...................................... 189

Jamie Schumaker
Nekkid Dancin’ ..................................................195
Pause Silence ............................................................. 198
The Camper .............................................................. 198
The Sixth Extinction ................................................ 201
This is How ............................................................... 201
Thoughts from the CVS Checkout ........................ 202

Copyrighted Material
Some pages are omitted from this book preview.



Desert Trails Writers Group - 2020

xii

Rhonda Tobin
Depression ................................................................ 205
Her Death ..................................................................208
What’s in a Name? ................................................... 212
Candy Girl ................................................................ 212

Linda Slocum
Mom Called .............................................................. 215
Wattsburg .................................................................. 218

Carole Cornell
Small But Powerful .................................................. 223

George McGaughey
An Unwelcome Winter Guest ................................ 226
Play Ball ..................................................................... 228
How it Began ............................................................ 233

Jerry Harness
My All-time Most Embarrassing Moment ........... 237
Swim Trunks ............................................................ 239

Victor Tallman
Medicine Bow Forest Service ................................. 243
Trip to Oregon and the Back Country ..................246
Two Personalities .....................................................248

�

Copyrighted Material
Some pages are omitted from this book preview.



1

Pam McCuskey

Where in the World

Imagine a drone flying low over the desert, 
photographing the varied and spiny cactus landscape.  
Suddenly there appears an irregularly-shaped plot of 
land, filled with shiny metal rectangles, looking like a 
jeweled oasis among the forbidding backdrop.  Could it 
possibly be an RV park?  At first glance, this place does 
not look like any other RV park. There are no long, 
perfectly straight rows of identical aluminum boxes 
tethered by electric cords and water hoses. There are no 
acres of concrete streets radiating heat from the blazing 
sun. Instead, in this refuge in the desert, built around 
the remains of a long-forgotten urban water park, lies a 
thriving, buzzing community of individuals—talented, 
opinionated, fun-loving, generous, and happy to spend 
their winters off the beaten path far away from the 
miseries of snow and cold.
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Late every fall the great migration begins as the 
travelers arrive at their winter habitat. They come, 
singly and in pairs, some sporting knee braces and 
wearing sensible shoes, from all over the U.S. and 
Canada, to the little village in the desert.

The tiny shoe-box-shaped homes are casually 
scattered hither and thither throughout the park, 
surrounded by an abundant and varied selection 
of native desert plants, the most obvious being the 
majestic saguaro cactus. Walk out into the adja-
cent desert and see a huge variety of cacti, trees and 
shrubs. The most talented landscape architect could 
not possibly design a garden as perfectly put together 
as this one.

This RV park is not only physically off the beaten 
path.  So are the people.  In addition to the variety 
of desert plants and animals, the variety of people is 
astonishing. Most of the people are of retirement age, 
but few spend their days in rocking chairs in front 
of their rig. There are talented musicians who sing 
and play instruments and some who have recorded 
albums. There are artists in media of paint, stained 
glass, clay, fabric, leather, wood, gourds, and pine 
needles. There are writers of books and blogs. There 
are people with expertise in zoo animals, travel 
destinations, hiking, bicycling, and line dancing. 
Many backgrounds are represented—educational, 
economic, geographic, political—and all have come 
together in a cohesive community.
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I describe this place to my friends back home like 
this: “Imagine that all your best friends and favor-
ite people live on the same street in houses 30 feet 
apart. You see them every day and do activities you 
enjoy with them. You eat together, play together, 
laugh together, and when you want to get away, you 
go home to your aluminum box for some downtime.”

Where in the world is this magical land?  It’s Desert 
Trails RV Park, reposing in the Sonoran Desert west 
of Tucson, Arizona.  It’s not for everyone, but for 
those with an appetite for varied experiences and fel-
lowship with fun-loving individuals, it is perfect.

•

The Old Man and the Desert

The old man took a quick breath in as a bead of 
sweat rolled down his forehead and onto the tip of his 
nose.  His long, lank hair was lying flat and sweaty 
around his head.  The ancient leather hat he wore 
did little to afford any shade for his scraggly bearded 
face.  He struggled on, one step at a time, through the 
cactus-studded desert.  The midday sun beat down 
unmercifully.

He shaded his eyes and gazed into the distance.  
The waves of heat rolling off the desert floor distorted 
everything in view.  He struggled to keep himself 
upright.  He knew if he should fall it would be an 
ordeal to regain his feet.
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He looked to the left and to the right. Saguaros, 
prickly pears, barrel cactus, cholla—they all seemed to 
be menacingly closing in on him, enticing him to touch 
them, stroke them, fall into them.  He could not give in.  
He must find his way through this deadly wasteland.

He thought briefly of his wife.  How long had it been 
since he had told her goodbye and begun this impos-
sible journey?  He began to wonder if he would ever see 
her again.  What would she do if he didn’t return? 

With renewed will, he began once more to trudge 
along, wishing he could have just one swallow of water.  
He wondered why he had always taken water for 
granted—just turn the faucet handle and out poured 
sweet cool refreshing liquid.  He shook his head.  He 
must quit thinking like this.

He stopped suddenly as he heard a rattling sound 
nearby.  Was it a diamondback?  No, it was a dry piece 
of cactus moving with the wind.  He knew there were 
other dangerous creatures around him, certainly more 
than he could see, but he knew they could see him.  
There might be coyotes, tarantulas, scorpions, bobcats, 
attack birds, and probably many more.

He began to turn his thoughts to cool things.  He 
remembered his eighth birthday party when his twin 
sister had chosen strawberry ice cream, knowing that 
he hated strawberry.  What he wouldn’t give for a bowl 
of strawberry ice cream right now!
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One Christmas, his family had visited his cousins 
in Kansas.  It had snowed on Christmas Eve.  How 
wonderful it would feel to throw himself down in the 
snow and make snow angels as he had done then.  Cold, 
crystalline, refreshing snow—how he longed for it.

Finally, reaching his destination, he pulled himself 
upright, hooked his elbows over the edge of the ticket 
booth, handed the cashier his $18 and said, “One senior 
ticket please.”  She responded with, “Welcome to Old 
Tucson Studios.”

He turned and looked across the expansive parking 
lot that he had just travailed and could see his dusty 
blue Toyota parked at the very far end of the lot.  What 
a trip this had been!

He would not think about his return back across 
the parking lot.  He would deal with that later.

•

Walking to School

I never went to kindergarten.  The rural school 
district where I lived as a child considered kindergar-
ten to be extravagant and unnecessary.  My preschool 
consisted of learning about farm life, gathering eggs in 
the chicken house, bringing the cows in for milking, 
climbing lots of trees, and being read to by my mother.  
My mother has always liked to read, and at 91 years of 
age still reads several books a week.  She read to me 
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But the best part was that the blonde girl seated in 
the second row looked me straight in the eye, smiled 
and winked.

It’s a wonder I didn’t float to the ceiling and stick 
to the grillwork.

Oh yes, life was great at old Rock Point School!

•

Remembering, December 7, 1941

11:45 a.m., Sunday, November 30, 1941. 
Burlington, Iowa

My friend Hugh Bruer caught up with me after ser-
vice at Latty Church on Irish Ridge Road.  He wanted 
to play football next Sunday against the Bottom Boys 
out on the sand ridge.  The weather had been mild and 
I said, “Sure.”

“I’ll give you the details Wednesday at choir 
practice,” he promised.

8:00 a.m., November 30, 1941. 
Honolulu, Hawaii

First Lieutenants George Welch climbed down 
from his P40 fighter.  He had just completed an early 
morning flight in the airplane to break in the new 
engine that had been installed here at the auxiliary 
field at Haleiwa.  It was important to put on eight hours 
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of time at reduced power to seat the rings and temper 
the valves.  This afternoon he was going to meet his 
new girlfriend’s parents.  He really liked this girl he 
had met at the market.  Her parents were of Japanese 
descent and worked at a large vineyard.  He was going 
to ask their permission to take Hiachi to the big dance 
at squadron headquarters at Hickam Field Saturday 
night.  There would be some concern on their part with 
tensions building between Japan and the United States.

Mid-Morning, November 30, 1941. 
Tokyo, Japan

Ensign Sakamaki, on weekend leave from his tor-
pedo squadron, was having tea with Helen Miller from 
the embassy.  They were an unlikely couple.  Helen’s 
father was in charge of a highly secretive decoding 
device called the Purple Machine.  

Young Ensign Sakamaki’s father and grandfather 
had served in the Imperial Navy and were of the sam-
urai tradition.

7:45 p.m., Wednesday, December 4, 1941. 
Burlington

Hugh said the football game was all set, and it 
would be played on the old baseball field behind Ed 
Distlehorst’s blacksmith shop.  Of course, none of us 
had helmets or shoulder pads and certainly no cleated 
shoes.  It would be a roughhouse game.
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2:00 p.m., Wednesday, December 4. 
Honolulu (local time)

Lieutenant Welch was frustrated.  Somehow a 
turbocharged part had become lost, and the neces-
sary low-power fly off time had been delayed.  He 
had hoped to be back at Hickam with the rest of the 
squadron.

Hiachi’s parents hesitantly had consented, and 
he was looking forward to gliding around the dance 
floor in his dress uniform with her in his arms.

Ensign Sakamaki, aboard the aircraft carrier Akagi 
was lying prone across the wing of the Nakajima 98 
Kate torpedo plane.  The task force had been ordered 
to sea Monday morning.  They were now plowing 
through the heavy seas of the north Pacific.

Two seamen were pulling a white sheet across the 
floor of the hangar deck directly below the newly-
crowned samurai.  On it were sketches of the Arizona, 
California, and other labeled warships all clustered in 
a harbor called Pearl.

Also on the crude map was a strange building on 
a cliff at the northwest corner of the harbor.  It was 
marked with a red disk, a very important target.  

In Tokyo, Helen Miller was helping serve tea at the 
Embassy.  Her dad had seemed so preoccupied and 
worried.  What was the importance of the time—the 
1:00 p.m.—that the purple machine had mentioned, 
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and what did the message ending in “Easterly wind, 
rain” mean? The Pacific fleet command had misinter-
preted or ignored so many signals.

12:15 pm., Sunday, Dec 7, 1941, 
Burlington, Iowa (local time)

The faded Ford flatbed truck turned into our lane.  
The rest of the Bluff Boys team was aboard, either in 
the cab or scattered about the stake bed of the truck.  I 
found a seat on the spare tire behind the cab, and we 
were on our way down Stoney Hollow and across the 
sand ridge bottoms to the big game.

Honolulu’s Radio Station KGMB is on all night so 
the B-17s from the west coast can hone in on Hickham.

8:00 a.m.  Sunday, December 7, 1941, 
Honolulu (local time)

The phone rang in the barracks of Haleiwa Air 
strip.  On the phone was the squadron commander.  
He was screaming, “Get your plane in the air, we are 
under attack!  It’s the Japanese!”

By the time Lieutenant Welch got to his aircraft, 
the ordnance men were already loading ammunition 
into the wing guns.  There would not be time for a 
good engine warm up so he fired a burst to clear the 
guns, taxied to the runway and began the takeoff roll.  
As soon as he got the gear up, he started a climbing 
turn to his right.
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A Kate with the orange disk painted on its side 
flashed by; Welch squeezed off a short burst of fire and 
missed—or did he see some pieces of aluminum fly off 
the fast disappearing enemy.

No time to baby the engine now as he clawed 
for altitude, which meant everything in a dogfight.  
Passing through 8,000 feet, the plane shuddered, and 
the engine froze.  Putting the nose down, he turned 
back towards the airstrip.  If he didn’t make it to the 
field, he would have to crash-land in the rice paddies.

The home guard, reflecting the paranoia of General 
Short’s fear of saboteurs, were already on the way to 
pick up the innocent Hiachi and her parents to send 
them to an internment camp in the United States.

Ensign Sakamaki leveled off just above the water, his 
sights on the Tennessee as he pulled the torpedo release, 
expecting the ballooning of the airplane after release.  
Instead, the big radial engine screamed in high pitch as 
he climbed.  Obviously the torpedo attack mechanism 
was jammed.  What to do?  He couldn’t return to the 
aircraft carrier with the torpedo armed.  As he turned 
north, he reasoned he could bail out as the plane headed 
out to sea.  He would surely be captured—unthinkable.  
Then the answer was straight ahead—the odd-shaped 
building in the high ridge.  Without hesitation, he 
pointed the Kate directly towards the structure.  Then 
it happened.  The front end of the torpedo released and 
hung at a sharp angle.  The aerodynamics pulled the 
nose down, and within seconds the plane, torpedo, and 
the samurai slammed into the cliff below.
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The radar signals continued on their way to the 
Fort Shafter information center.

In Tokyo Bay, Helen Miller, her parents and other 
diplomats are hurriedly escorted to a Norwegian 
freighter bound for the United States.  The purple 
machine has been hastily destroyed.

It was about 3:00 p.m.  on the sand ridge, time for 
one more play before we started home to help with the 
evening chores.  The score was tied 0-0, unless you 
counted the bloody noses and bruised ribs.  I went 
high for a pass.  Leroy Crow, who did not like to get 
hit, had the ball, and unloaded a Hail Mary pass.  I 
caught the ball just as one of the Bottom Boys cut my 
legs out from under me.  We went down in a pile of 
arms and legs, but I held onto the ball.  Touchdown!

The Bluff Boys had defeated the Bottom Boys in 
what was to be our final game.

Someone said, “George, better go see what Mrs.  
Distlehorst wants.  She’s standing on the porch yelling.”

He soon returned and solemnly said, “The Japs just 
bombed some of our ships out in the Pacific at a place 
called Pearl!”

Anyone of any age who was alive at that time can 
tell you exactly where they were and what they were 
doing when they heard that awful news.  Our lives 
were immediately and dramatically changed.
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And so it was on a mild December afternoon, “a 
day that shall live in infamy!”

And so it has!

�
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Medicine Bow Forest Service
February, 1982

I was working 2,800-feet below ground in a ura-
nium mine.  After being there for several years and 
living in Grants, New Mexico, I went to work one 
day and discovered I didn’t have a job anymore.  No 
one did.  There were 17 operational mines and two 
mills working full-time, 24/7, one day and closed 
the next.  That meant 4,000 people were out of work 
overnight.

What was I going to do?  I left the next day for 
Wyoming and visited some coal mines to see if 
I could get hired on.  No luck there at any of the 
mines.  So I tried trucking jobs, but without success.

Then one day, by chance, I stopped into the 
Medicine Bow National Forest office and asked 
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about work.  They told me that, at time of year, they 
were hiring college kids for summer help.  Well, I 
thanked them and headed for the door, as I wasn’t 
a college kid, but they stopped me with a question.  
What type of work did I do?  I turned and answered 
that I was a welder and mechanic by trade.  I was 
told I would be hired on the spot if I could pass a 
test.  That test was easy and simple, and I had the 
job.  They told me to park my trailer at Brush Creek 
campground on forest property.

I was only responsible to one man, Frank Cross, 
and I would only see him on Thursdays.  Other 
than that, I was my own boss.  They gave me a list 
of things they would like done about three pages 
long.  I had a forest truck, a credit card, and plenty 
of tools.

I did the simple jobs first and the ones closest 
to the ranger station.  I got a bunch of them done 
the first week.  The second week, I was plumbing 
the ranger’s cabin with copper tubing, copper sewer 
pipes, and all.  Three weeks in, I was pouring con-
crete walks.  The list was half gone, and Frank Cross 
came to see me on Thursday.  We went around and 
he checked on my work.  He asked how could I have 
done all that work by myself?  I told him that it was 
easy because I didn’t have anybody to talk to or 
argue with.  I could just work.  He laughed.

Time went on, and I went out in the forest more 
and more, building gate closures, trail markers, 
lookout tower gates, and window screens.  After 
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work one day, I had a couple hours before I had to 
head back to camp, so I sat there looking through 
the telescope at the lookout tower.  Just before I was 
fixing to leave, I spotted a young cow elk running 
through a meadow, which was unusual to see in the 
middle of the afternoon.  Then I spotted why.  There 
was an ape-like creature running after her.  It caught 
up and downed her in one blow from his right arm.  
He hefted her and walked back into the trees.

I had to drive down there as close as I could get 
and walk out to see if the tracks were real or if I 
imagined what I had seen.  But there were tracks, 
about 18 inches in length and 7½-inches at the 
widest point.  They were 4 inches wide at the heel.

I marked the spot well so I could bring a camera 
and my boss, Frank Cross, to see those tracks.  
Frank told me that I was not the only one to spot a 
sasquatch here, but no one ever got a picture of one.  
When we got to the spot where the sasquatch had 
brought down the elk, the markers were knocked 
down and the tracks brushed away with a broken 
branch.  But we found blood droppings from the 
elk.

I saw glimpses of the sasquatch several more 
times that summer, but I never got any proof.  My 
experience became just another sasquatch story.

•
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Trip to Oregon and the Back Country

Several years ago, I wanted to make a trip to Oregon.  
So as a disabled vet, I sent in a request to Oregon State 
Park for a park pass.  Within a few weeks, I received 
my pass to visit Oregon.

Of course, I did the usual things that tourists do.  I 
rode the jet boats on the Rouge River, ate clam chowder 
in bread bowls on the Gold Coast, and visited Crater 
Lake, the Bend area, and the Sisters.

I heard of a campground called Cove of the Pali-
sades.  It is on Billy Chinook Lake, a small camp-
ground in a cove.  You have to decline down a narrow, 
8% grade to the marina, then travel a narrower road 
to the left around the lake, and then travel across the 
lake on a one-lane bridge just a couple of feet above 
the water.

The campground is small, but well laid out.  I 
stayed there a week and went exploring.  If you go west 
from the campground, you cross over another bridge 
and find a very small community before you run out 
of road.  The river that runs into the lake is Metolius 
River.  There is a very rough that road that follows 
the river.  My tow vehicle is a four-wheel Jeep Suzuki 
Samurai.  They go anywhere.  I followed the road until 
I came to the end at a sign reading: Mt.  Jefferson Wil-
derness Area.  No vehicle traffic.  A smaller sign read: 
Pacific Crest National Trail to Three Fingered Jack.
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This is very beautiful forest country, so I decided to 
walk at least part of the trail.  It was quiet and peace-
ful.  I walked aways and came up on a knoll that over-
looked a small meadow below.  I sat on the ground and 
took off my backpack.  I was going to eat a sandwich 
and watch for movement below.

I hadn’t even taken a bite when I heard branches 
breaking and saw one tree moving, while the rest of 
the trees remained stock still.  The moving tree was 
whipping at the top for no reason that I could see.  I 
heard more branches breaking.

I began to think it must be a bear after honey.  I 
stood and crept from the knoll toward the moving 
tree.  I crossed over two hundred yards of open ground 
to the tree line.  When I reached the tree line, my nose 
caught whiff of an awful, pungent smell, worse than 
a pig pen.  It was so bad.  And there in front of me, 
about 50 to 70 yards away, appeared to be a bear tied 
to a tree.

I crept forward a few more yards and could see 
that it was not a bear.  It was an ape-like creature 
about seven to eight feet tall.  He had his foot in a bear 
trap.  He was mad and thrashing around, pulling at 
the chain.  Then, all of a sudden, he stopped, looked 
around, and brought his attention in my direction.  He 
had picked up my scent.

He reached down, took the trap in his hands, and 
bent it until it broke.  He was free!  He took two or 
three steps in my direction and then looked around 
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again.  The wind had shifted, and he lost the scent.  He 
ran off in the other direction, with a very distinct limp 
and leaving behind blood on the forest floor.  In no 
time, he was gone.

I have told this story to a few people, but they don’t 
believe me.  They don’t believe in sasquatch.

•

Two Personalities
March 23, 2013

As a young boy, I was raised by my grandparents.  
My mom and dad had divorced before I was born.

My mom had a crush on an airplane pilot named 
Victor.  And so my mom named me Victor after him.  
My middle name, William, was after her dad.

My grandparents did not approve of Victor.  They 
said he was a braggart, a show-off, a loud mouth, cocky 
sort of man.  He considered himself a ladies’ man.

That is why my grandparents called me William, 
not Victor.  Only my mom called me Victor, and this 
started my two personalities.

I spent a lot of time alone as William entertain-
ing myself.  Victor only showed up to cause trouble 
or show off.  As William, I never got into trouble or 
fights with my brother and sister.  Not so as Victor.  He 
would fight with his brother.
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In school, as William, I got along well with others.  
Then for no apparent reason, Victor would show up 
and show off—in games, sports, just to get attention.

Later on, William worked and studied and got his 
driver’s licence and wanted to buy a car.  William and 
Victor fought over what kind of car to buy.  Victor won 
out and bought a 1956 Chevy.  It was a red and white 
two door hardtop with red and white upholstery, all 
souped up with a 283 four-barrel carburetor, dual 
exhaust.  The girls loved it.

After graduation, William wanted to get a job on a 
ranch in the country.  Victor wanted to go to Califor-
nia, L.A.  or San Diego.  Of course, Victor won out.  He 
always does, as he is the stronger of the two.

In L.A.  William got a job in an aircraft production 
plant and became a lead person.

In 1969, both William and Victor were drafted into 
the U.S Army.  They were both there and decided to 
make the best of it and come home with a chest full of 
medals, and they did.

When back in the world, William went back to 
New Mexico and got a job in the underground mines.

Victor bought a ranch in the mountains and likes 
to be alone, as he developed severe PTSD and goes to 
counseling.
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After retirement, William was going to live peace-
fully at home and do hobbies.

Victor showed up and bought a motorhome.   
Came to Desert Trails.  Joined a writing group to tell 
everyone his stories.

Thanks, Victor.

�
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The writers included in this book are as 
diverse as the Sonoran Desert itself.  Each 
winter this motley group of individuals 
is inexorably drawn together at a small 
campground bordering Tucson Mountain 
Park, forming a spontaneous community of 
creative, imaginative people.

Some of the stories in this book are true.  
Some are � ction.  And some are “creative 
� ction.”  We leave it to you to decide which 
is which, keeping in mind the old adage that 
truth is stranger than � ction.

Among the stories are:
• True accounts of the personal impact of 

December 7, 1941 and September 11, 2001.
• The challenge of ordering a bra on the 

Internet. 
• Memories of rural Iowa, � shing, and 

kayaking. 
• The pain of a broken relationship.
There are poems and tales of other worlds—

Beldain and Bummery—and of events where 
dreams cross the boundaries of time.

And there are stories of the tin can gypsies: 
life on the road in an RV.
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