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Upcoming events

October 10 & 11, 47th Annual Quilt Show & Civil War Series
December 6, Holiday Performance
All dates are subject to change; please check Facebook for more
information.

Quilt Show 2015
The 47th Annual Quilt Show is coming up in October of this year.
Please plan to bring any number or type of quilts you’d like displayed.
They can be a quilt you made or someone else. A show quilt or a
special quilt to you and yours. There are all different types of quilts
each year that are placed in the show. Why not display one of yours?
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STRENGHTH OF THE HILLS
by William Aden French
Chapter 5 Continued:
“How does he get so much power and authority?”
“He’s the chief of the tribe. I don’t know how he
got to be chief. When me and Simon come in to the
Blue Spring, Simon was poor as Job. He had been in
business in St. Louis and had failed, I suppose. Anyway, he closed up the store sudden like and come off
down here in the wilderness. I had been clerking for
him for just a few months, and when he decided to try
the wilderness and the fur trade, I stuck to him. But
he’d never have made out to get on his feet again if it
hadn’t been for Jean Dupre.”
“Dupree lent him money?”
“Yes. Jean had saved up a neat sum from somewhere,
and he lent it to Simon to start in the fur business with.
And Simon still owes it, but I guess next Christmas will
see the debt squared. No; Simon ain’t got the money to
pay it with, not by a long shot; but he’s got something
that is worth a whole lot more in Jean’s eye than the
money.”
“And what is that?” demanded Lane.
“It’s Bonnie. She was just a kid of ten when we come
here. But five years ago Jean promised Simon he would
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call it square if the old man would give him Bonnie for
his wife. She was fifteen then, and getting purty as a
flower, and Jean was plumb crazy about her. He is yet,
as for that. Well, Simon promised, and he done it a lot
easier than I thought he would, knowing as he did what
a devil Jean was.”
“Then he intends to sell his daughter, does he?”
asked Lane, with growing indignation.
The clerk looked up, rather startled. “I guess he
don’t figure it just that way, Monsieur Lane,” he said.
“And I guess Bonnie’s fond of Jean.”
“Has she promised to marry him?” Lane’s
thoughts went back to that morning on the porch as he
asked the question.
“I guess she has,” Jake replied. “Anyway, it’s understood. He comes to see her often and they are together
considerable.”
Somehow, this revelation left Lane speechless.
He could not understand his sudden anger against
Rouville and Dupre. Why he should be so interested in
a girl who was an utter stranger was beyond his comprehension. Why Bonnie Rouville should wish to marry
a man more than twice her age with a reputation such
as Dupre’s was a puzzling mystery to him. Surely she
knew the man’s habits of life. Could Jake be making
Dupre out a worse man than he really was? He had
seemed pleasant enough during the few times Lane had
seen him.
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Jake was speaking again. “But Jean’s getting mighty
impatient. Bonnie made them wait till she went to St.
Louis and finished her education. She’s been back a
year now, and still there’s been no wedding. Jean’s fit
to be tied about it sometimes.”
The clerk ceased speaking for a moment, and his
companion was also silent, trying to digest the information he had received.
“There goes Cotoreva,” suddenly exclaimed Jake,
who seemed to want to talk incessantly. Lane, glancing
from the window in the direction indicated, saw the
young half-breed who had come with a message for
Dupre the night of Lane’s arrival. “We found him here,
a lad about ten years old, when we come to the Spring.
Where he spends the rest of his time nobody knows.
He’ll be gone sometimes for a whole week, then up he
pops again in the midst of them.”
“Who are his parents?” Lane asked curiously.
“His mother was an Indian. No one knows who
his father was. Dupre was the only white man in these
parts when we come here, and him and Cotoreva are no
more alike than a bear and a fawn. The half-breed’s
eyes are blue, you’ll notice, but Jean’s are as black as an
Indian’s.”
“Does he come here often, this half-breed?”
“Oftener than anybody, unless it’s Jean. You
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see, Bonnie and Cotoreva were raised up together
almost like brother and sister, and they’ve always been
great chums. He learned to speak good English from
Bonnie.”
Fred Lane’s gaze wandered to the window again.
On the river shore he saw the half-breed and Bonnie
Rouville in conversation. They were leaning against a
great oak; and as the girl stood there, with flushed
cheeks and staying brown hair, glancing alternately at
Cotoreva and out across the river, Lane thought he had
never seen a being half so lovely. Then, reluctantly, his
eyes left her and sought Cotoreva. The half-breed was
leaning forward with parted lips and talking earnestly,
and Lane did not need a second glance to guess his
secret. The lights of adoration shone in the eyes of the
half-breed, and Lane’s heart went out to him with a
fellow feeling; for he, too, was beginning to love this
radiant girl with a love that was as ardent as it was
hopeless.
As he still gazed from the window, the young pair
on the shore suddenly started with surprise. Jean
Dupre, the white chief, strode up to them and gazed
from one to the other in silence. Lane noticed that
while the girl greeted the newcomer pleasantly, the halfbreed’s dark face seemed to grow pale with fear as he
slunk silently away, leaving Bonnie and the white chief
alone. Turning from the window, Lane saw Jake Haily
busily engaged, and the clerk’s hitherto jolly face was
suddenly sobered. He, too, had seen Dupre, and was
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apparently afraid. And Lane felt a sudden inward
qualm, as he realized that to attempt to win the girl he
loved meant the incurring of the enmity of a man whose
very presence made strong men tremble.
That afternoon Lane grew tired of idleness and
betook himself to the hill back of the post, from which
point he made a rough pencil sketch of the river valley.
He found that the wilderness scene lent him inspiration, and he longed for his canvas. Returning to the
post at sunset, he encountered Bonnie on her way to the
big spring for a bucket of water. She greeted him pleasantly, and her loveliness made Lane fairly gasp.
“And what has Monsieur Lane been doing to pass
the time?” she inquired lightly.
“Very little,” he returned. “Just now I have been
trying to sketch the river.”
“Oh, you are a painter,” she cried. “Let me see the
sketch, please.”
Lane handed her the sheet of paper and she
studied it intently for a moment. When she handed it
back, the gay, bantering expression was gone from her
face, and her eyes had a faraway look.
“If only I might do that,” she said, sighing deeply.
“It is my greatest ambition-to be able to see and enjoy.
But all my efforts are worthless.”
“Maybe I could help you a little,” ventured Lane after a
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moment of silence. She gave him a quick, glad look.
moment of silence. She gave him a quick, glad look.
“Oh, if you would!” she cried. “To have a real
“Oh, if you would!” she cried. “To have a real
artist teach me! That would be grand indeed!”
artist teach me! That would be grand indeed!”
Lane’s smile was suddenly grim and his voice
Lane’s smile was suddenly grim and his voice
held a strange note of bitterness as he replied. “It is not
held a strange note of bitterness as he replied. “It is not
much of an artist who offers to teach you, but if I can
much of an artist who offers to teach you, but if I can
help you just a little, I shall be very happy to do so.”
help you just a little, I shall be very happy to do so.”
“Oh, thank you,” she returned, with a smile that
“Oh, thank you,” she returned, with a smile that
warmed Lane from head to foot. “Then we shall start
warmed Lane from head to foot. “Then we shall start
tomorrow.”
tomorrow.”
TO BE CONTINUED….
TO BE CONTINUED….
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Bear in a Tree
Nancy Brewer, Eminence, Missouri

Eminence Area
Chamber of Commerce
Promoting Eminence and
surrounding area.
Visit our website and
Facebook page for more
information on vacationing on the Jacks Fork and
Current Rivers.

www.EminenceMo.com
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Powder Mill on Current River
Patty Wheatley-Bishop, Patterson, Missouri

Dwain Wood 12-16-2011
“Hopeless Romantic”
I’m not a hopeless romantic
My love to Me will return
A new Spirit I’ll put within
Ability to discern
I amply provide assistance
No burden I cannot lift
When mercy and grace is needed
I supply the givers gift
Treasures replace deficiency
Overflow springs of supply
Love that’s beyond comprehension
When sought I will not deny
With flesh I’ll replace the stone heart
Uncontrolled fear now destroyed
Enabling favored resurgence
Nothing to Me returns void
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Collin Nash @ Summer Concert Series
Nancy Brewer, Eminence, Missouri

Scotts Printing
1111 East State Route 72
Rolla, Missouri 65401

Phone 573 364 1616
Fax 573 364 2560
Toll Free 800-776-9869
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A Facebook post by Michelle Singleton Wiggins
05/02/2015
This pretty lady wins the pic of the day. She is 20, and a
resident of a rapture facility. She was rehabbed, and yet
unable to tend to herself. We looked inside one another's
eye's..and she touched my heart with her yellow scaly claws...

Lexi’s Medicine, Inc.
Mika Lindsey, RPh
Telephone:
PO Box 336
(573) 325-4241
211 N Ash St
Emergency Phone:
Winona, MO 65588
(573) 247-0704
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Montauk Hatchery History
by Tom Whelan

Montauk Hatchery is located at the headwaters of the Current
River in Montauk State Park. The hatchery is owned and
operated by the Missouri Department of Conservation.
Montauk Springs, Bluff Springs, and other small springs in
the park provide water for the hatchery. An estimated 53
million gallons of water flow daily from this series of sand
boil and bluff springs. Montauk is the 12th largest spring in
Missouri.

Alley Spring
Reva Dow, Birch Tree, Missouri
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Ronnie McQuerry’s Car @ Ozark Mountain Festival
Rolla Green, Eminence, Missouri

Area Locations:
Birch Tree, Mountain View, Houston, West Plains
Phone: 800-618-5503
15

KILLERTRUST
By Sharon Woods Hopkins

Chapter 11
Monday lunchtime, December 10
It started snowing lightly on the way back. Rhetta veered off
Kingshighway into the drivethrough at Rob’s Roaster, one of
her favorite delis. “It’s close to lunchtime. Let’s get a sandwich and take it to the office.” She ordered a BLT on rye for
herself. Woody ordered two meatball sandwiches, and bal

Moonflowers
Sandy Wakefield, Ellington, Missouri
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anced the food sacks and two large drinks on his lap as
Rhetta navigated noon traffic. She remembered LuEllen had
brought her lunch, so she didn’t call her to ask about bringing
something. Being gluten intolerant, LuEllen usually ate
salads. Rhetta wished herself fat intolerant.
Two minutes later, she pulled into the parking lot and found
no empty spaces near the front door. She waved at the full lot.
“Crap. That DirecTV group in the basement is having a
marketing meeting again and nabbed all the spaces. Where
will our customers park? I think I should call and ask Jeff
about this. They do this twice a week, every week and hog
the parking lot all day. They should park in the back, since
they’re employees.” She continued around to the rear of the
building, and eased into a narrow spot between a service van
and the Dumpster. A hand lettered sign taped on the van’s

Frog on a Board
Joetta Creason, West Plains, Missouri
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door read, Evan the Handyman. She fumbled a minute in her
purse, but came up empty handed. “Do you have your door
keys?” she turned and asked Woody, who was looking out the
window at the van. “Mine are all the way to the bottom of
this freaking black hole of a purse.” The futile trip to the
airport had put Rhetta in a sour mood, so she decided now
was a good time to call and discuss the parking issue with
Jeff Patterson, owner of the building.
Woody handed the food bags to Rhetta, reached into his pocket
and produced his door keys. “Well, well, Evan is in the building,” Rhetta said, imitating the long-standing line, “Elvis “has
left the building!”
“Pretty suspicious-looking sign on his van,” Woody jerked a
thumb toward Evan’s artwork. He didn’t seem impressed with
it. “It sorta matches his suspicious-looking ratty beard and
homeless persona.”
“I hope he at least knows how to change a light bulb,” Rhetta
muttered as she navigated the steps up to the back door. She
gripped the railing with one hand, while carrying her bag with

Missouri Department
of Conservation
Eminence Office
Highway 19 North
573-226-3616

We work with you and for you to sustain healthy forest, fish
and wildlife.
For more information please visit mdc.mo.gov/.
18

her sandwich in the other. The steps were slick from the newly
fallen dusting of snow, and she didn’t’ feel like taking a tumble.
“I guess Jeff hired him to be Tony’s assistant? Or is Tony no
longer working here?”

“Tony’s still here. I see him occasionally. He attends the Post
Traumatic Stress Disorder Peer Support Group meetings at
the VFW.”
“Why single out his beard? His hair is a rat’s nest, too.”
“What?” Woody slid his keys into the lock. “Whose beard?”
“Evan’s. You said his beard was ratty, but his hair is a disaster
too.”
“That beard is so thin, it just doesn’t look right. He should
shave it off.”
“Maybe he doesn’t want to be clean shaven. Look at you, you
have whiskers.”
Woody stroked his own chin growth. “If my beard looked like
his, I’d shave it off.” He slid his keys into the lock.
Rhetta turned and pushed open the door with her backside.
“I’m glad you’re still going to the PTSD meetings. Are they
helping?”
Woody said, “It’s always slow going. So many of the guys are
in denial. And of course, funding for the program is going to
dry up before any of their problems are solved. Part of the VA
cutbacks.”
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Rhetta swiveled toward Woody. “That’s terrible. What can we
do about it?”
Just then Lu Ellen called out, “Is that you, Rhetta?”
Woody hadn’t answered her question. Rhetta thought he
probably figured the question was rhetorical anyway.
“It’s just us, LuEllen,” Rhetta called back as she clomped
down the hall toward the front of the office. Her fashionable
brown leather boots tracked slush from her trek up the steps.
She hadn’t brought any indoor shoes to work. Woody, on the
other hand, had slipped off his and tucked his feet into a pair
of loafers. He’d hung his coat up on the rack next to two
knitted hats that looked like sock monkeys. Rhetta grinned.
Woody loved sock monkey puppets. He even entertained the
sick children at the hospital with them. Rhetta wondered
where he’d stashed his shoes, since he’d found them long
before he’d gotten to his office, or had even passed the
kitchen for that matter. He was always so prepared. She
sighed.
“Where did you…?” She didn’t finish her question about his
shoes, since she had already arrived out front and Woody had
detoured into the restroom.
Evan was standing in front of LuEllen’s desk. His shaggy
grey ponytail hung down past his shoulders from beneath a
grubby black wool sock hat crammed down on his head. His
grey beard was the usual scraggly mess drooping past his
collarbone.
Woody had told her that Jeff allowed Evan to stay in the
small apartment in the lower level that had once been a
storage area that she called the Dungeon. As she recalled, it
didn’t have any windows. Evan’s red plaid jacket barely
buttoned over a bulging tummy. Strange how
20
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A Facebook post by Jim Anderson
05/26/2015
Over the weekend, several folks asked me what RMEF on my
baseball cap stands for - Rocky Mountain Elk Foundation.
So, I've been thinking about elk and Shannon County MO.
Elk lived in the Ozarks a long time ago, and they were wiped
out during the Civil War. Both sides scavenged for food and
nearly decimated our wildlife population and residents.
They took anything and everything that they could find to eat.
Point being, I once read an old newspaper article about the
last elk in the Ozarks. A huge bull was killed around Cabool
after the Civil War and it caused a lot of excitement. The bull
was so large that if you put his antlers upside down on the
ground, a horse and rider could ride underneath them.
Cool, huh?

Duncan Funeral Home, LLC
Serving your Family for over 100 years
Locations in Birch Tree, Eminence, Mountain View,
Summersville, Winona
Business Office in Mountain View
Hours: Mon-Fri 8 AM - 4 PM, Phone: 417-934-2222
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Pickin’ Daisies In The Rain
By Deborah Couch Hannigan, May, 2014
Pickin’ daisies in the rain
It may look quite insane
Walkin’ down this muddy road
To see a friend with a heavy load
Pickin’ daisies in the rain
How many will a jar contain?
I hope to brighten up her day
And lighten up my soggy way

By pickin’ daisies in the rain
To fight the norm; lose the mundane
Got my hoodie pulled clear up
Coffee in a covered cup

Pickin’ daisies in the rain
Who cares if it looks quite insane
A better road? A dry warm car?
That’s not where the daisies are.
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BOLLINGER COUNTY HAS MORE THEN JUST
ROCKS…

The storms of the last few years have resulted in many interesting and unusual stories. Obed Rhodes of Marble Hill, MO
has one that may be one of the most unusual.
Obed’s story began in the winter of 1959-1960 as a
Woodland High School student enrolled in Mr. Jewell
Mooney’s Vocational Agricultural classes. Mr. Richard
Holekamp of the Missouri Conservation Department came to
speak to the students about forestry, timber growth and
marketing. Obed has never forgotten Mr. Holekamp looking
around at that bunch of penniless farm boys and stating, “You
may not believe it today, but you are the landowners of the
future.”
Mr. Holekamp gave each of the boys a bag containing
about 150 walnuts and instructed them to “take them out
when it is muddy in February, drop them on the ground and
stomp them in”. He assured them that only about one third of
them would ever grow. He also told the boys that those trees
would produce walnuts in their lifetime but their grandchildren would be able to market fine walnut lumber from their
efforts.
Obed took his bag of walnuts and planted as instructed along the sloughs of Hurricane Creek. Today, Obed
proudly boasts that about forty of those walnut trees are still
25

standing. He wears a smile a mile wide, when reporting that
he, his children and his grandchildren have gathered many
walnuts from those trees.
Obed’s story became unusual when a 2012 wind
storm blew down two of his trees. Being a timber man, he
knew the logs were good so he called Roger Mouser of
Altenburg Hardwood. Roger bought the logs as prime saw
logs. When Obed told him that he has planted the trees when
he was 14 years old, Roger was astonished. He said that he
had never bought grade walnut from the man that planted the
tree. Walnut just does not normally grow that fast. The
stories he always hears are that grandpa planted the tree, not
the man selling the tree.
Story and photos by Wanda Rhodes from the Wayne
County Banner Press
Edited by Marty Calvert

Summer
7:00 am - 9:00 pm
Winter
7:00 am - 7:00 pm
Every Day!
Eminence, Missouri

Monday - Saturday
7:00 am - 7:00 pm
Sunday
8:00 am - 5:00 pm
Summersville, Missouri

www.timsbestway.com

www.kollers.bestwayfoods.net
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Old Cabin
Sharon Fry, Eminence,Missouri
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like me aren’t too sociable.
“Most people don’t have any of these things listed,”
based on a study I read 10 years ago.
I search for rich houses, (I do my homework), and I
surveyed this here neighborhood before picking a home!
To be continued...

Cappy Ryan on the Current River
Angie Needels, Winona, Missouri
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Nan & Tommye’s
Recipe Box...

LET’S SHARE RECIPES!!
We share a love of cooking, recipes and cookbooks. Everyone
has a favorite recipe that has been become a family favorite.
Our inspiration for Nan & Tommye’s Recipe Box came from
Ruth Bryan’s recipe column in The Current Wave & cookbook
called “Let’s Share Recipes”. Send in your favorites along
with a photo and short story about how your tasty recipe was
acquired. Thanks for your comments, recipes and interest
in our journey. Now let’s open up Nan & Tommye’s Recipe
Box!
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Miss Patty’s Bread Pudding
Come and stay at Hawkin’s House in Eminence, Missouri.
One of the best Bed & Breakfasts in Missouri welcomes
visitors with intimate charm of a small, rural community.
Fish in the clear streams for small mouth bass, walleye
and pan fish. Spend the day lazily floating the beautiful
Jack’s Fork or Current River or just a swimming hole
where your cares just float away.

Brown Oil Company
In support of the EAAC

Glen Brown, Jr.
Rt. 1 Box 1655
Winona, MO 65588
(573) 226-3397
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From the kitchen of Hawkin’s House, Patty’s Famous
Bread Pudding
1 16 oz French Bread Cubed
Soak bread for 10 minutes in …
1 Cup milk
1 Can Eagle Brand
2 Cups Evaporated Milk
Add 2 tsp vanilla
1 Cup sugar
½ Cup brown sugar
Beat 3 eggs
Add 1 cup golden raisins
Melt ½ stick butter in 9x13 pan
Pour mixture in. Bake 20-25 minutes until middle is done.
Sauce:
1 Stick butter
1 Cup Sugar
½ Cup evaporated milk
Bring to boil-reduce and cook for 5 minutes
Stir constantly: Remove from heat
Add 1Tablespoon rum, Pour over Pudding
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Call for Submissions

Out of the Ozarks Literary Journal is open to fiction, nonfiction,
poetry, art, and photography submissions. All rights revert to owner
after publication as per contract offered. Include your name, address,
and phone number above the title of your submission. If handwritten,
please write legibly!
Mail to: Eminence Area Arts Council

P.O. Box 551
Eminence, MO 65466

Electronic submissions are preferred:
Send as attachment in Microsoft Word or as an Adobe Acrobat
PDF. E-mail to: john_mark_brewer@yahoo.com

Call 417-331-1028 or 573-226-5344 for more information or
email the above mentioned email address.
Photographs
• high-res jpeg(s) or high quality print • Any subject •
Include option: tell who, what, where, when, why.
If people are in photo: name and address of each and
model release from each person
General Guidelines

• Submission(s) published or unpublished are
welcome•Submission(s) will not be returned • There is no
guarantee that your submission(s) will be published in the journal

Bailey Chevrolet GMC
Willow Springs, MO
www.baileychevy.com (888) 517-7321
“Proudly Supporting the Arts Since 1946”

P.O. Box 551 / Eminence, MO 65466

Eminence Area Arts Coucil

The Eminence Area Arts Council would also like to thank the Missouri Humanities Council for their gracious support of our literary
journal.

Out of the Ozarks Literary Journal is published by
the Eminence Area Arts Council with a grant from

