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Purchase tickets thru | " H $ %
www.lynchburgtickets.com :

or at Bower Center &

Available in advance or at the door
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Writings from members of WRITE NOW .

Where are you from?
by Coby Pieterman

| have been asked that question many
times over the years. When we first lived
in the United States | thought, it was
because of my accent, but soon |
discovered that it was a way
for American people to connect. Where
are you from?

| enjoy answering that | am from Thaxton,
where | live today. Of course | know
people want to know where | am really
from so | wait till they come back with.
Yeah, | know, but where ARE you from?
and because they really want to know, | answer.

| tell them that indeed, | am not from
Thaxton, even though it starts feeling like
that after having lived there for 19 years
now. Neither am | from Chantilly in
Northern Virginia where our family lived
for 18 years and where our daughter
and son grew up. | am not even from
Hingham, Massachusetts, where our
family lived for 2 years after we "landed"
in the United States and where we
made fast friends from Dutch origin. We
didn't live there long enough to pick up
the distinct Boston accent, but we can
pick it out anywhere in a crowd! Neither
am | from Weymouth, Massachusetts,
where our son was born.

| am not from Waterloo, Belgium either,
where for two years we had to speak
French, while Case worked in Brussels. |
am not even from Vlaardingen, The
Netherlands, where we lived after we
were first married and where our daughter
was born.

I'm sorry that | have delayed answering
the question for too long. ...... I
am from Rotterdam in The Netherlands,
a tiny country in Europe on the North
Sea across from Great Britain and
bordering Germany on the East and
Belgium on the South. A country of tulips
and wooden shoes and a country with
more bikes than possibly anywhere in
the world (except for China), because
we have so few hills. It's always fun to
go back and see the horizon at the end
of endless stretches of farmland. A country
where wooden shoes are still worn by
farmers and people who work in their
gardens. A country where the Keukenhof,
with its marvelous flower display in the

spring, is world renowned. Where
beaches have beautiful white sand and
where dunes all along the coast protect
the inland from flooding.

| grew up seeing water everywhere and
| thought nothing of it, until | went to
school and learned about the lay of the
land and how our forefathers won land
from the sea and made it into the size it
is today Just as a comparison:
Virginia is 2 1/2 times the size of the
Netherlands, but the Netherlands has
twice the population of Virginia. | was
born in the city of Rotterdam, where in
the month of December it was so
crowded in the stores that at all times
you bumped into people or they bumped
into you, without apology. | thought
Americans were really polite, apologizing
when once in a while they would bump
into me, Why did we never do that in
Holland? The apologies would have
been constant, that's why.

Where am | from ? Now you know.

Christmas still on your mind? Try
this little story to bring back memories.

The Christmas Train by R S Bull

The Christmas Train made its Maiden
run on December 25, 1939.The rookie
engineer Bob was in full control on this
first trip out of the terminal.

Earlier that day, four year old Bob was
at home low on his belly crawling under
the tree desperately searching for any
present to rip open. His theory was if it
didn’t have his name on it, then it had to
be mislabeled and belonged to him.
Everyone else in the room, and this
included his sister Jean, told him that
the well was now dry. Bob, however,
knew better. There had to be more than
socks, underwear, crayons attached to
an Uncle Remus coloring book, a plastic
airplane, 99 fighting army figures and a
5-pound box of mixed, salted nuts. Oh
yes, there was a pair of yellow and
green pajamas from Aunt Ada. After all,
he had been listening to the entire saw-
ing, sanding and hammering efforts go-
ing on down in the cell for over a week.
When he tried to sneak down, he was
cut off at the pass by his father and be-
sides his grandpa was nowhere in sight.
Grandpa Smith was a real engineer on
the railroad and surely he would be up-
stairs trying to find something called
Four Roses under the tree. So, after

shedding a ton of tears, Bob tripped
back to the rest of the family and the
comfort of Grandma'’s lap and an anise
reindeer cookie.

It was at that moment Bob heard the
mournful wail from a 2-6-2 yard-duty
steam engine. Deep in his heart, he
knew something was terribly wrong. It
was too close to home. It could not be
from the “hump” down by the factories.
It must have derailed and plowed
through the cellar doors. Dad and
Grandpa could be badly hurt. It was
now up to him to check on the carnage.
He flew down the stairs and rounded
the corner. There it was. Right next to
Grandma’s sink and hand-crank dryer.
Engine 1666 with it's tender waiting to
pull a yellow boxcar loaded with candy
bars, a logging car, a Sunoco oil tank
car, and a shiny red caboose. It was all his
and ready for him to use from that moment
on to today and all points forward.

NOTE: Want to run 1666, Come to the
train show at the Bedford Museum any
Monday, 10AM-5PM ‘til the end of
January and be read to hang your head
out of the window of the cab!!!

Short’s Pond by Betsy Mercer

The wind is calm as | walk toward
Short’'s Pond. The skates bump my
back with each step, urging me to start
my practice session. | sit on
the bench, slowly lacing my skates,
and pause to look at the rising
sun’s reflection off the glare ice. The
stone bench is not a place |
want to linger so | push off with my left
foot, hearing the familiar
sound of the blade, like scraping frost
from a windshield. Deep
breaths pierce my lungs, clearing the
last remnants of sleep. Now | am into
the routine, arms swinging as | make
multiple circuits around the
pond. | find the back and forth sweep-
ing of my legs erasing worries
from my mind as | concentrate on the
ice ahead. | am becoming one with
the frozen world, always listening for
the subtle clicks that signal cracks in
the ice. But the night was cold enough
so the ice is clear, there has been no
thawing and refreezing, no pressure
ridges to throw me or my concentra-
tion. | am relaxed as | skate past my
own breath, briefly, brilliantly white in
the sun.

Cont'd on page 4
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Short’'s Pond , cont’d from page 3 O 1 $ ’ $ | ( B
The wind starts to pick up, rattling the $ 0+ /
bare branches. Skating into the wind 4 |
changes my rhythm. | am booted by the 0 ' $ $ 0 /' )
wind down the east side of the pond and 4 7 s1 1 '
even have to slow down for the turns. % B5#5# <#1
Then | am aware of having to work F5<J ) 73
harder to get back up the stretch of ice. F8J &E
The earlier tranquility escapes and |
reluctantly turn back towards the bench D , | $
and the walk back up the hill to home. 1 '
Join WRITE NOW
Love to write? Want the camaraderie of | ) <686=="66;
others who do and to explore different 7
writing styles? Join the WRITE NOW E 9
group and share your creative writing % I * # % - #A
with others. See contact information in 4 #B '
the third column on this page. #
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Roomy natural canvas tote - 1 * N
with black handles
0+ / 18"w x 15h x 57d - /B O
4 ' 0o 2/
I $ Only $10. + VA sales tax .
33 Available at Bower Center
Cash, Check, Visa, MC, Discover /
+ B J
0o 1) ! 1J Ix/ -
D | 0) #$ 0 *. $1
' 0+ / :
) ) 6+ / O
/ ?: 1
1- 1
0o+ / $ A" 0 "A 3
<68'<='6 6 E .0
o /) ?
9 2 I D$
0 $ . 4
551 ' 601
2 &
@) 0
@+ +0 ? J 7 -
H 94 | X 4 K
# o 916G )
0 '$ . &
i j)* O 4 @ @ .
] )




