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Thanks to Allen Monday for his donation to
the Chronicle fund.

I have sorne oor"rectious and additiorrs to
neke t,-'r ilre arlicle abcut Savan**lt {Ftriier)
Eberlineos article that appeared in Issue 2.

Some of the infb came fi'om my nlemory
bank which lias been overdrawn too many
times. She says.

"'Alier high school, I trained Arabian
horses in Arizona for a year then returned to
Los fuigeles and worked at a psychiatric
hospital with severely abused children at

CPC Westwood Hospital (not St. Jolur's)"

While working full time, I attended Santa
Monica College, then transferred to tlte
University o1'Montana to complete my
degree in Psychology. ln Ghana I taught in a
nur sery school (nr:t a nursing school) while
studying native dance, writing and photo-
graphy. Orte ntore thing, Todtl worked as a

carpenter on an island of the soast ol"Port-
land, Maine (not in a shipyard)."

lNow lel mt utlC ttrc bit of itttereslitt2g trcws,

Suvututuh urul'l'ocld's duughter, Ameliu wus

bom while slw wus getlittg her A,Iaster's
degree nrtl when she went oil tlv sluge tu
get her diltlornu, slrc curricd Aneliu in lrcr
le/t arm utuJ kx* tha diplonttr wlth her right
hand to a stafldiilg ovtttittn oJ the uudience. f

Frorn ftlike and Elizabeth Hitl;
"There have been a few new

developments around here. First, we have
tbund us a rlew lrtlusc, three bedrooms, (ald
tiie gii'ls have tiicir c,wi; baiiiiui;nri includiiig
a large master bedror:m" large kitchen, and a
laundry-roornz'uortrputgr roonl oornbo. The
back yard is felced in to accomrnodate the
pets of visiting lbmilies. We expect to move
in about the middle of February.

"'Second bit of news is that lVlike is

Bstting liis tread shaved again. (Mike is
announcer and Asst lv{gr at a radio station).
l{e and his partrrer will have their heads

shaved in the Central lvtall betw-een Noon
and One c'clock otr Valentine's Day as one
way ulriiisirrg uir;ncy tbr a t3 ycar oid Salina
girl wiro has leukenria. She had a bone-
manow transplant not long ago and is
recovcring in the Fon Worth Ronald
folcDonald llourc. 'fhey think she will be

coming home by the end of the month. So

far, the two nisil have raised more than

$2,000 Airyuirc ,;arr have their head sltaved
lbr a tlorratron and the irair is collected and

tiivsr to "'Lucks ol'Love". a group that
makes rvigs ti:r pctrple who have lost their
own harr as a rcstrlt of disease or treatnlent.
Last year, fulihs had his head shaved tbr a

little lS-rlurrth utd girl with cancer.

fGtxxl ott yuu ir,lrke. I dott't lutve enough
white lruir tu rnuke iI vtorlh while to come Io
llulittt"t tuxl dttndte it - besicle,;, who woulel
wattil u wliite wig? f



lvlargaret req,'l'.ed her ttew glasses on Friday
the 8d'and has noted a considerable improve-
ment in her vision. She can read ordinary
newspaper p;int without a magnilying glass

and that makes her happy.

While we wcjre in Los furgeles for Clristnus
two of Mark's three daughters and their
faurilies staycd at our house. Afterward,
Mark was tellirig us about his experience as a

baby-siner artri we laugireci so muuir I asrcci

him to write it up for the Chronicle. You

will find his story with this issue. And I bet

you lau;5h, if you don't, write and tell me

why and I'll put tlut in the Cluonicle.

)t**

I apologize firr the wrinkle that many pages

of the Clrronicle have in it. l'he odd pages,

which I run first, never have a wrinkle but

regardless ol'what I dri, the secortd time

through, the page gets a wrinkle. lf anyone

knows the atswer, let nte know.

Juclitir Ft'eetuatt lus writtett a book
called'"Red Water"" which goes into some

detail about the MormoII nlassacre of ths

Arkansas w'agon train 11'he Mountain
Meadow Massacre) irr 1857, If you read the

copy I sent you, you saw the trame of John

D. Lee, who was largely responsible. Her

novel is based on the diaries kept by three of
Lee's nineteen wives. He was a rnarrying

dudel IIe man-ied three sisters, then married

their mother. I catr't tigure out wlut kin that

made them. Maybe l'll read the book
I have a hard tinre believing that Ood

was onoe a rnail and had a wift and some

chiidren and that if, I become a Mormon and

ant good enough one day I will be God's
equal.

Ah! Religir:n! The strangest
phenomenofl ever invented by ntankind.

Paradoxically it unites and divides. More
people have been blessed by religion than

any other belief rnankind has entertained and

yet" nlore people have been killed in the

natne of religion than any other belief'.

l{undreds of thousands of PeoPle
were slaitt irl tlie wars betweell tlie Hebrews

and the other religions in the years before

Clilist. Tlti;usatrds were kille.tr by the

Catholic Church in the narne of Christianity.

T'housands luve been killed in the nante of
lslarn. Each religion claims they are the only

ottes who kttow Cod and if they could get rid

of all who do not believe as they do, the

world would be like heaven.

Don't you believe it. EightY-seven

priesls in Boston alone are being tried for
pedophilia. Bab Jones will throw you out of
lds university il'your sexual preference is not

like his. T'he 
-t'aliban would tlrrow acid in the

ia,re rilany gill who would not keep her face

covered. All in the narte of religion.
But we cannof get rid of it. It, like

every other trait, evolved for a purpose. It is
part of our llature. lt binds people together

irr groups lbr the gttod of the group It
separales ullc group fiortr artotlter for the

purposri of competiiian and adv&rtcentent,

the old "sutvival of the fittest" theory

hi<.r. we cennot rid ourselves of it but

I dare say, we catt leam to toleratc it for the

benefit of all.

Not rnany lettets this time but I want to get

this issue out while I have Mark's story to

iusti{Y using a stamp.

Love- I!{argaret artd llarrison

Page 2



GRANDPA" THE BABY-SITT'ER
By

Mark Miller

Arnelia, nty granddaughter is now two and a half years old and has a r":rown o1'golden ringlets just

like her mother, Savannah, had at that age.

I didn't think anyone could ever be as cute or funny as Savarutah, but Grandpas are sometimes

surprised and are, I suppose, easily won over. I remember when Savarurah was four or five years

old I took her and her two sisters to see the Grand Canyon. We stood on the rim looking down

into the depths of the canyon. Srnoke was rising from some Havasuppi lndian hotne down a the

bottorn and Savannah asked, "Daddy, do people live way down there?" I said, "Yes, the

Havasuppi Indians do. They have lived there for hundreds {tf years." "'You lneall," she asked,

"Real Indians live way down there?" 1 confirmed that they did, and the smoke was coming tiom

one of theil h<xnes. She cupped her little hands around her rriouth and yelleci as iouci as she could,

"Hello, Indians". Being a proud Papa, I was sure no kid could ever be this cute'

euite a few years later, after my little daughter was all grown up and had a little replica of herself

it shouldn't corrle as a surprise to nte that my granddaughter was just as cute alld funfiy as her

mother ever was. There are numerous reasons why I should have known this, but it was during

the past Christnras when two granddaughters gave me a proper initiation into the glorious realm

of "Grandpa-d0m".

In addition to Amelia, there was Eloisa, the daughter of Penelope, the sesond of rtry daughter, and

Eloisa was olly nne antl a half years old, and a very pretty little girl, but not old enough yet to be

the kind of lovable tike as Amelia. The two families and I were occupying the home of my Aunt

and Uncle while they werc back in Los Angeles with their children. Ivly little house did not have

enough bedrooms to accommodate the guests nor a room that would hold a ten-foot Christmas

tree.

One night during the holi,lays when the "young ones" were talhing about going out ttl dinner and

doing th" to*n, I recklessly volunteered to baby-sit the two girls while they were gone.

Now Savannah a1d her husband, liodd, iive in Wyoming where Amelia has her own little tent (in

their bedroon)and her own little sleeping bag in which she slecps. tter little tent had been set up

in the upstairs bedroom with the sleeping bag inside and her mother had tucked her in, telling her

that Grindpaw r^,,ould tell her a stoly before she went to sleep, and also that Grandpa would have

to go downstairs to look in on her cousilt, Eloisa from time to time'

penelope had several movies with her and I had visions of spending tralf an huur telling Amelia a

story oi two, then seeing one of the movies. The parents deparled and Grandpa was ready for his

night of baby sitting; one upstairs with an intercom so I could hear her if'she should awake, the

other in a crib not far away from where I would be watching my utovie. fuid so my eventful and

unforgettable evening began.



I kissed Am1'lia good night and told her to crawl into her sleeping bag and I would tell her a story

as soon as I ttad checked on Eloisa. I had not even reashed the nridpoint of the stairs going down

when 6ver the intercom Amelia's voice rang out, "Grandpa Mark, Where are you'? I'm ready for

my story".

Not wanting fhe intercom to wake Eloisa, I turned around and rushed back upstairs, out of
breath, andi*id to Arnelia, "'Wait until I get a chair. i witl pull it up in fi'ortt of your tent and then

I will tell ycl: a story."

'T.{o, Grandp.l Mark, you just come into my tent and lay down beside me and tell me a story."

"But I'm tor: L:ig to get into your tiny tent, Amelia," I explained'

'T.{o you &re *$t," she insisted, "Mama does it and you can too. Come on. lt'll be rcal cozy,

you'll see."

Well I sclueezed into that little pup tent, and tried to stretch out in surrte positiotl so I wouldn't get

leg cramps, r' ltich took a bit of wiggling.

"See, Grandpa Mark, isn't this nice?"

"Y.p, this is just great," I lied.

"Now tell me a story," she demanded sweetly.

And so I began, "Once upon a time there was this little boy rvhc lived in th* coufiiry' . "

'What was his name?" she interrupted.

"Ah, - - Floi.'d," I came up with a narne, quickly'

"'- * Floyd lived way offin the forest with his mother .",I tried to continue'

"What was his mothct's natne'i"

..Ah, Dorotiry," I was thinking fast, but stumtrled out the first nzune I could cr:me up w-ith

"Are ycu sure?" She asked as if she thOuglrt that wasn't a wonlan's {}anle'

"Of course I'm sure. I have a sister named Dorothy'"

'tsut Floyd't mother is not your sister is she?"
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"Well, no," I stammered, "they just have the same narne

"That's funny," she said.

"Yeah, well, I guess it is funny. Sometimes people have the sanre nafile as other people. Listen,

do you want to hear this story or not?"

"Sure, Grandpa Mark, g0 on)"

I started out again, "Anyway, Floyd went to the barn and saddled his horse, and - -"

'lVhat is the horse's name?"

I was ready this time, "His name was Spot'"

"Spot," she said, "That is a doggie's nams."

Su6denly I wo'dered, "ls this kid only rwo and a half years oltl'/" I felt like rny fifth grade teacher

was giving me a quiz. About that time I got a cramp in nry leg and had to get out of the tent.

I squeezed through the oparing of the tent and began to stomp around to get rid of the cramp'

.lMhere are you going, Graudpa?" she asked when I started crawling backward ouf of the tent,

then "Why are ygu dancing, Grandpa?" when I was stornping the floor'

Not wanting to reveal to my granddaughter how decrepit I was, I lied, "Every now and then I just

feel like dancing, don't You?"

..yes, but not in the middle of a story." She hesitated a moment then starled crawling out of the

tent saying, 'T.low I feel like dancing too", and began dancing around the room'

After a bit my cramp went away and I thought I should go downstairs to check on the other

grandchild.

"I'm going down stairs to check on Eloisa," I said, "I'll be right back."

"Well come right back and finish your story."

..I will," I said as I dashed down the stairs to Eloisa"s bed, thought she needed more cover and

,prrui a [ght blanket over her, looking at her and thinking, "God, what a beautiful little

granddaug-hter I have here," when over the intercom Amelia's voice rung out, "l'nt waiting for my

story, Grandpa Mark".
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Not wanting r,o wake Eloisa by shouting, I dashed back up stairs while the little voice kept

talking, '1ilhere are you Grandpa Mark? What afe you doing Grandpa Mark?"

I ran into the room and there she was still dancing and talking into the intercom.

..Get back inru your bed, Young Lady, and keep this racket down. I don't want to w.ake up

Eloisa."

She obedie#;ri crawled into her tent and into her sleeping bag'

..Floyd had j*st saddled up Spot, then what did he do?" She asked. I took a blanket and pillow of

her parent's hed and stretched out on the floor in front ofher tent.

..Okay, Floy; had just saddled up his horse to ride over to his Uncle's house and - -'"

'What are yo'r doing out there, Grandpa Mark?"

.Well I'm ts;r big for your little tent so I'm going to lie out here."

.'Okay, I wiil too," and crawled over me dragging her pillow. She lay down next to me and said'

..He rode to his Uncle's house - - " I knew what was coilling so we said it at the same time'

'What was hi-i. Uncle's name?"

"Cecil," I sai.j.

She laugheci. "That's a funnY name'"

"Yes, he ll'as a funny guy." I said.

'TIow funny was he?"

It was about this time I realized I had a long night ahead of me.

Atter five or six more stories off the top of my head I felt nrore brain-dsad that usual and decided

it was time tc look in on Eloisa again. As I reached the bottom of the stairs that little voice rang

out, just as I l..new it would, '"Huiry back, Grandpa Mark, you have just got to the good part'"

..1 had?,'I ask*rd myself. I thought t had tinished that story, and which story was it? I looked at

my watch. }t was nile-thirty. Savannah said she would be asleep by eight o'clock' What

happened?
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When I got baek up stairs from checking on Eloisa, Amelia was stretched out happily on her

parent's bed.

"Hey," I said, "W"hat are you doing out ofyour tent?l'

"Monmie always lets me come into their bed before I go to sleep," she smiled up at nle.

"But it's way past your bedtime, aren't you sleepy? I am," I said in a yawning sleepy voice.

'Well I'm not," she said, "it's Christmas and Mommie says I get to stay up late on Christmas."

I doubted this. I said, "She never told me that. Are you sure about that?'"

"Sure," she said, "and look at these books here by the bed. You can read them to n1e."

To my astonishment, I saw a stack of children's books, there must have been half a dozen, on the

bedside table. I picked up one and started to read, not knowing that before the evening was over,

I would read every dog-goned one of them. Each time my failing eyesight caused me to make a

mistake, Amelia woulJ *tt."t me. She knew every one of them by heart' At one point I said,

'You have heard all these stories, haven't you?"

"Sure, but you haven't. Aren't they nice stories, Grandpa?"

"yes they are nice stories, but don't you ever get tired of hearing them over and over?"

'?.{o I like to hear them."

"Go on," she prompted me,'!ou are just getting to the good part'"'

The page seem,;d to be gettin gfuzryand blurry, but I stumbled on, being corrected when I made

a rnirtat e. Sul:ly sleep would 
"o-" 

soon, not to me but to that vivacious little girl.

At one point I looked ovef arld she had one foot out from the cover.

"Hey," I said, 'khat's your foot doing out from under the cover?"

..Monunie always lets me do that," she said matter-of-factly." I bought this but soon I noticed

that both feet were exPosed.

"Amelia, you have both feet <lut from under the cover'"

'Yap, Mommie always lets . . ."
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I stopped her here. "One foot out is one thing but with both feet out, that I know your Mommie

would not al[rrw."

'lilhy?"

'Bscause ytlur are completely uncovered and she would not want that'"'

'lVhy?"

"Because ycu would catch cold, that's why'"

She conside, eri this lor a moment. Some rational truth was accepted. ln her little head something

told her that firandpa had a point. She pulled the cover back aver her.

..Go on with tire story, Grandpa Mark." I had fbrgotten where I was in the story, litit she was

quick to sh*i,v *. ,o-i continued. Before I did I quickly glanced at the bedside table' this was the

last of the bl;oks. "Thank God," I thought.

I got about half way through this last story with no intemrptions. I glanced o.ver at the little tike'

Ste was fasl asleep. It was ten o'clock. I carried her to her little tent and tucked her in and went

quietly dowl stairs, checked onse more on Eloisa, marveling at her beautiful face, and stretched

out on the c*uch. I tried to read an article in the National Geographic' I was tired of reading; I

just lay fherr. thinking of those two little girls sleeping soundly, unawate of their surroundings'

Maybe at th.:end of the long road we oall life, this was all that really matters, these grandchildren'

This is our !::llden reward, these two new vital little people, these two unique stars in the universe'

filled with wonder and Promise.

The gang ariived and fbund me sprawled on the couch, exhausted and smiling' I must have

looked strar,xe.

The two giris asked at the same time, "What is it Papa, why are you looking like that?"

'tiow tnucl; are baby-sitters paicl rhose *lays?" '[ aske'i'

They all laughed. 'Why, do you want to get paid?"

'Trlo," I said, "but whatever they are paid, double it."
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