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Introduction

Dear Friends,

As we work within our community encouraging adults to get involved in the lives of young people,
many times we hear “I'm just too old for that.” I believe the following story helps us all see that age
has nothing to do with impacting the life of a young person.

I hope you enjoy the story!

Brad Bills
Executive Director

by Patrick McManus

I had been sixteen years old for a long time now. Sixteen was an age I felt comfortable with.
It was an age filled with exuberance, expectation, and surprise. With just a dash or two of madness.
As is the nature of youth, I thought I would remain sixteen forever.

Vern and I had been fishing the river above the falls that day, and I remember snagging
my favorite fly near the far bank and wading through the icy water up to my armpits to retrieve it.
The force of the current lifted my feet and caused them to skitter dangerously over the rocks on the
bottom, but I got the fly back and returned safely across the river, and Vern and I laughed because
I hadn’t been swept over the falls and drowned. Then we ate lunch, which was very soggy because
I had been carrying it in the back of my fishing vest when I waded the river. We had to wring out
the sandwiches before we could eat them. We cooked some of our smaller fish in a foil pan over a
driftwood fire, seasoning them with salt, pepper, a whole cube of butter, and ashes and sand, and
we ate the fish crisp and hot with our fingers. For dessert we ate handfuls of plump, sun warmed
huckleberries, the big fat reddish ones that grow on the tall bushes in the shade of the water. For
dinner music, the river and the falls performed a symphony in the background, Mozart I think.
Then it was time to climb the steep, winding trail up to the car on the logging road and head home.

“You know,” I said to Vern, “I think I'll stay sixteen forever.” He gave me a funny look and
started up the trail.
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When I got home that evening and squished into the kitchen, the family was gathered around
the dining room table, one end of which was piled high with decoratively wrapped packages.
“Surprise! Happy Birthday! Happy Birthday! Yea!”
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“Hey, whatcha doin’ sittin’ out here all by yourself on the porch? You look like some broken-down old
geezer, ya know?” “Beat it, Raymond. I dont need any cheering up.” “C’mon, I was just putting’ ya on. I heard ya
turned fifty yesterday. So what! It ain’t the end of the world.” “What do you know about it?” “You can still have
some fun. Like you could, uh, uh, no, I guess you couldn’t do that, but you could, uh, uh, how about feed pigeons
in the park? I admit it don’t sound like a real blast to me, but lots of old guys seem to dig it.” “I've already thought
about the pigeons, but there’s no park around here. What do you want, Raymond? I know you didn’t just come
over here to shoot the breeze with a geeze.” “Well, now that you mention it, I thought you might advance me a
couple bucks on mowin’ your lawn.” “Raymond, you already owe me mowed lawns up into 1989. Say, what you
do when you're not speculating on lawn futures?”. “Ah, nothin’ much. I hang around. What’s to do?” I couldn’t
believe he had said such a terrible thing. He’s only sixteen. When I was sixteen, which happened to be the day before,
I had 1,589,643 things to do, not even counting the things I didn’t want to do. I was only up to 5,854 on the list,
too, when I so suddenly got old.

“Raymond, don't talk like that. There are a million things to do. Actually, there are well over a million and
a half things to do.” “All you old guys talk like that. Give me some examples.” “Well, you could take up fishing, for
instance.” “That’s one. What else?” “What else! What do you mean what else? Fishing is at least 800,000 things
to do, all by itself. After you take up fishing, there’s never again a moment when you don’t have something to do.
Take organizing a tackle box, for instance. You can spend your entire life just organizing a tackle box.”

“You organize your tackle box a lot?” “No, I've never organized it, but the point is it’s always there waiting for
me to organize it when I don't have something better to do. When you're a fisherman, though, there’s always something
better to do than organize a tackle box. Of course, you never have just one tackle box waiting to be organized. You
have a tackle box for panfish, one for trout, one for bass, a couple for saltwater fishing, and so on. Over the years
the contents of the various tackle boxes all get mixed up together. That’s one of the things that makes fishing such a
wonderful challenge.” I then went on to tell Raymond about my long, unrequited love for fly-fishing and all the
hundreds of different flies I still wanted to tie, as soon as I took lessons in the basics of fly-tying, and the fly rods
I wanted to build as I learned how to fish and as soon as I accumulated the necessary cash. I told him about the
purity of fly-fishing — the thrill of going up against wily trout with nothing more than a slender rod, some line, a
tapered leader and a few flies, and that’s all, except for the canoe, float tube, rubber raft, fly books, landing net, hip
boots, boot waders, stocking waters, vest, extra ointments, hook sharpeners, wading staffs, and the ten dozen or so
other essentials.

“Geez,” Raymond said “do you have all the stuff you need for fly-fishing?” “No, nobody has all the stuff
you need for fly-fishing. It would require a warehouse to store just half of it. You see, no matter how much stuff
you have for fishing, there’s always more stuff you need. There’s always new great stuff that you absolutely have to
have, even though you didn’t know you needed it before you saw it in a catalog. Fishermen spend hours poring
over catalogs to find new stuff they can’t possibly get along without. It's wonderful!” “Yeah, fishing does sound like
it might be fun.” “Fun? Raymond, I can’t begin to tell you how fantastic it is — an evening hatch coming on, the
light soft and mellow on the water, and you lay a dry fly soft as thistle down right next to the swirl of a big trout.

»

Hey, let’s go fishing right now. Cmon out to my warehouse and I'll get you outfitted.”

“All right!” “Listen Raymond, youre going to love fishing. Never again in your whole life will you have
nothing to do. I'll show you all the techniques, too — how to cast and tie knots and everything, even how to wring
out sandwiches.” “Wait a minute, “Raymond said “I thought you had gotten too old for this sort of thing.”
“Where did you get that idea? Sixteen isn’t old, Raymond.”
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“My birthday? Again, so soon! I thought we just celebrated it. Well, no matter, I do love my birthday. This
looks a bit more festive than usual though,”

“Of course,” my wife Bun said. “It’s not every birthday you turn fifty.” “I suppose not,” I said. “Hey, this is
great. What a surprise! Let me at those presents. This one looks about the size of a fly reel. Now who could have
guessed I needed a new...what did you say?”

“I said it’s not every birthday you turn fifty.” “What is this, some kind of cruel joke? You know I'm not
fif-fif...anywhere near that old. That’s the age of ole geezers, like grand fathers.” “Ha!” Bun said. “And just who
do you think these four short people sitting here with the party hats on are?”

“My grandchildren? You're kidding! I thought they belonged to the neighbors.” “You have to start

paying more attention,” Bun said. “Youre not sixteen anymore.” “I'm not? You mean this isn’t a hoax? I really

am fif-fif-fif.....”.
“That’s right, fifty — the big five-0.”

It was a shock. I suppose if I had aged gradually, it wouldn’t have hit me so hard, old age. Say if, for example,
the previous year I had been forty-nine and the year before that, forty-eight, and so on, I could have accepted such
a dismal fare as inevitable. But it hadn’t happened gradually. I jumped right from sixteen to fif-fif....to half a century
old. The jolt of it staggered me.

After the party, I went into the bathroom and looked in the mirror. Staring back at me was a person with
gray hair; skin lined and blotched by the sun. A white mustache, a grizzled beard, and two chins, both of which
began to quiver. So, it was true. This was not the face of a sixteen-year-old. This was a face that had been kicking
around for half a century. The face of an old geezer — a grandfather!

Instantly my joints began to ache, my back to stiffen, my shoulders to slump. I felt my wrist — weak, fluttering
pulse. I could practically hear the old ticker chugging and wheezing like a worn-out bilge pump. And to think, just
a few hours before I had waded a cold river up to my armpits to retrieve an eighty-five-cent fly! Of course, I had still
been only sixteen then. Something like that could kill an old geezer. I felt tired and weak and went into the den to
take a nap, the first I'd taken since the age of three. From now on, I'd need lots of naps.

The next morning I got up feeling my age, which was old. I puttered about the house for awhile.

“What in heaven’s name are you doing?” Bun asked. “Well, stop it! You don’t know anything about
y ) p ything
puttering, and it’s getting on my nerves.”

“Got any stale bread around? Maybe I'll go sit on a park bench and feed the pigeons. It shouldn’t be too
hard to learn how to sit on a park bench and feed the pigeons. Where’s the park, anyway?”

“We don’t have a park. Go sit on the porch and feed the sparrows.”

“I'd better put on a sweater. [ wouldn't want to catch a chill.” While I was sitting on the porch, Raymond,
a neighborhood kid, rode up on his bicycle. He’s a shaggy, rumpled person, with more knees and elbows than
average, or so it seems, possibly because his bike is much too small for him.
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INTRODUCING BOB STAPP AS OUR

NEW SOUTH MEDFORD AREA DIRECTOR!

We are very pleased to welcome Bob Stapp as our new South Medford Area Director! For the past several
years Bob has been an active volunteer in the youth group at his church. He has been working in the heating
and air conditioning business for about eight years. Bob has served in the Navy and worked as a firefighter,
so he brings many different life experiences
to this new role. Bob and his wife Lee have
two sons, Kevin and Jacob.

Our previous Director, Chris George, is
pursuing some teaching and coaching
opportunities and will remain involved
with us in a volunteer capacity.

We would love to talk with you if you have
a heart for kids in the South Medford area!
Please call Bob at 941-6510
or Bud at 779-3275.



