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PERSPECTIVES
solitary celebration

A Morning Walk

By Imogene Barger

When | went ouf t take my mornrng walk today, 1 found
everything shrouded in eav%/ fo% Ve unusual or aJuly
dag/ in Western OkIahoma Thec rsa d trucks, unseen on
neary ? way, were the only sounds that could be
hezird The birds were silent-----there were nogobwhres
calling to one another----no songs could be heard from the
cardr als in the orchard even the bluejays couldn’t find
r{thrn g to scold, and the sparrows were riot chatterrn% up
Ororm It seemed as 1T a hush was spread over the whole
W

The trees along the creek bank were just hazy outlines,
and it all %ave me a sense of berng very much ‘alone in a
fantasy world----1almost felt liké a child again. I could
smell the pungent odor of the wild qourd vine in the nearby
fence row, and for a moment | was empted f0 see (ow farI
cou Id stifl throw_the ittle gourd balls. I rce asot
[avender blossom from the “shame-me™ weed an absorbed
rts Ird( t sweet sme]| and watched Its Ieaves fold at m}/ touch.

cked atev¥ fwrd plums ?rrr]add coHtg aa rn]tsosétntasee tae]rr

easrn art flavor when r
g read %ny hot buttered bread fresft fromJ the oven. d Jelly

Then on | walked, down b¥ the yucca pIants Irke the ones
that had furnrshed their blooms to make hundreds of
dancrng hallerina dolls in the years goneb .Arabbit with rts

ufftail sheltered under thém an anearb covey of

owle

yail were startle resence and took flignt with a
ahrrrroftherrwrr(rjg% Iyn}ent on past the hud qr htnrng
scarred, ivy-draped cottonwood tree that stands like'a

sentinel wr Its limbs spread to shelter squirrels playing

Ide a

rnar] y reached the creek where I saw a mama coon and
her three habies on their way home from their nocturnal
ramnlings----probably in someone’s sweet-corn patch.
Thely loo ed at me with"'masked, rndrrdnante es and moved

eaving their habylike footpripts In the da Psan | saw
the red horse mrnnows as thefy flrﬂ ped and flitted throu h
the water, and | could almost feel the cool wateron myb
toes the a It felt as I ran and s Iasped af( f< d]

The willow trees were on the Cree bn e the nesl
cIrmbed rnthose Ion? rqoda s and with tehe ofa nend
o etohe_[ ter which one of us would | &um off and
g V\euo]ne ea ancdgetthto take awild whipping ride as the tree
| st gr ted homeward, and by the time | reached the house
the sun was bFrnrn off the fog The mundanet Ings of
everalda%farm [fe and the man% ofrescnonsrbrlr% %okover

ream world 0 eyesteryear ut the dreams some owe
ME a more content

d and"perhaps a better person.
IMOGENE BARGER in addrtron 0 herother Interests, has
rnrsgedastud uide fo Ok agomath rfy r]hero er
%rr]aérn chilaren n an Illustrated story ook for the younger
Ilustration by Trey Wright
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