
 It was in the summer of `67, and I went off to 
search for my sister, Sara. She was always runnin off 
with that mangy old dog Charly, and she didnt do her 
chores yet.  So I ran off into the field behind our 
property, that had a swimmin hole and this round grove 
of big bushed with a tree stuck in the middle, like it had 
been planted that way.  We always use that grove as a 
sort of fort and camped there a lot. 
 
As I got close to the fort, I could hear noises, a lot of 
talkin and whimpering. I knew they were in there and I 
sneaked up cause I was gonna surprise them. 



 



 



 



I jumped in and shouted at Sara. She started a little bit, 
but mostly just stood there, rubbin herself.  I guess 
Charly mustve been too fast for her and she didnt have 
her fun. 
 
“You want some help?” I asked, but she just stood 
there, leanin against the tree, rubbin herself. 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 


