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The Ozark Mountains, or the Ozarks country as it is referred too much of the time, covers some sixty thousand square miles and extends over the southern half of Missouri, the north-west of Arkansas, a small bit of Kansas, Kentucky, Illinois and a few counties in Oklahoma. Although many think of it as a mountainous country, the hills are no more than two thousand feet, and the country consists of wooded land, ravines, gorges and spring fed rivers. French-Canadian trappers were the first to use the name, and the origin of the word is still in dispute.
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Amazon.Com — Featured Author Review — Rolland Love
“To this day the Ozark Mountains remain an untouched natural wonder. Rolland Love’s ability to paint this landscape in clear, crisp detail stems from his time spent with the "solitude of the streams, deep hollows and blue-hazed vistas." His deep-rooted passion for the Ozarks has transfigured into a series of fantastic tales Huck Finn and Tom Sawyer could have only dreamed of and his writing style has been compared to Mark Twain.”
“To understand Overland Park writer Rolland Love, think Mark Twain." By Nick Kowalczyk, The Kansas City Star.”
“I have read a number of Rolland Love’s stories set in the Ozark Mountains and they are all nostalgic and entertaining. I would recommend his writings to parents who want to show their children the pure joy of living experienced by kids growing up in a simpler place and time. By Dave Hargis Vantage Point Productions, L.L.C
What’s Lurking In Love’s Award Winning
(Mark Twain Style) Ozark Mountains Stories
From Back In The Day?
... The kidnapping of good old boy Doc Barnes, solving a murder, riding a bull at the American Royal in Kansas City and winning a gold buckle.
... A graveyard, a mystical old man and a moonshine still on the hill. A preacher named Dub, baptism in the river and brotherly love.
... Catchin’, cleanin’, cookin’ and eatin’, bull frogs, goggle eye, bluegill, catfish and smallmouth bass.
... Floating the river in a jon boat (or johnboat), catching minnows in a trap, using crawdads and hellgrimates for bait. Bats, a rat and two dogs.
... A cave, cats, farm pond, giant snapping turtle, eel, buzzard, red tail hawk and a Belgium work horse named Clyde.
... Diving in the river from the top of a bluff, being chased by a snake, finding a body in the swimming hole. A black widow spider in my shoe, hornet in my tent, Uncle Ira’s pool hall, skating on a frozen pond and falling though the ice. Gathering eggs and finding a black snake in the hen’s nest.
... Guarding Mom’s garden against critters, the best bird dog in the Ozark Mountains, a deep blue hole of water, starting a fire without matches and more Ozark lore from back in the day... http://ozarkstories.com
The End
by ROLLAND LOVE

“Best not let your Grandpa tell any scary stories before bedtime,” Mom said as I hurried out the door.
“OK, Mom. I won’t.” I waved over my shoulder as I climbed on my bike and peddled down a gravel road toward Grandpa's cabin.
“Come in,” Grandpa hollered when I walked up on the porch and opened the creaky wooden door. He was sitting in a rocking chair with his back to me stoking the fire. Brightly colored sparks danced up the chimney.
“How'd you know it was me?” I asked.
“I'm an old river rat,” he grumbled. “Got eyes in the back of my head. Close the air hole.”
I shut the door. The lock clicked. Something was wrong. Grandpa usually jumped up and hugged me at the door. A strong steamy odor, like a trace of vinegar, cut through the smell of wood smoke and tickled my nose. A yellow flame in a kerosene lamp on the kitchen table cast dark shadows on the knotty pine walls.
I hung my coat on a nail and looked at the sparkling glass eyes in Grandpa’s trophies. They seemed to watch me as I crossed the room. He’d had some of them almost fifty years. I slumped into a brown leather chair beside the stone fireplace and looked up at the stuffed deer head above the mantel. The ghost of the shiver I’d felt the day I touched the dead deer’s cold wet nose came back to visit me.
"What time we getting up in the morning?" I asked.
Grandpa laid his pipe on a table beside the rocking chair and groaned. “Five o'clock sounds about right. Time I fix breakfast, time we get ourselves fed, it’ll be daylight.”
I figured even though Grandpa probably wanted to turn in early because butchering a hog was a hard day’s work, he would still tell me a scary story first—the way he always did. Then I would sleep on the rollaway bed in his room. That way if I had a bad dream, he would be close.
Instead, he said, “You best sleep out here by the fire tonight. I’d just keep you awake tossing and turning.”
“You won’t bother me none, Grandpa.” I looked at a bobcat hide nailed to the wall behind the couch.
Grandpa gave me a vacant stare as if he had not heard what I said. He looked around the room. “I’ve been thinking about getting rid of all these hides and mounts.”
“What about the big buck?” I asked, pointing to the deer head with a ten-point rack.
“Him, too. Don't want nothing dead and gone around me anymore.”
I pointed at the crow on top of the gun case in the corner of the room and grinned. “That mean Blackie, too?”
“All of it," he snapped. “You want it? Take it.”
I scooted my chair closer to the fireplace and watched Grandpa out of the corner of my eye as he rocked in his chair. It scared me that he was not his old self. “Is something wrong?”
He got up from the rocker and looked at me with pale, watery eyes. "Don't mean to scare you. It’s just right now my mind is troubled. I'll be OK. Don't worry your cotton-top head about it none.”
“OK.” I looked away.
“I'm plumb tuckered out. Going to turn in early. You’ll sleep better out here. You won’t have to hear me snoring like a train.”
I forced a smile. “Yeah, you’re probably right. I'll read the book you gave me about storytelling. If I can't hear a story, I can read about how to tell one.”
He patted my shoulder. “You're a good boy, looking’ after your old grandpa.” He shuffled toward the bedroom. It was the first time I noticed how stooped over he had gotten. “If you get scared in the night, you can come sleep with me,” he said as he disappeared into the darkness.
“I'll be OK, I think.”
I tossed a cedar log on the fire and stared at the dancing flames. I turned a setscrew on the base of the kerosene lamp Grandpa had brought in from the kitchen and raised the wick so the flame burned brighter. I got up and walked around the room to look at the mounts and hides on the cabin walls. I wanted to assure myself once again that everything was dead, in case they chased me in a nightmare during the night.
Wrapping a wool blanket around my shoulders, I sat in Grandpa's rocker and stared at the fire until I drifted off to sleep. The next thing I knew, Grandpa was patting me on the arm.
“I've got breakfast ready,” he said. He tossed a pine tree branch on the glowing bed of coals, and the dry needles burst into flame. “It’s a crispy cool morning. Good day for butchering’ a hog.”
“How long have you been awake?” I stood, stretched my arms over my head, and yawned.
“Hour or so, I guess. Went out and started a fire under the scalding vat. Takes awhile to get the water boiling.”
I sat at the table. Grandpa had fixed my favorite breakfast, eggs and frog legs. I forked a pair of legs onto my plate, along with a scoop of scrambled eggs.
“Are you feeling better today?” I asked after I gnawed the last bit of meat off the bone.
Grandpa frowned. He looked at me through bushy white eyebrows. "Been sleeping uneasy.”
I sopped up the last of the scrambled eggs on my plate with a piece of bread. “What's wrong?”
Grandpa washed down the last bite of sausage with a gulp of black coffee. He got up from the table and motioned for me to follow him out the door.
It was so cold I could see my breath when we left the cabin. The sun rising over the top of the barn cast a golden glow on the frost-covered ground as it shone through the red and yellow leaves on the maple trees. The cock-a-doodle-doo of a rooster sitting on a fence post broke the morning silence. I hoped more than anything it would be a good day for Grandpa.
Grandpa looked up at the clear blue sky and smiled. “Mother Nature’s a good one ain’t she?”
“Looks like everything’s turned to gold,” I said. A falling yellow leaf drifted down in front of me as we walked through the gate by the chicken house and out into the feedlot where we would be butchering the hog.
Grandpa leaned the .22 rifle against the fence and walked over to the black metal scalding vat where red and yellow flames lapped up the sides. A wisp of steam rising from the bubbling, boiling water signaled that it was time to kill the hog. The smell of wood smoke hung in the air and sparkling frost covered the ground. We walked over to a long wooden table where a pulley was tied to a tree limb. A rope dangled. After Grandpa shot the hog, we would use the contraption to lift the carcass into the air, swing it over and lower it into the boiling water to loosen the bristles.
Grandpa picked up a knife with a deer horn handle and dragged the blade back and forth across a sharpening stone. He feathered the edge with his thumb to check it for sharpness and laid it on the table in front of me. “Knife needs to be razor sharp to scrape off the hair.”
I frowned. “I know, Grandpa. I’ve helped butcher before. Remember?”
He nodded. “I know you have. Now it's time to shoot the hog.”
He walked across the barn lot and stopped in front of the fat sow. He shouldered the rifle the way he always had in the past, only this time, instead of pulling the trigger, Grandpa lowered the rifle and circled the hog as if he might ask her for a dance.
I walked up beside him. “What's the matter?”
He shouldered the rifle again as if he were going shoot the hog, and I backed up. He stood there so long that the sow waddled off toward the corner of the fence.
Grandpa lowered the rifle, walked over to the bench under the oak tree by the rendering press and sat.
“What's the matter, Grandpa?”
He lowered his head and stared at the ground. “Don't tell another soul what I’m about to say. People will think I'm crazy. They don't need much excuse to put an old man like me away.”
“I don't think you're crazy, Grandpa. I love you. You're the smartest person I know.”
He smiled. “Been having a terrible dream.” He pulled a bandanna from the hip pocket of his bib overalls and wiped his mouth.
“It’ll be OK, Grandpa. I have scary dreams too.”
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