“Beloved Regina O’Casey”
by Victoria Fletcher

     I grew up in the foothills of the Appalachian Mountains in the small, friendly town of Damascus, Virginia.  I was an only child with a need for adventure.  My cousin Donna was an only child too, so we grew up together much like sisters do.  She was two years younger than me so I was the “boss” of all our adventures.  My dad was a history teacher and my mom worked for the electric power company.  I stayed with my mom’s parents while mom and dad were at work.  Every day after school, I walked across the bridge to their house.  My grandfather was a mechanic and I loved to go “work” with him at the garage.  
     One day I saw a palette outside the garage door and asked about it.  My grandpa Charlie said the supplies had been delivered on it.  I asked him if they were going to use it and he said no.  I asked him if I could have it and he said ok.  He even found me a piece of rope to tie around one slat to drag it home by.  The garage was just down the street from my grandparents house.  They lived beside my great grandparents.
     The Beaver Dam Creek ran behind their houses.  There was a beautiful wooded area behind my great grandparents house.  Many hours of fun and adventure happened there.  I want to share my adventure of building a boat.
     When I was nine or ten years old, I brought the empty palette home from the garage.  I decided that I would build a raft to said down Beaver Dam Creek all the way to Abingdon.  I called my cousin Donna to see if she could come and help.  Her mom, my aunt Phyllis, brought her up to our grandparents house.  I told her about my plan.  She thought it would be fun too.  We got to work.  We used the rope I had used to drag the boat home with and secured a lawn chair in the middle.  I attached a small flag to the chair arm.  I told Donna that we needed to name the boat before we launched her.  We thought about the name for quite awhile.  When we had decided, I went into the kitchen and got a bottle of pop out of the fridge.  The bottles were glass back then.  I went back out and together we christened our new raft, “Beloved Regina O’Casey”.  We were now ready to set sail.  We decided to do a few trial runs first.  We each got on and pushed off from the bank.  The raft floated beautifully.
     When we decided we were ready, we went to the wooded area and got us a tall, thick, strong branch to use as our steering wheel.  It was time!  We were so excited about floating all the way to Abingdon (which is thirteen miles from Damascus).  Donna said the she would sit in the chair first and I could steer.  She sat down in the chair and I pushed us off using the wonderful multi-use branch we had found earlier.  When we got into the middle of the creek, we started sinking.  We ended up in water up to our knees.  Donna’s mom came out of the house shouting at us to ‘get out of that river’.  We waded back to the bank.  She put both of us in the car (on trash bags so we wouldn’t ruin her seats) and took us to the local market.  We both sloshed all through the store but we wore smiles that covered our whole face.
     When my parents got home from work, my aunt told them what had happened.  Mom said I could cause more mischief and mayhem than one hundred kids put together.  My grandparents said I was just smart and creative and needed an outlet to show that.  I don’t think my parents agreed with them on that though.  Mischief and mayhem became a nickname that stuck with me for quite some time.
     Many years after my boat building days, mom and I were walking on the Creeper Trail.  When we reached the bridge, we stopped to look over where the creek runs beneath.  Mom had already turned to head back home when I spotted her wedged on a huge boulder in the creek.  I cried out, “It’s Beloved Regina O’Casey.”  Mom ran all the way back to where I was standing and hanging over the railing said, “Oh no, who is it?  Who is hurt?”  I pointed at the boat and reminded her of how I had built it long ago.  We laughed so hard the tears ran down our face.  It became one of those inside jokes between us and we shared many more laughs through the years.  
[bookmark: _GoBack]     Well, this finally ends the tale of my boat “Beloved Regina O’Casey”.
