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                                                       Early May 1993

Big Pond, Pa. is located about 25 miles south of Elmira, NY. and could be considered an extremely rural and impoverished town.  It has no stores and the only business which is evident is Smitty’s motorcycle salvage and scrap.  Population may approach 75 to 100 people.  However, the town boasts one magnificent natural wonder which is the big pond located at the top of the hill and up the dirt road from the center of town.

Folks come from miles around to partake of fishing, swimming, canoeing, camping, beer drinking, and necking.  People really know how to have fun here!  In short, it could be considered the Disney World of upper PA or perhaps the gateway to paradise.

I sat on the bank of the pond beside my motorcycle on a cool but sunny Saturday morning in mid-May drinking coffee and enjoying the peacefulness with no one else anywhere about.  Then a late model Oldsmobile, about 1978 or 9,arrived with many occupants.

I observed 3 or 4 young boys eagerly begin fishing in the swimming area.  Two had fishing poles which they took turns using and I heard one exclaim that this was the second time they had come and forgotten the bait.  Two ladies in their upper 40’s were clad in early American swimwear designed for less than trim figures-the kind with hip ruffle skirts.  Nice.  One woman was named Mom.  Both ladies went immediately into the frigid water beside the 4 boys fishing with two poles and no bait.

Another woman by the car was Loretta, probably a daughter, in her late 20’s and clad in a respectable two piece.  She was busy unloading a folding wheelchair from the trunk.  After struggling with the wheelchair, she hauled out of the back seat, or trunk, an extremely frail and sick appearing black man of questionable age.  The man appeared to have some affliction which caused his body to waste away for he was carried by Loretta without much difficulty.  While Loretta was strapping him into the chair with seatbelts and connecting his IV bottle from an overhead extension to his arm, Mom and the other woman called from the water.  They hollered as loud as a train blowing its whistle at a rail crossing, “Boy, we’re goanna get you wet!  Boy, we goanna get you wet.”  Boy may have had happy expectations because I could hear him utter not unpleasant sounds.  It was impossible for me to decipher his sounds because they all seemed not to be words and they all sounded  the same.

Suddenly, Loretta turned Boy south towards the lake and with a mighty rush came thumping and bumping down from the parking lot, over the bank and into the water.  Boy was immersed up to his IV bottle.  Boy, did Boy get wet and he appeared absolutely gleeful!
Seeing these people having all the fun compelled me to leave.  Fast.

Bubba the Creeker                      

