I grew up a military brat and home was where mom made dinner. By the time I was 15 years old my family and I had moved six
times, across oceans, continents and states, staking our claim to four borrowed walls and embracing the adventure of the
unknown territory outside the front door. I made friends quickly often the very day the moving van was unpacked. No time to
waste, moving orders could come at a moments’ notice.
Home was a fluid concept; a place rooted in time, not timber and drywall. Each summer I looked forward to visiting my
grandparents and soaking up the nostalgia of my parent’s childhood homes, longing for a bit of my own. I spent hours roaming
through each room, studying the artifacts of a history to which I was only peripherally connected. I imagined what it would be like
to know your family’s story as your own, to remember the old wooden bridge long before the city put in the concrete one, to grow
up with people who knew you when and marveled that you made it to adulthood in one piece.
When my father retired, Oklahoma was where we landed and so, by default, it also became home. I couldn’t shake the feeling
of impermanence, however, and figured it was just a matter of time before the packing began again. I married young a born and
bred Okie who had a taste for travel. Early in our marriage we moved to Kansas City and ten short years later we had a child.
Slowly I settled into the notion that Kansas City would finally ground me, however, I settled for only as long as life would allow
and Oklahoma kept calling. Aging parents, grandparents, and my baby becoming a little boy - all prompts pushing for the
definition of home. What does it look like? How should it feel? What are the ingredients?
Moving back to Oklahoma City was a decision made for all the right reasons and nearly two years later we are putting down
roots, as they say. The city changed while we were away. We changed. Our families changed. Time to adjust to all this change
was required. I moved away at 25 on a wing and a prayer and came back at 37 with a little boy, an education, and an acute
understanding this would likely be my last move for some time. I am ready. Ready to pass on to my son what I didn’t have: a life
settled.
My son, rushes inside after school, drops his book bag, tosses me a quick hello, and heads outside. I hear the squeals of
children, happy to be freed from the fetters of school. My son is learning the neighbor’s stories and they are most certainly
learning his. He notices the subtle changes occurring around us: the new sidewalk at the park, the tulips coming up in the garden.
I too notice and take delight in these things and without warning or fanfare realize, I am Home.

Cast & Crew

A continuation of our gardening series by our green thumbed neighbor, Justin Gibbons
Whether we are aware of it or not, there is a drama unfolding in our growing spaces. Eating and being eaten is the plot of this
syndicated periodical. It’s a dinner theater we have had the good fortune of spectating and not participating in for a few thousand years.
Predator insects feed on the insects who feed on our plants. There are the usual suspects who make a common appearance in our
gardens. Turning over a leaf will reveal those little vampire dots, aphids, being tended to by their ant benefactors. As the plague suck
the life out of your Echinacea, the ants collect the honeydew that is produced from the aphid abdomen which is taken back to the
colony to be shared with the hive. The intimidating Assassin bug can make for an unnerving encounter, with its size, syringe proboscis,
and grey spike row on its back. These brutes, if handled incorrectly, or at all, can inflict a painful bite. However, they help balance the
growing space by sucking the life out of the things sucking the life from your hardy hibiscus. Nightmare mode is coming face to face
with a large Cicada Killer, air lifting an adult Cicada to its underground lair to be consumed. The show is different every year, but it
always ends the same way - who can lay the most eggs before winter comes?
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Last month Shepherd residents welcomed in the springtime during our Spring Kickoff Party in Swatek Park. The weather
couldn't have been more beautiful and we had a great turn out of both human and canine neighbors! We began the party
with a brief message by Sargeant Skalla of the OKCPD. Sgt. Skalla spoke on crime prevention in our neighborhood and
urged us all to call 911 at the first sight of anything remotely suspicious. Sgt. Skalla explained that many people are under
the mistaken belief that 911 is to be used solely in the case of emergencies, but this is not the case. 911 is meant to be a
quick, easy-to-remember number for residents to call in the event they see anything suspicious at all, regardless of whether
it is an emergency or not! Sgt Skalla also emphasized the importance of a nieghborhood watch, and utilizing common sense
landscaping measures to help deter would be thieves - such as installing lighting, and keeping lawns and hedges in order, as
theives target homes that are dark and have shrubbery blocking exterior windows. After Sgt Skalla spoke, party-goers
helped clean up the park by picking up trash and trimming trees. Hot dogs were grilled and a pot luck lunch was served. For
dessert we ate pies from Ingrid's and a homemade cake from our neighbor Jasmine that was as delicious as it was beautiful.
We also had a raffle that included sauces from Chef Scotty (InTheKitchenWithScotty.com), homemade "Shepherd" dog
treats from local company "Bark & Breakfast" (BarkandBreakfast.com) and gift cards to Roxy's Ice cream. We'd like to
extend a big thank you to Lisa Trippet for planning the event, and a thank you to everyone who brought something to the pot
luck and helped us clean up the park! We've included some photos below for you to enjoy! Be sure to check out page 4 for
some photos of our canine party-goers!

Above: Our neighbor Jasmine
preparing to cut into her beautiful
and delicious cake! YUM!

Above: A few neighbors helping
one another pick up trash around
the park.

Above: Blake Trippet and
son enjoying some cake in
the shade!
Left: Two younger
members of our flock, Kira
and Jocelyn, were eager to
help clean up Swatek Park!
Thanks girls!
Right: Jon Reinke scaling
Swatek trees in order to trim
off old branches. What a
guy!! THANK YOU JON!

You may be wondering how the Taylors acquired such a unique pair. According to Erica, John found Oscar on a secluded Edmond
road nearly 20 years ago, and Serge was taken from the pond on the Taylor's old property when they moved to Shepherd. They
intended to raise him until he was large enough to care for himself and then return him to the pond; however the new property
owners changed their mind and decided they didn't want swans anymore, so the Taylors decided to make his permanent home
Shepherd. Oscar and Serge are very loved members of the Taylor family - and we are glad to have all the Taylors (humans too!)
here in Shepherd! Thank you to John and Erica for sharing Serge and Oscar with us this month!

Spring Party Canine Attendees!

