
Prairies, Power Lines, and Poison

Introduction

In  the  heart  of  the  American  West,  where  the  vast 

prairies stretch as far as the eye can see and the skies 

are painted with endless shades of blue, lies a story of a 

time  and  a  place  forever  marked  by  the  shadow  of 

nuclear power. This is the story of my childhood in the 

shadow of Hanford, a place where the seemingly idyllic 

façade of  small-town life  masked a  hidden legacy  of 

contamination and fear.

Growing up in the 1950s and 1960s, I was surrounded 

by  the  beauty  and  simplicity  of  rural  eastern 

Washington. The rolling hills, golden wheat fields, and 

meandering  rivers  were  my  playground.  I  spent  my 

days  exploring  the  natural  wonders  of  my 

surroundings,  riding  my  horse  through  the  fields, 
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swimming  in  the  cool  waters  of  the  creek,  and 

marveling at the starry skies above.

It was a time of innocence and wonder, a time when 

the world seemed full of possibilities. But beneath the 

surface of our idyllic existence lurked a secret, a secret 

that  would  forever  change our  lives.  Just  a  hundred 

miles to the south, a vast nuclear complex known as 

Hanford  was  quietly  producing  plutonium,  the  key 

ingredient in the atomic bomb.

As the Cold War intensified, Hanford became a symbol 

of America's nuclear might. But this power came at a 

price.  The  radioactive  waste  from  the  plutonium 

production seeped into the soil, the water, and the air, 

contaminating the environment and endangering the 

health of those who lived nearby.

We, the people of eastern Washington, were unwitting 

victims of this nuclear experiment. We were exposed to 

radiation without our knowledge or consent. We drank 

contaminated  water,  ate  contaminated  food,  and 
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breathed  contaminated  air.  And  all  the  while,  the 

government and the nuclear industry downplayed the 

risks, assuring us that everything was safe.

But the truth was slowly coming to light. In the years 

that followed, studies revealed the devastating health 

effects of radiation exposure. Cancer rates soared, birth 

defects became more common, and entire communities 

were left struggling with the legacy of Hanford's toxic 

legacy.

My family was not spared from this tragedy. My father, 

a  farmer  who  worked  the  land  that  had  been 

contaminated  by  Hanford's  waste,  developed  cancer 

and died before his time.  My mother,  a teacher who 

dedicated  her  life  to  educating  the  children  of  our 

community,  fought  a  long  and  courageous  battle 

against breast cancer. And I, the child who grew up in 

the shadow of Hanford, have lived with the fear and 

uncertainty of what the future holds.
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This  is  my  story,  the  story  of  a  prairie  childhood 

forever marked by the nuclear age. It is a story of loss, 

resilience, and the enduring power of the human spirit. 

It is a story that needs to be told.

4



Book Description

In the heart of the American West, where the prairies 

stretch  as  far  as  the  eye  can  see,  lies  a  story  of  a 

childhood forever  marked by the  shadow of  nuclear 

power. Prairies, Power Lines, and Poison is a haunting 

and evocative memoir that tells the story of growing up 

in the shadow of Hanford, a vast nuclear complex that 

produced plutonium for the atomic bomb.

The author, a young girl growing up in the 1950s and 

1960s,  paints  a  vivid  picture  of  a  seemingly  idyllic 

small-town life,  where  the  beauty  of  nature  and the 

innocence of childhood are contrasted with the hidden 

legacy  of  contamination  and  fear.  As  the  Cold  War 

intensifies,  Hanford's nuclear production casts a long 

shadow over the community, and the author and her 

family  become  unwitting  victims  of  a  nuclear 

experiment.
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Exposed  to  radiation  without  their  knowledge  or 

consent,  they face  the  devastating  health  effects  that 

follow.  The  author's  father  succumbs  to  cancer,  her 

mother  battles  breast  cancer,  and the  author  herself 

lives with the fear and uncertainty of what the future 

holds.

Prairies,  Power  Lines,  and  Poison  is  a  story  of  loss, 

resilience, and the enduring power of the human spirit. 

It is a story that needs to be told, a story that sheds light 

on the hidden legacy of the nuclear age and its impact 

on the lives of ordinary people.

This  book  is  a  powerful  reminder  of  the  dangers  of 

nuclear  power and the importance of  protecting our 

environment and our health. It is a story that will stay 

with you long after you finish reading it.
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Chapter 1: A Prairie Childhood

The vastness of the prairie

The prairie stretched as far as the eye could see, a vast 

sea  of  grass  and  sky.  It  was  a  place  of  beauty  and 

wonder, a place where anything seemed possible.

As a child growing up on a farm in the 1950s, I spent 

countless hours exploring the prairie. I would ride my 

horse for miles,  following deer trails through the tall 

grass,  or lie down in the grass and watch the clouds 

drift by. The prairie was my playground, a place where 

I could be free and wild.

The  prairie  was  also  a  place  of  danger.  There  were 

rattlesnakes  and  coyotes,  and  the  weather  could 

change  in  an  instant.  But  I  learned  to  respect  the 

prairie and its dangers. I learned to read the signs of 

nature and to be prepared for anything.

The vastness of the prairie taught me many things. It 

taught me about the power of nature, the importance 
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of  self-reliance,  and  the  beauty  of  simplicity.  It  also 

taught  me  about  the  importance  of  community.  The 

people  who  lived  on  the  prairie  were  a  close-knit 

group,  and we relied on each other  for  support.  We 

shared our food, our labor, and our stories.

The prairie was more than just a place where I grew 

up. It was a place that shaped who I am. It taught me 

the  values  that  I  hold  dear,  and  it  gave  me  a  deep 

appreciation for the natural world.

I am grateful for the childhood I had on the prairie. It 

was  a  time  of  freedom,  adventure,  and  discovery.  It 

was a time that I will never forget.

The Dance of Light and Shadows

The prairie was a place of constant change. The light 

and  shadows  danced  across  the  land,  creating  ever-

changing  patterns.  The  wind  whispered  through  the 

grass, and the clouds drifted by overhead. The prairie 
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was  a  living,  breathing  entity,  and  it  was  always 

changing.

As  a  child,  I  loved  to  watch  the  play  of  light  and 

shadows on the prairie. I would sit for hours, watching 

the clouds dance across the sky or the sunlight glint off 

the dew-kissed grass. The prairie was a place of beauty 

and wonder, and I never tired of exploring it.

The prairie also taught me about the impermanence of 

things. The light and shadows were always changing, 

and so was the prairie itself. Nothing stayed the same 

for long. This taught me to appreciate the beauty of the 

moment, because I knew that it would soon be gone.

The prairie was a harsh and unforgiving place, but it 

was also a place of beauty and wonder. It was a place 

that  taught  me  many  things  about  life  and  about 

myself.  I  am grateful  for the childhood I  had on the 

prairie, and I will never forget the lessons that it taught 

me.
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Chapter 1: A Prairie Childhood

Life on a farm in the 1950s

In the golden age of the 1950s, our family farm stood as 

a  testament  to  resilience  and  hard  work.  Nestled 

amidst  the  vast  prairies  of  eastern  Washington,  our 

humble abode was a place where life revolved around 

the rhythm of the seasons and the tireless dedication of 

my parents.

From the break of dawn, my father would tend to the 

fields, his weathered hands guiding the plow through 

rich soil.  With unwavering determination,  he coaxed 

life  from  the  earth,  planting  seeds  that  promised  a 

bountiful  harvest.  The  scent  of  freshly  turned  soil 

mingled with the sweet aroma of wildflowers, carried 

by the gentle breeze that swept across the fields.

My mother, a pillar of strength and unwavering love, 

presided  over  our  farmhouse.  Her  kitchen  was  a 

symphony  of  culinary  delights,  where  the  sizzle  of 
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bacon in a cast iron skillet mingled with the comforting 

aroma of freshly baked bread. The warmth of her smile 

illuminated  the  room  as  she  prepared  meals  that 

nourished both body and soul.

As the sun began its descent, we gathered around the 

dinner table, sharing laughter and stories of the day's 

adventures. My siblings and I recounted our escapades, 

from swimming in the creek to exploring the hidden 

nooks and crannies of the barn. The flickering light of 

the  kerosene  lamp  cast  long  shadows  on  the  walls, 

creating an atmosphere of both coziness and mystery.

After dinner, we would gather in the living room, my 

father reading aloud from classic  works of  literature 

while my mother knitted or crocheted. The soft glow of 

the fireplace danced on the walls, casting a warm and 

inviting  glow.  These  moments  of  togetherness  were 

precious, a reminder of the simple joys of family life.

Beyond  the  farmhouse,  our  farm  was  a  haven  of 

activity.  We  raised  cattle  and  pigs,  their  contented 
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grunts and squeals adding to the symphony of life that 

filled the air. In the barn, the scent of hay mingled with 

the musty odor of leather and the gentle whinnying of 

our horses. It was a place of endless exploration, where 

we  discovered  the  wonders  of  nature  and  the 

satisfaction of hard work.

In the evenings,  as darkness enveloped the farm, we 

would sit on the porch and gaze up at the star-studded 

sky. The Milky Way stretched across the heavens like a 

celestial  river,  and shooting stars streaked across the 

darkness, leaving trails of shimmering light. It was in 

these moments of contemplation that I felt a profound 

connection to the land and the universe beyond.

Life  on the farm in the 1950s was a  tapestry woven 

with hard work, love, and a deep appreciation for the 

beauty  and  bounty  of  nature.  It  was  a  time  of 

innocence and wonder, before the shadow of Hanford 

fell upon our idyllic world.
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Chapter 1: A Prairie Childhood

The importance of family and community

Growing  up  in  a  small  town  on  the  prairie,  I  was 

surrounded by a close-knit  community of family and 

friends.  My  parents,  both  hardworking  farmers, 

instilled in me the values of hard work, honesty, and 

integrity.  They  taught  me the  importance  of  being  a 

good neighbor and helping those in need.

Our community was like a large extended family. We 

all  knew each other and looked out for one another. 

We  gathered  for  church  suppers,  barn  dances,  and 

community picnics. We helped each other during times 

of need, whether it was a barn raising, a harvest, or a 

family crisis.

Family  was  the  center  of  our  lives.  We  spent  our 

evenings  gathered  around  the  dinner  table,  sharing 

stories  and laughter.  We went  on camping trips  and 
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fishing  trips  together.  We  celebrated  holidays  and 

birthdays with big family gatherings.

The  community  was  also  a  source  of  support  and 

guidance.  The  local  teachers,  farmers,  and  business 

owners  were  all  invested  in  the  well-being  of  the 

children. They provided us with opportunities to learn 

and grow, and they helped us to develop our talents 

and abilities.

The sense of community that I experienced growing up 

has stayed with me throughout my life. I have always 

felt  connected  to  the  people  and  places  that  I  have 

lived.  I  believe that  strong families  and communities 

are the foundation of a healthy and thriving society.

The Prairie as a Community

The  prairie  itself  was  a  vital  member  of  our 

community.  It  provided  us  with  food,  water,  and 

shelter. It was a place to work, play, and explore. We 
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learned to respect the land and to live in harmony with 

nature.

The prairie was also a source of beauty and wonder. 

The vast open spaces, the rolling hills, and the vibrant 

wildflowers  filled  me  with  a  sense  of  awe  and 

gratitude. I spent many hours wandering through the 

fields  and  forests,  marveling  at  the  beauty  of  the 

natural world.

The  prairie  was  a  constant  in  my  life,  a  source  of 

stability  and  comfort.  It  was  a  place  where  I  could 

always find peace and renewal.

The Changing Community

The community that I grew up in has changed over the 

years. The family farm has been sold, and many of the 

small  towns  have  declined.  The  prairie  itself  is  no 

longer as pristine as it once was.

But the spirit of community that I experienced growing 

up is still alive. People still gather for church suppers 
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and community  events.  They still  help  each other  in 

times of need. And the prairie is still a beautiful and 

inspiring place.

I am grateful for the strong family and community that 

I had growing up. It has shaped who I am today, and it 

has given me a deep appreciation for the importance of 

community in our lives.
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This extract presents the opening three 

sections of the first chapter.

Discover the complete 10 chapters and 

50  sections  by  purchasing  the  book, 

now available in various formats.
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