Good Fortune for Junction

By Nancy Stranahan

We've had some memorable Donor Gatherings in the Arcs past, but
the one held last October at Hopewell Culture National Historical Park to
celebrate the Junction victory was the most dramatic yet. Two bundred people
gathered to watch a skit performed by onr Coalition members retelling the
bebind-the-scenes events that unfolded over the three hectic weeks preceding the
Junction Auction last March. We had deliberately not shared all of the chap-
ters of the story in our previous newsletter, just so that our Donor Gathering
attendees wonld be able to hear something new and entertaining.

The skit was a howling success, with people alternately falling off their
chairs langhing, and tearful with sentiment. We've been told we should write
a book on saving Junction, and perbaps we should. And if we ever do, here’s
one of the chapters that will be in it. Only a few of you have heard this tale,

as it was not in our last newsletter, nor in the skit. But it’s a good tale—rtoo
good not to share with a larger audience. So here goes. ..

It was late in the day on March 18, 2014. At 6:30 pm the Auc-
tion for the sale of Junction Earthworks and Farm would begin.
Our Junction Coalition team had gathered at the Chinese Grand
Buffet on Bridge Street in Chillicothe to share dinner together
before the auction began. Our plan was to cover last minute strat-
egies and to try to calm our jittery nerves with some social sup-
port. Most of us weren’t hungry and we just picked at our food.
My goodness, how we had labored over the last three weeks. Most
of us were seriously sleep deprived and stressed to the max. We
were heading to auction with pledges of over $350,000, and over a
thousand donor households were trusting that we would make the

arrod Burks’ fortune cookie on auction night.
. /9



winning bid tonight. We couldn’t help but review everything that
could possibly go wrong, a mental strategy that wasn’t helping our
confidence levels nor our digestion.

At 6:00 pm, Jarrod Burks, President of Heartland Earthworks
Conservancy, stood up, looked at his watch, and said, “Guys, we
gotta go.” Before he departed, he cracked open his fortune cookie
left earlier by our server. “Hey, everyonell This is great!! It’s a sign!!
Jarrod is not
the kind of guy that normally giggles. Maybe it was the tension of
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It says, ‘Fight for it. You will come out on the top

the moment, or the lack of sleep, but I swear I heard an unusually
high chortle as someone snapped his picture holding his fortune.

Now, dear readers, you may remember me writing in an earlier
article how a ritual came into being from attending so many real
estate closings in my life, 86 of them so far. In the last decade 1
began celebrated each and every successful land closing by follow-
ing up with a dinner one of Hillsboro’s few sit-down restaurants,
Number 1 China Buffet. There I would enjoy a quiet reflective
meal, after which I would very, very ceremoniously crack open my
fortune cookie—taking whatever it said as absolute undisputed
guidance from the highest realms. Fortunately I’'ve been pretty
lucky, considering the chances of opening such banalities as, “Put
on a smile and you’ll have a great day,” or “He who is honest will
be respected by the community.” Most of the time, I am the re-
cipient something pretty darn profound. Naturally I don’t try to
push my luck by watering down the ritual and asking for advice on
trivial occasions. One has to respect the seriousness about such
matters.

So, when I heard Jarrod giggling nervously (sorry Jarrod, 1
just write what I experienced, and let’s face it, we are were really
stressed that night, so it’s quite understandable your vocal chords
were a little stretched) I just had to find out what my own fortune
cookie might say, even though the timing was questionable. If
ever there were a propitious moment other than a real estate clos-
ing, I thought, surely, this was it. I broke open my fortune cookie,
read the slip inside, and thought, “Hmm, I like it. That’s pretty
good.” I then stuffed it in my purse and forgot all about it.

You all know the rest of the story, how we DID place the
winning bids on all three of the tracts we wanted the most, and
picked up a signed contract for the private sale of the river cor-
ridor. We won’t retell that story here, but suffice it to say afterward
I went home and crashed into a near stupor for the next three
days. Around day four, still wobbly from the heady victory, 1 was
making a routine drive down Highway 50 to the Highlands Nature
Sanctuary when I saw something really sad. It was very, very cold
that day as winter was not losing its grip easily in Ohio last March.
I saw that a black vulture, who had somehow survived the pum-
meling winter storms of January and February, had been cruelly
hit by a car. Sitting among salt crystals, patches of leftover gray
snow, and the usual assortment of highway trash, it was frantically
flapped its wings in a futile attempt—yprobably for the thousandth
time—to go airborne. I tried to talk myself out of stopping, but
I am really fond of these elegant birds and it didn’t seem right
to let it suffer in a such a hostile environment. Maybe there was

something I could do.

I took off my fleece jacket, wrapped up the bird so I wouldn’t
get bitten (but of course I did anyway) and took it home for closer
inspection, wondering if perhaps I could take it to a rehabilitation
center. But the bird was bone-thin, had serious internal injuries,
and appeared to have shattered both hips. Both legs were virtually
useless. That night it died, and I buried it in my backyard.

The next day I was still feeling dejected about the bird, think-
ing about how often wildlife come to meaningless tragic ends on
the side of the highway. I was also still feeling penetrated by the
entire Junction event. It was an experience that seemed to have
seeped into every cell of my body. I wondered what the point was
of this seemingly meaningless and depressing encounter with the
vulture, when I suddenly, for no apparent reason, remembered
the fortune cookie. For the life of me I couldn’t remember what
it said. I went to my purse to dig it out. When I found it and un-
wrapped the slip of paper, I was so moved that I took a picture of
it, just so no one could say I had made this story up.

And here is what it said...
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