
February 13, 2022 

Not So Easy Rider 
 

My new (old) Subaru has a problem. I’m thinking of just learning to ride a motorcycle. 
 

 
 

Not really. I tried that once in my late 20’s. I crashed a friend’s motorcycle in an empty parking 

lot where he was allowing me to practice riding. I have not had the 2014 Subaru for two months, 

and already Michele has the wheel off. The car made a clanking news on the rough road down 

from our home. It made me nervous. Virtually every time I go out, I see a car or a truck with a 

wheel off. The roads are in dreadfully bad shape. They are car killers. I took Steph to lunch on 

Friday, which is something we never do. We needed to get out for an hour. On the way down the 

hill and later coming back up it, I heard a sound that just did not sound right. I’ve heard it before. 

I had Michele come with me for a short drive so he could hear the sound. He took the front left 

wheel up. All the parts connecting the wheel were the original parts. He said it was not serious 

as long as I drove slowly over the bad roads. He needs to buy replacement parts for both of the 

front wheels on Monday. I have no idea what they will cost, but I doubt they are cheap. This is 

why I wanted a newer, heavy-duty SUV like the Xterra, but they were just too expensive. So, I 

got a smaller, more gas-efficient, less expensive car. I actually like it. But that sound was upsetting 

and I knew it was going to be trouble. 
 

The funds we have on hand will run out before the end of March…without buying the 

replacement parts. It takes about $25,000 a month to operated the home. Even with that amount, 

we can’t do all the things for the kids we want to do to help ensure they have a better chance at a 

stable and secure future. Last month, we received just over $10,000 in donations. This is what I 

do at the end of each month in Florida…open envelopes, make begging calls, and pay bills. This 

is harder than dodging kidnappers or avoid burning tires. 



Sack Races 
 

On Friday, the staff, including Dr. Steph, organized sack races for the little kids. The yard was 

filled with laughter. Longtime Journal might recall our doing this a few years ago with the then 

older girls. 
 

   
 

 
 



 
 

 
 



 
 

 
 



 
Some kids elected sit in shade and draw and color. 

 



 
 

 



 
 

 



 
A Pair of Straub’s: Dr. Steph with Teresa Regina Straub 

 


