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My grandfather was not a farmer by
trade, but he grew up on a farm in
Tennessee. His love for gardening
flourished in his youth and remained
forever a part of his soul. It was a hobby in
his adult life, and I will forever remember
the enormity of that garden in mine.

In my youth, that garden was larger than
life—just like my grandfather. A large
yard remained for us grandchildren to play
in, but he tilled a reasonable portion
around its perimeter to plant vegetables.

He thoroughly pruned and weeded from
spring to harvest. My cousins and I had
many fun adventures, not only playing in
the garden, but helping our grandfather
tend the plants.

We spent many evenings walking
barefoot in the soil to pick veggies for
dinner—most memorably for my
grandmother’s legendary soup. We picked
snap peas fresh from the vine and snapped
off sticks of crisp rhubarb to munch on
while we played and picked veggies. Our
grandfather hosed our feet off before we
came inside to help set the table for supper.

When we finally had a house and a yard
of our own, my husband and I sectioned off
a portion of the backyard where we could
plant our first garden. I made many phone calls
to my grandfather that winter and spring, asking
a multitude of questions to prepare and ensure
our success. My grandfather offered advice on
when and how to plant the vegetables, how to
care for them, and which ones needed more
sunlight than others. His advice and infinite
wisdom were invaluable.

One day, | came home from work
and discovered a brown paper
bag stuck between the screen
door and our front door. |
opened it up, and inside
found a bounty of green

o

“You’ve got a green thumb, just like your
grandpa, Gwen. I know you will have a bountiful
and successful garden this year,” he reassured
me, as we prepared to plant over the weekend.

And he was right. We had quite a success with

our first garden and continued to for years.
Learning and working with my
grandfather all the while, we made
our efforts at different vegetables,
herbs, and even some fruits. This

onion starter bulbs. I smiled. *&% L P""‘""l
My heart warmed at this oy [N

thoughtful gift [ knew must be
from my grandfather. He

had a decent drive from

our home, and the

kindly gift was :
something I could /
never express my imy o

gratitude for
merely in words;
the gesture
moved my heart
so. I called him
that evening to
thank him for
the onions.

when I got home from work
throughout the warm-seasoned
months. Tending to the garden, and
inevitably calling my grandfather if not
just to chat, with questions and seeking
advice about our vegetable garden.
A rough couple of years spanned
our lives when we lost both of my
grandparents; my soul and my
a 'ﬁ heart needed healing. It took me
four years after losing my
. grandfather to even think about
planting and managing a
garden again. I remained
. hesitant and oscillated on
whether I was ready to take
a garden that year.
I was out playing with our
hound dog in the backyard
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one sunny day. Regardless of my indecisive
commitment to a garden that year, it was still far
too early to begin planting, for nightly freezes
still held strong in Colorado despite the lovely,
sunny days. As I threw the ball for our furry
bundle of energy, [ noticed something out of the
corner of my eye. Upon walking closer to our
garden area—still quarantined off by a small
fence—I saw a few sprouts of green popping up.
I inspected them and hesitantly smoothed my
finger over the bold green shoots and dug up
one. By golly, if a baby green onion hadn’t
started to grow.

My mouth gaped open in shock, for we hadn’t
planted or grown anything for four years, but
somehow had a little group of green onions
sprouting in the garden my grandfather had
guided us through for so many years. As |
incredulously watered the small plants before
dinner that evening, I took heed of my
grandfather’s message and began to plan out our
garden for the upcoming season. I still felt
insecure to take on a garden without having my
grandfather to mentor us through it all. But his
spiritual presence had made itself clear, and 1
knew he would guide us through this, and any of
our future gardening quests. We may change up
the spread of fruits and veggies we plant in our
garden each year... but one item we a/ways have
an abundance of is green onions. ¢
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FROM THE EDITOR CHARITY BISHOP

e Power oF Steries

October is my favorite month of the year, because
it’s so colorful and the air smells different. Crisp and
clean and like the mountains even if you’re on the
plains. It’s one of my favorite times to write, because
takes of derring-do and kidnappings and cattle rustlers
come into my head.

I am sometimes asked how to become a writer, and I
respond—practice. You start out a -

beginner; you put in your ten ]
thousand hours of improving r/
practice, and you get better. But

there’s a downside. The better a :ﬂ .
writer you are, the harder it

gets, because you know all the
ways your story, plot, or
characters are going wrong

in the first draft. Then you |
must sit them down and
give them a talking to, and
inform a few of them they
were exciting ideas but i -
aren’t pulling their weight f, %=
... S0 you’re going to f
write them out.

Characters hate hearing
this. They get offended or
want revenge, because you
breathed life into them and now want to
take that away from them. Some of them get to be such
powerful personalities, they talk to you when you’re
busy doing other things. You stand at the kitchen sink,
up to your elbows in soapy water, and one waltzes in
and starts telling you about his history, or what she
intends to do, uninvited. All of them live rent-free in
your head and when the book is done, they’re gone.
Their story is complete. And you miss them.

Characters feel like friends. They come and they go;
they are meaningful for a time and all I think about, and
when their book is done, I get restless and lonely for a
new set of friends.

The best stories focus on the fun of something,
rather than the bare bones details. A good story
makes you feel like it’s Christmas in the middle
of July, or shiver as you trek across a barren
wasteland with a group of explorers, or gives you
anxiety as the rescue dog gets stuck in a narrow
tunnel for a few pages.

Stories are an ancient form of communication.
Before humans could write things down,
they could still tell stories around the fire.

They built legends. They came up with

ideas about their origins. Every culture
has a creation story, a flood story, a story
of a deity choosing their people, stories
about their gods, mythological heroes, and
demigods. Proof that humans love stories
and have always tried to explain what

‘i'lr’-‘-' * they can’t understand. We give

v W voices to the wind, personalities

: ¥
= -ﬁ’: =y

to the seasons, names to

invisible forces (Mother
Nature, Father Time).
Stories are how we are
“higher” beings. And
we’re all in the middle of
one. The story of our life,
our relationships, our adventures;

what does it tell us about our self and what
does it tell others about us? What is the story our
life is telling? Is it a good one or a bad one? The
stories we absorb... are they making us better or
giving us hope or changing us in ways we don’t
like? Are they making us crueler or crasser or
adding positivity and joy to our life?

Some of you dream of being writers. Life is
short. Pick up your pencil and write something.
Write about the day you’ve just had, what that
chipmunk is thinking, about how you feel as the
seasons change. Just write. It’s a journey that
will take you places you never imagined. ¢

Why Are We So Different?

Maybe you‘ve noticed you don't think the same way your spouse
or kids do, or your friends baffle you with what they care about
(which is unimportant to you). The Enneagram will teach you all
about how you and others think, so you can self-heal and get
along with others. Read this simple but in-depth book on types,
which will open your eyes as never before.
Get 9 Kinds of Quirky: The 9 Enneagram Types today!

A Novel For Every Reader

From supernatural suspense to historical fiction, Charity has just the novel for you!

THRONE

CHARITY BISHOP
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Get these and other titles by Charity Bishop on Amazon.com




Happy Halloween!

Suzan L. Wiener s

One Halloween, my
brother’s friend
Georgie was
throwing a
Halloween
party for their
class, but Petie didn’t
seem thrilled about

it. He moped around
the house every day,
not playing catch
outside, or playing his
favorite video games.

“What’s wrong,
Petie?” I asked, getting
concerned about him.

“Oh, I need a costume
for the Halloween party, but Mom said we don’t have any
extra money to spend on it.” I thought I almost saw a tear
in his eye. Normally, we weren’t that close, but now I felt
terrible for him. What we could do to make him a
costume?

I couldn’t come up with anything until one night they
had a television program with a pirate in it. Then it hit
me. Petie could be a pirate. All he needed was an eye
patch, a big earring on his left ear, a bandana and a
pirate’s hat. He could wear regular pants and a shirt.
Certain I could find something for him, I told him about
it, and he got excited! It made him cheerful again, which
made me happy.

That night, I found the items I needed in his closet and
bought an eye patch and a hat for a dollar. I thought Petie
looked great! He seemed elated, too. The party was two
blocks away, but I walked him over there. I wanted to see
how the other kids dressed. Some of them had really
terrific costumes. One was Captain Kirk, and one went as
Pinocchio. Brilliant outfits.

The party ended at 11 pm. I couldn’t wait until he came
home to tell me how it went. He burst inside and said,
“Guess what, Susie, I didn’t win the big prize, but I won
honorable mention for having the most creative costume!
They gave me two Mars candy bars, my favorite. One for
me and one for you!” He even hugged me, which
surprised me a lot. I was so pleased he won something. It
showed us all you need is a good idea to be a winner. It
doesn’t need to be expensive! ¢
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© Abby D. Jones

The housewife, as common as the
yellow dandelion, her hands
immersed in the hot soapy water,
hummed as she cleaned away the
crusts of breakfast. Her day held
nothing grand or exciting, only an
aroma of calm, and the steady beat
of cyclical chores.

Wait. Why is Freya out? she
thought, as her youngest and
smallest brown hen passed the
window, head held high and on
alert. That’s not good.

Dripping soap and barefoot,
she hurried out the back door,
her chest tight with fear. Freya
clucked with worry as the
housewife scooped her up in one
arm and turned to the run.

Empty.

Not a brown hen to be seen. Not in the run, not in the yard, not in the
trees, not on the fence, not in the coop. No Sigyn, Astrid, or Sif. No
clucking, no arguing, no dust bathing, no scratching. Empty. The lightly
secured run door hung askew. Still without shoes, the housewife rushed
across the yard, Freya held close.

In the grass lay Sigyn, a mottled snake wrapped tight around her.

The housewife ripped open the door and side of the small run. With only
a passing thought of whether the snake might or might not be venomous,
she grabbed its tail. It continued to wind around the inert Sigyn. Catching
up a nearby stick, the housewife—still holding Freya and still barefoot—
walloped it. She smacked any part of the snake not wrapped around her
beloved hen, and it changed its proposed lunch plans with finality.

Freed from the tightening coils, the housewife scooped the limp Sigyn
up and rushed to the coop. She set Freya, utterly silent during the snake’s
condemnation, inside the coop and laid Sigyn inside, securing them both.
Desperate and terrified, she spun around, searching Astrid and Sif. Where
are they? Are they hurt? They had to be scared. Where did they go? The
endless possibilities of places to hide in a neighborhood overwhelmed her.

Lost in the Medicare Maze?

Turning 65? Ready to retire? Leaving employee
coverage? Wondering if you can still change plans?
Questions about Part B premium and rebates, Rx help,
or maximizing dental, vision, and hearing benefits?
No need to be confused. Talk to a
knowledgeable Advisor/Advocate! No cost!

Local, Trusted, Personal Care & Attention
to find your Health and Life Solutions
785-821-3647

Brenda Flipse

The number of other predators more than willing to take on a young
hen knotted her stomach. Images of blood and feathers flashed through
her mind.

Then she heard their call.

The noise they made when they were separated and afraid, that asked,
“Where am I and where are you? Help me!”

The housewife rushed out of the backyard gate, berating herself for
leaving it open. In the driveway stood Astrid and Sif. She approached
them with a calm she didn’t feel and gathered them close. Back at the
coop, Sigyn stood, Freya beside her. All four hens were safe and sound.
The snake learned the hard lesson many had learned before—she may
only be a dandelion-housewife, but she will break through rocks and
concrete for what she loves... or pick up a stick and beat you with it. ¢
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Memories of My Dad

I love October. As I look out the window, 1
can see the beautiful red, gold and yellow of
the trees and shrubs in all their autumn
splendor. It also reminds me of my Dad who
had an October birthday.

My cowboy father, “Buss,” came from the
hardy stock - :
ofa -
pioneering
family. His
parents
migrated
from
Missouri
and setup a
homestead
in eastern
Colorado a
few miles
from where -
I live
now. Buss
learned how
toride a
horse about
the same
time he

£
learned to %

walk. He .-

was
involved in one of the last big long distance
cattle drives in Colorado. His formal
schooling was sketchy at best, but he could
handle a horse with his hands tied behind his

back. Dad told me about a school he had

attended as a child called the “Lost School.”

He said it was so “lost” kids seldom found

their way there. He was an avid reader, and

years later passed his high school G.E.D. with

flying colors. The teacher who administered
the test told him
she’d never met
anyone with such a
good grasp of
history.

Besides having an
eye for beauty and a
love for nature, Dad
was a terrific judge
of character. I didn’t
always listen over
the years whenever
he cautioned me to
be careful about
trusting certain folks
and I had to pay
some pretty big
prices for my
deafness. He taught
me “talk is cheap,”
and the best way to
tell if someone is
trustworthy is to

look at their track
record. Sometimes it takes some real detective
work to find that out.

“People get in the habit of lying or of

telling the truth,” he said. “Lying comes as
natural to some as

Retirement Sale
After 45 years, Mike & Kath are retiring.
Sale Begins Thursday
October 10 at 9:00 a.m.

HUGE SAVINGS
throughout the store.*

telling the truth does
to others. Beware of
the person who tells
people what they
want to hear and is
afraid to stand up
for something
unpopular.
Sometimes being
popular doesn’t
mean it’s right and,
believe me, there are
some things that are
just plain right. For
example, slavery
was very popular at
different times in
history, but it’s
never been right.”

Jerry Bishop

Got Flies?

Call for a FREE Estimate!
Just Window Screens

g N

Repair & Replacement. Affordable
Prices, Customer Satisfaction, Quick

Turnaround 720-903-6933

and spent many an hour learning while
helping him with chores on his ranch.

Buss was an optimist who believed in taking
responsibility for our own actions. He
believed in a helping hand, but not a handout.
Dad told me that true happiness doesn’t
depend on our circumstances, but on our
attitudes. He taught me attitude is a choice.
We can decide what kind of attitude to have
each day. Obstacles filled Buss’s life. He
spent his childhood working to help support
his parent’s family instead of getting an
education and having fun. He started his
married life with very little finances before the
days of easy credit. His second daughter was
handicapped and had special needs.

Fender Bender?
Let Bender Menders help you get
back in the driver’s seat with a
safe and reliable repair.

3 . -' g, . —
303-646-3378

763 Crossroads Circle
Hwy 86 & CR 17 Elizabeth

www.bendermenders.com

Our ASE &
I-CAR trained
technicians use
State-Of-The-
Art Equipment
to return your
vehicle to
pre-accident
condition

In addition to our inventory,
we've filled our store with boots and clothing for
your entire family with incredible discounts on

Cinch,
Justin, Roper,
Corral, Hooey,

Smokey Mountain,
Resistol, and
Eli Walker.

Don’t Miss this Sale!
Great way to get a head
start on Christmas!

Health Center
1 mile west of Watkins, old hwy

303-261-7743
M-F 9-6; Sat 9-4

*No Discounts on Hay, Feed, Shavings

Buss and I became
really close friends
later in his life.
Early on, he was
busy providing for
our family and I was
achild. Asa
teenager and young
adult, I already
knew everything, so
there wasn’t too
much I could learn,
but when I got older
and made big
mistakes and got
into real messes, |
discovered my dad’s
fountain of wisdom

There were the perpetual challenges of
weather, cattle and crop prices. Yet he
persevered and left a legacy of love. In his
70s, he read the Bible in the new modern
translation and developed a strong faith. One
of the last conversations | had with Dad was
about religion. It was on our way back from
The Pikes Peak or Bust Rodeo in Colorado
Springs. He said, “Most of my life I’ve
thought religion was about keeping rules and
do’s and don’ts. It’s not. It’s about trusting
Jesus and I know I can because of his track
record.”

The next day, Buss was gone from this
earth. He passed away out on the prairie with
his boots on, getting ready to swath hay—just
the way he would have wanted it.

Happy birthday, Dad.

I’m thinking about you and look forward to
being together again someday. ¢




A Clothesline View

Recently, I received the opportunity to hang
my laundry out on the clothesline again. I
am almost old enough to have BD (before
dryers) stamped after the year of my birth. You
might also remember hanging out clothes in the
fierce winter winds. It is always colder when
your hands are wet. Maybe there were years
you even spent the
entire day each
week doing laundry.

— »
It was tough . '? )
compared to today’s f o

W
laundry, which almost  * :r.'i 5
cleans itself.
Today’s temperature
is mild, a slightly breezy S

day, with no birds or bugs are in

sight. It is pleasant to be outside and will
only take a few hours to dry the clothes. Since
I’ve started “clothes lining” again, I can brag
that my clothes have hung in at least eight
states. That means [’m not at a loss for new
conversational material at social gatherings. I
can relate to theories of hanging all the socks
headed in the same direction and with their
mates, blue jeans hanging from the waist or
cuffs for faster drying and, of course, hanging
the “undies” between lines of sheets so as not
to give the neighbors a fright.

Pity the poor folks who live in subdivisions
where they can spit and hit the next house. Not
so many people hang their laundry anymore,
but it brings back pleasant memories for those
who once did.... the smell of freshly dried bed
linens and small children playing on swings
near the lines. Among the most disliked
reminders of drying laundry outdoors are
careless birds and the cold winter winds that
redden your face and hands while chilling you
to the bone.

Clotheslines sound wonderful so far, don’t
they? They save money on your gas or electric

Pamela Gilsenan

bill and are good for the environment! There is
one major, well maybe two, outstanding
drawbacks to using a clothesline over a clothes
dryer. It’s darn hard, time consuming,
inconvenient WORK! Hauling and bending
and stretching and lifting. It’s reaching and
clipping and pulling and pushing ... repeatedly.
And an excuse
to never take an
exercise class.
Since I started
hanging out my
clothes again, one
of my children
remarked that the
ugly fat (bat wings she
calls it) on the backside of
my upper arms is toning up. I think
that is a back-handed compliment—sort of. No
one is volunteering to help hang the laundry...
not when the dryer sits so close to the washer...

i';
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Shirts, Socks, & Décor

Closeout on
Wheelhouse Dog ~ Bronco
Socks $4.60 a pair  Items

Barnyard Boutique

52;‘;"3“’; Carry 56551 E. Colfax / Strasburg
. M-Sat 9-6 303-345-4460

size 3 extra large

Halloween #

dinner in the crock pot, put a load of jeans to
soak in the washer, start the dishwasher, set the
coffeepot for dinner brew, and program the
oven to come on at 6:30 p.m. to bake a late
evening dessert which I need only to take from
the freezer and out of its commercial wrapper.
Times have changed.

Sometimes I envy great grandmother; she
had such a simple life. But then maybe she
would envy me when she found out it was
going to rain tomorrow and I plan to soak

Elizabeth Chamber of Commerce

Fall Events

October 26: Boo Bash on Main®
Harvest Fest & Trick or Treat
Street (along Main Street in
Elizabeth). Fun, trick or treating,
music, contests, vendor and
sponsorship opportunities!

October 28: 12th Annual Golf Tournament

at Spring Valley Golf Club!

Theme: Haunted Halloween. Contests, games, food
& beverage, multiple levels to sponsor for great
exposure!

November 16: Veterans Appreciation Event
at Casey Jones Park Pavilion. F 5/
Let’s honor our veterans with fun /
programming, guest speakers? music, et |'-!,
vendor and sponsor opportunities. AEFILErLATION
et

Ve N - .

Register:
www.elizabethchamber.org/events/
Contact: mary@elizabethchamber.org
for vendor, sponsor,
and other information.

it defies youthful logic.

I get a bit of extra time to think
because hanging out the laundry is
basically a mindless chore, isn’t it?
There is no electronic noise by my
clothesline, no whirring, no buzzing,
no binging and no telephone ringing.
Electronic gizmos bring convenience
but also too much racket ... too much
noise. It is hard to hear yourself
think.

I have a couple of loads of towels
to hang. My mind wanders back a
100 years. I wonder about my great
grandmother hanging out clothes on
the prairie for her family. She had to
make the clothes and the soap. Haul
water, heat it, and then scrub the
clothes on a washboard. After that,
the clothes had to be rinsed and
wrung out. Only then could she haul
the laundry out to hang it on the
clothesline. I merely pull the clothes
out of the washer into a basket and
carry it down the short walk to the
clothesline. I don’t remember anyone
saying my great grandmother got
“stressed out,” either. She always had
so much work to do that she never
got done. She had to make choices
about what was most important to her
and her family.

[ am getting close to being done
with my laundry chores and my
musings when a kid’s voice brings
me fast forward 100 years. “MOM, |
want to be at the

those blue jeans overnight in the dryer. ¢

STOP Big Cat Trophy
Hunting in Colorado

Vote YES
on Prop 127

Let’s stop trophy
hunting of
bobcats, lynx,
and mountain
lions for their fur.

The proposition
only halts trophy
hunting of native
cats. It allows for
control of any
problem animal to
protect humans,
livestock and pets.

Trophy hunters come here
with packs of dogs trained to
chase and tree a lion or
bobcat. This does nothing to
protect the safety of humans,
livestock or pets.

Mountain Lions are vital to Help us stop this
maintaining the balance of barbaric practice in
nature. The lions target old,  our beautiful state.
diseased, or infirm deer and elk,
helping those animals avoid
needless suffering, and keeping
the herds viable.

Learn more at
catsarenttrophies.org

Paid for by a citizen.

library in an
hour!” I wonder
as [ pin the last
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TROY SCHLOSSER
Project Manager
2690 W. Main St.

towel if great Unit C
grandmother had | RQOEING &SIDING | ji010n, cO 80120
taxi chores, t00. | WWW _INFINITYROOFER.COM Phone:

Let me see Licensed & Insured 303-816-1888

now, in an hour’s EST. 2004

time I can “zap”
some leftovers in

e 2 T
the microwave 3 ==

Fax: 303-816-1880
Cell: 303-868-2555
TroySchlosser
@infinityroofer.com

for a snack, put
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Richard B. Whitaker

Faith Preceded the Miracle

My wife and I have faced many severe trials
in our marriage, but the one that worried us
the most came when Cheryle discovered a
lump. Her mother passing away from breast
cancer a few years earlier heightened her
concern. After listening to her concerns, Dr.
Jones suggested an ultrasound and a biopsy to
remove tissues for testing.

As she squeezed my
hand, I watched her
lower lip tremble. “That
would be fine,” she
replied.

Two weeks later, as
she sat alone in our Las
Vegas home, she
received a telephone call
from Dr. Jones.
“Cheryle, I’'m sorry to
share this with you over
the phone, but the mass
contains cancerous cells.
I need to schedule you
for a follow-up
appointment. [ will be
more specific about what
I found and we will
discuss your options in
person. Is that okay with
you?”

A wave of numbness
flooded over her like a
tsunami rolling in from

my hands gently on her head. I relied on the
Spirit to place words in my mind that a loving
Heavenly Father would have her hear. As
silence filled the room, I waited.

As the words came to my mind, the blessing
flowed. Cheryle was told many things only she
and the Lord knew. She knew with faith
sufficient and prayers offered, the operation

- would be successful and the

| cancer permanently removed.

It promised her total recovery
and a return to excellent
health. She heard the Lord
had more for her to
accomplish and much of it
would be in my company.
I closed the prayer by stating,
“Cheryle, these promises and
attendant blessings will
occur, of that 1 testify in the
sacred name of Jesus Christ.
Amen.”

On May 13, Cheryle
underwent surgery. After
chemotherapy began, it
wasn’t long before she began
losing her hair. Undeterred,
she made a brave decision.
On June 11, she asked a son-
in-law if he would shave her
| head. Like a good soldier, he
sat her down on a stool in our
bathtub and in minutes she

the sea. As she sat curled
up at the end of the couch, she did her best to
control her emotions. “That would be fine,”
she replied.

After she hung up, Cheryle burst into tears.
After a good cry, she called me. As soon as I
picked up my cell phone and said, “Hello,” I
knew something was wrong. Struggling to get
the words out, Cheryle said, “Dr. Jones just
called. I have breast cancer.”

Unable to speak, I formed in my mind the
words, Oh Heavenly Father, please don ‘'t take
her now. Please, Father.

was as bald as a billiard ball.

As chemotherapy continued, her baldness
became a way of life and she refused to wear
any type of head covering. She felt having her
head shaved clean would speak volumes to
other women agonizing over the same
decision.

To show my support, I devised a game.
Dressed in our Sunday best, we drove to one
of the Five-Star Hotels on the Las Vegas Strip.
With nothing covering her shaved head and
with me donning my Aviator sunglasses, we
walked into the hotel and rode the escalators.

After repeating Up and down we went,
those words to Auto, Home, WELLER watching the faces of
myself more Farm Y the other guests as they
than once, | Business, P tried their best to
suddenly felt an Work Comp, identify the beautiful
overwhelming Life, bald lady and the silver-
warmth flow Specialty, haired dude hiding
through my [ Crop INSURANCE beh?nd the sunglasses!
body, from my While these trips took

head to my toes,

Dana Johnson, Agent

303-622-4717

great intestinal fortitude
on her part, nothing

could equal the courage
I saw when she told our
youngest son Scott that

foll ib 56770 E Colfax Ave

ollowed by a PO Box 800 .

feeling of peace. Strasburg, Co 80136 Fax: 303-622-4716
Tkmew . dana@wellerinsuranceagency.com
everything www.wellerinsuranceagency.com
would work out.

CEI’m sorI'y,

sweetheart, but everything will be fine.”

“I’m scared, Richard.”

“I know. I’'m coming home. I’ll see you in

about 45 minutes.”

A couple days before the surgery, I asked
Cheryle to join me upstairs in my office,
preparatory to me giving her a special
husband’s blessing. After seating her in a
chair, I took my position behind her and placed

he didn’t need to delay
his wedding until
mom’s hair grew out.

On October 18, 1997, Scott Whitaker
married Corinna Schimek and Cheryle made
sure she didn’t get excluded from any
photographs!

Three years before her treatments, a doctor
had told Cheryle not to worry about her lump.
Over time, she realized her feelings of
animosity were weighing heavily upon her. In

her heart, she knew she needed to not only
forgive the error, but to put the experience
behind her and concentrate on the positive
aspects of healing. Since it was not her nature
to hold a grudge, she placed herself on a path
of accentuating the positive and eliminating the
negative in all aspects of her life. She also
identified three words that helped her stay on a
positive course. They were, “Don’t Condemn,
Don’t Complain, and Don’’t Criticize.”

She wanted to do all within her power to
help others and share with her four daughters
the importance of regular self-examinations
and the need for a mammogram and even an

CRAFT FAIR

Saturday, Nov. 16 9:00-3:00

iy |
Home Made m’*} Fel
Cinnamon Rolls and i
Home Baked Goods k

From the Kitchen
Come early before
they’re gone!
We also serve lunch!

Browse through a unique
variety of craft items from
jewelry to salsa, and beyond.

All proceeds benefit our church
and local charities.

ELIZABETH UNITED METHODIST

225 W. Kiowa Ave. Elizabeth, CO
(next to True Value)

ultra sound every year. As time passed, the
ability to share her remarkable story increased.
She never hesitated to talk to others about the
process of healing which included her faith in
God and the power of friends and family in the
journey.

Over twenty-six years have passed since the
surgery. Today she is the matriarch of a family
of seven children, twenty-one grandchildren,
and ten great grandchildren. For Cheryle and
her family, her faith in God, coupled with a
positive mental attitude and a desire to serve
others, resulted in many years of being cancer
free. Yes, faith preceded the miracle. ¢

Read the true adventures of a retired Los
Angeles Police Department Detective.

Concrete Crusader by
Richard B. Whitaker will
grab you from the very
beginning. Brace yourself
for a gritty, “in your face”
ride that will have your
jaw dropping, laughing,
and reaching for a tissue
when you least expect it.

s

Order today at Amazon.com.
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Bonefish Bonanza

Another summer is winding down, and I still
haven’t gone fishing. How I long to be sitting
in a rowboat on a quiet lake at dusk with my
spinning gear and trusty old Jitterbug. To listen
to the “glub, glub glub” of that surface lure
while waiting for a largemouth bass to break
the stillness of the lake when he charged at it
would be sheer pleasure.

My father allowed me to subscribe to Sports
Afield magazine as one of my few teenage
luxuries. I’ll never forget an article I read by
Jason Lucas, the fishing editor, about the fine
art of bonefishing. He implied it would be
nearly impossible for the average fisherman to
catch bonefish. He wrote that the fisherman
should be in shallower water and have the use
of a stepladder and a flashlight. And you had to
be around warm ocean water.

While stationed on Wake Island in 1965 as
one of a six man Coast Guard Search and
Rescue Center, I made friends with Toshi, a
Japanese friend from Hawaii. One morning,

after I got off a midnight watch, Toshi and I
crossed each other’s paths. He carried a rod and
reel and asked me I’d like to join him fishing.

“When? Right now?” I asked.

“Yeah, bruddah, right now. I can get an extra
pole for you in a few minutes.”

I told him I hadn’t fished in some time and
asked where and what we were fishing for.

“No worry, bruddah, we goin’ catch
bonefish.”

At the mere mention of “bonefish,” my mind
skirted back to the article I’d read.

Toshi led me to the dump on Wake
Island and rummaged
through the trash. [ dared
not question him. He finally
picked up an old high work
shoe and happily waved it in
the air. Then he cut off small
pieces of leather from the boot and
handed me a few.

“Are you nuts?” I asked.
“Heck no. These

PROPANE TANKS

Propane Home
Delivery:
$1.75 per gallon

(Prices subject to change)

555 Colfax Ave.

Buy, Lease, or Rent
i

@M‘r

1000 Gallon: $5,500
500 Gallon: $3,400

oggen
evator L

suckas will bite at
anything.”

We walked out onto
a reef with shallow
water. I stood a few
feet away from Toshi
and cast out my line
with the piece of shoe
leather attached to the
hook for bait. It no
sooner hit the water
when I felt a sudden
yank upon it! It felt

Bennett, CO
-

BO;B'; %gi;“s' h like a six-pound bass
40%; & 1004 M-F: 8-4:30pm 4§ g had hit. The fish
(Within roggenfannerselev com tugged violently some
Expiration more and broke the
date) ra—— 303444-3251 surface a few times.

Stop in or call us today for
a FREE consultation!

FRANKTOWN, CO
303-660-0420

FT. MORGAN, CO
970-542- !‘Jﬁfl-ﬂ

Ray Willis

My arms were tiring, and only a minute had
passed. I finally reeled the fish to within ten
feet of me when it again broke the surface, still
moving in all directions. Right as [ was about to
raise it out of the water, the thing swam behind
me and encircled me with my own fishing line!

After what seemed like forever, I reeled the
monster to my feet. When I finally lifted this
savage, fighting bonefish from the water, I
marveled in a state of disbelief at the nine-inch
wonder.

It was a fishing adventure I’ll never forget.
Toshi and I caught several more, each fish
putting up the same unbelievable battle. Toshi
would later give me some fishcakes he made
from the bonefish.

Jason Lucas has passed on, but if he were
alive, would I have a thing or two to tell him
about the fine art of catching bonefish! ¢
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The Price of Shade

It was a gorgeous fall day in Kansas. The The previous owners had planted them. They
conditions were ideal for gathering the multi- had done a good job of caring for them.
colored leaves. My husband, Ben, and [ were The strong trunks of our trees were straight.
doing just that, hoping to have our yard However, the more flexible tops of them DENTAL AND LASER
cleaned up before the colder weather of the leaned northward. They showed the effects of
next season took over. the strong, south winds that often blew by

As Ben raked the scattered leaves into a big them.
mound, he surprised me when he said, “We’re Just looking at our curved treetops got me
paying the price for all that shade.” to thinking about my grandpa’s favorite

He was right. It was a lot of work. The saying about them. When I
amazing thing was each fallen leaf weighed was still learning from

next to nothing. However, when many of
them were gathered together, the stack soon

my parents and ey -lm:u;ﬂ. g/ ek gl spumiiy domtel smrs
other adults, I

Diur byglsrfats s lsam s Porusesd on supmriing pou s

became too heavy to move easily. : == heard him SRCeing YOU SXIRTLITISN. TH0G DreRsUTe. W0 Kindness
It was then time to pick them up. After we e - - _

bagged the bulk of the leaves, the brittle - : v - ek - 303.646.3935

pieces had to be raked up again. While . - L 779 Crossroads Circle Elizebeth, CO

Ben and I had worked for hours, we still o= A g, W b ! Tuss B-5 + Wed §-5 = Thurs 8-§ - Fri 51

had plenty of leaves covering up our gl »w ' RunningCreekDental.com

lawn. Worse yet, there were still a
few leaves clinging to the trees’
branches. We knew they would
fall shortly after we had put our
rakes away.

During the summer, our trees were

depth of my grandpa’s tree example. He was

really talking about children. Grandpa was
actually saying, “Parents can teach a young
child who is doing wrong up to a certain

loaded with healthy green leaves. They P = e ' age. If they do not do it then, the day will
had created a natural umbrella over our come when it is too late to ‘straighten up the
house. They did a good job of filtering out the bend a tree when it’s young, but no longer problem.””

summer sun. | stopped raking for a moment when it gets too big.” Fortunately for me, my parents were there to
and looked up at our stately, full-grown trees. Even though I was young, I understood the “straighten me up” if I needed it. They gave

me a solid foundation, which I rely upon daily.
As for Ben and my trees, we are glad they
still have plenty of good years of shade left in
them. However, there will be a price to pay for
it. We will have to trim their branches when
e they need it and, of course, rake up their fallen
leaves. ¢
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Isabelle Farnham

Speaking of Angels

On a dark and stormy night, the battery of

my car died at Monaco and 14th St. in
Denver. “What now?” I thought.
There was no answer.

What I knew about batteries was less than

nothing. What I thought I knew was I must
look under the hood.

Because the mist had clouded the
windshield and had turned into a drizzle, I

pawed through my handbag in search of my

rain bonnet. Most of the time, I left it home
in the closet. Luckily, I found it in the
bottom of the bag where it belonged.
In no time, I had it tied firmly
under my chin. Buttoning
my sweater up around my
neck, I pulled the hood
release lever, opened
the car door, and went
around to the front.
Lifting the hood, |
peered into the
dark recesses of
the engine. What
was I looking
for? [ wasn’t
sure. Hadn’t [
heard something
about the little
green light on
the battery? Or
was it a red
light? No matter.
As far as I could tell,
there was no light at all.
I was getting wetter by the minute, so [
hurried back to the front seat. Turning the
key did no good. The battery was dead.

“You can think yourself out of this,” I told

myself. “What can you do about a dead
battery?” I thought and thought, but no
solution came.

I tried to remember a time when I lived in

Lakewood, and something like this had
happened. Had that been a dead battery? |

tried matching up all the details of the event.

They were all there except the chilling
drizzle. As I recalled, someone used a
jumper cable. It ran to a live battery in
someone’s car, and the electricity
transferred from one battery to another.

Simple. Except that here I was on Monaco
with no idea where to look for a jumper
cable and a live battery.

“Heaven knows where I can find help,” |

thought. “Maybe my best bet is to let help
find me.”

With that, I curled up on the seat, having
locked all the doors. Within half an hour, a
brisk knocking on the front window let me
know I had been discovered. I sat bolt
upright. Sure enough, outside was the
welcome sight of a policeman.

“Having trouble, little lady?” he asked
as I rolled down the window. |
explained my problem. “I do not
know where to go for help.
Can you help me?”
“I can get you a
mechanic with a jumper
cable. Just roll up your
window and wait.”
With that, he took
off, and I did what
he said. I waited.
A short time later,
a tow truck pulled
up ahead of me

and a man in a

mechanic’s
.~ uniform came
~ out and tried the
handle. He was
carrying a jumper
cable I opened the door.

“You must be my customer,” he said,
sliding in beside me.

“You’re right,” I replied. “And you are
an angel from heaven.”

“I wouldn’t say that,” he replied. “I’'m
from the Conoco station on Colfax.”

It seemed no time at all before he had
my engine running. The bill was less than
I thought. I thanked him and used the wise
crack I like to spring on people: “I’1l do
something for you some day.”

“I’ll be waiting!” He laughed and went
on back to his Conoco Station. I turned on
my windshield wiper and headed for
home, convinced on this dark and stormy
night I had most certainly had been
touched by an angel. ¢

Final Expense Insurance Options.

v Cashback options.

ARE YOU PREPARED
FOR THE UNEXPECTED?

Protect your NEW MORTGAGE
in case of death, disability, or
critical illness.

v We Offer: Mortgage Protection, Term, Whole Life &

v Rate comparisons with 15+ insurance companies.
v Ability to cover pre-existing conditions.

LIMITED TIME OFFER: Contact your local field
underwriter Keith at 720-288-2886

 RICHARDSON]

Oct 2024 Prairie Times 9

“Where Price Meets Quality”
Decks, Roof Covers

Pole Barns/Garages/Outbuildings
Residential & Agricultural Fences

www.coloradoeliteoutdoor.com
email: Info@coloradoeliteoutdoor.com

Limited Time Offer

Volume Discounts
per Gallon for

$1 -499 500 Gallons

Global Propane
(303) 660-9290

Family Owned Business

HDS6

Proven Conservative Leadership

“Ours should be a
limited government,
focused onprotecting
our rights, leaving our
families & businesses
alone, and staying out
of our pockethooks.”

House District 56
SERVING THE EASTERN PLAINS!
Elbert | Lincoln | Cheyenne | Kit Carson
El Paso | Adams | Arapahoe

www RICHARDSDN HD56.com

o v tre The Comrreiies o | 1 MscEapdsorn tor Houma Dawdric 248

OWERED BY Starting at
sl $16.99
Valvoline
Premium Blue
SAE Motor Qil

Get Blue, Synthetic

Full Synthetic.

Strasburg Auto Parts 'NAPA

1313 Monroe St. Strasburg 303-622-4211

Blend, or Extreme * Discount based on
regular retail price.

SAVE UP TO 45%
STARTING AT

$16.99

NAPA Premium
Performance
Conventional

Motor Oil

Expires 10/31/24




10 Prairie Times Oct 2024

The Marble $ooy-

Grandpa Bean put magic into my childhood.

When I came home from school, I found
Grandpa sitting on the front porch, waiting for
me to tell him about my daily adventures. It
was great to have his full attention. I followed
him around wherever he went. Seven-year-olds
have problems that don’t seem important to
grownups, but Grandpa always noticed and
came up with a solution.

With the coming of spring, the second grade
boys brought marbles to school. We made a
circular hole in the ground like a small bowl
about the size of your cupped hand. Whoever
could shoot their marble closest to the edge of
the hole but not into it got to play first. The
idea was to knock everyone else’s marbles into
the hole and win those marbles. I never was
very good at it. When I got home from school,
I usually had only a few in my pockets, or
none. Grandpa would read my face to see how
I felt that day and say to me, “I guess it wasn’t
a good day for playing marbles.”

One Saturday morning, Grandpa said, “Come
outside. I’ve got something to show you.”
Adjoined to the back of our house
was an open air shed with
no door or windows Rina
between it and the house.
Beside that was the
closed shed where
Mom’s cook stove and
canning supplies were.
The rest of the closed
shed was
room for an
old but
serviceable
pool table
where
Grandpa spent
much of his
time.

Grandpa led me to a place behind the open
air shed where Mother could not easily see.
Mom allowed no smoking in the house, but
Grandpa smoked a cigar outdoors now and
then, so he had cigar boxes. He placed one of
them on the ground. The box, constructed from
wood and paper, was both solid and durable. It
had a square hole in the lid, a little bigger than
a marble. He told me not to tell Mom or anyone
else about this box. I didn’t know why, but
whatever he came up with was fun, so that was
fine with me.

After giving me a handful of marbles, he told
me to put my toes near the box, hold my hand
at belt height, and drop the marbles through the

Head to Western Hardware
|  for all your fall projects

| Quick in and out. We have gloves, ammo,
plumbing and electrical, paint, hardware, tools,
garden supplies and much more.

10%: o/t

Our every day

I low prices* B
5@

. p——

*not valid for
sale items
Exp. 11/1/24

|western Hardware
| #56640 E Colfax
|_1ui' Strasburg

Bill Bean

hole. I knew Grandpa well enough that when

he was telling me to do something, there was

a good reason for it, so I didn’t ask why. He

said, “Now you just keep dropping those

marbles until you can put them through that
hole every time.”

I dropped the marbles Grandpa gave me.
Every one of them hit the box and bounced
off. This would not be easy. It would take
hours of practice. But I did what Grandpa
said because it always turned out to be
exciting. Besides, I loved to earn his praise
and approval.

I practiced behind the open air shed and I
didn’t tell Mom about the new game. Day
after day, I practiced until a few marbles fell
into the box. One day Grandpa came out
behind the shed, watched me at my practice,
j and said,

f “You’re
doing very
well.” Then

he went on

about his

" business. I

|

1

—

worked even
harder after

| that. My

] accuracy

improved

until I could
put a marble
into the hole
almost every
time [
dropped it.

When I got
great at it,

Grandpa said,

“Okay. Here’s

what you do.

1 When you go to
school, take this box and the
marbles with you. When you get there, show
the boys how easy it is to drop a marble
through the hole. Then they can try to hit the
hole with their marble. They have to keep
their arm at belt height and their toes near the
box. If they hit the hole, you give them back
their marble, or any marble, and another
marble, so they end up with two marbles in
their hand every time they put one through.
When they miss, their marble is yours. You
make all that clear to them and you show
them how easy it is. Let’s see how that
works.”

I took my box to school and couldn’t
believe my success. | had kids surrounding
me six or seven deep, waiting to try out my

I box. Soon I had pockets full of marbles. By
the end of the first day, I had filled all my

I pockets and my box with marbles I had won.

| Ifelt elated!

| I came home to Grandpa sitting on our
front porch, watching me walk down the

I street. When I got sixty or seventy feet away

| from him, he studied my face intently. He
could see me beaming all over. By the time |
reached the porch, he knew that his marble
box had been a success. He wanted to know

I all the details, how the box worked, what the

303.622.4414 | kids said, and everything that happened. It
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Elbert Christmas Bazaar
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PPLE DUMPLINGS

at the Hall and to go
24223 Eccles St in Elbert

delighted him. I can still remember the sparkle
in his eyes. His enjoyment was worth all the
hours of practice.

I stashed most of the marbles in my room
and took the box to school again. On the
second and third days, I came home with all of
my pockets and the box full of marbles—and
enjoyed Grandpa’s delight every day.

By the second day, imitators were bringing
boxes to school. One boy brought a Quaker
Oatmeal box with a hole in the top, but it was
so tall it was much easier to hit. Some brought
boxes with holes too large and easy to hit.
Others offered three marbles if you put a
marble through the hole. [ was the only one
with a cigar box. Only Grandpa had made a
box of the right height with a hole of the right
size. | told Grandpa of these developments and
he advised me to make no changes. I was the
first and I should keep it the way I set it up. It
was good advice. My box became the favorite.

The fourth day of my marble venture started
out well. I won pockets full of marbles in the
schoolyard, below the principal’s office
window, surrounded by kids waiting to drop
marbles into my box. It was a blast. Then I
heard someone shout my name. On my knees
next to the marble box, I didn’t know where it
came from and looked around. I heard my
name again, called loudly and with
determination. I saw the kids looking upward,
so | followed their gaze and found the
principal leaning out of his window, looking
down at me. He said, “Bill Bean, I want you
up here immediately!”

I hurried into the building and up four flights
of stairs. Marbles were falling out of my
pockets and noisily bouncing down all those
steps. I tried to bend over to pick them up, but
the principle said, “Never mind those. Get up
here—now!”

I don’t remember exactly what he said—

Quality Hair Cuts
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Dual Licenses in
Barbering and Cosmetology

Old School Barber Shop

Hot Lather Neck Shave included w/ men’s cuts
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The Marble Box,
Continued

something about
gambling. He was
furious and gave me
a note to take home
to Mom.

I shuffled home
with the box, unsure
of what I did wrong.
Why was it so
wrong to win and
lose marbles by
dropping them into
a hole in a box if'it
wasn’t wrong to win
marbles by shooting
them into a hole in
the ground?
Grandpa sat on the
front porch, waiting
for me. He saw me
in a funk and asked
me about it. I told
him what had
happened, then went
indoors to give
Mom the note and
change my clothes.
I went looking for
Grandpa, but
couldn’t find him
anywhere.

I learned later he
had gone to the
school and talked to
the principal.
Grandpa wouldn’t
let me take the
blame for his idea.
He stuck up for me.

That was the end
of my wonderful
marble box. |
returned to school
the next morning
without it and never
again heard a word
about the issue from
the principal or
anyone else. I found
it distressing that I
couldn’t bring my
marble box, but my
competitors brought
theirs for two or
three days, until the
principal got the
entire gambit
expunged from the
school.

The marbles I had
won lasted for
years. And Grandpa
continued to be my
hero, my mentor,
and my champion.
For all of my
childhood, I looked
behind the
mischievous glint in
his eyes, and found
the magic he kept
there just for me. ¢

Comfined and Defeated

Don Boyer

When you are fourteen years old with a paper route,
making your own money, you’re on top of the world.
Especially when you are riding your very first used bike
on a warm spring day. My friend Vernon strolled beside
me as [ showed off my newfound skills. I skidded down
the brick pavement at top speed, about to execute a
ninety-degree turn by leaning into the curve.

I blame the sand on the bricks, never my
recklessness, as the bike skidded out from under
me. As it came down, the seat judo-chopped my
left leg above the ankle, cleanly breaking both
bones in my leg. I sat on the bicycle seat as Vernon
pushed me and the bike home.

A visit to the doctor and I wound up
wearing a large cast on my leg and got
a warning to keep my weight off
the leg for at least a month. I
couldn’t go to school for the
remaining two months of the ninth
grade. Good news? No. The school
admin assigned me a home tutor,
my Spanish teacher—the one I
wasn’t so crazy about.

Ninth grade had just enough
homework to irritate a high
energy boy confined to the sofa
all day. Plus, there was all the
reading in the textbooks.

This was in the mid 1950s
and the only things on
television were soap
operas and game
shows. The radio
stations carried the
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i The highlight of my day became the visit from

my Spanish teacher, who went over my lessons
and corrected my mistakes. It was not a
highlight, simply a distraction. My mother
was busy all day, my siblings were away
at school (having a wonderful time, I
suspected) and I was stuck right here.
He turned out to be not so bad after all.
With so few other distractions, I learned
a few things from the textbooks. My
grades improved in every class except
Spanish. I never learned that language.
School ended for the year. I couldn’t
attend the graduation, but I recovered
some of my freedom until my mother
caught me riding my bike wearing my
cast. She made me sell the thing before |
broke the leg again.
I reentered purgatory
.;-f""..ﬂ for the duration, hoping
some day to run again,
healed and free. ¢

latest farm reports, local news and
“grownup” music. The good stuff
didn’t get played until evening when
the kids got out of school.

The worst part of my confinement
was the weather. It had to be
beautiful—no rain, no cloudy days, no
cold spells. The perfect conditions for
running and playing. I fantasized
riding my bike at top speed over hill
after hill with the wind pushing

against my face. Then I would feel a companies!
pang from my leg and crash down to 3 0 3 -64 6- 3 3 0
earth and reality. We do:
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ONE-ROOM SCHOOLS§

Judy McMillie

I dearly loved teaching one-room schools. A
one-room schoolteacher has so much freedom
to teach. The second-graders get the same
lessons as the fifth-graders, if they pay
attention. That’s accelerated learning at its

best.

My schoolrooms always had plenty of group
activities. For instance, we had art on Friday
afternoons. Our art projects decorated our
classroom and our entryway. These homemade
pictures and craft projects from each week’s
lesson created a very festive atmosphere, one
the students looked forward to all week and
one that each child could be proud of and
could share with his or her parents. Selected
ones were displayed proudly at the county fair

each year.

One Friday, I took my popcorn popper to
school, and we spent the entire day using
popcorn as a learning tool. For Social Studies
that day, we studied all the states that grow
popcorn, the harvesting process, the types of
popcorn, etc. For Science that day, we studied
the elements that make the kernels swell up
and pop, and the nutrition that each bite
brings. And for Math that day, we studied the
different weights and measures of several
varieties of popcorn, field yields, etc. During
the afternoon, we popped the corn and used it
as our art project. The fluffy kernels became
clouds in a crayon picture, bunnies in a
watercolor picture, snow in a pen-and-ink
drawing, and so forth. What fun that was, and

could hold!

the students ate all the popcorn they

One-room schoolhouses usually had
a propane or kerosene heater upon
which we put our lunches to keep
them warm until noontime. We
teachers rarely had to do our own
housekeeping. The same goes for the
schoolyard. Parents delivered their
children in the mornings, then
retrieved them in the mid-afternoons.
Sometimes there was a bit of
carpooling going on, but seldom. If
the road to the schoolhouse got muddy
or treacherous to drive, parents would
offer me a ride to the school. One

spring morning in my memory, the final three

miles of Sandhills trail road was alive with
Sandhills cranes. It fascinated me. I crawled
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along and the cranes ambled out of the way of
my car. They stood tall enough and were close
enough to my car that they peeked in the

windows as [ drove
by! I’ll never forget
that unique
experience.

We began our
morning ritual by
raising the American
flag on the flagpole.
Each student learned
how to fold and
unfold the flag each
day and raise it up
the pole. We recited
the Pledge of
Allegiance and sang
“God Bless
America.” Those
ideas seem a little
foreign today—it
doesn’t happen like
that anymore.

A bookmobile
visited the rural
schools every few
weeks. They came
from the county
libraries and it was
no doubt the
highlight of our
school year. We
needed those books
to broaden our
students’ education.
Every holiday got
planned weeks ahead
and celebrated in
grand style. We had a
parade to mark

Veteran’s Day in our school yard using
musical instruments from home. When none

were available, we made our own. We made
mosaic pictures out of tiny Chiklets gum to
celebrate Easter and lavishly decorated
Christmas stockings out of burlap.

One of the best investments | made one
October was to buy a bushel of nice red apples
from the apple truck at the sale barn. They
smelled so good and were so appealing, a
wonderful addition to an otherwise severe
classroom. The first thing we did was lay the
apples out on the floor and count them, first by
twos, then by fives and finally by tens. It was a
great lesson for even the younger children.

As Halloween approached, we incorporated
more and more projects with the bushel of
apples projects like slicing one open, looking at
the seeds inside and the core, studying the
varieties available and the properties of each
variety (science activities). We looked at
places on the map where apples grow well,
places like Japan (Social Studies) and had
spelling contests where the winner received an
apple. We read about Johnny Appleseed and
we wrote stories about kids who dream about
apples (Language Arts).

Our Halloween party came on the last Friday
before October 31, and everyone wore a
costume. We drew pictures of ourselves in our
outfits. The students’ mothers brought treats
for our party, which took up the last two hours
of the day. We played games and bobbed for
apples. We had a ton of fun in those weeks
leading up to Halloween. The following week,
each of us ate an apple a day until they were
gone and studied the nourishment that made
our bodies healthy (Science).

That year I carved two pumpkins into jack-
o’-lanterns for decoration. The children
showed little interest in them until they got
moldy inside. The older students studied the
pattern of the mold and attempted to identify
what kind it was. Then the pumpkin faces
caved in and the younger students became
interested. We talked about it as a science
project, not magic. I finally threw the whole
stinky mess in the garbage barrel outside.

My days as a schoolteacher in Nebraska’s
historic one-room schoolhouses are long past,
but the memories remain vivid and pure. My
kids, as I called my students then and recall
them today, are mostly successful civic-minded
adults. I hope I had a small part in shaping
those kids’ good lives. ¢



B. B. Bunting

THE POOF Farmer

Ethel arrived on her Uncle Dick’s farm late
in the day. Auntie Betz handed her down, and
she looked in amazement at the huge
clapboard house, the enormous barns and
buildings, and the endless open space.

“Get inside with you,” said Auntie. “There’s
a meal to get ready and I daresay you’re old
enough to help with it.”

Ethel had come from the city and the home
of her other aunt, Carrie. Most of her life she’d
been shuttled between Carrie’s tiny place and
another relative, Rodge. They had shared her
since her parents had died, which had
happened before Ethel could remember.

Now six years old and having gone to school
during her stay with Aunt Carrie, the time had
come for some other relatives to share the
burden of this skinny, undersized wench. At
least Dick and Betz could feed her up. They
might even get her some clothes.

“Eat up, then,” urged Aunt Betz. “My, you
surely eat like a mouse.”

The offerings of baked ham with fresh-
cooked vegetables had been more than enough
for the skinny child. Auntie urged her to pack
away an enormous slice of deep-dish fruit pie
dredged with thick cream. It was more than
she could have imagined.

The following morning, after a thick wedge
of fried bacon with eggs and homemade bread,
they put her to work. All day her aunt found
jobs for her, more than any servant had to do
in the city. She fell into bed exhausted after
supper.

She quickly learned the routine. It was a
mixture of hard work and simple pleasures.
She rarely left the house, so she wondered how
far the farm extended. If she slaved hard
enough during the summer holiday, perhaps
her aunt might keep her. She’d hated the first
year of school in town. The other kids had
laughed at her, teased her about her only dress
and sockless feet. They had bullied and hit her.
Friendless, she ran back to her Aunt Carrie,
who provided soup and water for supper.
Hungry and tired, she’d faced the following
days.

Now hard work seemed no problem,
considering the wonderful food and lack of
enmity. “Auntie, could I look around the farm,
please?” she asked the week before school
started again.

“Why sure,” answered her
aunt. “Just be back to help
with the cheese making.”

Ethel scampered off, eager to
be free. She ran, skipped and
idled to the brow of the hill
marking the farm’s perimeter.
She wandered past a stand of
oaks on the neighbor’s
property. From behind her, a
voice called, “Hey. Are you
the Duckham’s new kid?”” and
she turned in surprise to see a
boy her own age peering from
the thicket.

“Look out for the snake!” he
yelled, and she spun round to
find it. He laughed. “The only
snake here is this one,” he said,
and pulled a thick bull snake from his pocket
and tossed it at her feet. “I’m George. Who
are you?”

“Ethel. I'm staying here for the summer.”
She smiled, thinking how nice it was for
someone to greet her without scoffing.

“Where’d you get that sun hat?” he went on.
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“I made it,” she responded. “Aunt Betz
showed me how. She made my new dress,
too.”

“I could make a nicer sunbonnet than that.
Want me to show you how?” They spent the
rest of the afternoon making straw garments,
straw and hay animals, and figures.

“Gee, you're clever,” she said.

“You’d better get back home,” he told her,
“or you’ll probably get a whupping.”

Her aunt got angry upon her return, but not
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because she was late.
“It’s not right fer you
to mix with the sort
he is,” she warned.
“Him and his
family’1l likely be
gone by next time
you come.”

Uncle Dick chimed
in, “They’re a
worthless set, him
and his grandpa. Late
with their plantin’
and harvestin’ and
always muckin’
about with some
stupid invention or
other.”
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But they didn’t seem inclined to explain why
Ethel shouldn’t mix with them. Ethel didn’t see
George again before the semester began. She
had pleaded in vain to be allowed to stay on the
farm.

“How much time d’you think we’ve got to
look after you?” Betz had said. “But if you’re
still livin” with yer family in the city next year,
we’ll take you in agin,” and with that half-
promise, she’d survived the year.

Next summer arrived and Aunt Betz
collected her niece. They followed that routine
for years until Ethel left school at twelve. She
took a sewing job in the city. Time passed and,
to her surprise, George arrived one Friday at
the end of her workday. “Hey,” he joked, “are
you making straw hats?”’

They renewed the friendship from its slender
thread of long ago. George was working as a
salesman, since they’d lost his grandpa’s farm.
They dated for a while, usually not spending
money, and rarely eating out.

“I’m selling my own ideas,” he told her.
“Grandpa had made a hay-lift that works like
this. I think it’s wonderful and cheap to run. I
remember tossing hay bales up to the stack,
and how tired I was. This idea lets electricity
do it just by pushing a button.”

He showed her a metal pipe big enough for a
bale to slide into. A steel plate fit into the pipe,
with a rubber stop at its top end. Plugging it
into an electric outlet, the hay bale shot out of
the top of the pipe. “You can make it shoot as
far as you like,” George told her. “Grandpa
said it could even send a rocket to the moon.”

“Well, as long as you don’t want me to go on
the rocket, go ahead,” laughed Ethel.

“To be truthful, I would like you to go on a
moon with me,” he retorted, and more
seriously, “at least, a honeymoon.”

The wedding was a quiet affair. Neither the
bride nor the groom had many relatives, and
money was worse than scarce. As years went
by, George produced many inventions. Almost
none of them ever made money, and Ethel
provided much of the family income from
straw hats. The one invention George
succeeded with was a machine to add hatbands
to straw hats. Yet a happier family it would be
hard to find. ¢
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THE WEST OF YESTER-YEAR

Rachel Kovaciny

Lulu Mae Sadler Craig

Has an Oscar-winning movie director ever
filmed your birthday party and turned it
into a documentary? When Lulu Mae Sadler
Craig turned 102, Harry Belafonte Enterprises
sent Richard Kaplan to film her party and
interview her and her family. The resulting
documentary, Happy Birthday Mrs. Craig, has
been a staple of classes on American women’s

history, African-American history, and Western

Expansion history ever since.

Lulu Mae, often called Lula, was born in
1868, only three years after the Civil War
ended. Her parents were former slaves living in
Missouri; her father fought for his freedom
with General Sherman’s forces. When Lulu
Mae was four years old, her family moved west
in search of better land and freer living
conditions. They were among the earliest
groups of former slaves to move to Kansas.

In 1878, when Lulu Mae was ten, the Sadler
family moved to the new all-black town of
Nicodemus, KS, which formed as part of the
widespread “Exoduster Migration” that
involved thousands of black pioneers. At first,
you couldn’t really tell Nicodemus existed
because the settlers all built dugouts to live in,
rather than building houses above the ground.
All you could see were the stovepipes sticking
up out of the prairie. Dugouts were easier to
build on the open prairie, where trees for
lumber were rare. They provided excellent
shelter from the snow and bitter cold, but they
were by nature hard to keep clean. Don’t
imagine a hobbit hole, imagine a root cellar
with a few boards and poles here and there to
stabilize the roof, and a single cast-iron stove to
heat the dugout and cook on.

Thanks to their determination and ingenuity,
plus contributions of food from local American
Indians, the residents of Nicodemus survived
the winter and started farms in the spring.
Many of these pioneers had no plows, so they
broke the land with hoes and shovels when
necessary. This was a hardscrabble life indeed,
but they persevered. By 1880, there were over
four hundred people living in and around
Nicodemus. They built houses above the
ground, along with stores and churches. Much
of what we know about the history of this
community comes from Lulu Mae’s memoir, 4
History of Nicodemus, Graham County,
Kansas.

At fifteen, Lulu Mae began attending one of
the first schools in Kansas. The famous
scientist George Washington Carver was
among her classmates and became her lifelong
friend. Lulu Mae graduated from the State
Teachers College in Emporia, KS, and returned
to Nicodemus to teach grades one through eight
there. Like most frontier schoolteachers, she
had few books, slates, or other supplies, but she
educated class after class of children there.

Lulu Mae Sadler married Sanford Craig in
1886, and they farmed near Nicodemus for
nearly thirty years. They had nine children,
seven of whom lived to adulthood. Their
longest-surviving child Merido passed away
not so long ago, in 2007. Besides raising their
children and helping on the farm, Lulu Mae

was active in community life. She even served
on the Nicodemus Election Board in 1914,
which was a rare accomplishment for any
American woman at that time.

Unfortunately, the railroads never built a line
that came close to Nicodemus, and the town
slowly faded away. In 1915, Lulu Mae and
Sanford Craig left. They moved to Colorado
and filed a homestead claim in an area called
“The Dry” near Manzanola. Once again, there
was little lumber available for building a
house, so they initially lived in a dugout.
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While Sanford farmed, Lulu Mae taught at
the one-room Prairie Valley School from 1916
until it closed in 1933. Many of her students
graduated from local high schools, which

= pleased her tremendously. Lulu Mae started a

literary society and a Sunday school in
Manzanola, and she kept in touch with George
Washington Craig, who sent her advice on what
crops to grow in such arid land, as well as
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information on “dry-land farming” methods.
She shared these with others in the Manzanola
area, helping the community thrive.

Sanford Craig died

in 1941, but Lulu
Mae continued to
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her 102nd birthday.
Richard Kaplan
and his film team
captured the event
on film, and took

gl that opportunity to
preserve the
reminiscences of
Lulu Mae and her
family and friends.
She passed away
two years later, at
104. Her book and
the documentary
about her life
continue to be
important windows
into the history of
the American West
for all of us. ¢




otay Away from

“Don’t get too close! Stay back!” Mom
cautioned me, and my older brother and sister,
after we dragged the heavy cement lid off the
porch well opening. The cement cover stood
above the back porch surface of the farmhouse
back porch. We leaned over the edge and saw
circular well walls lined in sealed brick, and
dark water a long way down below the
opening. “Move away, move away! You’re too
close.”

Several times that morning, the slender gray
metal tube bucket, taller than my four feet,
slipped into the water attached
to a long rope. A second
rope pulled the bucket
closed, and Mom
lifted it out of the
well. She
released the
stopper, and
the water
emptied into
the ten-gallon
milk cans Dad =
placed beside A
the back door s
before he went
to work. We
repeated the steps
until both cans were
full. We used it to
drink, mop floors, wash £
hands and dishes, clean, flush
the toilet, and cook. The well water came out
clear, cold, and tasted fresh, unlike city water,
which tasted salty or chlorine-like.

After I almost fell into the porch-well, it
terrified Mom to draw water from it. That day,
Mom opened the well, and I ran up the steps
from the yard onto the back porch. “No-0-0-0!”
A frightened, tormented scream ripped miles
through the air toward me. Breathless at the

Berene H.
Ingram

the Well!

bucket, could I have held onto it long enough
for her to pull me out of the well? We had no
tall ladder and no telephone. The nearest
neighbor, if home, lived two miles away.
Dying didn’t relate to me. Mom never took the
lid off the porch-well again.

My near-fall into the well scared Mom and
Dad more than me. In bed that night, I heard
urgent, subdued, and forceful murmurs
downstairs, between Dad’s deep rumble and
Mom’s higher pitch. Two clear sentences
penetrated the bedroom floor, which served as

the living room ceiling. “I won’t open
that well again. You’re a
plumber!”
At least once a week, unless
we washed clothes, we
filled six 10-gallon
milk cans in the back
of the truck with city
water at the one gas
station in the nearby
town. On the day we
washed, we filled
the cans twice. Dad
. received permission
/* from the owner for us
~ to access the water.
Dad did a year’s worth of
work on our water system in
several weeks. He hired a
company to dig a deep well in
alignment with the porch-well and installed
the pump on the wellhead. He built the pump
house around the well with a cement floor,
installed cold and hot water storage tanks that
stood as tall as the pump house inside, and
attached the electric wires to run the pump.
The next step included plumbing the house
with faucets in the kitchen, tub, sink. He
plumbed the cattle tubs and the barn sink. The
cows didn’t have to rely on the muddy creek

back door, I looked
at Mom’s distorted
face, and my heart
hammered. How did
I get in trouble?

The porch-well
scared me after
Mom explained,
“Your left foot
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for water. Best of all,
we had a flushing toilet
upstairs inside the
farmhouse. The outdoor
toilet near the barn
evoked scary scenes of
me falling into a
bottomless and foul-
smelling dark pit.

landed a fraction of 303-841 -4935 /

an inch beside the well opening. You could’ve
fallen sideways, hit your head and knocked
yourself out, and you’d be unconscious in the
water.”

If I’d fallen in, how could Mom get me out
of the well? If she lowered the long water
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The pump air horn
screamed when we turned on the faucets, filled
the bathtub, flushed the toilet, or cooked our
meals. The scream resulted when the pump
pulled water up from the well to keep the
pressure and priming in place.

At least once per year, no water came
through the faucets unless the pipes froze. The
pump didn’t scream. Dad knew how to repair
everything. The foot at the bottom of each well
pipe needed servicing. We waited for the
temperature to rise for the pipes to unfreeze in
the winter.

Dad anticipated these weekend jobs, and we
kids helped. He disconnected the electrical
wiring from the pump and unscrewed it from
the well head. Dad lifted the heavy pump and
laid it in our red wagon. As each foot of the
black pipes attached to the pump were lifted
out of the well, we pulled the wagon away
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from the pump house until the entire 200 feet
laid across the lawn.

Dad rested a few times during the hour as he
pulled the pump-pipes out of the well. He
examined the foot of each of the black pipes.
Sometimes, stones got sucked up and damaged
the foot filters, or they broke, and needed to be
replaced. The pulling and repairing process
took all day, sometimes. Dad drove to the
hardware store for the parts, and if not in
stock, drove an hour to another town to
purchase the parts.

The well gave water every year and season.
The pump screech added another level of
sound that blended with the farm equipment,
the family, and the steady parade of heavy
vehicles that pounded the county road in front
of the house. Faucet water became an invisible
expectation, and we didn’t think about the
porch well. ¢
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Charles Oz Collins

The Hog Father

There is no question in my mind but that
Dad liked hogs and enjoyed having some on
the farm. We always seemed to have a bunch
of sows, and a fence jumping or gate-lifting
boar. I enjoyed the litters of little pigs best. |
spent a good deal of time watching their
antics. A favorite strategy was to throw just a
tasty morsel of something (a chunk of
cantaloupe or watermelon rind) into a pen of
eight or ten pigs about a month old. The hog
that grabbed the prize first seldom got to enjoy
it but became the object of squealing pursuit
by all his or her siblings.

One afternoon I spent five minutes watching
half a dozen tiny pigs attempting to carry off a
sugar beet top I threw into their pen. First one,
then another, latched onto the beet top stem
and tried to drag the treasure away. Then a
brother or sister would seize a different stem
and a tug of war ensued. At one point, there
were five diminutive porkers, each attempting
to haul the beet top in a different direction.
None was old enough to eat the leaf, stem, or
sugary beet crown: they were just being pigs.

They say there is no fight like a family fight.
It’s certainly true of young swine. One
afternoon, [ became the sole spectator of a
titanic struggle. Two piglets, a week old, were
locked in mortal combat. The cause of strife
was not apparent to me. One moment all was
familial bliss and the next moment these two
were head-slugging and tusking each other in
the classic porcine manner. Evenly matched,
the tiny white gladiators raised a considerable
dust in the middle of the arena. At one point
exhaustion took over, and I watched the sworn
enemies lean heavily upon one another, lest
one or both fall. Their savage mouths were
wide open and their sides heaved, each fully
committed to a soon resumption of this fight to
the death.

she would die of her wounds,
since there was not a mark on
her. Her attacker, who had
retreated to rest himself against
the sizeable stump of a dead
sunflower, opted instead to
scratch his tiny rear on the rough
stem and now leaned back
heavily on this support with his
lethal head drooping toward the
ground and slumber.

Baby pigs are appealing
creatures, at once hilarious,
pathetic, brave, and ornery. But
as they grow into hogs, many of
their winning ways disappear.
Once they are of a size needing
to be chased, caught, sorted, held,
and loaded, they become hogs.
But none of this occurred to my
young mind when Dad asked me
if I wanted to raise a litter by hand.

One sow had died shortly after giving birth to
a litter of five. Since sows do not adopt strange
babies, the small litter needed to be hand-fed
with a bottle. I agreed to take on the job. Any
pigs I salvaged would be mine. I little
appreciated what that would come to mean.

Dad checked with the local vet who said
commercial milk-replacer for hogs was
available but that some folks bottle-fed baby
pigs with a mixture of cow’s milk and Karo
syrup. We had milk cows and Karo in Mom’s
cupboard. I made the obvious choice, but that
was the last “easy” part of this rescue mission.

The tiny orphans huddled in the middle of
the birth nest. [ had to try my best to get warm
nourishment down their little throats. Though I
worried about the “right” mix of milk and
Karo, and the temperature of the formula which
I tested on my wrist as instructed by Mom, my
abiding fear was the babies were too weak to
eat and might die of starvation. There couldn’t

I left my ringside
seat when it
appeared there was
imminent danger of
each combatant
failing asleep where
they stood. Other
chores demanded
attention and when
I returned to check
on the progress of
the battle, I
discovered one
mighty warrior
unmoving but for
the gentle rise and
fall of her rib cage.
It seemed unlikely
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be much reserve of strength in such wrinkled
little bodies. The good part was each pig was
an easy handful so I could lift them up and hold
them at an angle that made sticking the baby
bottle nipple in their mouths convenient.

My hope and prayer was that not having
eaten for several hours, the baby pigs would
immediately take to the bottle. Wrong. |
touched the nipple to the small, soft pink nose,
thinking this might trigger an instinct. It didn’t.
Cold rubber didn’t feel like warm udder. I
pried the mouth open and pushed in the nipple.
A slight shaking of the head protested the
foreign intrusion. I waited, hoping for
spontaneous sucking. None occurred. Cradling
the piglet under my left arm, I reached up and
wrapped my fingers around the muzzle and
began a gentle and rhythmic squeezing. All I
got at first was the discouraging sight of a
trickle of milk at one corner of the miniature
mouth. I felt no swallowing, no response of any
kind. Even the slight head shaking had stopped.
What if some of the milk got into those new
lungs?

For an eternity, I stood in that hog shed
cuddling that piglet. I could think of no option
to what I was doing, no “better” way to nurse
this young orphan. Then I felt a gentle
movement of the head and what I hoped was
swallowing, not drowning. More squeezes of
the muzzle and this pig swallowed again. Then
it happened! Instinct kicked in. The head raised
slightly and as I loosed my grip on the snout,
the jaws moved. It wasn’t a lot, but this hog
wanna-be was responding to the warmth of the
liquid in the strange udder.

I took the piglet in my hand and lowered it to
the floor of the pen while keeping the nipple in
place. I hoped this little fellow would feel
natural standing to eat, four feet firmly planted.



Many times I had watched newborn pigs
attack the mother, grabbing, rooting, bracing
their feet and pulling with all their might. This
miniature rooter was far from that stage. |
supported him with one hand under his
stomach, his feet touching the floor, and the
nipple between his jaws. A few weak and
trembly sucks was all he managed before
stopping.

I reasoned it was enough to warm him up
and give some needed strength. I didn’t want
to over-feed him and cause the scours.
Besides, there were several others
that needed their batteries charged.

It was amazing how feeding time
progressed from a delicate
operation filled with concern and
tenderness to a fight for survival.
For a few days, feeding still
required me to hold the piglets,
but soon they caught on to my
routine and got strong enough to
cause me problems. Several times
a day, I approached the pen armed
with the bottle. By now, the
orphans could stand on their own
feet to nurse.

First there was the problem of four
mouths and one nipple. The pig that grabbed
it first got assaulted by the rest. The others
would try to root the sucker’s mouth away
from the coveted nipple. An alternative
involved sticking one’s snout under the
diner’s belly and heaving, hoping to upset him
or her. The most effective technique was to
crawl atop the head of the sibling attached to
the nipple and let your full body weight
detach this glutton from his lunch, hopefully
attaching yourself at the same time. Incessant,
high-pitched squealing accompanied these
tactics.

To avoid this, [ would hoist up a desperate
young swine and let it have a go at the bottle.
In a matter of minutes, I gave them all they
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needed, though less than they desired. The
piglets at my feet squealed, rooted at my
boots and pant legs, and tromped back and
forth, on me and on each other. It didn’t take
long before they tried climbing my legs and
standing there in full voice, deploring the
unfairness of my attempted motherhood.
Being pigs, they then started biting my pant
legs and occasionally the hide beneath.

The trouble was, they all looked alike and I
couldn’t tell them apart once I put one or two
of them down. I don’t believe I neglected any
of them or double fed others. Judging by their

high-pitched protests, they held a
different view of the

r situation.
- To reduce the degree of

mauling, [ tried standing

outside the pen, reaching over

and snagging each pig in turn.

They wiggled and squealed as

I lifted them, never able to

understand why it took me so

long to get that nipple in their

mouths. Wiggling and

squealing increased when |
tried to lower them back into

the pen. They were growing day

by day in weight, strength, and in decibel
level. It would have been possible to build
another pen, to stand between them, and to
keep filled pigs sorted out from empty pigs.
Or I could have made four crates and solved
the “fairness” problem and damage to my
lower quarters, but when pigs start causing
you a lot of extra work, they are well on their
way to becoming hogs. | wasn’t ready for that
yet.

Over the years, hundreds of hogs survived
on our farm by learning to eat and drink on
their own. They seemed to have a knack for it.
It was time for the orphans to learn a lesson.

Pigs have a talent for overturning water and
feed troughs, so all of ours were well-braced
and heavy. I selected a broad pan with low
sides. After all, the pigs in my herd were
short, and I wanted them to see that their
cherished milk was right there in front of
them. The broad pan would give them all
ample room to eat at once. Great! No lifting,
no waiting, no sorting issues, no squealing.
Just sink their little snouts into the warm
mixture and suck.

As I approached the pen, they made no
distinction between a bottle and a pan. They
stood on their hind legs, looked upward, and
did their darndest to deafen me. I did some
fancy sidestepping, trying to find an empty
piece of ground where I could set the pan.
Everywhere I moved, four upturned heads
moved with me. I tried to hold the pan level
while scooting small starving hogs out of
the way with my feet. It was like trying to
kick a hole in water. Finally, I faked left,
moved right, spilled half the milk, and
shoved the pan onto the floor of the pen.
They all stood in it while gazing
beseechingly up into my face. I learned it is
easier to train a hog than to untrain it.

I discarded the pan in favor of a worn out
tire cut along the middle of the tread, which
created two short round shallow troughs low
enough the pigs could easily reach their
snouts into the bottom. If they desired, and
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they soon did, they could scramble across the
tire and eat from the other side, where the
milk is sweeter and more abundant. Even half
a tire was too heavy for these young porkers
to upset.

I threw the tire into the pen first. The pigs
ignored it, unable to take their eyes off me. I
climbed in, holding a small bucket of milk
aloft. Pigs surrounded me; we moved across
the pen as one. It might be difficult to get the
milk into the tire without spilling it and before
the biting began. Hard as it is to make a pig
look down, it is no easier to pour milk around
or between them. Part of it got to the tire.

I grabbed a pig and tried to bend its head
downward so it could see the milk and stick
its nose in it, and found out the harder you
push down on a pig’s snout, the harder they
push upward, even a little one. An hour later,
after trying everything I could think of, Dad
came to my rescue. “Son,” he said. “Those are
hogs. Put the milk in and leave. They’ll figure
it out pretty quick.”

So I left.

After what seemed like a long time, I stuck
my head back in the shed and found some of
the milk gone and considerable dirt kicked
into it. After a week, the pigs caught on. Their
heads and voices still came up when I entered,
but as soon as I got the milk in the tire (a
challenge all its own), they forgot about me.
They all tried their hardest to intercept the
milk on its way to the trough and to catch it in
mid-air. [ soon learned to fill half a tire with
half the milk, then the other half while they
were slurping in the first tire.

Eventually, my “pigs” forgot me as they
learned to be “hogs.” But they taught me
many lessons, as did every other farm animal
I raised. I just wish I could forget what the
chickens taught me!
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Prairie Parson

Fleeting Moments/,'

The good Lord blessed me with the best kind
of a woman for a wife. She’s patient and kind
and has her own walk with Him that comes
first. Every evenin’, she takes her house cat out
for a walk around our big yard fence on the
ranch. I told her that cat will be fine, she could
let it out and sit on the porch and it would come
back for dinner and she could take it inside, but
she gave me one of her patient little smiles and
said, ‘No, the walkin’ is when I do my prayin’.”
The other evenin’ was so pleasant, I sat on the
porch and watched her do her walkin’. The cat
took a fancy to a vole hole near the fence, and
crouched there in the long grass for about half
an hour, waitin’. My wife sat down on an old
stump a few feet away and also waited. She
didn’t have her phone or any distractions, she
just sat there prayin’ and thinkin’ and enjoyin’
being with the cat, who made her laugh after a
while with its antics. She sunned her face, and
the wind blew her hair, and enjoyed the quiet.
My wife is one of those rare souls who ain’t
addicted to her phone. She uses it to text her
grandchildren, and that’s about it. Sometimes
she goes off and I can’t find her, cuz the phone
is laying on the kitchen table. That forces me to
go out and holler, to find her in her veggie patch
or the barn. But I notice she don’t miss much.
She doesn’t take photos of sunsets, she sits and

enjoys ‘em.
When she
talks to you 4§
or anybody ¥
else, she looks
at you with her
big brown eyes

and listens and asks thoughtful questions. Kids
love her, because no matter what she’s doin’,
if they barge into her presence, she’ll put it
aside to talk to or hear them. They’ll grow up
havin’ felt heard and important.

I didn’t realize how rare a treasure my wife
gave me until I took her to an appointment the
other day. She went into the back room and I
sat in the waiting room for a bit. I had nothin’
to do but people watch and look through a few
magazines, and after a while, a family came
inside. A woman about my wife’s age had a
little boy by the hand, as a younger woman
(his mother, I reckon) went into the back
room. Grandma held the toddler in one hand,
and scrolled on her phone with the other. That
little boy is gonna grow up to be a politician,
because he tried everything he could think of
to get her attention, and finally started going
after the phone—the object of his coveted
grandma’s eye. She idly bounced him on one
knee, and pushed the baby’s hand away, her

eyes glued to her “feed.”
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It made me sad, but not
as sad as my wife when
she came to sit with me
for a few minutes while
waiting for her bill and
noticed it. She went out
to the truck shakin’ her
head and said, “They’re
only that age for a short
time, and Grandma is
missin’ it.”
She taught me a lesson
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that day. I turned off my
cell phone, stuck it in my
pocket, and drove home
with her, with the
windows rolled down
so’s her hair could blow
in the breeze, the radio
off, and our dog happy in
the back of the truck. We
talked, and smelled the
crisp autumn air, and
admired the mountains,
and enjoyed each other.
Try not to miss the
little moments, because
they’re often the most
precious. In twenty
years, what you saw on
your “scroll feed” this
week won’t matter; but
you will treasure all of
the memories you made
with your loved ones, the
two and the four-legged
kind. Happy October. ¢
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A Woman
of Courage

My mother was a
woman of courage.
Oh, I’m sure she felt
scared many, many
times, but she never showed it. Her courage
was most clear during the years of the Great
Depression. My father was an attorney, and
fees for attorneys in those bleak days were
few and far between. If someone needed a
lawyer, he didn’t have money to pay.
Sometimes fees got paid with a sack of
potatoes or a live chicken.

My mother’s courage showed itself in her
ability to feed and clothe the five of us when
few resources were available. No matter how
scarce the fare, we always ate at the dining
room table, which she covered with a white
tablecloth. We used cloth napkins. It took
courage to figure out how to make the food
stretch, and also to wash and iron a white
tablecloth and napkins. Until the mid 1940s,
we didn’t have a washing machine.

At one time, we lived on the outskirts of
town and Mother had to carry water from the
well in the backyard and heat it on a coal
stove in the kitchen to do the laundry. She
ironed the tablecloths and white cloth napkins
with an old-fashioned iron, which she heated
on the coal stove.

She made all our clothes, even my father’s
shirts. Mother had an old treadle sewing
machine she peddled way over its 100,000-
mile warranty. She called it a creative outlet
for her, but I’'m sure sheer necessity played a
part in that.

My mother loved pretty things, but I
wonder how many years it was between a
new coat, dress, or shoes. I’m certain she hurt
inside, but her courage always showed
through.

The ink was scarcely dry on her marriage
certificate before her young husband left for
France to fight in World War I. One son
served in the Army in World War II, and two
grandsons served in Vietnam. During those
years, she received strength and courage
through prayer, as have mothers from the
beginning of time.

My mother lived until I was seventy-five.
She accomplished many things during her
lifetime and mine, but [ will always
remember her for her courage to hold her
head high and keep her ideals through hard
times and adversity. ¢
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Front Porch Memories

In June 2001, I took my fifteen-year-old
granddaughter Tave’ to Valentine,
Nebraska to see the old house I lived in that
held so many wonderful childhood
memories. We moved to the old two-story
house on Hall Street in my twelfth year.
Formerly, it served as a funeral home which
didn’t bother me, but Mom admitted years
later she hated going to the basement alone to
stoke the coal furnace. When I ventured down
to the basement with her, I could empathize;
the ugly, huge monster furnace sitting in the
middle of the floor with all its scary metal
tentacles crawling to the heat ducts in the
floors above was rather intimidating!

The front of the house faced ;
west toward the sunset. A '
wooden porch cloaked the "#
entire front, reminding me
of an old lady with her
best Sunday--going-
-to--church-hat on. I
can remember all the
warm summer
evenings and
Sunday afternoons
when Mom and
Dad sat quietly out |
on the porch. Mom '
would usually
crochet, her
wooden rocking
chair creaking each
time she rocked
back and forth. A
handy fly swatter sat on the floor beside her
rocker with a glass of freshly made lemonade
or a cup of hot coffee on a small wooden table
between her and Dad. He listened to the radio
through the open front living room window.
The white lace curtains in the living room
windows blew gently in and out in the breeze.

The white house had a green roof. On the

Diane
Parker

vehicles sat abandoned and bleached lumber
lay in haphazard piles. Trees no more than
sprigs when Mom lovingly planted them were
now overgrown. Broken lower branches hung
from the trunk, looking like broken arms.
Upper branches were dying.

The new owners had added a room to the
back. I wondered if anything had changed
inside. I remember a sizable foyer when
entering the front door. The wooden stairway
with its ornate banister lay to the left and led
to the rooms upstairs. I took the room upstairs
on the front of the house as my bedroom. An
enormous cottonwood tree stood outside the
south window that shaded the room in the
afternoon. My double bed had a soft blue
chenille bedspread. We repainted the old

woodwork with fresh white paint and Mom

made soft blue dotted Swiss

tieback curtains for the
windows. I filled

my bed with my
many friends.
My collection
of stuffed
animals sat in
special places.
Their smiling
faces and
friendly, soft,
beaded eyes
kept me
company.

When we
moved in, the
first thing Mom and Dad did was strip all the
oak floors on the main floor. Mom kept these
floors shiny with wax. It was heck staying on
your feet where the throw rugs lay! I once
saw Dad ski on his bottom into the kitchen.
After that, I stepped with care. Mom could
never invent something to put underneath the
rugs to prevent skating on them. My dog

north stood a detached
garage. As I wandered
around as an adult, I saw

the owners had torn down
the garage and grass and
bushes overflowed the
driveway. The Spirea
hedges in the front yard
were gone. Dad kept them
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neatly trimmed because
Mom liked to see out onto the street.

When we lived there, our vegetable garden
dominated our huge backyard. Mom’s garden
may have been the most unique garden in
town, perhaps in the entire state. Colorful
artifacts of wood and rocks she hauled back
from our many vacation trips to the Black
Hills lined it. So one of us could complain we
couldn’t find a certain vegetable, or proclaim
innocence of hoeing out anything but weeds,
Mom made little wooden crosses at the end of
each row identifying what grew there. She
carefully painted each one a certain color and
printed what was in each row with different
colors... light green for peas, dark for green
beans, red for the strawberries, etc.

There was now nothing left of the garden. It
saddened me to see junk and trash dumped in
piles in the backyard. A couple of old rusty

free. She showed her gratitude by trying to
lick our faces with her warm, wet tongue!
Mom claimed the old sitting parlor off the
dining room for her workroom. On days she
was in a good mood, the door remained open.
We heard the old treadle sewing machine
whirring. I listened to her hum along with a
favorite song on the radio or when she put a
Glenn Miller 78 record on the player. When
she closed the door with the “Gone Fishing”
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sign hung up, it meant knock before entering.
The closed door showed she wanted to be left
alone. Dad and I learned to respect that sign!

Mom decorated her workroom with dotted
Swiss yellow tiebacks and colors of lavenders
and purples. Her rag rugs added color on the
oak wood floor. The old woodwork glowed
with pastel yellow. She loved those three
colors and used them in their bedroom. I asked
Dad one time how he slept in so much yellow,
lavender, and purple and he told me he could
sleep anyplace with Mom beside him.

Today’s homemaker would think they had
died and gone to heaven if they had Mom’s
kitchen. I have never seen another one with so
many cupboards and windows. Sunlight
streamed into the cheery room. Curtains of
white with red cherries adorned the windows
and backdoor. The cupboards were white and
Mom removed their doors. Dishes and such sat
on the shelves giving it an at-home look.
Splashes of bright tomato red knickknacks sat
on the countertops. Mom had a dozen Rooster
and Hen salt and pepper shakers. A terrycloth
toaster cover blended with the curtains. Every
thing in the kitchen went together and had a
specific purpose. In those days, kitchen
appliances were white. The secondhand gas
range possessed two ovens and a top broiler.
Winter baking was a pleasant welcome to help
heat the kitchen ... but not in the summer!

On another wall stood the old Frigidaire
refrigerator with its whirring motor on top.
That frig kept milk the coldest of any I ever
drank! The kitchen sink, with its hot and cold
taps, could have served as a second bathtub. It
was a deep ocean of white porcelain with an
attached drain on one side.

Mom had an old table and four chairs she
refurbished. The oblong table and chairs
matched in white paint. She tied cushions of
bright tomato red patterned with white and
black ladybugs to the seats of the chairs. Dad
had a hard time sitting in one when he first saw
them. Other than that, everyone who came to
our house commented on how cute they were!

Taking a last look at the old family home, I
turned away and headed down the street with
my granddaughter. I didn’t look back. It made
me sad to see the house in its present condition.
The thought of wanting to see the inside had
passed quickly. I decided I was better off not
to. I didn’t want to spoil my wonderful
childhood memories. They would forever live
in that house. ¢
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Unforgettable

It’s the time of year when businesses and
agencies are soliciting names of teachers
who have made a difference, those who are,
or have been, unforgettable to the students
they teach. Each of us can recall at least one
teacher who fits that description. One night
last week, when I made a dash through :
the doors of our local Wal-Mart, a r -
sign asking shoppers to submit
the name of their favorite teacher
caught my eye.

As I walked the path to
learning, there were many
guides along the way. Some
good, some not-so-good, and
a few who changed me
forever because they opened
my mind. The sign got me
thinking, but not just about
the teachers who have
influenced me. It made me
think about the students
who passed through my
classroom.

During his/her
teaching career, every
teacher meets more
than a few
unforgettable kids.

Some are kind and

creative; others are

noisy and

obnoxious; some tug at our heartstrings while
trying our patience, and some defy description.
Most teach us more than we could ever learn
from books. When I think back over my
career, one girl
comes to mind.

She wore dirty
clothes; it was hard
to see through the
layers of grime on
her skin to tell
whether she had a
fair complexion to
match her dark
blonde hair. For
most people, dish-
water blonde is
simply an adjective,
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had to do.

It was not the first time I had noticed an
unpleasant smell in her vicinity, but that
morning it was the eye-watering, gag reflex
kind of smell. It was just before Christmas

break, and we were getting ready to play a
communication game in class. A
slow-moving circle of students

filed by me, each one pausing

long enough for me to pin a
% label onto the back of a
shirt. I’'m not sure that I
really noted a gap
between her and the next
student, but when she
came within my
breathing area, it took
everything I had not to
gag.

The object of the game
was for students to find
out what was written on

J their label by what others
;] said and how they were
. treated. She was one of the
| last to sit down

because no one
could stand to get
close enough to

say more than a

few words to her.
+ As soon as they
were reasonably sure of their label, they were
to sit down in a prearranged circle of chairs. I
wound up sitting directly to the right of her;
there were two empty chairs on her other side.
I left it that way
because I just didn’t
have the heart to insist
that students sit close
to her. I held my breath
as much as possible
and prayed for class to
end. As she was about
to leave the room, I
gently called her by
name and asked her to
wait for just a moment.
I needed to talk to her.
She was a head taller

—,

R
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but with her it was
true, and the water had washed many, many
dishes. She was likable enough. Most
mornings she came in with a smile, was a
willing worker, and I never knew her to cause
a disturbance. That’s why telling her she
smelled bad was the hardest thing [ have ever

OFF YOUR PURCHASE OF

|
; $5 $25 OR MORE * .n.-?'

1 Exp 10/31/24. Present at check-out.

| Byers General Store
303-822-5325

Your Hometown Grocery
Store & Pharmacy!
We work for you!

* One coupon per customer per day. Excludes all alcoholic
beverages, tobacco, lottery items, money services, postage
stamps, gift cards, and prescriptions.

Customer is responsible for all applicable taxes.
Reproductions of this coupon prohibited. No cash value.

F——=—=====-=

than me, so when she
turned, she looked down expectantly, a
question in her blue eyes. Again calling her by
name, | stammered, “This is the hardest thing
I’ve ever had to say to anyone, but do you
think you could go to the locker room and take
a shower because,” | felt tears stinging my
eyelids and there was a definite crack in my
voice, “because I don’t want to hurt your
feelings, but you really smell bad.”

She got angry. Not that [ blame her, but her
reaction was not what I expected. “I took a
shower this morning,” she said defiantly.

“Then maybe it’s your clothes. Do you, by
any chance, have to sleep with a little brother
or sister who wets the bed?”

“No, nobody wets the bed. I don’t know
what you think you smell, but it’s not me!”
Even with her protests, I think it was a relief to
have someone confront her, but she didn’t

SELLING or BUYING CATTLE?

Consign With Us

Your only Home Owned/
Operated Livestock
Auction in Southeast

Special Calf onin Sou
and Yearling La3 i .
Sales: a Junta Livestoc

Commission, Inc.
24026 County Rd 30.25
La Junta, CO

Oct. 9,23,30
Butcher Cows

& Bulls & More  www.ljlivestock.com
Thurs. Sales Email: lajuntalivestock@
Oct. 17, 24, 31 gmail.com
Visit our 719-384-7781
website for Buddy Johnson
info. Field Rep 719-338-0576

speak to me for three weeks.

During that time, our girl’s P.E. teacher, the
counselor, the home ec teacher, and I put
together a plan of action and a care package
for her. We included shampoo, deodorant,
soap, toothpaste, a toothbrush, the stuff that
most of us take for granted. We visited her
home and realized she was simply bringing
the smell from home to school. Piles of dirty
clothes littered the floor and animals relieved
themselves in the house at will. We found no
broom, no mop, none of the tools of
cleanliness in her home.

Whenever anyone noticed the odor, we

Someplace To Be?

Git Yer Diesel Serviced
303-841-6527

Diesel Repair
& Performance

o Bumper to Bumper
It's all about Service & Service CenFer for light
Horsepower, Pal! duty diesels
L p— & pickups

6250 E. Pine Lane Unit B
Parker, CO 80138

00

agreed she would go to the girl’s locker room
to take a shower and wash her hair. We
collected a set of clean clothes and kept in
them the gym teacher’s office, and told the
laundry person to wash the dirty clothes.

The plan did not meet with her approval.
What prompted her to speak to me again was
the home-ec teacher insisted she shower
before she came to class one day. Instead of
going to the locker room, she stopped by my
room, called me out into the hall, and told me
Mrs. Friehauf was being mean to her. |
assured her Mrs. Friehauf just didn’t want

OUR SERVICE SETS US APART

One-size-fits-all doesn’t apply to insurance.
Our goal is to keep you and your loved ones
protected with the right policies for -

your needs. Questions? Call or email z‘j. aﬁ
our office. You will get our undivided
attention.

Integrity Insurance Agency
303-644-4872

Julie Lewis, Agent/Owner
www.integrityinsagency.com
integrityins@gmail.com




Unforgettable, continued from page 20.
people to make fun of her, and that I,
too, thought she needed a shower.
Finally, still protesting that it wasn’t her
we were smelling, she went to take a
shower.

Slowly, we noticed a change. Some
days, her hair had a shine to it. Her
clothes were less dirty. One day she told
me proudly she had learned how to wash
clothes at the laundromat.

She finished out her year in eighth
grade and went on to the high school.
From time-to-time over the next year,
she dropped by to say hi. Then one
evening when she was a junior, she
called me at home. It took only a
moment for me to place her when she
said, “Mrs. Artery, you made me learn
about taking showers. Do you remember
me?”

“Yes, [ do. How are you?”

“I’m fine,” she said. “I just wanted to
let you know I joined the job corp, and 1
leave next week for training. Mrs.
Artery, thank you for caring about me.”

I still get tears in my eyes when I think
about her. She was my student. More
than that, she was my teacher. She
taught me that most of the time I do not
know my students. Unless they invite
me into their lives, or unless something
happens that makes me push my way in,
I don’t know how they live or who they
are. When I get a glimpse of who a child
really is, he or she becomes
unforgettable. ¢

Grandad’s Driving

Driving to work the other day, an image
from the past flashed into my mind and |
remembered riding in the car with my
grandparents and my mom, coming back
from Denver to their home north of
Strasburg. Grandad drove with a lead foot,
with his mind somewhere other than the
immediate circumstances. All at once
Grammy would look over
at the speedometer and
shriek, “Willis!” in a |
voice that made all of us
jump back into the present
if our minds were
anywhere else.
Grandad
would
say
“Huh?”
while
taking
his foot
off the gas
petal and lifting
his arm off the
steering wheel to take a
quick look at what ghastly speed
he was traveling this time. We’d go about 45
MPH for a while until his speed would
slowly creep back up again, only to have the
entire scene repeated. Usually, one trip to
Denver was good for two or three instances
each way. By the time we got home, I felt
like I had ridden on a roller coaster ride!
Grandad won a safe

driving award as a
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Sheri Nordloh
Rood

especially if Grammy got upset.

Grammy didn’t drive unless absolutely
necessary, and Mom didn’t learn until she
married my dad. Grandad saw a lot of change
in transportation in his lifetime, from the horse
and buggy to cars and trains, then airplanes
and jets. He seemed to handle it all pretty well
until they started making cars out of fiberglass.
He’d look around the inside of one of his new
cars and say in a disgusted voice, “It’s nothing
but plastic!”

The woman’s lib movement thrilled him as
much as plastic cars did. To Grandad,
women’s lib meant we were starting to
drive and wear pants! When [ was a
senior in high school, Dad went out and
bought me my first car for
$100—an old
Plymouth
Valiant. 1
went to

school at the
time and had
to have
transportation
to and from the orthodontist.
He only let me drive it to my appointments and
home on the long weekends we had every six
weeks.

Grandad would ask me, “Did you take the
back roads or the freeway?”

I’d answer the same. “The freeway, Grandad.
I don’t know how to go on the back roads and
if [ have a flat, I know someone will stop and

HOURS:

Sunday 7am - S‘ﬁm
_ Mon-Thurs 7am - 10pm
Friday & Saturday 7am - 11pm

PRIME RIB THURSDAYS

Salad, Loaded Mashed & Vegetable
Spm til 9pm (while supplies last)

BLOODY MARY BAR &
BOTTOMLESS MIMOSAS

Every Sunday Til Noon

DAILY LUNCH SPECIALS
Scan the OR Code to follow us on Faceboolk

Pool Tables
SeasBer
ig Screen TVs

95 W Highway 40

Byers, CO  303.822.5002

senior citizen and we
all got a chuckle out
of it. We surmised it
was really a tribute
to his guardian angel.
They didn’t see the
big hole in the
garage door or the
side of his pickup
where he’d scraped it

"| while pulling in and

out with his car.
Backing up wasn’t
Grandad’s strong
point. [ winced every
time we’d pull out of
a parking space
because he’d nearly
always tap the
bumper of the other
car. He’d say, “I just
nicked it a little.
That’s what bumpers
are there for!” He got
a chuckle out of it,

Funeral Homes
& Monuments

e

Limon, CO
719-775-2333
Strasburg, CO
303-710-4221

Burlington, CO
719-346-8826
Cheyenne Wells
719-767-5961

www.lovefuneralhomes.com

Funeral &
Memorial Services,
Online Memorials,

Obituaries,
Veteran’s Benefits,
Death Certificates.

help me if ’'m on the freeway.” That seemed to
pacify him a bit, but | knew he didn’t approve
of women driving.

I suppose I deserved his apprehension
though, because the first time I drove a car at
14 I took out the telephone pole holding the
sign to the entrance to his farm! After a year of
Driver’s Ed and a few backing incidents of my
own, | learned to drive because I inherited my
share of stubbornness and independence from
Grandad... along with his lead foot. ¢

The Prairie Times is always looking for new
writers. Submit your clean, inspiring, nostalgic,
etc., stories at charity(@prairietimes.com.
We welcome writers of all ages!
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Jean Davis

It happened my junior year at a high school in Rock
River, Wyoming. My mother had a restaurant. |
worked there helping her whenever I wasn’t at school.
A young man who came to eat there often had been
asking me to go out with him.

On this night, he asked me to go to Elk Mountain
with him to a dance. I loved going to Elk Mountain, a
beautiful place about fifteen miles south of Medicine
Bow. A little pioneer town sits at the base of its
northeast corner. The big attraction to the area at the
time was the old, unique dance hall, a large building
mounted on railroad springs! This takes dancing to a
whole different level. You only noticed the springs if

time, but it was
superb.

Upon arriving at
our destination, I
found one of my dear
friends, Judy, and her
husband, Dean, had
already arrived. After
two or three dances,
they announced over
the loudspeakers that
tonight was the night
of the annual beauty
contest and for us to willas

you made a misstep and the floor was coming up when

your foot was
coming down.

I declined the
date, saying I
needed to fix my
hair. My real reason
was I knew he drank
a little and I didn’t
want to be around
him. My brother
overheard the
conversation and
stepped in, saying,
“Oh, come on, sis.
I’ll go with you and

you will be okay.” Since I didn’t think I could get out
of that one, especially after my proposed date promised
me he wouldn’t drink, I agreed to go.

We started on the trip to Elk Mountain—about forty

miles away, with my
brother driving and
my date sitting in
front with him, while
I sat in the back. My
date kept his promise
to not drink. Instead,
he poured it down his

throat. He was soused

by the time we
reached the dance
hall.

This was right
about the end of
World War II. It was

Heating & Cooling

Repair or Replacement
Family owned and operated in Kiowa
with over 30 years experience

All makes and types of
HVAC equipment:
furnaces, A/Cs,
evaporation coolers,
boilers, and water

heaters. If possible,
we’d rather fix than BEATIIG MES 212, TN,

replace your equipment. 303-990-5268

bgoat

Free Veteran’s Day
Spaghetti Dinner!

Friday, November
8, 2024
5:30 — 7:30 pm
Elizabeth Fire
Department
155 W. Kiowa Ave

Remember and
Honor Our Veterans

Sponsored by the
Elizabeth Firefighters
Community Foundation

customary for the big name bands to send their second
strings all over the country to play for community
affairs, while the lead bands played for the military.

Elk Mountain figured into this arrangement and during
the summer, they had all the big name bands playing
for them. I don’t remember what band was there that

Windows - Siding - Doors

line up.
I felt my hair was a mess, so I decided not to
enter. Judy stepped in then and said, “Oh,
come on, Jean. Let’s do it. If you get put
out, I’ll go out, and if I get put out, you can
go out. Okay?” I agreed with her plan and
we got in line, Dean holding Judy’s hand as
they went around the circle, and my date
holding mine. Judy and Dean were the
couple directly in front of us. As we went
around, I noticed one of the judge’s
daughters was also a contestant, and she
wore a white satin two-piece dress exactly
like mine.

After circling the hall several times, a

judge came over and removed me. Judy stayed in, despite
her promise! They made a few more trips around the hall
before the same judge came to me and apologized. He said
I wasn’t supposed to be disqualified. I got back into the

lineup. The contestants made another
round or two before the judge’s daughter
got eliminated. She never spoke to me
again, other than to write me a nasty letter
soon afterward.

I won first place in the beauty contest,
and Judy won second place. My prize was
$25 and the best drinks on the house. We
went to the adjacent bar and ordered our
drinks. I gave my drink to my brother, but I
kept the $25.

Elk Mountain was always special to me,
but from that date on, it held a really
special place in my heart. The memories of
that night will never die. ¢

Dine Out to Do Good

We Need Your Help! =
Oct 7—21, 2024 4 ;

Dine out at one of our

Western Hardware 10
Whiteside’s Boots 16

Our advertisers are
the reason you receive
this publication for
free. Make sure to
thank them for being
in the Prairie Times!

Specializing in any and all types of replacement
windows, siding and replacement doors.
Locally owned with over 28 years experience
Licensed and Insured

Home Improvement Brokers
John K Carollo

Cell 303-907-4185 Byers 303-822-5252
Decks - Sunrooms

Quality e
Exterior Home = II'I.I
Improvements : -

partner restaurants and
donate to Baby Bear
Hugs: Catalina’s Diner, Dairy Queen, Isabells
Coffee, Jac’s Pizza, Patty Anne’s Cafe.

Qﬁﬁabyﬁearﬁugs.

e N

Baby Bear Hugs
provides education,
support, and access
to community resources at no cost to
families! Donate online at: babybearhugs.org
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FREE CLASSIFIEDS

25 word limit. Free to private parties only.
Land for Sale Ads $3/word. Business ads: $3/word.
E-mail text of ad to: classifieds@prairietimes.com or mail to
Prairie Times Classifieds P.O. Box 880 Byers, CO 80103
New classifieds posted daily at www.prairietimes.com
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ARE YOU CONCERNED
ABOUT TODAY’S WORLD?
Biblical perspective on the
World we live in.
Calvary Church, 4031 Park
Lane, Elizabeth, CO
Mondays 5-7 p.m.

Open discussion and fellowship.

TLLC Concrete:
Specialize in barn floors,
driveways, and remove
and replacement.

Craft Fair: Saturday Nov. 16 9-3. Elizabeth United
Methodist Church, next to True Value. We'll see you
there!

Premium horse hay grass, alfalfa and mixed. Also
have cow hay most of the year. Delivery options
available. Fast loading and can load after dark. Call
Dennis 303-822-5564

For Sale: Roto-tiller, Ryobi, used for one project 2
months ago, 40 volt battery, 18 inch, self-propelled,
rear tine. $800 303-570-9213.

Help Wanted: Someone to break/ride 2 colts. Call
303-931-0291 for info.

For Sale: Custom truck bumper Ford Super Duty,
with Warn winch 16,500 Ibs capacity Never used.
$1200. Steve 720-231-0138

For Sale: 2000 Fleetwood Southwind 36 ft. Exc cond
for its age. 28k miles. $22,000 OBO 303-243-0488

5th Wheel Hitch: Pullrite #2600 Single point
Attachment 5th Wheel Hitch, 20K Lb Towing
Capacity, 5K Lb Pin Capacity. $900 new, sacrifice at
$300 OBO Leave Message: 303-644-4635

For Rent in Elizabeth: 2 bdrm, washer/dryer, security
system, across from park and close to town.
$1250.mo. 1st and last + $1500 deposit. 303-646-
0872

For Sale: 4/x ft trailer $500 OBO 303-243-0488

For Sale: Snow blower, Ryobi, used last season, 40
volt battery. 24 inch, 2 stage self-propelled. $800
303-570-9213

CDL Driver Wanted
$50-70,000 DOE

OT, Holiday, Vacation, 303-870-2804

Benefits call or text
Class B, Tanker, 719-960-3321 FAX
Hazmat anthony@
Local Propane globalpropaneinc

Delivery .com
Non-Smoking Global Propane

PO Box 583
Franktown, CO 80116

Environment
Work Where You Live!

YOUR UNIOUE SPACE BETWEEN KIOWA & ELIZABETH

34358 GoLDENROD CIRCLE
Krowa, CoLomrapo 80117

MLS#1628669 ® $639,900
1.42 Acres, 4 Bed/3 Bath, Walkout
® Basement, New Roof 2024, New Siding
& Gutters 2020, Horses... YES! Fenced
& Cross-Fenced, Tranquil Setting, 3-4
& =1 Miles to Shopping & Restaurants, No
b HOA. 1 Barn, 1 Shed, 1 Lean-to.

For Rent: 27ft. x
50ft. Steel Barn for
work shop/ Hobby
shop/ Storage.
Heat available.
$990 mo. Plus
deposit. Available
in November. John 720-231-1612

Bedroom for rent in a shared house with mellow mindful
roommates. Furnished, utilities, walk in closet. $700.
Elizabeth, Sun Country. 720-422-8200

Welding and Fabrication, no job to small/ reasonable
rates. Steve 720-231-0138

For Sale: 14x5 ft trailer, new rims and tires, new bed,
new wiring. $1,400 303-243-0488

For Sale: Dump trailer hydraulic lift unit . Never used,
$500. Steve 720-231-0138

Full care horse boarding. $375. Paddock with triple
wide shed. Arena and round pen. Neughborhood trails.
Trailer parking. 35 acres. Elizabeth. Sun Country
720-422-8200

Any job over 400 SF.
Call 303-646-2355

Elizabeth Presbyterian
Church, Helping People
Walk with Jesus
Sunday 9 am
http://elizabethpc.org/home

Food Bank of the Rockies
2nd Friday 10:30 am
Franktown SDA Church
905 N. State Hwy 83
Franktown
Jack 303-688-8730

Elizabeth
United Methodist Church
Come As You Are
We Aren’t Perfect Either
Sunday 9 am
elizabethunitedmethodists.org

Nutritious Lunch Meals

Only $3.00! Senior citizens 65+.
Eat and socialize Wednesdays & Fridays at
Kiowa Senior Center
438 Comanche St. (behind MCR).
Please call 720-320-4540 for reservations
1 day in advance.

Elbert Women’s Club
-DINNER & BINGO-

1st Monday of the month

Dinner (6-7) Bingo (7-9)
-MONTHLY BREAKFAST-

All you can eat Every 4th
Sunday thru Oct. 8am-Noon
Adults: $12.50 Children $6.25 303-
3 yrs old and under free

Russell Gates
Mercantile
Comm. Hall

24223 Eccles
St. Elbert.
Questions:

Wendy

243-1308

FOR SALE:

Got your eye on
this space?

720-600-0221

14x5 ft trailer,
new rims and
tires, new bed,
new wiring.
$1,400

Each Office Independently Owned &
Operated

CALL WENDY
303-583-8383

-
Need a photo e = 2000 Fleetwood
kclassified or to . Southwind 36
eep your name
out there? Call 5= . ft. Exc cond for
0 ' - 3 I = .
us for prices! - == itsage. 28k

303-243-0488

miles on it.
$22,000 OBO *
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SNOW! — What You Need To Know

Snow Removal Priority System

To provide efficient and effective snow removal on County
roads, priorities are assigned to each road. These priorities
are determined based on several factors. Some of these
factors include roads requiring specialized equipment,
logistics, timing of the storm, and the availability of
resources.

Priority 1 —
Arterial
Arterials are
major roadways
which provide for
high traffic
volumes over
medium to long
distances.
Arterials are used
for interregional,
inter-county, and intra-county travel needs.

Examples: Co Rd 166, Co Rd 13, Co Rd 158, Co Rd 21

Priority 2 — Collector/School Bus Routes

Collectors distribute traffic between arterial and local
roads, serve as main connectors within subdivisions, and
link one subdivision to another. Collectors generally do
not provide direct access to private property.

Priority 3 — Local Roads

Local roads provide for low to medium traffic volumes
within subdivisions and provide direct access to residences
or private property.

Priority 4- Cul-De-Sacs
These are short local roads with no outlet that provide
access to residents within subdivisions.

Snow Removal Response

The time required to clear snow and ice from roads varies
depending on the following conditions:

e Snowstorm Intensity

e Snowstorm Duration

e Wind Velocity

e Temperature

e Traffic Condition

e Time of Day

All routes will be plowed and treated as quickly as
possible. The conditions above will determine when we
arrive to plow and treat your road. Snow removal crews are
dispatched to work any time roads get slick from snow and
ice accumulation. Priority 1 and 2 roads are plowed and

CodeRED: Emergency Notification

The Elbert County Office of Emergency Management will
be conducting a test of the CodeRED emergency
notification system on Wednesday, October 9, 2024, at 9
AM. The purpose of this test is to ensure that the telephone
numbers in Elbert County’s emergency notification
database are accurate and up to date. No action is required
if you receive the test call.

The Caller ID for this test will display 866-419-5000,
and the message will state: “This is a test of Elbert
County’s CodeRED Emergency Notification System. No
action is required; this is only a test. If this were an actual
emergency, you would receive important information from
your local public safety officials. Again, this is only a test.”

This test will help improve the efficiency and speed of
the system when it is used during a real emergency.

Elbert County residents and businesses are encouraged
to visit https://www.elbertcounty-co.gov/177/Public-
Emergency-Notifications-CodeRED to sign up for
CodeRED notifications or update their contact information.

PAID FOR BY ELBERT COUNTY GOVERNMENT

Elbert County Connection

Keeping citizens informed and up-to-date on county government

treated in preparation for morning and evening rush hours.

Once these roads are cleared, crews move to Priority 3 and

4 roads.

General Information

e Roads are treated once snow starts to affect driving
conditions on roadways. When there is sufficient snow
accumulated to warrant removal, plowing begins.

e Subdivision roads cannot be plowed if parked vehicles or
other obstructions interfere with the safe and continuous
operation of snow removal equipment. Equipment will
return to plow after parked vehicles or obstructions have
been moved.

e Roads will be widened as conditions warrant. For major
storms, cleanup operations may last three to four days
after it has stopped snowing and/or blowing.

e Mailboxes should be installed away from the edge of the
roadway to reduce the possibility of damage from snow
as it is discharged from the plow. Homeowners should
check their mailboxes to make sure they are firmly
attached to the post. Posts should be in good condition
and securely set in the ground. Postal regulations require
residents to clean snow in front of mailboxes to allow for
mail delivery.

e In winter, the freeze/thaw effects on pavement can
rapidly cause potholes to form in roadways. As weather
permits, crew will be dispatched to repair potholes as
they are reported. Because of cold temperatures,
temporary patch materials must be used in winter months
and may need to be replaced periodically.

Public Works Administrative Operations

e 7:30am — 5pm Mon—Thurs, excluding holidays.

e Questions and/or concerns can be made through our
website at https://www.elbertcounty-co.gov/
road_and_bridge or by calling 303-621-3157.

e If County Offices are closed due to weather, the main line
listed above will not be manned.

e Calls made to Public Works inquiring the estimated time
of arrival of snowplows will not be returned. Roads will
be cleared as outlined above.
If you have an emergency, call
911.

e Our administrative staff
provide support in the Elbert
County Emergency
Operations Center during
major events such as the
Bomb Cyclone and will
monitor voice messages as
time allows. ¢

Photos provide by Elbert

County Public Works.
Bomb Cyclone event 2019.

System Test: Oct 9, 2024 at 9 AM

This includes adding additional phone numbers, email
addresses, or making updates if your phone number or
address has changed in the past year. Those who use
unlisted numbers, cellular, or VoIP phones as their primary
contact should ensure their information is current in the
system.

The CodeRED system allows Elbert County to provide
registered residents with timely public safety information
via phone calls, text messages, or emails based on their
registered location.

For questions regarding the CodeRED system or this
test, please email oem@elbertcounty-co.gov

We kindly ask that you do not contact dispatch to verify
the test or inquire about your registration. All questions
should be directed to the email above.

Thank you for your cooperation as we work
to keep Elbert County safe! ¢

Join CodeRED to stay up to date on
emergency services. —

2024 Elbert County General
Election Important Dates

e Oct 11: Mail Ballots mailed to active voters.

e Oct 21: In-Person Voting Center opens at the
Samuel Elbert Building (downstairs). 8am —
Spm Mon—Fri. 8am—noon Sat, Nov 2.

e Oct 28: Last day to request a mail ballot.

e Nov 5: ELECTION DAY! Two additional In-
Person Voting Centers open at Elizabeth Town
Hall and Spring Valley Golf Club from 7am to
Tpm.

Ballots must be received by 7pm Nov 5, 2024.
Returning your ballot:

Elbert County drop boxes are located at:
e 440 Comanche St., Kiowa
e Elizabeth Town Hall

e 41082 Firechouse St. (Behind the Firehouse),
Parker, CO

To return by mail, apply postage and mail by Oct
28. Please sign and return the envelope with your
name on it. Signatures are checked against the
signature on your voter record.

If you receive a ballot for someone that does not
live in your house, write “Return to Sender” on
the envelope and return it via USPS.

Confirm that your ballot has been received by
contacting us or checking on
GoVoteColorado.gov. Track your ballot, sign up
or manage alerts at elbert.ballottrax.net

In-Person Voting:

Be prepared when you arrive. The elections

office cannot explain ballot measures or give

guidance on how to vote. You can find
information on ballot measures:

e In the Blue Book — this has been mailed to all
households, and can be found at: https:/
leg.colorado.gov/bluebook

e Political parties have recommendations on their
state and local websites and many
organizations have voter guides for measures
and candidates.

e View sample ballots at GoVoteColorado.gov.
You may select your choices, print and bring
with you to use as a guide to fill out your
ballot.

For more information:

Visit GoVoteColorado.gov to register to vote,
update your registration, check ballot status, or
view your sample ballot.

Visit our website at https://www.elbertcounty-
c0.gov/290/Elections

Contact the EC Elections office at 303-621-3127
or elections@elbertcounty-co.gov

Elbert County Tax Lien Sale:
Tues Nov 19, 2024, at 9am.

215 Comanche Street Kiowa, CO 80117
in the BOCC meeting room. Registrations
forms and delinquent list will be available

on the Treasurer’s website in mid-
October. Please pre-register and send all
forms to sherry.hewlett@elbertcounty-
co.gov. Delinquent publication will be
advertised in the Oct Ranchland
News. Please feel free to call our office
with questions 303-621-3120.






