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GEOFFREY C. BASLER, M.D.
1807 4th Corso, Suite 7

Nebraska City, NE 68410
(402) 873-1219

Every year one million cases of non-
melanoma skin cancer, a malignant
growth of the external surface of the
skin, are diagnosed. Also known as
squamous and basal cell carcinoma,
both are curable with appropriate
treatment. As always, early detection
remains critical for the best outcome. If
you have a suspicious spot you are
concerned about, seek the advice of a
qualified dermatologist. Dr. Geoffrey
Basler and PA, Brent Behrens at
Nebraska City Dermatology are up to
date with the latest skin treatments and
options. Schedule a Healthy Skin
Screening Today!

Is that spot skin cancer?

(402) 274-4186 or (800) 628-6394

• Same-Day Prescription Mail-Out Service
• Everyday Low Prices!
• Free Delivery Service In Auburn
• Convenient Drive-Thru Window
• We Accept Most Insurance Plans
• We Accept All Major Credit Cards

2220 J Street • Auburn, Nebraska 68305

U-SAVE PHARMACY

THE HAIR COTTAGE
Shelly Nichols
Peru, Nebraska
402-872-3107

Hours:
Tuesday - Friday 9-5; Sat. 8-12:00
After hours by appointment only
Walk-ins welcome

-For All Your Family
 Hair Care Needs
-Tanning
-Manicures

814 Central Ave.   Auburn, Nebraska 68305
402-274-2277

1999 Chevy Suburban

2000 GMC Safari Van .................$2250
1997 Ford F150 4x4 ....................$5795
2000 Ford Winstar .......................$4295
2001 Dodge Intrepid ...................$3250
1993 Merury Grand Marquis .......$2850
1995 Ford F150 4x4.....................$2995
1992 Chev Lumina.......................$2695
2001 Dodge Ram 4x2 Short Box $5990

Motorcycles
2007 1300 VTX ..........................$7950
2007 600 Shadow VLX ..............$4950

Not Pictured

$4485

1999 Ford Escort 2x2

1999 Chrysler Town & Country

$3450

$4385

$4790

$7995

 2000 GMC Sonoma

$4850

1999 Cadillac Deville 1999 Chev Silverado 4x4 Ext Cab
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It’s that time of year again: bazaar season. Or, depending on the particular
event, bizarre season. For my purposes, we’ll assume the run-of-the-mill
church bazaar; that predictable, perennial fundraiser for worthy causes ranging
from paying for a new roof on the parsonage  to supporting local charities to
meeting the demand of non-bakers to acquire home-made baked goods to give
to other non-bakers.

It’s interesting to me that the Pastor of the congregation in which I grew up
would never allow a fundraiser on church property, regardless of the worthi-
ness of the cause. No Christmas bazaar, no soup supper, no ice cream social. It
always seemed to me that he applied the example of Jesus tossing out the
wicked temple moneychangers a tad too broadly.

There was another angle to his position, however. He believed that the congre-
gation should be able to support itself and whatever mission projects it adopted
with cash donations from its own members. That seems like a defensible
position on the surface, but knowing how much of a purist he was, I suspect he
also considered the money of people who belonged to a different denomina-
tion, or were perhaps total unbelievers, was just a little bit tainted. Lest you
think I am being disrespectful, let me assure you that, although I disagreed
with his position, I respected his devotion to doing what he believed was right,
even if it was unpopular.

The congregation I belong to now is a member of the same denomination as
that of my childhood, but we have no such qualms about making use of the
money of “outsiders.” We will happily take anyone’s money in exchange for a
plate of cookies, or a handcraft, or even a bizarre recycled ornament made of
those plastic six-pack ring-things.

Which brings me to the real point of this month’s article. As a member of the
women’s organization in charge of the bazaar, I have to contribute something
to sell. I generally supply two or three types of cookies to add to the assorted
cookie plates, our most popular baked item.

But, every so often I get the itch to try a craft. Over the years I have contrib-
uted bird feeders made of pine-cones spread with peanut butter and rolled in
seeds, home-made note cards, laminated placemats made of collages of old
Christmas cards, garland made of old Christmas cards strung on twine, other
ornaments made of old Christmas cards. The list could go on, my supply of old
Christmas cards being virtually inexhaustible.

The sad truth is that most of those donated craft items came back home with
me after the bazaar. Despite my efforts and intentions, I had failed to actually
contribute to the profits! (Deep sigh.)

I guess I’ll just stick to the cookies this year. If they were packaged on a plate
all by themselves, I fear they might suffer the same fate as the old Christmas
card crafts. But since they get mingled with cookies and candies made by half
a dozen other, more talented, bakers, I know they’ll sell. Would that I could
create a craft to rival the appeal of those cookie plates. But my talents just
don’t run in that direction.

Here’s to bazaar season: may your church bazaar be successful and may your
personal donations not be left over at the end of the day.

Diary of a Part-time Housewife
Merri Johnson

HOMETOWN BRAND APPLIANCES

GE • Hotpoint • Whirlpool • Maytag
SALES, SERVICE, & PARTS

                           1011 CENTRAL AVENUE
(402) 274-5512                       AUBURN, NEBRASKA 68305

Certified Gun Smith

Firearms • Ammunition • Black Powder
Archery • Tackle & Bait

Martin Kelsay, Owner             1004 22nd  •  Auburn, NE  •  402-274-5165

PEGGY KUSER
Certified Public Accountant

916 Central Avenue
Auburn, NE 68305

   (402) 274-5106                   Fax: (402) 274-2580
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Poetry by Devon Adams

       8” x 10”                       $30.00
     11” x 14”                       $65.00
     16” x 20”                      $120.00

Size given is the mat size
(e.g., 8 x 10 mat has a 5 x 7 portrait).

Add $25.00 for each additional figure to
be included in the portrait.

buckskinz@windstream.net
Devon Adams                    P.O. Box 192

402-209-9377         Peru, Nebraska 68421

Artist Devon Adams will do a pencil portrait of
children, adults, graduation, wedding, pets, & wildlife.

PENCIL PORTRAITSPENCIL PORTRAITSPENCIL PORTRAITSPENCIL PORTRAITSPENCIL PORTRAITS
BY DEVON ADAMS

Order Now to Avoid
Christmas Season Delays

BLANK  PAPER

Like the endless gravity
of a black hole that sucks
everything into itself,
a bare sheet of white paper
pulls words and images
out of the minds and hearts
of writers and artists.
In a spooky kind of groove,
we are helpless to stop the
progress of a thought or
the process of a painting
once the pen or brush connects
with the alluring surface
of a blank field waiting for
design and definition.
The end product comes as
a surprise, a revelation from
the boondocks of our unconscious
perimeters, leaving us to wonder
who we really think we are.

Order your portrait by mailing your photograph(s) and
your check for the applicable amount as shown in the
price list below.

GREAT  BLUE

Yesterday, there was icy lace
on the edge of the pond.
Golden leaves are browning
on the ground, turning into dust.
Sun time is shorter, and shadows
are colder, as autumn blazes out.
In the frost of the day,
outlined against white light,
the great blue heron climbs
across the morning.

MAYBE  TOMORROW

Sometimes, making a list
is the last thing you should do
before you go to bed,
or when you get up.
Perhaps your tired mind
would appreciate a break
from the unrelenting pressure
that follows you around like
a little blue ghost, a constant
companion who checks the
clock and checks the list and
gives you dirty looks
when you fail to finish.
Sometimes when you run
too hard to keep up, you
leave the things you love behind.

FROSTED

There was fresh white frosting
on the ground this morning.
It was thick and cold, and calmly
killed the green that lay below.

I  THINK  SHE  KNEW

I think she knew me,
when I held her hand,
because she smiled.
Or, maybe it was
because I held her hand
that she smiled.

EMPTY  NEST

After the storm, I walked
along the cedar break.
Long grass was flattened
from the whip of the wind,
tangled with leaves and sticks,
exhausted from the battle.
But, lying in the sun was
a woven horsehair nest,
perfect in its symmetry,
preserved from damage,
forever empty.



                                                                                 November 2009                 Your Country Neighbor                                              5

116 Main Street
Brownville, NE 68321

www.BrownvilleMills-Ne.com

Nebraska’s Oldest Health Food Store
In Nebraska’s Oldest Town

Processor & Distributor of
Organic Foods

Mon through Sat  9 a.m. to 5 p.m.

Chokeberries, Gummies, and Juice
(Exotic term for Chokeberry is Aronia)

(402) 297-1521

Also available: “Cell Food” and other
Oxygen generating food supplements,

including Bulk Spices
ICE, ICE CREAM,

And Ice Cold Beverages!

Dogwood Blossoms

402-825-4321         The Lyceum, Main Street in Brownville

BROWNVILLE  LYCEUM
RESTAURANT

Come Join Us for a Relaxing Evening
Friday and Saturday Nights

Serving 5:00 p.m. to 8:00 p.m.

Located in Beautiful, Historic Brownville

Prime Rib, Salmon and a Variety of Fish
Chicken • Pork • Beef • Wine & Spirits • More

Tue - Thu 8:00 a.m. - 2:00 p.m. Fri & Sat 8:00 a.m. - 8:00 p.m. Sun 8:00 - 4:00 p.m.

Kansas has Windmills too

A LOVE STORY
by Shirley Neddenriep

He stood at the end of the driveway, waiting. She had promised she
would be coming. Nervously he paced and kicked clods in his
youthful impatience to see her again. He wondered about her car.
She had said she had trouble with it. Maybe she wasn’t coming.
Maybe she had trouble somewhere along the road. He squinted into
the distance, watching. There, he saw a dust cloud, and there came
her car, just as she had promised.

She stepped out, all smiles and radiance just as he remembered.
She swept him in a hug as big as all outdoors and he held on to her.

“Did you miss me?” she asked, breathlessly. Unable to speak, he
simple clung to her. “Are you glad I am here?” but he could only tell
her with his eyes. “Don’t ever leave again,” he pleaded. She tousled
his hair playfully and ran away from him.

“Come on! let’s run together,” and she returned to gaily grab his
hand. They ran skipping up the path to the familiar little house.

But she felt tired from the road and begged a nap. He sat beside
her cot and watched her every breath. He outlined the contours of
her face, her mouth, her neck with his eyes, and waited as long as
he could. Finally, he touched her arm softly to awaken her gently.

“Will you go with me?” he asked. “I will go wherever you want me
to,” she replied. She rose up then and washed her face. She pulled
on a fresh shirt while he gathered his ball, bat, and catcher’s mitt.
He hit the ball hard and straight, then he played catcher, then third
baseman. She told him he was her hero. After that they played ball
alone, and he sent the ball twirling hard into the windbreak trees.
Finally they had no more balls, they were all in the trees.

“Want to play football?” he asked eagerly. “Of course!” came her
quick reply, and they played pass and catch with the football for an
hour or so. Under his tee-shirt she noticed how his muscles had
firmed up and grown strong while she had been away. Exhausted by
all the activity they flopped on the grass and lay still. Breathing
hard, they studied the puffy cloud formations in the blue sky. He
turned to her.

“I love you,” and he said her name with tenderness, “I don’t want
you to go back there.” “And I love you, too!” and she sat up and
placed her hands on his shoulders and held him captive to plant a
kiss on his forehead. Then she scampered up and ran away, “but I
have to go back. It is part of my plan.” “Where is the basketball?”
she teased, “I can make more baskets than you can!”

So then he knew she would leave again for sure, but they had the
summer. They tried impossible overhead shots, dribbled behind
their backs, pretended to be “Harlem Globe-Trotters,” and laughed
uproariously at each others blocked shots, illegal plays.

That night as their mother listened at prayers the girl gave thanks
for him, her 9-year old brother; and he said a prayer of thankfulness
for her; his 19-year old sister, home from college in April 1998.

Auburn’s “Optimists Lake” is always
a colorful scene in the Autumn.
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ATTENTION:
50% OFF

STOREWIDE!
Expires November 28, 2009

911 Central Ave. in Auburn

Two Neighborhood Closet Locations!

Tue, Wed, Thu, Fri, 9 a.m. to 5 p.m.    Sat 10 a.m. to 2 p.m.

1220 Central Ave. in Nebraska City

Welding Family
by Joe Smith

Over the last couple of weeks we have had a lot of family show up
for different things. I got to seeing how many of my kin were weld-
ers. Almost all the grandkids are welders, making a lot more money
than I ever did. I took welding in college. I already knew how from
my dad’s shop. My Dad was a good welder when he needed to be.
So I guess it must be in our genes.

When I first started farming I did a lot of welding for neighbors,
then when we moved to the Tucumcari area we needed extra
income and I went to work for the Irrigation District as a welder.
That lasted about a year and then I started my own shop. We had
that for a couple of years and it paid a lot of bills and put food on
the table. It really saved our necks more than once. Then we
moved to Nebraska and started a shop in Brock. That did good as
long as I was able to do it. But with my back I need to get off the
concrete. We moved to the Johnson area and farmed south of
town for three years before we bought the place we are on now.

No matter where we went we ended up doing welding. I made a
shop out of a big old horse barn. That worked ‘til lightning burned it
to the ground. It didn’t take long ‘til I had a new shop built on the
same spot. Since then we have added to both sides.

My sons and grandsons have been around the shop all their lives.
They can weld circles around me now and make a good salary,
much more than I ever made. The only son I have left is also a
good welder, but he makes his living as an Occupational Therapist
in Missouri. His son is a welder also. He works way up in the air on
industrial plants. The one he is on now is in Springfield, Missouri. I
hope he doesn’t fall off. He does seem to push the envelope a lot.
Don’t know where he got that from?

Well I think my welding days have past now. We have a bunch of
great-grandchildren. I just watch them and smile. I wonder if any of
them will turn out to be welders. It is kinda in the blood I guess.

                                                                               Joe Smith

What is 2009 H1N1 (swine flu)?
2009 H1N1 (referred to as “swine flu” early on) is a new influenza virus
causing illness in people. This new virus was first detected in people in the
United States in April 2009. This virus is spreading from person-to-person
worldwide, probably in much the same way that regular seasonal influenza
viruses spread. On June 11, 2009, the World Health Organization (WHO)
signaled that a pandemic of 2009 H1N1 flu was underway.
What can I do to protect myself from getting sick?
A 2009 H1N1 vaccine is currently in production and should be ready for the
public in the Fall. As always, a vaccine will be available to protect against
seasonal influenza.
There are everyday actions that can help prevent the spread of germs that
cause respiratory illnesses like influenza.
Take these everyday steps to protect your health:
•Cover your nose and mouth with a tissue when you cough or sneeze. Throw
the tissue in the trash after you use it.
•Wash your hands often with soap and water. If soap and water are not
available, use an alcohol-based hand rub.*
•Avoid touching your eyes, nose or mouth. Germs spread this way.
•Try to avoid close contact with sick people.
•If you are sick with flu-like illness, CDC recommends that you stay home
for at least 24 hours after your fever is gone except to get medical care or
for other necessities. (Your fever should be gone without the use of a fever-
reducing medicine.) Keep away from others as much as possible to keep
from making others sick.
Other important actions that you can take are:
•Follow public health advice regarding school closures, avoiding crowds
and other social distancing measures.
•Be prepared in case you get sick and need to stay home for a week or so; a
supply of over-the-counter medicines, alcohol-based hand rubs*, tissues
and other related items might be useful and help avoid the need to make
trips out in public while you are sick and contagious.
Want to learn more about becoming a disaster responder?
In these types of situations we are reminded to prepare for epidemic re-
sponse and other situations we may need to respond to.  If you or someone
you know are interested in learning more about becoming a disaster re-
sponder please call or email Theresa Gomez at Region V Systems, 402-
441-4358 or tgomez@region5systems.net.

One of the scenic views on the campus of Peru State College
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402-274-2446       1223 J Street         Auburn

Try the Farmer Omlet for
Breakfast or the

Jack Daniels Philly for Lunch

Reunions • Birthdays • Anniversaries

Get your Finger Sandwiches, Salad,
Hot Wings, and more for your

Tailgate Parties; call for details!

820 Central Avenue              Auburn, Nebraska 68305

OFFICE...274-4410

Whether it's buying, selling
or looking for a place to
build, let The American
Dream Real Estate Company
be your first choice.

 Andrea Mellage, Sales..274-8557
 Mark Rippe, Sales........274-8150
 Carla Mason, Broker....274-1817

www.americandreamrealestatecompany.com

4-brm, 2-bath, open staircase, open
liv/din/kitchen setup, alley access.

$129,500

1115 14th Street

NEW REMODEL

3-bedroom, 2 1/2 bath, family room,
storage, deck & patio, 3-car garage.

All Your Wants & Desires

2516 M Street

2-bedroom, 2-bath Condo, large liv-
ing room, 1-car attached garage.

TWO BEDROOM CONDO

1617 Q Street
4-bedroom, finished walkout base-
ment. Double lot.

GLEN ROCK ADDITION

$249,000

1904 6th Street

$189,900

 $169,900

Red Maple, Neal Park, PSC

3-bedroom, 1 3/4 bath. Large deck
and privacy fence in quiet Johnson.

IN JOHNSON

420 Walnut

$99,900

5-bdrm, 3½ bath. A stunning home
on a very private city acre lot!

STUNNING!

 $550,000

511 17th Street72391 639A Ave

78.52 Acreas Near Howe

Newer ranch style home, 4-brm,
3-bath, fireplace, machine shed.

$450,000

4-bedroom, 2 bath, 2-car garage,
pool, huge deck, 4 acres +/-

SMALL HORSE ACREAGE

64637 731 Rd

 $175,000
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We Live Here Too. We’ve Gotta Do It Right!
Open Monday through Friday, 8:00 A.M. to 4:30 P.M.

785-799-3311   •   Toll Free 877-876-1228   •   www.bluevalley.net
1559 Pony Express Highway            Home, Kansas 66438

Telephone Service  •  High-Speed Internet  •  BVtv
• Web Hosting
• Key Systems
• Competitive Long Distance
• Computer Repair

Hunting Night Crawlers (final ‘installment’)
by Larry Christy

Apple Raspberry • Chambourcin • Chardonel
de Chaunac • Concord • Edelweiss

Frontenac • Historic Brownville • LaCrosse
Levi’s Reserve •  Marechal Foch

Northern Red • Pyment • Riesling • St. Croix
NEW!! Robert’s Back 40 and 18541854185418541854

Our Current Wine List
Visit us and taste our wines.

November Wine-Tasting Hours:
Wed - Sat 10:00 a.m. to 5:00 p.m.

Sun 1:00 p.m. to 5:00 p.m.
Closed Mondays and Tuesdays

(Open Mondays on Holiday Weekends.)

Whiskey Run Creek Winery in Brownville, NE

Taste Our New Wines!
18541854185418541854 is a new, dry, red wine.
Robert’s Back 40 is a dry, white

wine worthy of it’s name.
These may be the best wines ever

produced by the winery!

(402) 825-4601                 702 Main Street
www.whiskeyruncreek.com              Brownville, Nebraska  68321

Reserve the ‘Loft’ for your meeting or celebration.
Catering can be provided.

 Call 402-825-6361

The only other phenomena in worm hunting that out-ranked simul-
taneously grabbing a worm in each hand while holding one of
Grandpa’s Little Red flashlights clenched in your teeth, was if you
stumbled upon two night crawlers “Making Love” as Grandma and
Grandpa called it.  Whether night crawlers actually “make love” or
not, I can’t say, but you would sometimes find two fat worms each
extended nearly to full length out of their holes, bodies entwined
and covered in a sheen of silvery mucous.  When you found worms
in this state, they seemed to be a bit desensitized to what was going
on around them, as if engrossed in the throes of passion.  And it was
almost always a sure thing that you’d be able to nab these two lov-
ers with one hand.  A glorious windfall of luck.

Of course there was also the possibility of upstaging this
feat if one was to find two pairs of lovers going at it within arms
length of each other.  In theory this could reward you with 4 worms
at once, grabbing a pair in each hand.  But this was hard to do.  If
you didn’t have a Little Red flashlight to hold in your mouth, which
most of us kids usually didn’t have, it meant that you had to lay
your standard flashlight down in the grass and make two accurate
simultaneous grabs in the dark.  I can only recall a very few times
when anyone accomplished this, but when they did it was an event
to tell everyone in earshot about.  And not just because of the coinci-
dence of luck and skill, but because of that bottom line concern of
filling up that coffee can, to the top, as fast as you could.  It meant
money.  Extra money.  And not just for us kids.

 If you paused and looked up from the stooped over pos-
ture of your night’s work you could see across the black outline of
wire fences, the dim silhouettes of your neighbors stooped and creep-
ing slowly through their backyards, studying the ground beneath
the yellow orb of a flashlight beam.  This was the south side of town.
The poor side of town, where most of
the money in the monthly paychecks was
already ear-marked for paying gas, gro-
cery, water and light bills.  So an extra
15, 20, or 30 dollars in anybody’s pocket
was considered a great treat and maybe
even a relief from feeling so strapped.
Maybe it meant a couple more sixpacks
of beer, some steaks, a carton of ciga-
rettes, a set of brake shoes for the pickup,
some garage sale money.....  A little boost
to help make ends meet and free up a
few dollars to provide a few simple plea-
sures.

And such a boost, coming with
the new promise of Spring was enough
to afford everyone a bit of hope, think-
ing, “Maybe this year we’ll finally be able
to get a little bit ahead.”  Able to laugh a
bit now at the memory of the long hard
Winter..... (that would return again,
fierce and hard) but for now, not worry-
ing about any of that......  Instead, cel-
ebrating for a brief moment in spiteful
revenge at the expense of the lives of
those worms who would someday claim
them all.........
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Lewiston Branch
Lewiston, NE 68380

Tecumseh Branch
Tecumseh, NE 68450

Louisville Branch
Louisville, NE 68037

Syracuse Branch
Syracuse, NE 68446

Bank of Peru
Peru, NE 68421

Citizens State Bank
Virginia, NE 68458

State bank of Liberty
Liberty, NE 68381

Wymore State Bank
Wymore, NE 68466

Main Office
Cook, NE 68329

864-4191

FARMERS BANK OF COOK
Growing in Southeast Nebraska

Fishing:

The Missouri River has fallen a little this last month. It’s been clear and
cool with quite a bit of water fowl flying right now. The many rock
formations not seen all summer due to the higher water levels are starting
to appear. And now you know why that water in those areas was churning
and swirling all summer as you passed well above the formation in your
boat. A little scary at times to think there is such a massive formation
under the water’s surface that is disrupting the current so violently. But
those things draw great respect for the river from boaters and fishermen
alike. While it is a good place for recreation, it is also a dangerous place
that requires respect. Are they catching any fish? At the first part of the
month success was pretty good – with small and big fish, then came
along the change in the weather. Two or three days in a row with frost
which was followed up with snow west and north of us. And just like that
the fishing success died off - what seems like over night. No one could
have seen this coming but Fall came in like a lion and looks like river
fishing may be over for the year.

Hunting:

Fall is here and the hunting seasons are wide open. The summer is over
and it’s time to get out and get yourself some hunting enjoyment.

TURKEY – Turkey hunting permits are still available to buy though the
end of season.

Turkey season runs from Sept. 15 through Dec. 31, and hunters may use
either a shotgun or bow and arrow. A permit allows a hunter to kill two
turkeys. A hunter may buy no more than two permits for the season.
NEW:  This year will be the first time turkey hunting is allowed during
the November firearm deer hunting season. Turkey hunters hunting
during deer season must wear at least 400 square inches of hunter orange
on their head, chest and back.

DEER - Again deer permits are still available too. It’s as easy as checking
your unit or the unit you want to hunt and buy a permit. (Keep in mind
some areas are bought out, but still permits are available)  Just buy your
permit at the Game & Parks Web page:

http://www.ngpc.state.ne.us/hunting/hunting.asp.

As promised in my last article -  I am still checking into local processing
plants for fees and I will have a list of prices in my next article.

The cooler temperatures have pretty much wrapped up the fishing for this
year so it’s time to move to the hills for upland game and deer action.
Bundle up and head on out there – you won’t be sorry you did. Remem-
ber, I’m not an expert but I have my share of luck. I wonder if the experts
are having any luck today?  So until next time, “Happy Hunting & Fish-
ing.”

Alan Meints from Steinauer, NE
shown with a 30+ pound Blue

Cat caught near Peru.

Jerry Whisler from Auburn is shown
with some nice Flatheads.
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       The holidays will soon be here.
       A time of joy and feasting…’til we’re as stuffed as turkeys…’til we’re
Cranberried to the hilt.  A time of family and friends and frolickin’ fun!  Hearing
Mom’s laughter and sampling Aunt Eleanor’s sweet potato pie.
       Oh—but the whip-cream-of-it-all comes when Granny and Grandaddy get
out the old family Bible and read a passage or two from the Psalms:  “Give
Thanx unto the Lord, for He is good…”
       Uh...what?  Wait a minute!  Are we talking about Thanksgiving in the
Heartland, today?
       Hmmm.  I don’t know.
       We seldom have “Thanksgiving” or “Christmas,” any more.   But we do
have Thanxgiving and X-mas.  It’s the “X-rating of America .”  The removal of
old-fashioned, countrified values…replaced by an “X”.
       Does “Thanxgiving”  in your home mean hearing the scream of children
fighting over the latest computer game?  The roar of Dish-TV ?  Reality
shows?  South-Park adult “cartoons” ?  A litany of moans and growls as
another scandal breaks somewhere in America?
       It seems that our good ol’ USA has gone from being “Countrified” to
“Country-fried!”
       The burn-out of our modern American lifestyle is most obvious this time of
the year… Divorces and custody battles go to the front burner during the
holidays.  Sizzling family feuds.  Manipulations.  Step-families and heated
arguments…all mingling with cigarette smoke and anguished tears.
       Not much peace and harmony and prayer, any more.  Where are the
Norman Rockwell scenes?   Families sitting at a table laden with golden
turkeys and sweet potato pie?
       Oh, how we miss those days!  The warmth of a crackling fireplace.  Smoke
curling from chimneys—instead of from people.  The prattle of Aunt Mabel over
her knitting has given way to discussions of “Sex in the City,” and “Adult
Showcase,” and “Redneck Weddings”—complete with toilet-plunger bouquets
and cow-pie decor.
       “Desperate Housewives”, indeed!
       The closest thing we have to a Rockwell Thanksgiving, nowadays, seems
to be a howling montage of America’s Funniest Home Videos…or maybe the
Country-Fried  Version.   Raucous laughter as pants fall down and old men
pass gas.  Absurd antics.  Bungling buffoons.
       Is this the America we can be proud of, today?
       Don’t get me wrong.  I love America and I love to have fun…And I still
think our country is the greatest nation on earth!   But how much longer are we
going to drift on this Sea of Frothy Foolishness before we sink out of sight?
       Oh, I know.  I know!  It doesn’t do any good to talk about it!  But don’t you
yearn for the old “Country Days” depicted on the cover of the Saturday
Evening Post?  Those Scrabble-after-Dinner days where families laughed and
played board games together?
       Let’s see, now…How many Scrabble points are there in the word: “Nostal-
gia” or maybe the word: “Memories” ?  At least 10 points, don’t you think?  And
look at all the high-value letters in the word “Harmony”!   If you add an “-ies” at
the end, you’ll have a Triple-Word-Score!
       Ah yes.  Those days seem so far behind us—but if we look hard enough,
we can find them in the cobwebby attics of our minds…stuck way back there
with the mothballed quilts and Kerr Canning Jars.  And we can give Thanks to
the Lord above, for all those nostalgic memories!
       Remember the sound of the banging oven-door as Granny took out her
steaming homemade bread…?  Incredibly crusty, yet soft inside.  Nobody
bakes bread like Grandma did….
       Remember the rhubarb and gooseberry pie?

       I helped my Granny bake pies, one day, and I learned quite a lesson.
While Grandma shared her luscious pie with everyone, I refused to share my
own little pie with a single soul.  The next morning, I awakened to find my pie
drowned by melting ice from a defrosted fridge.  Soggy.  Inedible.
       “That’s what happens when you’re selfish,” Grandma said.
       Ah—the folly of childhood misfortunes and the wisdom of dear old
Granies!
       To whom do we listen—now that those ancient voices have died away —
sinking into silence beneath a tombstone?  Our elders took their recipes and
home remedies and wisdom to the grave.  Now the Old Country ways are
becoming extinct…Just fossilized relics on the museum-shelves of our minds.
      We reach for them—longing to run our hands over the time-worn memen-
tos and memories…Longing to hear the tinkle of the old piano keys as Auntie’s
fingers went rippling across the ivories:
      “Home, home on the range.  Where the deer and the antelope play—”
       Screeeeeech!
       The squeal of tires outside bring us back to reality.  The teenagers are at it
again.  Racing their cars down the road.   But we ignore them, resisting the
clamor of our modern era.  We drift back to the whimsical haze of yesteryear…
       Remember Big Max and Uncle Paul and dear old Grandpa…?
       How hard they used to work!  And remember how Grandma Kate made
patchwork quilts out of Grandpa’s old silk ties?  I still have one of Granny’s
blankets, somewhere.  But the quilted fragrance of Grandma’s house has
faded, now.  So many years have gone by.   So many stitches have unraveled
in the fabric of our modern life.
       In the olden days, no one ever heard of kids sassing adults.  We didn’t
hear of teens killing their grandparents with butcher knives and calmly wiping
the blood on Granny’s kitchen towel.
       Why do these things happen, anyway?
       Is it because parents have turned to putty in the hands of their petulant
children?   I don’t know, but it seems that there are few boundaries, any more.
No respect.  No common sense.
       My 16-year-old-daughter said it best the other day:  “Mom…” she said.
“We kids need boundaries.  We really don’t like them at first—but later on,
we’re glad!  They make us feel safe.”

      Dear…dear!   How did we get on this subject, anyway?  We’re supposed to
be talking about a countrified Thanksgiving…and how thankful we are for the
memories!  But now we’ve gotten off-track—wandering from the old country
roads and onto the Freeway!  We’re going to get run over by those racing
teenagers, if we’re not careful.
       My soapbox is already squished flat…so I must go, now.  I need some of
that turkey and sweet potato pie!
       Keep your feet dry, folks.  Keep your woodstove burning brightly….And if
you happen to see Norman Rockwell somewhere along the way, let me know.
        Have a wonderful Thanksgiving…(not a Thanxgiving)…and I’ll chat with
you  at Christmas…(not X-mas!)
         God bless you all!
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Melinda D. Clarke, CPA
Tammy Westhart, Accountant

Combined: 18+ years experience

Services offered:
•Income Tax (Individual, Business, Corporate, Non-Profit)
•Financial Statements
•Business Planning
•Payroll (including direct deposit) & Bookkeeping (services tailored to your needs!)

Areas of personal experience we bring to our business:

Phone (402) 274-3342  •  Fax (402) 274-3362  •  E-mail silvermdc@alltel.net
1415 19th Street  •  Auburn, Nebraska 68305

•Agriculture
•Restaurant
•Military
•Construction
•Railroad & Transportation

•Entrepreneurship
•Non-Profit
•Governmental
•Electrical
•Refrigeration

The Face
         of  Drought

by Karen Ott

It’s early morning; the sky is still dark
and the rooster has yet to crow his
daily salutation to the sun. In our
house, as in so many others in farm
country, the kitchen light is on, the
washing machine is agitating a load
of jeans, and leftover breakfast
crumbs lay scattered across the
kitchen table. I bought the table and
matching chairs in Denver long be-
fore the mile-hi city became the fren-
zied place it is now, and I really
should trade it in for a new one......but
I’d miss the familiar marks and
scratches which read like time’s road-
map.....the dents and pits and
splotches made by a growing family
of boys, who somehow, in the blink of
an eye, grew to men with children of
their own.

Dale’s already left the house and in a
few moments I’ll hear the feed truck
rumble down the gravel road as he
heads to the silage pits to load feed
for the just-weaned calves bawling in
the corrals. The almost-yearlings
miss their Mamas, so they’re crying
like crazy....and will continue to do so
until their voices grow pitifully hoarse
and they sound more like trumpeting
African elephants than cattle.  Their
mothers won’t pine quite so
long....when the pangs of separation
subside, and they realize they are
free from child-rearing responsibili-
ties, they’ll hi-tail it back to the open
pasture and never look back.

As soon as the sun is up Dale will
round up his sons, phone Ralph, the

hired man who’s worked for us so
long he’s one of the family, and begin
the morning’s work.....sorting, then
hauling, the final bunch of calves in
from the pasture. Once that’s accom-
plished Dale will do what he’s been
doing for the past week: making the
rounds to corn fields too wet to
combine...testing moisture content of
corn ears he knows by look and feel
are still too wet to harvest. Most corn
in the valley, except for those fields
devastated by Goss’s wilt, are run-
ning in the mid to upper twenties
moisture....very wet for this time of
year.

The eastern Corn Belt is able to dry
wet corn in specially equipped stor-

age facilities; panhandle bins don’t
have dryers....just fans. In our climate
we rely on Mother Nature to finish out
our corn...which works well in most
years, but not this one.

I’ll be off to the tire shop soon....with
its ringing phones, mountain of paper-
work, and never ending responsibili-
ties. While I’m gone the calves will
bawl and walk the corral fence, the
rooster will guard his harem of hens,
our crock-pot supper will simmer on
the kitchen counter....and I’ll wish I
was home baking cookies.

So go my days.  How about yours?

Karen
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Nebraska’s Oldest Health Food Store
In Nebraska’s Oldest Town
Main Street in Brownville

Brownville Mills
Processor & Distributor of

Organic Foods
Open Daily 9:00 to 5:00 • Closed Sundays

(402) 297-1521
www.BrownvilleMills-Ne.com

Buy 1 Buffet, Get Second at 1/2 Price!
Good Through November 30, 2009

Stop in and have your fill of
The Grand Italian Buffet!
Includes Pizza, Salad & Dessert

Valentino's of Nebraska City
1710 South 11th Street
Nebraska City, NE 68410

Buy One Buffet, Get Second at Half Price!

Redeemable Only at Valentino’s in Nebraska City.
(402) 873-5522       1710 South 11th Nebraska City, NE 68410

Low Income Elderly or Disabled

Valley View Apartments
(High Rise) • 1017 H Street • Auburn, NE

  Office Hours: Mon-Fri. 9:00 to 4:00
  (402) 274-4525

CarefreeLivingCarefreeLivingCarefreeLivingCarefreeLivingCarefreeLiving Carefree Living!

One and Two Bedroom Apartments
Call for Availability

 • Utilities Paid
 • Building Security
 • Assigned Parking

 • Appliances Furnished
 • Laundry Facility
 • Activity Room & Library

No More Snow Shoveling
No More Lawn Mowing

Christmas Opening! Nov 19
8:30 a.m. to 8:00 p.m.

Chamber Coffee     9:00 to 11:00
Country Decor  Soy Candles  Willow Tree

Fresh Flowers  Silk Arrangements
For All Your Holiday Decorations & Gifts!

FLOWER COUNTRY & GIFTS
Your Event Specialist

1222 J Street, Auburn   402-274-2418


