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• 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

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

Cities and Villages in
Your Country Neighbor-hood

Nebraska City, Syracuse, Cook, Tecumseh, Johnson, Auburn, Peru, Brownville,
Nemaha, Falls City, Humboldt, Pawnee City, Hiawatha, Sabetha, Seneca, Beattie,
Axtel, Baileyville, Home City, Rock Port, Hamburg, and Riverton. Find in food
markets, pharmacies, hardware stores, gift shops, florists, cafe’s, restaurants,
and of course, all our advertisers.

Non-Melanoma Skin Cancer?

Non-melanoma skin cancer is a malignant
growth of the external surface of the skin.
Both squamous and basal cell carcinoma
are curable with appropriate treatment, al-
though basal cell carcinomas have about a
5% rate of recurrence. Early detection re-
mains critical for positive prognosis. If you
have a spot you are concerned about, seek
the advice of qualified dermatologists. The
doctors at Nebraska City Dermatology are
up to date with the latest skin treatments
and options. Schedule A Healthy Skin
Screening Today.

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

Nebraska City, NE 68410
(402) 873-1219

Auburn Bulldogs 2008 - 2009 Nebraska State Runner-up



HOMETOWN BRAND APPLIANCES

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

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

                                                              April  2009                        Your Country Neighbor                                                            3

PEGGY KUSER
Certified Public Accountant

916 Central Avenue
Auburn, NE 68305

   (402) 274-5106                   Fax: (402) 274-2580

Certified Gun Smith

Firearms • Ammunition • Black Powder
Archery • Tackle & Bait

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

So it’s blowing like a typhoon and my new patio chair just went flying across the
patio—— and I put on my old rabbit-skin coat to sit out on the porch and watch
the leaves stream by, and I’m still too cold—— and nobody is out on the street
anyhow— and even the dogs in the back yards are silent and shivering— and I’m
still glad to be here.

I ran out of computer ink and I can’t figure out how to put new ink in— and I
haven’t finished unpacking my last sewing box so I don’t know whether I really
bought that coat pattern or not— and by the time I finish the coat, if I do, spring
will be here, hopefully—

And with all this rain, we won’t have the yard cleaned up and where did the time
go?  I’ve been here two and a half months already, and got nothing done?

But the country has gone into a crisis, and California is dead broke (D-D and Jim
work for the State, which has declared a cut in salary to enable the money to go
around— it’s disguised as mandatory furloughs, but means cuts in  hours and in
salary— ) and prices shot way up, and stores are going out of business.  Nobody
is doing anything any more than I did, but things are happening all the time. To
everybody.  And not necessarily the greatest things.

The medical business still seems to be the only one really working hard.  I had to
make a new set of medical records because my old ones never came and I didn’t
bring names and addresses of my doctors. These doctors, who belong to the U of
Cal, have entirely different ideas of what they want to know about my insides, and
it takes them lots more time to find it out.  On  the other hand, I want to know
less.  All I really want to know is what I have to do to stay moving. Anything more
is icing on the cake.

I don’t want to know the different kind of medicines the doctors want me to take,
or the amateur books and products that users peddle.  But I am quite taken with
some of these computer sites that don’t sell anything.  Instead, they get together
to pool their ignorance and relate their adventures in self-healing, and somewhere
they hook the attention of someone who rattles the box and changes the shape.
That’s what’s interests me.  I came across an unusual one yesterday.

It isn’t really new.  I came across it when I was in Israel while Lulu was still alive,
only it was just in diapers then.  A few people into self-help had come across a
biochemist in  Bangkok who had trained in England, and he was willing to answer
questions because he was trying to experiment on himself with simple samples of
what he had.  I looked at it last night, and it is all grown up.  Nothing amateurish
about it.  Jillions of plain everyday ol’ substances discussed, nothing but letters
from people saying how much of what, and how often they took it— and what the
result was.  No rigorous protocol. Oh, you felt like holding a teaspoon of olive oil
in  your mouth for 7 minutes? And what happened when you spit it out, when you
couldn’t stand it any longer?  You say it came out all frothy and white, and right
after that, you say you could breathe well for the first time in a week? And you
aren’t sure, but you think maybe your teeth shine, too?  Or you say nothing hap-
pened, you just spit it out, that’s it, and your sinuses were no different?  I like that
kind of science.  Anything goes.  No rules, no regs.  Just tell the truth and  be
counted.  Or don’t tell the truth.  Readers will interpret results according to their
own bias.   Just one thing— if the resulted report isn’t logical, the biochemist tries
to find out why.  That’s one thing keeping people honest.  You get reports finding
out why those are dead ends.   Big Brother is counting heads after all….

So if you like, try www.earth.clinic.com and see if drinking vinegar can reduce
your blood pressure, or whether painting your  soles with iodine can re-grow
your hair—  and thumb your nose at the dreary winter weather.  And watch it, I
think that’s a dot between earth and clinic….don’t let the cold rains drown out the
fun stuff—— best wishes, frieda

by Frieda Burston
Glad To Be Here

 JAMES H. CAIN   _______________________
                                                                        Attorney at Law

(402) 274-3938

Office                                                     Correspondence
1920 “O” Street                                         P.O. Box 272
Auburn, NE 68305                            Auburn, NE 68305
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       8” x 10”                       $40.00
     11” x 14”                       $75.00
     16” x 20”                      $140.00

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

Add $30.00 for each additional figure to
be included in the portrait.

Devon Adams                    P.O. Box 192
402-209-9377         Peru, Nebraska 68421

ATTENTION:
50% OFF

STOREWIDE!
Expires April 30, 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

Poetry by Devon Adams

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

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

PENCIL PORTRAITSPENCIL PORTRAITSPENCIL PORTRAITSPENCIL PORTRAITSPENCIL PORTRAITS
BY DEVON ADAMS

NIGHT  PATROL

Once again, there is a fox
living in the hollow by the creek.
He’s been walking through the
long grass of the pasture
on his way to check out
all the scattered neighbors.
His scent is spotted here and there
along the busy trails that
are the highways of the night
for both prey and predator.
If I listen, when the moon
is full and bright, I will hear
the coughing bark that says,
“I want everyone to know
that Fox is on patrol.”

ECHOES  OF  SPRING

A haunting echo fell
through the bare branches
of early April days.
It was soft and indistinct,
like a dream hanging
in the back of
our memory closet.
Low and musical and
persistent, the sound
penetrated over and around
other busy sounds that
were louder and stronger.
It was the timeless voice
of the turtledove,
singing his prayers for tomorrow.

WARM  GRASS

The ground is warm again,
on the south side of
the steep hill, when
the sun of equinox
smiles away the winter.
I will lie in the dry grass
and dream of summer,
when twilight touches dawn.
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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) 825-4131

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

including “FrequenSea”

Prime Rib Dinner Cooked
‘Your Way’ Friday and

Saturday Evenings at the
Lyceum Cafe, Brownville

•  Prime Rib
       Fri. & Sat. evenings until 9:00.
•  Our expanded menu includes a
       variety of meat dishes.
•  Choice of side dishes
•  Homemade desserts
•  Changing Art Gallery
•  Hours: Tue, Wed, Thu, 8 to 2
        Fri & Sat 8 to 9, Sun 8 to 4

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

Prime Rib Served
Friday & Saturday Evenings

Now Serving Wine, Beer, & Spirits

50% OFF

Main Street in Brownville      402-825-6637      Mary Lauber, Proprietor

Costume Jewelry  • Vintage Jewelry • Antiques
Hats • Collectibles • Primitives

It’s time for another installment in the minor misadventures of my husband, who
shall continue to remain nameless to protect the guilty.

You may recall reading of the incident last December in which my husband
walked into our son’s next-door neighbor’s unlocked house, making it all the
way through the garage and upstairs to the living room before realizing his
mistake. Fortunately, no one (except a dog which looked nothing like our son’s
dog) was at home to confront him, and he managed to escape with his dignity
intact.  Until he told the rest of us what he had done. I bring this up purely
because today’s story also involves a visit to our son and daughter-in-law.
A few weeks ago we traveled to St. Joe to help our son and daughter-in-law
move. I was really on top of things, packing my overnight bag and taking care of
things that needed doing the day before, instead of waiting until the morning of
departure, like usual.  I even loaded a stack of newspapers into the car that my
son had requested for packing breakables.
The next day, about halfway to St. Joe, my husband asked if we would be
helping to pack or just moving boxes.  “They still have some packing to do,” I
answered. “That’s why I’m taking those newspapers along.”
Brief silence.  Oops. “You meant to take those along? I took them out of the
back seat when I put our luggage in.”
So much for being on top of things the day before.
He figured I was just hauling the newspapers around until I made it to the
recycling trailer.  He thought it would helpful to get them out of the way.  It
never crossed his mind that I meant to take them along.  Hmm.  Eggs and bacon.
Salt and pepper.  Packing and newspapers. Some things just naturally go
together.  Besides, I haven’t recycled newspapers in years.
Why is it that husbands and wives are so seldom in sync on things like this? I
manage to remember to pack the newspapers, and my husband manages to
unpack them.
Well, never mind the newspapers. It gets better.
When we visit family overnight, my husband takes his own eggs and sausage
along (I’m not kidding) to ensure that he gets what he wants for breakfast.
(Have I mentioned that he’s a little obsessive about breakfast?) So, I made sure
that my daughter-in-law knew not to pack and move the necessary cooking
utensils until after breakfast. Wouldn’t you know, my husband had decided,
unbeknownst to me, that trying to cook in the middle of moving would be too
much hassle. He’d just run out and get something.
O.K.  Fine. Eat in, eat out. Whatever makes you happy.  My husband, before
breakfast, is a little like a bear coming out of hibernation. I generally just stay
out of his way.
So, he headed for a restaurant and I stayed in to eat whatever I could find.
About half an hour later, my cell phone rang. It was hubby. “Could someone
bring my wallet?” Seems Bob Evans prefers cash to help in the kitchen.
Lest you think I’m abusing my husband by revealing his foibles, let me assure
you, he gets to have the last word before the article goes to print.  “That’s pretty
funny,” he chuckled, after reading this one. “Too bad it’s all true.”

Storewide
Beginning April 1, 2009    Excluding Consignments

Diary of a Part-time Housewife
Merri Johnson

•SCREEN PRINTING
•EMBROIDERY
•T-SHIRTS • CAPS
•MAGNETIC SIGNS
•
•TRUCK LETTERING

(402) 245-5323
1921 HARLAN STREET    •    FALLS CITY, NE

INDOOR-OUTDOOR SIGNS
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Pre-owned/Demo Compact Utility Tractors

Syracuse, NE on Highway 50
800-374-4630 or 402-269-2241

Locations in Auburn and Syracuse
Auburn, NE on Highway 75

800-456-9916 or 402-274-4941

www.stutheitimpl.com(A)uburn and (S)yracuse Locations

Stutheit Implement Company

(S) JD X485 2002 Garden Tractor 360 hrs. 62" Deck  $5400
(S) JD X475 2003 Garden Tractor 696 hrs. 54" Deck  $5200
(S) JD X475 2002 Garden Tractor 471 hrs. 62" Deck  $4950
(S) JD X585 2003 Garden Tractor 498 hrs 62" Deck   $7650
(A) JD 425 AWS 1999 Garden Tractor 60" Deck          $3850
(A) JD X720 2006 Garden Tractor 246 hrs. 62" Deck  $7950
(A) JD X724 2006 Garden Tractor 194 hrs. 62" Deck  $7950

 Pre-owned/Demo Garden Tractors

(A) ’88  JD                955      27hp loader                       $16,500
(S) ’03  Kioti          CK20      loader, 20hp, 3-pt               $9900
(S) ’58  Ford             961      diesel, 45hp, NF                   $3950
(A) ’66  JD              1020       loader, 40hp, 3-pt               $7500
(S)         IH                300       gas, 40hp, OH                     $3750
(S) ’06  JD              5425      MFWD, warranty            $28,900
(S) ’04  JD              5220       MFWD, 50hp, joystick    $22,900
(S) ’05  JD              4320       MFWD, 40hp, hydro       $22,700
(S) ’06  JD              2520       MFWD, 25hp, turf tires  $13,510
(A) Landpride                       3-pt 60" Finish Mower        $895
(S) Rhino                 500        8’ 3-pt Blade                          $850

Getting on in Years
by Joe Smith

My wife and I reached 77 this year. It gets to be a comedy of errors
and other things to laugh at. My mother-in-law said old age ain’t for sissies. I
never thought about it ‘til I got old, and she was right. My wife has two hearing
aids and that doesn’t help. Sometimes she can’t hear what you say and you
raise your voice and she says, “You don’t have to raise your voice, I can hear
you.” That goes on every day or two. Yesterday she came in the office to talk to
someone that was on the phone, then she takes out her right ear piece. She
must have dropped it on the floor and our sweet little angel of a dog bit down
on it and busted it. It was just $2000 or a little more.

I went to a sale the other day at the Lutheran consignment sale. I had
a bunch of stuff on the sale. I’m not sure why they call it a sale. It was more
like a big give-away program. Way too much stuff for a one day sale. As I was
headed home, I was parked way west and a fellow with a trailer gave me a ride
down to my pickup. I got out and opened my door and his trailer fender caught
the door. As things went it, was not a good day. So I spent a couple of days
repairing it. It looks about as good as the rest of the pick up. It already has a
couple of patched up spots on it.

As we can’t decide what to do about the farm, we have looked at lots
and different places. Do we sell the farm or just lease it out? If we move, what
are we going to do with all our stuff? And the dog who by now is part of the

family, would she be happy if we moved to town? I know my wife would, She
would move tomorrow if we were ready. I’m not sure I want to move. That is a
heck of a lot of work. I still work in the shop some, but not much. I have a
health problem, so that is what will dictate if we have to move or not. We have
talked about adding a small bedroom on the north end of the office, which my
wife is not too happy about. Stairs might be a problem later. This big old house
is a chore for her to keep up, as she isn’t getting any younger either. She
wants to go down to Summerfield, Kansas and look at some pre-manufactured
homes. That would be okay I guess, if we had a place to put it. But then I
would need a shop too, as long as I can still do something. So right now we
are in the “where do we go from here,” stage? When we moved here 35 years
ago she said, “No more Moves.”

We moved to the Deming, New Mexico area in the 50’s, then to
Tucumcari, New Mexico area seven years later. Then, within three years we
moved to Nebraska. We have moved several times since we came here. That
was moving farm equipment and all. It was a heck of a job with four kids to
boot. Maybe that is why I’m dragging my feet on moving to town. That, and I’m
not a town person. I think we lived in town for about three years total. Why am
I writing this? I guess to help me make up my mind of what next? I thought
about this time in life it would get easier. Boy was I wrong.  Joe Smith
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402-274-2446       1223 J Street         Auburn

Visit the Philly Grill for
Breakfast, Lunch, and Dinner

Plus
Homemade Pies and Cakes

(Closed Wednesday and Sunday)
Try the Prime Rib Philly, or

Your Country Neighbor’s favorite,
 Sweet Chili Chicken

4-bedroom, 2 1/2 bath, fireplace,
garages for 3 cars, shed, 5 acres +/-

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.

PLEASANT ACREAGE

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

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

SMALL HORSE ACREAGE

64637 731 Rd

4-bedroom, 4-bath custom built hm.
3-car garage, cathedral ceilings.

DREAM HOME

$335,000

1815 23rd Street
All new, never occupied

3-bedroom, 2-bath.

$199,950

2427 Whitlow Avenue

NEW IN CRESTVIEW

3-bdrm, 3-bath, 2-car attch. garage.
1/2 mile from pavement 2 acres +/-

NEW COUNTRY HOME

 $245,000

63941 732 Rd

$99,000

309 Maple Street, Johnson

PRIVATE & PEACEFUL

2-bedroom, 1-bath, Just Reduced.
Magnificent Deck & Hot Tub.

 $175,000
63617 725 Rd

 $139,900

www.americandreamrealestatecompany.com

Brand new and private. Two bed-
room, 2 bath, 2 car garage.

NEW LISTING

2-bdrm, 1 1/2 Bath. Nice ranch on
corner lot in quiet neighborhood.

1103 O Street

NEW CONDOMINIUM

 $159,900

1615 Q Street

$84,500
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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

Apple Raspberry
Chambourcin • Chardonel

de Chaunac • Concord • Edelweiss
Frontenac • Levi’s Reserve • Marechal Foch

Northern Red • Riesling • St. Croix

Our Current Wine ListApril 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

In Celebration of
Our Sixth Anniversary

Our wines remain at the reduced
price of just $15.00, except our
award-winning Riesling, a fine
value at $18.00. Visit us for a
special wine-tasting experience.

(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

Spring Has Sprung
by Janette Brungardt The Village Gardener

I don’t need a calendar to tell me
Spring is here. I can tell by the happen-
ings around “The Farm”. Buds on the
trees start to swell; plants in the
greenhouse are sprouting; tulips are
poking up through the ground and
Mommy Raccoon is back.

Mommy Raccoon gives birth and
raises her babies in my window well
under the porch. Her arrival is always
announced by my dog Lacey. When
Lacey lies on the porch, for hours, and
sniffs at the cracks between the boards
I know Mommy is back. From the
basement I can watch her through the
window. She seems to know that she is
safe and my two dogs and I don’t pose
a threat. Last year she raised two
babies. This year I will have to put a
curtain on the window because I have
been raising plants, under grow lights,
in the basement. No, not that kind,
perennials to sell in the garden store.

My living room window offers another
indicator of Spring. Under the eaves, a
few years ago, a barn swallow family
built a nest on the rain gutter down
spout. They raised their first brood
then left. Every spring there is a
succession of Lookie Loos that check
out the fixer upper nest. It usually
starts with a family of finches. I can
almost hear him saying, “Sally, come
look at this. With a little work it will be
really nice.” I’m sure she is thinking,
“This place is a dump. I deserve
better.” They work on it for a few days
then for whatever reason, perhaps
Sally’s complaining, they move on.

Next a sparrow family arrives. “Matilda,
check this out.” They also work on it for
awhile. The nest gets some really
interesting additions. It usually has
strings of dried weeds hanging all
around it. When they seem just ready
to move in the finch family comes back
and starts fighting with them. Then the
barn swallows show up and let the
other bird families know who the real
owner is. The swallows throw all the
“junk” out that the other birds have
added; put a few dabs of mud on the
nest then move down to the barn.
Perhaps they are trying to keep it intact
for their retirement.

Ah Spring!
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by Josh Whisler
(Photo provided by Author)

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
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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 is really low right now, so the rock formations and the sandbars are
pretty apparent. There have been several boats out on it but I haven’t heard anyone
catching a lot of fish. Yes - they are biting but nothing of any size, mostly small channel
cats along with the drum and carp hitting pretty steady. Once again I need to warn about
the river banks this time of year, “They can be Dangerous”. It’s still pretty cool at night
so the ground freezes and then the sun hits it and thaws the top layer which appears to
be in wet but stable condition and that’s where things go south. Looks can be deceiving.
The next thing you know you step out on it and you’re on your back. In the wrong
place you may even be wet. That’s not good either. So please watch your step going
down the bank to the rivers edge.

“What are they hitting on,” You ask? Crawlers and shad strips right now with some luck
on dough baits. The bites aren’t real strong this time of year, they kind of mouth it a lot,
but if you hang with it and get their biting habits figured out you’re in for some fun.

Hunting:

Spring Turkey Seasons are opening and you can buy you permit RIGHT NOW at the
Game & Parks Web page http://www.ngpc.state.ne.us/hunting/hunting.asp.

The Spring Turkey Archery Season starts March 25 with the other seasons to follow.
This year a hunter can have up to 3 permits for this spring season.

2009 Spring Turkey Seasons:

Shotgun Statewide  — April 18 - May 31

Archery Statewide  — March 25 - May 31

Youth Archery  — March 25 - May 31

Youth Shotgun  — April 11 - May 31

Spring Turkey Permits are available and there are plenty of birds this year. Fishing has
finally opened up. So re-string your pole and polish up your shotgun because you can
pretty well pick what you want to do outdoors right now. Remember, 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 & Fishing.”

This month’s picture is of a low Missouri River - check out the sandbar.
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Michael took me on a road-trip to Central
California. The weather soon turned ugly and
the roads became slick.   It was I who suggested
we stop and buy new tires at a local Walmart.
      Bad idea.
      Our car was high on the hydraulic lift at
Walmart.. I was in the photo department, scan-
ning our wedding pictures, when I heard the
sound of footsteps and urgent voices.  I looked
up to see the store emptying rapidly.
      “Two officers were killed at a bombing,
yesterday.  And now we’ve got a bomb threat,
here!”
      What?  Officers killed!  Bomb threats...?
      I snatched my digital card from the photo-
machine and joined the other folks heading for
the exit.
      I found my husband in the parking lot.
“Look, Michael!” I said. “Everyone else gets to
drive away…And our car is stuck on the tire-
rack.  We should’ve never come to the City!”
      He merely took my hand and walked me to
a nearby Mexican restaurant.  We ate
chimichangas while the world outside teamed
with cops and sirens and flashing lights.
      It seemed to take forever, but at last the
yellow police-tape came down and the All-
Clear was given.  Relieved, we went to fetch
our car from the tire shop.
      I was sure we should make our escape, now.
But not my husband.  He took us even deeper
into the Asphalt Jungle…He drove us to the
state capitol building in Sacramento.
      Michael walked me past the prattling
tourists. Through the metal detectors…Past
uniformed guards who eyed us narrowly.
      “Years ago, I testified before the Senate,
here,” Michael said. “It wasn’t like this, back
then.  No metal detectors and guards.”
      We climbed a staircase and walked the
corridors—passing stately sculptures and
marble-head busts.  Michael pointed down a
hallway.  “That’s where I had to give testi-
mony,” he said.  “Down there in the Senate
Chambers.”
       I stared, trying to imagine Michael down
there… talking to VIP’s about greedy lumber
companies and the clear-cutting of ancient
Redwoods.
      “Oh my,” I said. “I hope you taught those
city-slickers a thing or two!”

      “Well, darling…I tried.  I had to address
both the Senate and the State Assembly.”
      “Both of them?!”
      He nodded.  “It was aired live on TV moni-
tors throughout the capitol…and on National
Public Radio, too.  Ten million listeners across
the country.”
      “Ten million!”  I felt faint.  “It makes me
sweat just thinking about it.  How did you do
it?”
      “Just acted confident, I guess…”  Michael’s
steps slowed. “Confidence is everything around
here,” he said.  He paused, and stood looking at
the ornate doors in front of us.
      The gold lettering above the entrance said:
“Arnold Schwarzenegger …Governor of Cali-
fornia.”
      An armed guard stood there, preventing
anyone from entering the office…but he was
momentarily distracted by a passerby.  It was
then that Michael stepped past the guard and
strode into the Governor’s office.  The ornate
doors closed behind him.
      My chin dropped.  What in the world?  I
almost hollered, but caught myself just in time.
The officer finished up his conversation and
returned to his military stance.
       A moment later, my hubby reappeared.
      He walked past the startled guard and
handed me one of the Governor’s gold-em-
bossed business cards. “A souvenir from Arnie’s
office,” Michael said.
       He took my arm and the two of us walked
away. “…And that’s how you do it, honey,” he
added.  “You assume an air of confidence, and
you can go anywhere in the building.”
      “Insanity!” I said.  “That guard had a
loaded gun.”
      “Aw, darling…” Michael said. “I’ve been in
Arnie’s office before.  You have to understand
these folks.  That’s all.”
       I just looked at him.  What kind of a guy
had I married, anyhow?  I’d never catch up with
this man.  Never in a lifetime.
      Leaving the capitol building, we drove on to
Berkeley…or “Berserkly” as the locals call it.
We went to visit one of Michael’s childhood
haunts…the old Main Street of town.  It was a
place of strange contrasts.  Old and new all
mixed together.

      We stepped into the Beanery Coffee Shop—
an old refined café that had a futuristic look, as
well.  It was the scene from some Sci-Fi flick—
rows of robotic people sitting silently at
tables…half-hidden behind the screens of
laptop computers.  Brows knitted, fingers
tapping.  They sipped their lattes and espressos,
their eyes glued to computer screens.
      Not a word was spoken between them.  Not
a glance exchanged.  An occasional murmuring
broke the stillness, but it was only a one-sided
conversation on a cell phone...One of those
Blue-tooth devices.
      Bizarre.  Robots mumbling to themselves.
It was an alien world to be sure.
      “When I came here as a boy,” Michael said,
“People actually talked to each other.  They
laughed and joked.  Now, they just come here
for a caffeine fix and to go online.”
      Michael took me outside and pointed at an
abandoned building on the corner.  “That used
to be Ozzie’s Soda Fountain & Pharmacy.”
      “Ozzie’s!” I said.  “You’re kidding!”
       “It was the hub of life, here,” Michael said.
“Old folks got prescriptions.  Kids drank sodas
and bought penny-candy.  It was a wonderful
world—far removed from the modern mess of
today.”
      He pointed at the robots in the Beanery
Coffee Shop.  “That’s a pitiful substitute for the
happiness of Yesteryear.  A real sad commentary
on life, today.”
      We stood staring down the Main Street of
Berserkly…at the cobwebby depths of Ozzie’s
store.  And the strange innards of the Beanery.
      At last, we turned to go.  It was time to head
home…Time to leave this alien world of Blue-
tooths and laptop cults.  Metal
detectors…Armed guards and bomb threats.
       Time to go back to the Country where life
was simple. To the land of sunrises and
sunsets…where the meadowlark warbles and
the little grosbeak sings his one-note song.
      The hills were beckoning us and we were
glad to go.
      …Far away from this Asphalt Jungle.
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I’d almost given up hope of ever hearing our
young rooster cock-a-doodle when last Sat-
urday afternoon, at a quarter of three, he man-
aged to cough out the rough approximation
of a morning wake-up call.......his internal
clock clearly still in the developmental stage.

With his deep rust-red body accentuated by
a spectacular, black-green tuft of tail feathers
he’s quite the looker, but in a way it’s false
advertising: he may look macho, but he’s still
immature enough to be confused about his
position in the hen/rooster scheme of things.
We’re certain he’s matured past the “Get out
of the way....I’m eating first” stage because a
few days after his first-time crowing Dale
heard him inviting the girls to a feeder of
freshly cracked corn before he dug in, but he
has yet to sidle up alongside a shapely hen
and whisper sweet-nothings in her delicate
ears. He’s still a Bashful Bob when it comes
to romance.

I wasn’t certain how raising chicks over the
winter would work out; up until last Novem-
ber I’d never purchased them during any sea-
son other than early spring. But I was pleas-
antly surprised at the outcome: forty chicks
ordered...forty four delivered... all forty-four
hale and healthy today. The gals will be spared
the chopping block as I purchased them spe-
cifically for layers, but as soon as I get these
russet beauties moved from the brooder
house to the hen house I’ll be ordering chicks
for fryers.

Half of the girls will be traveling 10 miles east
to my cousin’s recently remodeled chicken
house, a regular “Volailles Hilton” with its new
steel siding, flashy windows and fancy fence
tall enough to corral a giraffe. My gals are ac-
customed to country living, but I doubt it will
take them long to adjust to life in their new
‘French’ château.

The one thing they’ll have to do without is the
night-time chicken house visits by our resi-
dent skunk......which turned up last night with
a friend. I’m praying the tag-along was an old
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college roommate and not a new bride, or we
could be in for some stinky trouble come sum-
mer.

On the cow/calf front one clumsy cow man-
aged to step on her calf, (Dale hauled the little
guy to a Torrington veterinarian for a leg cast)
while three fertile mothers were blessed with
twins...or perhaps ‘blessed’ is somewhat in-
accurate since two of the new moms accepted
only one of their respective offspring, leaving
the second newborn to fend for itself on the
cold hard ground; only one mother was will-
ing to take responsibility for both her babies.
Her reward is an extra ration of feed to en-
sure adequate milk production.

The two unfortunate foster-calves are surviv-
ing on an expensive milk-supplement which
is bottle fed three times a day. Like baby for-
mula the price of the powdered milk replacer
continues to go up and up: I remember when

it cost just $25.00 a sack...this latest bag came
dearer at $67.95.

Inflation is beginning to flex its muscles; I fear
the day when it’s fully awake.

That’s all for tonight: I could regale you with a
story about the small herd of mule deer I saw
walking past our house one quiet, misty, morn-
ing, or discuss the results of my unofficial
planting intention survey (55% undecided), or
tell you Dale saw a robin yesterday....the first
one this spring, but I’m farm-wife tired tonight
so instead you’ll have to settle for this simple
wish...

Happy Spring from Horse Creek Farm....and
from everyone who calls it home.

Karen

The Face
         of  Drought

by Karen Ott
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Buy 1 Buffet, Get Second at 1/2 Price!
Good Through May 31, 2009

Stop in and have your fill of
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