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Snow Geese arrived at the Squaw Creek National Wildlife
Refuge in early December. Colder temperatures froze the
wetlands and sent the geese further south. They’ll be back.

December brought ice again to the 4-corners area; ice, beauty and slippery everything.
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Your Country Neighbor

P.O. Box 126
Peru, Nebraska 68421

countryneighbor@alltel.net

Writers this month

Thank You

Editor’s note:
More than three years of

this publication are online at:

www.yourcountryneighbor.com

Nebraska City, Syracuse, Cook, Tecumseh, Johnson, Au-
burn, 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.

                                                       Thanks for asking!• 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

124 South Main, Rock Port

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

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

INDOOR-OUTDOOR SIGNS



HOMETOWN BRAND APPLIANCES

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

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

Country Scenes
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PEGGY KUSER
Certified Public Accountant

916 Central Avenue
Auburn, NE 68305

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

Freezing rain coated everything for a time last month. Open Trail at Optimist’s Lake

Roadside SceneSame tree, different mood.



RAILROAD  SIGNALS
by Devon Adams

There is a slight disturbance
in the cold night air
that spreads out like
ripples from a rock dropped
in a smooth pond.
A nervous tremor shakes
through the frozen earth,
translating up through houses
and into bodies sleeping
in their night beds.
The subtle message causes
living creatures to be alert,
as the train rumbles on
its long dark track.
The engine cuts a tunnel
with its headlights
through the falling snow,
as the storm begins.
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PENCIL PORTRAITSPENCIL PORTRAITSPENCIL PORTRAITSPENCIL PORTRAITSPENCIL PORTRAITS
BY DEVON ADAMS

       8” x 10”                       $40.00
     11” x 14”                       $75.00
     16” x 20”                      $140.00

Size given is the mat size
(e.g., 8x10 mat has a 5x7 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

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.

ATTENTION:
50% OFF

STOREWIDE!
Expires January 31, 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

LOOK  INTO  THE  FIRE
by Devon Adams

The world shrinks to the size of one room
when an ice storm cuts the power,
and the wood fire is blazing hard
inside the old stone fireplace.
Nothing matters but the warmth,
and the random process of
our thoughts and dreams.

BLUE  BOTTLES
by Devon Adams

There is a big bay window facing south
that has blue glass bottles aligned along
the top edges of the bottom panes.
There are different sizes, and shadings
from powder, to turquoise, to cobalt,
to deep ultramarine, to almost purple.
They catch the sunshine falling through
the glass and hold it inside, until they
glow like jewels, instead of empty vessels
holding time inside their bellies.
Sometimes they are overshadowed
by the summer green of trees that
grow in groves beside the house,
but on cloudy, frosty days, when snow
covers the ground with frigid blankets,
the bottles are lonely colors against
the pale face of a winter day.
On nights of the full moon, when
silver light flows like molten pewter
poured from a white-hot bowl,
the blues are ethereal, a ghostly
floating image of unearthly hues
that echo the reality of the sun.



Fire
by Joe Smith

Fire, the good side of fire was started way
back with the beginning of man. Man found out
he could stay warm and cook his food. I was
sitting in the den watching our fireplace. It seems
to mesmerize you. So I thought it would be a
good subject to write about.

The word curfew came from the cover
that people put over their fire coals. The English
would ring the bells when it was time to cover
the fires; hence the word curfew is now used for
a different meaning. But it was started to tell
people it was time to settle down, cover the coals
of the fire so they would be able to start a fire
with the coals the next day. Curfew meant fire
cover. Years ago drums were used to tell mem-
bers of the community that it was curfew time,
Fires needed watching for several reasons, one
being to keep it going and to keep it from spread-
ing or from some one stealing it. From this,
communities were started. The Indians had their
council fires. Fires were both symbolic and
superstitious. Altar fires were kept sacred, a
symbol of religion, but later all people used the
fire as the center of the home, with its hospitality
and good cheer. The fire still has remained one
of the strongest instincts of the human race. How
many of you love to back up to a fire to warm
yourself? I have a neighbor who comes over and
sits on the couch in front of the fire and nods off
to sleep. The heat from the fire relaxes you.
Watching the flames is relaxing also.

Fire does have its down side, but that is
another story. For now we will just talk about the
good side for man.  Joe Smith
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I  COULDN’T  SLEEP
by Devon Adams

It is a long and winding road
that leads us into dreams.
We are on a journey
without an end,
an unpredictable adventure.
Morning only interrupts the story,
and sleep will once again propel
our unleashed thoughts into
unexplored territory.
But I couldn’t sleep.
So, the next best thing
to sleeping is writing.
Writing is like dreaming,
and, more often than not,
it takes us to unexpected places.
Traveling can be frightening,
just as dreams are sometimes
scary and intimidating, but
the trip is always exhilarating.
And the insights and enlightenment
that come along the way are priceless.

Visions of Robert Frost



Diary of a Part-time Housewife
Merri Johnson

It’s the last Saturday before Christmas. I’m still in bed, half-asleep,
groggily organizing my mental list of things yet to be done. But it’s
cold and snowy, a good day to lie in bed until the sun comes up
officially. My husband reaches for the remote control and turns the TV
on to the network morning show. We watch for about ten minutes and
conclude that we haven’t heard anything newsworthy yet, so we roll
out.

He pushes the start button on the coffee maker; I take care of cat
duties. He begins frying sausage for his own breakfast; I debate with
myself between oatmeal and Malt-O’-Meal, or maybe yogurt with
granola. Malt-O’-Meal wins. So far, we’re off to our predictable and
slow weekend start.

After breakfast I cart the hamper to the laundry room and toss in a load
of pants and shirts. I find this is the least jarring way to actually start
chores. You feel like you’re accomplishing something while expending
very little effort.  I’m awake enough now to notice a fair amount of grit
on the floor and make a mental note to sweep after I get dressed.

Returning to the kitchen, I notice an unfinished Christmas card on the
counter. Better get that done. The mailman pulls up out front just as
I’m licking the envelope. I could run out and holler for him to wait, in a
jovial, neighborly sort of way, but I’m not dressed yet. My breeding is
just good enough to restrain me from deliberately making a spectacle
of myself.

I decide it’s time to get cleaned up. While brushing my teeth, I notice
that the sink needs to be cleaned. Might as well give both bathrooms a
once-over.  That was easy enough. Now I’m motivated to make the
bed. I’m still in my bathrobe when the washing machine timer dings. I
hang up the pants and shirts and toss in the whites. It’s nearing 11:00
a.m. when I finally overcome my wardrobe inertia, and trade my PJs
for sweats.

Hubby has been in the basement for awhile now getting geared up to
install shelving in the guest bedroom closets in preparation for holiday
visitors. He requests my assistance. We note the width of the shelving
unit we purchased some months back and realize it’s too small. “We
can make this work,” my husband assures me.  His plan is to rig up a
bracket on one end of the closet instead of mounting the shelving to the
end wall. “That will leave a foot of inaccessible space in the corner,” I
point out. “Better to return this unit for the right size.” It takes very
little convincing to bring him around to my point of view. Everything
goes back in the box. We tape it up. I spend 20 minutes looking
unsuccessfully for the receipt. Oh well. They’ll take it back without it.

By now it’s after noon. Hubby fries himself a burger and takes a nap. I
opt to sweep (a quiet task) rather than unload and reload the dish-
washer. Hubby wakes up when the phone rings. Since he’s up, I ask if
he can get the treadmill ready for use after its year-long hiatus in
storage.  He agrees, and we spend the next 20 minutes searching for
the owner’s manual, which we both know has been lying around
somewhere in plain sight since I first brought up the subject about a
month ago. Aha! The manual is found (nearly in plain sight) and hubby
gets the job done. He even takes the treadmill for a test run.

It’s 3:00 p.m. What have we done so far today? Not a whole heck of a
lot. Specifically, very little of what’s on my yet-to-be-done Christmas
list. But it’s only Saturday. I still have four more days. Yikes! Only four
more days! I’d better get cracking!

A Resolution Solution
Merri Johnson

The writer is Project Director and a volunteer for Nemaha County Neighbor to Neighbor, Inc., a non-
profit organization providing daily living assistance to senior citizens.

New Year’s Resolutions and the People Who Make Them.  Now there’s a real love-hate relationship

befitting a reality TV program. All the good intentions and all the failed attempts could make for some

entertaining, if not exactly uplifting, revelations.

We’ve all been down that road.

 I WILL exercise at least every other day. I WILL stop nagging my spouse about (you fill in the blank).  I
WILL do the ironing the same day I wash the clothes.

How many New Year’s resolutions have you made? How many have you kept?

We all have our excuses for why our resolutions fall by the wayside so quickly. Sometime they are just

plain unrealistic. Sometimes they are all drudgery with no pleasure. But it’s no secret why most resolu-

tions don’t pan out: most of us simply lack the capacity for self-discipline for more than about two weeks

at a stretch! When you think about it, the very fact that we feel compelled to “resolve” to be better in

some way, means that we don’t have the capacity for self-discipline for extended periods of time. If we

did, we wouldn’t need to keep re-resolving.

Allow me to suggest a New Year’s Resolution that practically keeps itself and rewards you automatically

as you do it. In 2009, resolve to personally help others by becoming a Nemaha County Neighbor to
Neighbor volunteer. You need possess only enough self-discipline to make a phone call to Neighbor
to Neighbor (402-274-4277) and schedule an interview.

You choose the area of service that works for you. Maybe you could do light housekeeping for an hour

or two a couple of times a month. Maybe you could drive senior citizens to medical appointments.

Maybe you could perform occasional home handy-man tasks or do seasonal yard work. Maybe you could

just sit with someone who needs a little supervision, to allow family members to get out for shopping and

a break.

You aren’t obligated to any particular number of hours of service.  I call you when a volunteer opportu-

nity arises and you decide whether you can fill that particular need.

So, what about that “reward” I mentioned? It’s a whole lot of satisfaction, knowing that you have made

someone else’s life a little easier. It’s friendships made with those you help. It’s gaining perspective on

your own life’s challenges.

And you get all of that without any out-of-pocket expense. No health club membership fees! No stop-

smoking medication expenses! No diet meal plans or appetite suppressants to purchase! You don’t even

have to pay for gas to get to your client’s home. Neighbor to Neighbor reimburses all volunteer mileage.

And volunteers who meet age and income requirements are eligible for a small hourly stipend.

Volunteering with Neighbor to Neighbor is a resolution you can keep! Do yourself a favor.  Call me

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

• Handmade Jewelry
• Costume Jewelry
• Vintage Jewelry
• Antiques
• Hats
• Collectibles
• Primitives
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Open 8:00 AM - 5:30 PM   Monday - Friday
(402) 274-3614         2000 N Street

Auburn, Nebraska

All Makes & Models
Collision Work
Frame Repair
Body Work
Glass Installation
Welding

From all of us at
STRIGGOW’S SOUTHSIDE BODY SHOP INC.

In Auburn

Wintry Scene in Brownville

Prime Rib Dinner Cooked
‘Your Way’ Friday and

Saturday Evenings at the
Lyceum Cafe, Brownville

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

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

Prime Rib served
Friday and Saturday Evenings

Wintry Scene in Rock Port
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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
(402) 873-5522

Buy 1 Buffet, Get Second at 1/2 Price!
Good Through January 31, 2009

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

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

Nebraska City, NE 68410
(402) 873-1219

Whether you are worried about a suspicious mole or
still dealing with acne, Nebraska City Dermatology
will medically evaluate and treat your skin and your
well being.

We address all of your skin-care needs including:
skin cancer detection, psoriasis and eczema treat-
ments, acne solutions, wart removal, aging and sun
damaged skin care, and mole evaluation.

Dr. Geoffrey Basler has been practicing Dermatol-
ogy in the Nebraska area for over ten years and is
committed to caring for your specific Dermatology
needs as well as your privacy.

Horse Breaking, Now and Then
by Joe Smith

When I was a kid, my job was breaking horses.
It was a lot different then than it is now. For
instance, now you buy a horse that has already
been handled a lot, sometimes to the point of
being spoiled. Back then, we went out in the
pasture and brought the mares and colts in right
off the range. Talk about rank broncs. We didn’t
have time to baby them and break them the way
they do now. I’m not criticizing the way they do
it now with exception to parts of it. Most of
today’s “broncs” have been around people since
they were colts, whereas when I was breaking
horses they were never handled ’til you started
breaking them. I have had 3-year old broncs
that have never had a rope on them. The
ranches didn’t have the time or people to train
horses the way they do now. One 3-year old was
a big dun horse and he was called Buck for one
reason. He could buck. One day I was riding
him in the corral and he started bucking. Some
bawl like a bull and shut their eyes while trying
to throw you. Buck was so determined to rid
this rider he stuck his head right through the
saddle room wall clear up to the swells of the
saddle. I think that was the last time he bucked
with me.

We taught these horses out on the open range,
first in the round corral. We didn’t use a whip
like they do now and just run them around the
corral. If we had tried that, the horse would
have left right over the top of the fence. In the
open range, if they threw you, it was a long
walk back to the barn. That in itself made a
better rider out of you. When we first started
with a horse we put a good halter on him and
tied him to a big log or pole, so they learned to
respect the rope and learn to stand. We even
rode them into a dirt reservoir and then petted
them all over. They gentled right down that
way. They wouldn’t try to kick or jump around
while in water four feet deep.

Now we have the new method of using one rein
in each hand. That looks silly to me. If you tried
that out on the ranches they would laugh you
out of the country. I see that a lot on the RFD
programs. They pull the horses around one side
or the other. We taught our horses to neck rein,
just the pressure of the rein touching the neck

Continued on page 15   >>>>>>>>>>

Snowgeese arriving at Squaw Creek Wildlife Refuge, December 4, 2008
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www.americandreamrealestatecompany.com

Beautiful Ranch, 2 or 3 bedrooms,
2-bath and 2-car garage, large lot.

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

820 Central Avenue              Auburn, Nebraska 68305

$149,900

2327 Whitlow

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.

SIMPLE & CLASSIC

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

402-274-2446         1223 J Street           Auburn

Bring Your Sweetheart to
Our VVVVValentines Daalentines Daalentines Daalentines Daalentines Dayyyyy Lunch Special.

Party Platters Available!!
Meat & Cheese

Veggie
Meat Rollups

Tortilla Rollups

Each Couple Receives a Free Gift!

Two fireplaces, 3-bedroom, 1 3/4
bath, 2-car attach. garage, updates.

ELEGANT & TASTEFUL

 $139,900

1518 H Street

Great view from the deck! Newer
ranch-style home on 4.4 +/- acres.

BROCK AREA ACREAGE

$229,900

63691 Hwy 67

BROWNVILLE HILLS

$229,9000

22 Acres m/l. 3-bedroom, 2 bath,
24x24 garage,27x45 storage bldg.

64645 731 Road
All new, never occupied

3-bedroom, 2-bath.

$199,950

2427 Whitlow Avenue

NEW IN CRESTVIEW

2-bedroom, 2-bath, attached garage.
One floor living, easy mobility.

ELEGANT & TASTEFUL

 $125,000
1205 O Street

NEW CONDOMINIUM

 $159,900

1615 Q Street

10 +/- acres near Nemaha, 3
bedroms, fabulous view!

$204,900

64806 726 Road

RIVER BLUFF ACREAGE

Deb Cox, owner of The Philly Grill, will present one of the demonstrations at
“Love At First Bite”, a chocolate lover’s celebration and youth fundraiser on
February 8 in Auburn, 2 to 4 at the 4-H bldg. Call 274-3599 for info.Moonrise, December 12
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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 • Alltel Cellular • Key Systems • Competitive Long Distance • Computer Repair

We here at Blue Valley tele-communications
want to wish everyone a Happy New Year, and
invite you to grow with us in 2009!

Northeast Kansas

Young Eagle (juvenile) perched along
H-67 Southeast of Peru.

West of Nebraska City

Create your own pottery that you can actually use!

www.paintitpriceless.com
paintitpriceless@yahoo.com

Gifts for any Occasion:
Holidays • Birthdays

Graduation • Teachers
Mother’s Day
Father’s Day

Located on the Courthouse Square, South Auburn
1900 “O” Street                          274-1477                       Auburn, Nebraska 68305



I Love it. It’s a Darling Little House.
by Frieda Burston

There’s no rose growing by the front door,
but there are six camellias.  And there are
two dog houses but I have quit wanting a
dog—— the yard is so tiny it would be
cruel to have one.  It’s a tract of houses,
but while the houses are all similar, the
yards are all different sizes and shapes.
Mine is just right for me.
     The land rolls here, a yard can be up
on one side, down on the other— and
about two  blocks away the land is so
broken that they didn’t level it and fill it
in , they just let it go uphill and downhill
all it wanted to.  When it got down to a
little creek, they made a Protected Wild-
life Habitat out of it.  I went out walking
and talking, and they  showed me the
sewer pipe in the street  at the corner——
in the day time the lawn water flows
down it to the creek and at night the
raccoons and turkeys, the skunks and
possums, and other interesting things,
come through it and visit us. This morn-
ing I saw a mocking bird type in my back
yard—next week I’ll start bird-feeding
and see what comes in for a snack— I
hear egrets can fly up from the Delta,
too……
     My only problem is how the controls
work on everything.  You may remember
me as being third world when it comes to
technology. Well, moving hasn’t changed
me. I just can’t catch on to modern me-
chanics. The kitchen stove is fantastic,
you can even cook on it with square
pans— but I can’t figure out how to turn
it on. I’ve read the manual. Didn’t help….
My new washer and dryer are great, they
turn out clothes that are almost ready to
put on— I can set all the dials, I just can’t
remember how they turn on….. I’m freez-
ing to death, but I can’t figure out how to
work the thermostat for the gas heater.  I
don’t know how to set the temperature on
the water tank. I don’t know how to do

this, I don’t know how to do that. D-D
tells people, “My mother is not techno-
logically advanced”—— that’s a kind
way of saying “My mother isn’t exactly
an idiot, BUT….”
     And did  I say  “freezing to death” ?
It’s worse than that— the weather is cold
up here, there is frost on the lawns in the
morning, when D-D took me to Farmers
Market  my breath froze in the air.   It’s so
cold that my hair quit curling and hangs
down flat.  It’s so cold that my skin peels
off and my carrot-juice-color slithers right
off of  me.   It’s so cold that I can’t move
fast enough to shiver.   IT’S COLD !
     I went walking down my street this
morning just to walk in the sun, and saw
some trees that were new to me— I met a
householder who said he was a titled
Master Gardener, and he named trees for
me— a really weird one was a camphor
tree that looked like it was out of an ad
for round-bellied trees that needed to go
on protein diets.  It  reminded me of
children’s first pictures of trees in kinder-
garten, but it really grew like that.  And
honestly, there was a squirrel sitting in a
bottom branch, chattering at us.
     I notice that the sun goes all around
this little house, so it will probably be
hotter than hades come summertime, but I
don’t care.  I’ll pick up a paper and just
fan away like the ol’ folks did when I was
still young folks.  I love the local newspa-
per— it’s full of social news like the
announcement of  a big Singles Dance,
with the added note:  “We are not into
Liquor or Language”—  Just my
speed…..
     I’m happy.  The technology takes a lot
of getting used to, and so does the realiza-
tion that now D-D is Mama and I’m the
little girl,  but I thank God that my life is
ending here and this way,   not someplace
else alone…..

Best wishes, frieda
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Photos from Warmer Days
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by Josh Whisler
(Photos provided by Author)

Fishing:

The Missouri River is running fairly high and clear with ice patties
pretty regular. So fishing is pretty well out of the subject. The tempera-
ture has been in the single digits and the wind chill well below in the
last month. It’s kind of funny how the weather will change and bring
the migratory birds into the area.  Although the Missouri River is not
one of the major flyways for migratory birds headed south as is the
middle of the state along the Platte River, it gets it’s share of birds and
the predators that go with them. The Bald Eagles are pretty common
place right now as they watch for a crippled or struggling bird along the
river’s edge. They are truly a site to see and you can see them from
quite a ways away due to their size. There is no mistaking them for a
hawk. They are the real deal.

 Hunting:

Winter hunting sports are wide open right now – you can just about
pick your season on what you want to hunt that day. Muzzle Loading
Deer seasons are open right now and always create a problem in the
bitter cold due to the deer starting to herd up. You are limited to about
100 yards with most muzzle loading rifles as a safe kill range. But with
the deer in larger numbers you’ll find that the more eyes and ears
around keeps them a lot more leery of wandering your way. It’s not hard
to figure out their habits as they don’t move a lot in the bitter cold
weather. But you still need to be wary of how close you can get without
spooking them.

The Mighty Missouri with
ice patties accumulating.

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

Joe Whisler from Peru with a
Whitetail Buck harvested with

a 45 caliber muzzle loader.

Hunting is cold but good if you can stand that kind of weather. Snow
and bitter cold is not for everyone. And with the bitter cold comes the
thicker ice that will allow you to get out and catch some panfish though
the ice. So get out and give the outdoors a try. There’s always more to
see in under-brush and grasses when the snow gives the normal cover
away. You’d be surprised what you’ll see out there. 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.”



by Vicki Harger

At this time of the year, we take a hard look at our lives.
Scrutinize.  Analyze.  We wonder where we’re head-
ing...

      Take back those Library books...6 months overdue!
Put caulking around the windows...6 years overdue!
Clean out the back-room and make it into a cozy
niche...!

     That’s what we need to do.  But will we ever get it
done?

     Well, folks—I don’t know about you, but I’m doing
things differently this year.  I’m not just making New
Year’s resolutions for 2009...I’m starting life over, it
seems.  I’ve been turned inside-out and upside-down.
Even my name is different. The old Vicki Harger is
gone.  Vicki O’Neal has replaced her for good.

      How did it all happen?  I’m not even sure, myself.

      It started last spring, you know... Remember my
California capers?  The country gal who wandered off to
the West Coast seeking a soulmate...?  There I discov-
ered that internet-romances leave much to be desired.

      Ah me. The agony of it all.

      I tried so hard to fit into the wacky world of my
city-bred suitor, but it just didn’t work.  Remember my
apartment balcony garden?  And the Great Soil Heist?
And the piles of beachcombing-treasures I accumulated?
What a mess that was!

      Disheartened, the country girl prepared to leave the
beautiful paradise in NorCal...But then the good Lord
intervened.  I met Michael, a country gentleman—a
prince of a man whom I’d met once before at my
church, when he was traveling in the Heartland.

      Michael was overjoyed to see me, again.  He
couldn’t believe I was here on the West Coast, living in
his own locale.  Belatedly, we both realized that we
were meant to be. The Lord had brought us back
together through a series of uncanny “coincidences”.

      We discovered that we have so much in common.
Beachcombing, gardening, camping...listening to the
songs of crickets and meadowlarks.

       Hearing a meadowlark sing is so much better than
hearing the racket from urban-dwellers and city-slickers.
(Michael calls them “Flatlanders”.)  We often discussed
their city-slickin’ ways as we explored the
countryside…or while working together in Mike’s fall
garden...Our garden, I should say.

      Although proud of that lush garden, Michael

sometimes viewed the veggie jungle with wry concern.

      “I don’t dare send anybody into that jungle for a
tomato,” he’d say with a sigh.  “Those plants are
monsters. They’ll climb all over you if you don’t watch
out...”  Then he’d smile at me, and his eyebrow quirked
so adorably.

       At that point, I had to hug him, of course—for he is
the dearest man on earth.  He’s my God-given soulmate
and we get along famously.

       Speaking of famous—my Michael has become
rather well-known on the West Coast. You see...he lives
in one of the most beautiful—but most controversial—
places in the world.  At the entrance to the Avenue of
the Giants.

       Conservationists have been fighting the timber
companies here for decades...And with good reason!
High on the mountaintop, the clear-cutting of 2500-
year-old trees has caused massive erosion.

       A nightmare scenario was brewing.

       One rainy night, an avalanche of mud and stumps
roared down the mountainside...a deadly tsunami
descending on the sleeping town of Stafford. Fortu-
nately, Michael heard it coming, and ran to warn the
community.

       No one was killed, and Mike’s home was spared—
but many other houses vanished in a moment. The battle
against the greedy logging company had begun in
earnest.  Michael became the lead plaintiff, fighting the
huge corporation in court.  It drew the attention of
Conservationists from around the world.

       Environmentalists were in desperate need of a
hero—and they’d found one in Michael O’Neal.
Flatlanders descended on Mike’s home from every
corner of the world….

       One particular day 7000 people, including the
Governor and movie stars, marched in a procession to
Michael’s doorstep. They all pitched in to help protect
his home from future mudslides.  Celebrities like Woody
Harrelson and Bonnie Raitt shoveled dirt and tossed
sandbags.  Joan Baez and Winona Ryder chatted with
Michael and invited him to dinner.

       CBS was there.  Fox News.  ABC. CNN.

       The “debris torrent” of flatlanders soon equaled the
devastation brought on by the avalanche. Reporters and
authors and singers.  Indian chiefs and Buddhist monks.
National Geographic writers.  EPIC and Earth Talk...

       Michael’s life had become a jumble of noise,
cameras, press releases, and documentary screenings.

       (You’ve heard of Julia Butterfly Hill? ...the gal who
lived in a huge Redwood tree for two years, without
once coming down…?  Well, that whole episode took
place on the mountain above Mike’s property, near the
mudslide.  Julia used Michael’s telephone as a transmit-
ter, linking the Redwood tree to the world.  It brought
even more folks to this area...)

       The story is unending, really. Over the last decade,
Michael’s story has been told in books, documentaries,
on TV, and on dozens of radio programs.  He’s had to
testify before Assembly men and Senators at the State
Capitol.

       Mike’s words have been heard by tens of millions
on National Public Radio, and elsewhere.  He was
profiled in a book called Hope and Heroes, (London St.
Press) along with more famous folks like Billy Graham,
Art Linkletter, and Nelson Mandela.

       To cap it all off, just the other day a production
crew came out to film Michael for a new documentary.
They wanted to film our house, and our garden jungle
and——

       Oh, I know.  I know.  It’s unbelievable.  I’m not
sure I’d believe this story myself, except I’m looking at
stacks of news-clippings, and photos and books and
documentaries.

       My, oh my!  It’s all rather overwhelming to a
country gal from the Barada Hills!  Who’d ever dream
that my California capers and coastal escapades would
lead to an adventure such as this?

      But enough of that!  I’m done prattling, folks.

        We just got back from our road trip, and I’ve got a
million things to do.  But mostly, I’ve got to write down
our honeymoon adventures.  (You can’t imagine the
mess that a country girl can get into on a trip to
Sacramento and San Francisco.  But I’ll tell you about it
in good time, my Country Neighbors...)

       Take care, everyone.  Keep on hoping and praying
and dreaming...Then put foundations under those dream
castles.  Start your new year off with a bang.  Be bold.
Be adventurous.

       If you need inspiration, you might join me on my
website: “Adventuring with Vic”. (vickioneal.com)
’Til next time…!
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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

“You might say every one of us is a fiddler on
the roof trying to scratch out a pleasant simple
tune without breaking his neck. It isn’t easy.
You may ask, why do we stay up there if it’s so
dangerous? Well, we stay because (Anateveka)
is our home. And how do we keep our balance?
That I can tell you in one word: Tradition.”
Fiddler on the Roof   (screenplay and movie)

They began arriving just before noon, family
and friends so accustomed to holiday meals at
our home they didn’t bother ringing the door-
bell, but instead simply rapped the porch’s
grasshopper door knocker twice before entering.
Stepping into the warm, humid, kitchen they
were greeted by hale and hearty greetings of
“Happy New Year”, and, after shedding winter
coats and rearranging the kitchen counters to
open a place for their contributions to the
anticipated meal, added their voices to the
chorus of easygoing chatter, the affable pleas-
antries mingling with the savory smell of roast
potatoes, carrots and goose.

Before the meal was served there were toasts,
and New Year wishes, offered in German, and
Grace lisped by the oldest child, six year old
Devon, who took his job of calling Jesus to be
our guest seriously, admonishing us to fold our
hands and close our eyes before asking God to
bless our table...and all those who gathered
around it. Next January, in honor of his great-
great grandparents who left Russia at the turn of
the century, sailing to America on a ship named
‘The Frankfurt’, he’ll recite it in German.  He
doesn’t yet realize what a gift they gave
him...but someday he will.

A chocolate coin wrapped in gold foil lay at
each place setting in remembrance of the Volga-
German custom of presenting each child of the
family a shiny silver dollar on New Year’s day,

and alongside it was a copy of my favorite New
Year wish: Wir wuenchen euch ein Gluckliches
Neues Jahr, ein langes leben, gesundheit, friede
und einigkeit, und nach dem tod, die ewig
gluechkseligkeit. Translation: We wish you a
Happy New Year, a long life, health, peace and
goodwill, and after death eternal happiness.

The day ended much as it began, only in re-
verse; one by one our guests donned their winter
coats, packed up empty casseroles dishes and
pie plates and scattered to the four winds of the
New Year, taking with them the pleasant simple
tune of our shared Volga-German heritage and
its simple traditions.

When the world looks as shaky as a fiddler on a
roof, the constancy and strength of that tune
helps steady our balance, it’s the tie that binds
generations together, a connection which offers
a glimpse of the future from the perspective of
the past. There’s comfort in knowing that
regardless of crashing stock markets, Mideast
mayhem, unstable commodity prices, and
unpredictable weather, some things never
change.

Gluckliches Neues Jahr from our roof to yours
...........and God grant us we all keep our balance
in 2009.

 Karen
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Our Current Wine ListJanuary 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

(except open Mondays on Holiday weekends.)

Whiskey Run Creek Winery in Brownville, NE

Apple Raspberry
Chambourcin • Chardonel

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

Northern Red • Riesling • St. Croix

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  spe-
cial 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

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.
Sundays 1 p.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”

was enough to turn the horse. I have never
figured out how you would rope a calf holding
one rein in each hand. These new horse trainers,
like the one from “down under”, make a lot of
money, so they must be doing something right.

When I was teaching a horse that I wanted to
rope from, I would swing a rope on him ’til he
was used to it, and then use a neck rope. I ran
the lariat through the neck rope and then tied it
to the saddle horn. This made the horse look
down the rope when you roped a cow or calf. It
only took one time and the horse remembered
that.

One example of this was when I was 15 years
old. I was working at my uncle’s ranch (100
sections). I had a young bronc named Blaze that
I was breaking. He was a nice green horse but
gentle. I knew where there was a blind cow that
had pink eye real bad and needed doctoring.
The day before I had seen her but I was riding
Buck and I didn’t feel he was ready for the rope
work. I played with the rope all the way out
there, probably five miles from the headquar-
ters. When I found the cow I dropped a loop on
her and when the cow hit the end of the rope,
the horse had no other choice than look down
the rope. I had to ride by her and flip the rope
behind her and throw her on the ground. There
was a washed out trail nearby that I drug her
over to. This cow was pinkeye blind and would
fight anything he could hear. I got her down in
the trail with her feet sticking up. I took my
medicine bag and treated her eyes and painted
her face with Globe 62. That was a screw worm
medicine. It was black as night. But it kept the
sunlight off the eyes ’til they could heal. Need-
less to say this cow was really getting ticked off.
I got Blaze to give me a little slack on the rope
and I slipped it off her head and put it around
both rear ankles. I got back on the colt and
pulled the cow out of the ditch. She jumped up
and was searching for something to fight. As
soon as she got up the rope fell off with the
slack I gave it, and I took off with the cow
trying to find me. Oh, to be young again. The
chances we took would turn a mother’s hair
gray.

Back to horse breaking. I believe time was the
controlling factor in the way horses were broke
then and the way they do it now. We used raw
broncs, some had never been around a man,

never seen a rope, or a saddle. These days there
is a lot more money in horses, and people spend
a lot more time and money on them. It is a
completely different ball of wax. I would think
there are still places that use the old methods to
break horses out in ranch country.

The RFD programs show people getting on
horses with a real loose rein. I never did that. It
would be inviting a mouth full of dirt when your

horse dropped his head and started bucking.
Some body is going to get hurt doing that for
sure. You have to know your horses and their
reactions to different things. RFD shows people
saddling horses from the right side. I would hate
to try that out on somebody’s ranch, and I can
just picture a cattle cutting contest where the
rider is using two hands to rein the horse.
Things have changed a lot. Not all to the better
me thinks. Joe Smith

  <<<<<<<<<  Contined from page 8



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, Sundays 1:00 to 5:00

(402) 825-4131
www.BrownvilleMills-Ne.com

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!

1-Bedroom Apartments
Available Now!

 • Utilities Paid
 • Building Security
 • Assigned Parking

 • Appliances Furnished
 • Laundry Facility
 • Activity Room & Library

No More Snow Shoveling
No More Lawn Mowing

                                                                        January  2009        Your Country Neighbor

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

1998 Dodge Ram................$6995
1996 Ford Contour..............$2995
2000 Ford Windstar............$5295
2001 Dodge Ram V6 4x4...$6900
1997 Ford F150 4x4............$6900
1996 Ford F150 4x4............$3200
1990 Chevrolet Lumina......$2295
2000 Ford Rngr ExCab4x4 $6995
1997 Chev Monte Carlo.....$4495
2000 Mercury Villager........$4895

  1999 Chevrolet Malibu       $3675
1991 Ford Escort.................$1450
1995 Ford F150 4x4............$4790

(Not Pictured)

$5495

Reduced 2001 Chev Malibu LS

2001 Ford Expedition LT

$4995

2000 Ford Taurus

$8500 $5395

1999 Lincoln Continental

$4995

 1996 Dodge Ram 1500 1998 Ford Explr 88,000 mi.

$7795


