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I remember Fay had long dark hair that she wore in French braids. She always had 

matching ribbons at the ends. In her room was a dresser with one drawer for hair ribbons. 

Aunt Corine always washed and ironed those ribbons and laid them gently in the drawer. If I 

could find a ribbon to put in my hair, it didn't stay long. It soon slipped off and was lost. I wore 

my hair shorter than Fay did. She had long beautiful dark hair. She looked like the child star of 

that time, Margaret O'Bryan. She was very pretty. 

Once at Easter, when I was about thirteen, I had my first grown up hat. It was pink with 

a little flower on the side and a veil across the front. It matched a pink blouse and grey pencil 

skirt I had. As I was trying it on in front of the mirror at her house, she asked if she could try it 

on. I let her have the hat and she put it on. Her hair was not plaited that day but hung over her 

shoulders. She said, "Don't you think it (the hat) looks better with long hair than short hair"? I 

grabbed that hat off her head and said, "No, I think it looks better on me, it's mine"! I guess I 

was a little jealous, she was pretty, but that was my first grown-up hat. 

We visited back and forth over our adolescent years many times. We had our little 

differences but we were true cousins. We loved one another. 

Fay grew up and was a good wife and mother. She could paint and sew. She also acted 

in a theater. She always loved animals and people. Fay died of cancer at the age of sixty-one. I 

still remember her as the little girl with the long dark French braids who loved animals, movies 

and life. 

Ann Duncan, Meade County 





mother who didn't care who saw them, and who probably read every article. (We children were grown 

and out of the house by this time.) 

Someboclv gave us an old set of encyclopedlas when I was Just a kid. There were four or five huge 

and heavy books, not the many-volume set like World Book which was later publlshed and sold door-to­

door. We treasured those books and my mother probably read them from cover to cover. Purchasing a 

set of World Book was not something ever considered because of the expense. I made sure I had a set 

of World Book on my shelves In my first home. My mother loved to sit and thumb through them and 

read the articles when she visited. I wished she had bought them for us and herself many years ago.

My mother's love of reading and school was apparent from an e.irly age. She attended 

Bethlehem Academy and Vine Grove High School, where she was the valedictorian. I have a treasured 

copy of her speech at her graduation in 1926. 

Following my mother's example, I loved to read. I always had books. After bedtime, my dad 

would yell at me if he saw the light from my upstairs window shining on the yard below. He'd yell "Turn 

off those lights.• S-0 I would make a tent of my blanket and put the lamp under the tent so that I could 

continue. Later my own daughter would do much the same, sneaking after bedtime to finish a book. 

Today people have Klndles, ipads, computers, and the internet. Some fear books may become 

ext
i

nct. Already there is talk that "we don't need librarles" anymore. 1 ll!ce to think this is not true. You 

just can't cuddle up with a good Kindle or ipad. 

As I write these memories of my mother, I think of the saying Hif you c.an read this, thank a 

teacher." My mother, as with all mothers, was my first teacher. I can still see her as J think: of her -

sitting at the kitchen table or in the living room - book, magazine, or newspaper in hand. Maybe 

nodding off to sleep for a little nap. 

8y Mary Sue Foushee, Meade County 2 



Lula's Porch 

By: Kristi Harris, Crittenden County

I have so many fond memories of my grandmother and all the times we spent swinging on her porch 

swing. She was a tall, thin woman who had over time began to slump over from age and a hard life. 

She had raised nine children mostly on her own. She had a sister named Thula and her name was Lula 

so as a ten year old I thought this was quite comical. She had many grandchildren but I was lucky 

enough to live close and was able to visit often. She lived in a small river town on the east bank of the 

Cumberland River in rural Western Kentucky. The little town had two small country stores, two 

churches, a post office and a pool hall which I was never supposed to enter but I often did. Although 

you couldn't tell then, this small town was once a booming community with banks, hotels and 

restaurants. It had flourished as a trade town in the 1800's. It even had visits from the Knight Riders. 

My grandmother lived in a three room house known as a shotgun house. It was narrow, long and had 

two doors on each end. In the summertime I would sit with her on the porch in a wooden swing and we 

would talk and laugh the day away. She loved flowers so she had them sitting all over her porch. She 

had them in every color you could think of and she would let me water them. An old wringer washer 

also sat outside on the porch, she would roll it in the kitchen when she needed to wash clothes. There 

was no bathroom in her house, she had an outhouse. Some people would have thought this as a great 

inconvenience but I didn't mind. It didn't matter ifit was summer or winter, if I needed to go I just 

marched right out there and did it. Her house sat right in the middle of town and it was cater-cornered 

from Miss Gert's house. She was a widow. Unlike most of the women in town, Miss Gert had money, a 

nice house and fine clothes. She was quite the catch I guess you could say. So many afternoon's we 

could see when she had company and most importantly who the company was. We had a lot of 

conversations about who was at Miss Gert's house. Miss Robbie was a friend of my grandmothers and 







By EDIE BELL, BARREN COUNTY





Little did I know, as I was growing up, that Dad did not know how to read nor write! I 

remember Mom reading newspaper and magazine articles to Dad. I never thought anything 

about it. He would bring farm bills and other things to the house for her to read and sign. Dad 

would sign with an X. 

It wasn't too many years after I married that Mom and Dad moved off the farm and 

bought a house in Vine Grove. My youngest brother bought the farm from Dad. Dad always 

had a garden. He was so proud of his tomato's. He provided the neighbors with the fruits of 

his labor every summer. 

Of course, I knew by then Dad could not read nor write. I offered to teach him, but at 

his age he did not want to learn. He told me he was so happy and proud we had all completed 

our education. 

Mom passed away in October, 1993. My oldest sister did not live too far away from him 

so she would go over every week and help him with his mail and business affairs. I can't even 

begin to imagine how difficult it must have been for Dad, especially after losing Mom, to not be 

able to read. Going to the grocery, reading directions, reading street signs, etc., just a few of 

the many millions of things that we all take for granted. 

My life was blessed by this remarkable and hard-working man, and I am extremely 

proud of him. His life was a life of honesty, integrity, and dedication to his wife, family and 

God. 

Elizabeth Hawkins, Meade County 
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TRAIN TIME TRAVEL 

The sulphur smell took me all the way back to my childhood. I was not 

a Babci then but I was with my Babci, my Polish grandmother, in her 

backyard. That's where it felt like the trainyard started and ended. 

Here in Versailles Kentucky we were paying to ride a rail, a short way 

really. That smell had already made the trip worth the price of a ticket. 

I see the trees out the passenger car window as they start to move. 

No wait, we passengers on the train are moving. The rumbles of the wheels 

vibrate the metal floor. The hard cracked leather seats bounce a bit as speed 

picks up. Conversation dwindles. 

Farms go by quickly now. Those folks hung a sign with greetings on their 

back fence, like a wave of a hand or two. The speaker rattles the voice of the 

conductor taking time backward and the train on over toward high bridge. 

We already knew this train would not cross the chasm. But what a surprise 

that the stop was smooth and long enough to disembark for a rook down! 

The breeze lifted my hair with the shiver of my shoulders. Gladness was all 

around to not be crossing so high a bridge, so old. That realization eased the 

regret to ride the train as it retreated the precipice in reverse. Slowly, then with 

more energy we slid into the station elated and satisfied. 

By Cynthia Dare, Henry County
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funeral home was truly a testimony of his life and his love for mankind. The doors opened at three in 

the afternoon, and the last person went through the line at 12:30 a.m. The little town of Augusta was 

lined three city blocks with people waiting to pay their respects. I heard story after story of how Lee had 

given money out of his own pocket for someone to buy food at the store and of him performing 

countless unselfish deeds to help someone less fortunate. One lady said to me, "Phyllis, you were so 

lucky. Some people search their whole lifetime for the love that you and Lee shared." How true that 

statement was. 

The cycle of grief is so true, and I went through every stage it seemed some of them more than once. I 

did not have the time to just fold up and hide. With four children to raise, a small supermarket to run, 

and my career as an assistant principal, I certainly had my hands full. God definitely became my refuge 

and strength as I faced each new day. I was comforted by God's Word as I read passages that helped me 

to process my own personal grief and to support my children in their grieving process. A dear friend 

also gave me the book entitled, ''When Someone You Love Suddenly Dies". I have shared this book with 

others over the years, when they Jost a loved one suddenly. 

An autopsy was performed with the conclusion drawn that Lee had arteriosclerotic heart disease 

(blockages) and myocardial hypertrophy (enlarged heart). There were absolutely no signs that he had 

anything physically wrong with him. I questioned myself over and over if there were signs that I should 

have recognized to have forewarned me of th is condition, but I could come up with nothing. 

It has now been almost 19 years since Lee died, and in many ways, it seems like just yesterday. Each of 

the children dealt with their grief differently but with me by their side. Never did we lose faith or blame 

God for our loss, and we came to realize why God chose Lee to have by His side. The support of our 

family and friends was amazing and will never be forgotten. Their loss of Lee also was traumatic for 

them. 

Raising four children by oneself is not easy, but I am happy to report that all four are married and are 

successful in their careers. Our nine grandchildren are such beautiful blessings also. I am comforted 

each day knowing that Lee is watching over all of us, and I look forward to seeing his beautiful smile 

again someday in paradise. 

My next valley occurred in January 2003 when I was diagnosed with breast cancer, but that is another 

story ...... . 

Phyllis Kelsch 

February 18, 2019 
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By Juanita Mitchell, Campbell County



The Little Black Calf and Days Gone By 

(A true story) 

I was sitting outside early one morning drinking my coffee and watching the 

cows graze on the hillside. We have several beautiful red cows in the pasture. I 

noticed that one cow was standing by herself and what looked like a pile of dirt 

beside her, all of the sudden it moved. A new born black calf was trying to stand. 

After trying several times the calf finally made it to his feet. He went straight for 

his mama's nipple to get the first taste of her life saving milk. 

The little calf was getting stronger and was starting to jump around and play. 

When his mama moved away the little calf laid down for a while, after a little nap 

the calf would get up and look for his mom. One day while he was sleeping on 

the pond bank the baby's mom wondered to the pasture and left the baby all 

alone inside of the fence. He did this several times, even bawling for mom. This 

time I noticed she was watching him, he must have seen her also because he laid 

back down. As the days went by he played with the other red calves in the field. 

As days weeks and months have passed the once little black calf and the red 

calves have gotten bigger. His mama still watches out for her baby. I'm still 

setting outside drinking my coffee watching the calves and the birds, but the 

calves will be sold the birds will fly south, the cold weather will be here, and I will 

be drinking my coffee indoors. 

Pat Ditto 

Meade County



GOOD OLD DAYS? 

BAH HUMBUG!! 

BY 

Helen E. Adkins 

Greenup County Member at Large 

Northeast Area 









By Mary Ann Mitchell-Carrico, Campbell County



By Dorothea Schlappi, Lincoln County





Scripture studies and Sunday writings 
Show that he knows the Bible so well. 
Ask him anything on Scripture course 
gladly he explains it with all his hea� 

From a distance he gets a gloomy call 
Someone he knew by grace went home. 

For spiritual consolation to mourning souls 
He goes no matter what conditions prevail. 

We hear that he a has a little dog 
Who followed him all year around 

to share the love for his maste�eed, 
That is love and hug after a hard days work. 

Happy are his parents with his endeavor 
For his spiritual guidance for everyone 

Truly it's a blessing for us all 
With him around it's a joy to behold. 

Varoom-Vroom-VRoom-that's the sound of a motorcycle 
With his slim body structure 

He might be blown by a whirling breeze as he rides. 

Happy are we that have a truly gifted living man for all 
seasons and that is Father Brian Johnson! 

Happy birthday from all of us and God bless you always! 

By Mila Whitler, Breckinridge County





By Carol Russ, Oldham County







By Ella Hudson, Clark County





By Esther Bailey, Lincoln County




