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Memorial Flowers

Marsha’s
Florist

2628 Copper Creek Rd.
Crab Orchard, Ky.

Call 758-4342
or 758-9813

Points
East

By Ike Adams

Saturday, May 25th
Young Republicans Dunking Booth
8:30 a.m             Brodhead Hustle -
                           2 mile run/walk
10 a.m. Motorcycle Poker Run
11 to 11:45 a.m. Ky. Romp & Stomp
12 to 12:45 a.m. Mark Carpenter &

 Wilderness Road Band
12 to 8 p.m. Inflatables for Kids
                          (Free-12 and under)
1 to 1:45 p.m. Jake Vanover
2 to 4 p.m. Carl Doan Band &

Friends
3 to 3:30 p.m. Shaolin Do Karate
3 to 8 p .m. Brodhead Jail ($5 to put

someone in $5 to get out)
4 to 5 p.m. Bittersweet Cloggers
5 to 6 p.m. PARADE
6 to 7:45 p.m. Level Green Band
8 to 11 p.m. Wild River Band

For more information call
City Hall at 758-8635

25th Annual

2013 Dix River Festival
May 23rd, 24th and 25th, 2013

Brodhead, Kentucky

Thursday, May 23rd
7 to 7:45 p.m.  Jake Vanover &
                        Jordon Leigh
8 to10 p.m.     Tony Mills Band
Friday, May 24th
5 to 6 p.m.       Ruby Powell &
                        Friends
6 to 7 p.m.       Bike Nite
(sponsored by Brodhead Dari Delite)

6 to 7:45 p.m. Old Town Project
                         Bluegrass Band
8 to 11 p.m.     Medley Boys Band

Bring a chair and
enjoy the weekend

Vendors Welcome!!
Call to reserve your

spot today!!
Not responsible for accidents

Entertainment Schedule:

ramblings...

(Cont. to A4)

We know it’s still two
weeks away but my four-
year-old grandson, Tyler
Kane Ochs and I are still
seeking sponsors for our
participation in Team TKO’s
Step Out Walk to Stop Dia-
betes event that is coming up
on June 1 at Keeneland.

So far fifteen of my col-
umn readers have sent us
checks and one person made
an online donation, but as
that cute little girl says in a
wildly popular television
commercial, ‘We want
more. We want more. We
want more!”

Actually, I’ve been look-
ing for an excuse to use that
line in regular conversation
or in the column for weeks,
now.   But you guys are ac-
tually doing good.  You are
already over $500.00! But
last year we had over 30
reader sponsors and we
topped out at around $1,000.
And last year we only
bugged you one time and
that was the week of the
event.  I promise you faith-
fully that we won’t be ask-
ing again and that you won’t
hear anymore about The
Step out Walk in this column
until I report on how well we
did and how far we walked
sometime next month.

Early on, Tyler’s Mom,

my daughter Jennifer, and I
discussed limiting our
fundraising this year to a
cause specifically focused
on Type 1 juvenile diabetes
because it is so traumatic to
both the children who suf-
fer from it and for their fami-
lies.   Treating it is incred-
ibly expensive for parents
without any or with woe-
fully inadequate health in-
surance.

That’s where our hearts
really go out.  Wouldn’t it be
great to have a fund that
would assure that very
young kids with diabetes
and their parents had easily-
affordable, adequate care
and treatment of the disease
without having to worry
about losing the house?
Without crying all night and
worrying what on earth they
can do to save their kid’s
life, or at least make it more
bearable.

The truth of the matter is
that it would  take several
billion dollars a year close
to really address  that need.
We believe that our best use
of effort is to help find a cure
and ways to prevent  the dis-
ease in the first place.  We
also believe the American
Diabetes Association to be

(Cont. to A4)

A Taxi as our Family Car
As I have previously

mentioned, my dad (Hobe)
owned and operated a taxi
service in Rockcastle
County during the 40’s and
50’s. The beginning of the
business was when he pur-
chased his first taxicab (a
Chevrolet) in 1940. The en-
terprise continued to grow
until Daddy had a fleet of
three cabs, all operating out
of a small storefront on
Main Street in Mt. Vernon.
It was located next to the
Ideal Café. Several men in
the county worked as driv-
ers for Daddy; they in-
cluded: Bobby Carter,
“Piggy” Southard, Hobart
Hansel, and my older
brother, Al.

In those days, there were
plenty of people who did not
own an automobile of their
own, but their basic needs
for transportation were met
by Daddy’s fleet. They de-
pended upon him to shuffle
them to the local post office,
the county courthouse, and
to various markets where
they could purchase grocer-
ies. Other requested loca-
tions included things like the
doctor’s office or the drug-
store.

Because he was a
“people person,” Daddy
truly enjoyed interacting
with the public – not to men-
tion that he loved the atten-
tion that he created. He lit-
erally hauled riders from all
over the county to take care
of whatever business they
needed to transact in Mt.
Vernon. Of course, Daddy
was very proud of the busi-
ness that he had established.

My mother (Bee), on the
other hand, was not so ex-
cited about having a taxicab
to serve as the family auto-
mobile. Everywhere Daddy
took us, we had to be pas-
sengers in his cab. We even
went on a few vacations in
one of his cabs.

One particular trip was to
the Smokey Mountains.
While stopped at a rest area,
Bee overheard some folks
commenting on us. They
were speculating that we
must be rich indeed to be
traveling from Kentucky in
a taxi to see the sights of the
Daniel Boone National For-
est in Tennessee. It truly
embarrassed my mother be-
yond words. It was her opin-
ion that Daddy should have
a separate car for the family
and leave his taxi cabs
strictly for his business. But
Daddy could be as stubborn
as a mule, and he was not
about to spend his money on
the “luxury” of a family ve-
hicle.

When I was in elemen-
tary school, I travelled by

way of the taxicab, with
Daddy taking me to school
each day and picking me up
in the evenings. Of course,
my friends teased me about
this because no one else had
a cab hauling them to and
from school. When I dis-
cussed this with my mother,
she found a solution to the
problem. Instead of having
Daddy drive me each day,
she began to borrow my
grandfather’s (Pop) car to
transport me. Since we lived
next door to my grandpar-
ents, it was no problem for
us to walk to their home to
drive his car. Although there
was no more actual discus-
sion about this with her, she
knew good and well that I
was very glad to be riding
in a regular automobile
when my friends saw me
arriving at Mt. Vernon El-
ementary School.

As I got older, Bee began
to drive Pop’s car more and
more and almost never rode
in the taxis after that time.
Even when she drove us to
Lexington to visit her sister,
Aunt Ruth, she borrowed
Pop’s Chevrolet for those
trips. Although I am not ex-
actly sure what all her rea-
sons were, I speculated that
she did not like riding in the
taxis because of the reputa-
tion that was sometimes as-
sociated with the taxi busi-
ness. Bee even made me
practice my driving skills in
my grandfather’s 1954
Chevrolet instead of having
Daddy let me drive one of
his taxi cabs. I eventually
took my driver’s test in the
’54 Chevy, which I passed
with flying colors.

Because of Bee’s attitude
about riding in the taxi cabs,
I, too, used Pop’s Chevrolet
when I wanted to drive with
my friends. I never drove
one of Dad’s taxi cabs. And
I do not recall any of my

Strange...
But True?
by: Tonya J. Cook

(Cont. to A4)

Superstitions: How They
Have Become Common-

place In Our Lives
Last week the “Strange

But True?” series began a
study into the world of su-
perstition. They are believed
to explain the reasoning be-
hind the more common
events of life as in the oc-
currence of death, which we
will take a look at this week.

Death is the one common
factor to all. At some point,
we all die. Personally, I find
death a fascinating subject.
One minute you are alive,
and the next you are trans-
ported into another realm.
Every culture sees death a
little differently and has
their own system of beliefs
concerning it.

Our system of beliefs are
handed down through the

generations and have come
to America through the first
settlers. They may have var-
ied to a degree or another
through time, but are still
almost unchanged.

This week's column will
focus on death, a certainty
that awaits us all. Here are a
few of the more common
superstitions concerning
death.

One of the most common
superstitions that if a bird,
especially a robin, should fly
into a house, a death will
occur soon. On the night of
November 2, a candle is to
be lit and placed in the win-
dow of each room where a
death occurred. You are to
hold your breath when pass-
ing a cemetery, or you will
inhale the spirit of the re-

by: perlina m. anderkin
Saturday was a busy day

for the family. There was a
dedication service for
Travis’s youngest, Bryce, at
their church in Lexington on
Saturday morning. Jamie,
Paige, Sara and grand-
daughters, Kayla, Alaina
and Caroline and I attended
that function, missed out on
the cake and punch though,
and then had to make a fly-
ing trip to Hazard where
granddaughter, Megan was
graduating from physical
therapy assistant school.

It was a great day. Actu-
ally, anytime we do some-
thing as a family it’s great -
- as long as you separate just
before the first “just what
did you mean by that?” hap-
pens.

Sunday was better -- be-
cause it was all about me.
My children gathered at
youngest daughter, Allison’s
home in Springfield to cel-
ebrate my day -- Mother’s
Day.

Allison’s husband,
Daniel, is a real trooper.
There are only four children
in his family so he probably
is not used to the mob scene

that all of us together entails.
However, he always smil-
ingly welcomes us to their
home. Now, mind you, it
may very well be with
clinched teeth and much in-
ward eye-rolling but that is
not discernible. Anyway, as
usual, the children made it a
wonderful Mother’s Day
and their efforts were appre-
ciated. Momma was happy.

My friend, Martha Cox,
is always telling me that,
according to her children,
she’s one pan left on the
stove away from the nursing
home. Well, I may have used
up my leeway Monday. I
parked my car on Main
Street to go to work and left
it running for an hour or so.
A kind neighbor from up the
street finally told me what
was going on and didn’t buy
it when I insisted that it was
intentional because you
never know when you might
have to make a quick get-
away. To my knowledge this
was a first but, who knows,
it may be a regular occur-
rence and I get bailed out by
the good fairy who looks
after old people and fools.


