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Points
East

By Ike Adams

(Cont. to A4)

Visit us at our Crab Orchard facility located
east of town across from Redi-Mart and

next to Dollar General Store

Buying car bodies, tin, copper, aluminum,
aluminum cans, brass, batteries, steel

& stainless steel
Top Prices, Fast Friendly Service, Accurate Weights

Monday - Friday 8:00 to 4:00 • Saturday 8:00 to 12:00
345 Main St. • Crab Orchard, KY

606-355-2322

Stop by and see
Marlene Lawson

for all your life and
health insurance needs!

(606)
256-2050

Visit us on the Internet at https://www.kyfb.com/rockcastle/insurance/

Mulch
Daisy Mae’s

Garden Center and Produce
Natural - $15 scoop

Red/Black - $25 scoop
River Rock -
$25 scoop

Located beside KFC

ramblings...

(Cont. to A4)

by: perlina m. anderkin
Attended Blast in the

Valley Sunday night and it
was time well spent. This is
one of the biggest events in
the area and has been com-
pared to Red, White and
Boom in Lexington. I’ve
never seen the Lexington
event but have been told by
those who have that our lo-
cal production is just as
good.

Usually, we are on the
fringe because we don’t
want to get too far into the
crowd, estimated at around
15,000 this year, but this
year we ventured to behind
Heritage Inn and the differ-
ence was magnificent. The
fireworks were actually
bursting right overhead and,
for once, we could see the
ones set off on the ground.

The Tourist Commission,
City of Mt. Vernon and
Rockcastle Fiscal Court are
to be commended. This has
turned out to be the biggest
event in the county and it’s
free. One magistrate noted
that it was a way to give
back to county residents for
the occupational tax.

Of course, with the occu-
pational tax, the county has
been able to do so much
more in the way of eco-
nomic growth which leads
to job growth and a more
stable economy for every-
one.

Got a notice today of an-
other class reunion for
alumni of Versailles High
School. It’s scheduled for
August but I haven’t de-
cided whether to go or not.
My defense to the children
when I talk about not going
is that I don’t normally like
to hang out with old people.
Of course, by the time they
have pointed out the obvi-
ous, I’m mad and not speak-
ing to them so I don’t think
I will even apprise them of

the upcoming event. I went
to the last one and left early.
Jim was always good
enough to go with me and I
missed him terribly and re-
ally didn’t feel like social-
izing so I slipped away early.

I have been gone from
Versailles since 1966 and
have lost touch with class-
mates. But, I am amazed the
few times I have returned
because they have all aged
so much. I’m sure the same
observation is made about
me but, honestly, some of
them are really old. If you
notice, I have deliberately
not mentioned which re-
union it will be, that’s no
accident.

All of this not to mention
that at the last one, I sat
across from the most liberal
classmate I had, at dinner,
and had to physically re-
strain myself at times from
reaching across the table and
smacking her while she was
extolling the virtues of the
present administration. Now
I know why I didn’t like her
in school.

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

It's Not a Bird, It's Not a
Plane, It's Not Even

Superman...It's the Spook
Light!, Part III

In the past two columns
of “Strange...But True?” a
phenomenon known as
“spook lights” was ad-
dressed. They appear as
round or lantern shaped
lights that appear at night.
They may be a variety of
colors such as orange, green,
yellow, blue, etc. The light
hovers about two or three

feet from the ground, always
a few yards ahead  of those
desiring to overcome the
light and discover its mys-
terious source. The lights
often lead the searchers
astray and get them hope-
lessly lost.

Several legends make an
attempt to explain the spook
lights, depending on the
country of origin. The
American legends came
with English and other Eu-
ropean settlers as they mi-
grated from the  east coast
expanding westward.

Some say the light gen-
erates sound. If you should
encounter these lights, in an
attempt to not be the victim,
you are to turn your cap and
coat inside-out, to confuse
the light, I suppose. Also,
you may stick a knife into
the ground with the blade
pointed upward. The spirit
of the light will hurl itself on
the blade, attempting to kill
itself.

The spook light appears
in many countries through-
out the world. This week
this column will focus on
these countries.

In Asia the light is known
as Aleya, or marsh ghost
light. It is believed to be the
ghost of dead fishermen.
The lights cause the fisher-
men to lose their bearings
and drown.

The Japanese know the
lights as Hitodama or “hu-
man soul” as a ball of en-
ergy along with other
names. They are usually as-
sociated with the grave-
yards, but occur all over Ja-
pan.

In South America, Brazil
has the Boi-tata, a fiery ser-
pent that survived a great
flood. It feasted on the car-

My younger brothers,
Keeter and Andy, came
down from the mountains
over the week end for a short
visit and to help me get
some motors running on
stuff that’s been nonfunc-
tional for quite a while.

Both of my tillers were
dead when I called them last
week, begging for help but
my fantastic   neighbor and
sourdough bread baker,
Charlie Gruen, actually had
my toy tiller running like an
Elgin watch before they got
here.  In the meantime I had
broken a tie rod end off the
steering on my lawn mower.
I told the boys that I’d done
it on purpose in case they
got bored with only having
to fix one tiller.

I have two, very old,
Troybilt tillers that have
served me well over the last
20 years and both were old
when I acquired them.  One
of them is the smallest, self
propelled, rear-tine tiller the
company ever made.  I be-
lieve they called it a pony
but the name has been
rubbed off over the years.  I
call it my toy tiller.  It’s good
for cultivating between rows

but nobody is ever going to
be breaking any new ground
with it.

The second one is called
a horse and it will do some
serious digging when it’s
running.  But it should have
been called a mule because
it can get very stubborn.  In
fact, until Keeter and Andy
came down last Saturday, it
hadn’t even been out of the
barn in nearly two years.

Two different  small en-
gine mechanics had previ-
ously told me that the prob-
lem was a bad ignition coil
in the first breath.  Then, in
the second breath, they’d
told me “good luck finding
one that will fit that motor.”

The motor is so old that
the plate where the model
number was stamped is long
gone.  I talked Charlie into
pulling the ignition module
off and I began shopping
around to parts places and
repair shops all over central
Kentucky.  Nobody had it in
stock and the couple who
said they could order it
wanted more than the cost
of a down payment on a

Just A Swangin’
My wife recently in-

quired as to whether we
might consider an “old
time” wooden porch swing
for our back deck, to which
I enthusiastically replied
with a resounding, “Yes!”
The very idea took me back
to the days when my mother
(Bee) and I lived with her
parents (Pop and Mommie
Katie) when I was a very
young boy. During that time,
the front porch swing was a
central gathering spot in the
warm months of the year.

Pop’s swing was posi-
tioned on the corner of the
front porch, which wrapped
around two sides of his
house. He specifically
placed the swing in that po-
sition in order for the cool
breezes to come from either
direction so that the family

could be as comfortable as
possible.

Pop had trouble sleeping
on those nights when the
temperature was hot be-
cause we had no air condi-
tioning. (No one we knew
had AC at that time.) When
he got too warm to sleep, he
slipped outside while still in
his underwear and slept on
the swing. (Mommie Katie
hated for him to do that be-
cause she was afraid that
someone would see him
dressed that way outdoors –
which would have been an
absolute horror.)

I can remember countless
nights when the family con-
gregated around the swing
as soon as the sun dropped
below the horizon. It was the
perfect place to seek as the
cooler night air began set-
tling in. Accounts of the
day’s activities were dis-
cussed, and Mommie Katie
usually had some icy treat
for us to enjoy. I will never
forget her southern sweet tea
that was usually served on
the porch. Somehow, to this
day, I have never tasted any

(Cont. to A4)


