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JANUARY 2011 NEWSLETTER 

 
The Rovin' Texans met at Couchatte RV on Dec. 12, 
2010.  President, Don Eiland opened the meeting with 
prayer followed by the Pledge of Allegiance.  
 
Secretary, John Martine read the minutes of the 
November meeting.  There were no corrections.   
 
Edie Choate provided the Treasurer report.  She also 
reported that she collected $390 from members wishing 
to contribute to the Club Christmas Project, donating 
money to MD Anderson Cancer Center.  The Club 
donates an additional $100 to the project making the 
total donation to MDA Cancer $490. 
 
Wagon Master, Calvin Waits reported 16 rigs present 
and 7 drive-ins.  The January Campout will be at 
Columbus KOA – Weimer, TX.   Calvin advised the 
membership that he would be in the Rio Grande Valley 
during January and February; the Assistant Wagon 
Master would be covering his duties until he and Olga 
returned. 
  
Sharon Bradley reported Carol Marshall’s Sun Shine 
Girl report.   Carol sent a Sympathy Card to Gib Day for 
the passing of his Aunt and Get Well Cards were sent to 
Felix Craig and John Ladd.  Sharon announced that 
Carol was relinquishing her role as the Sun Shine Girl. 
 
Don Eiland stated the Club was in desperate need for a 
new Sun Shine Girl.  He said it really is nice to have a 
member who is on top of who is sick, who needs a pick-
me-up phone call or a card and keeps track of 
anniversaries and birthdays.  Don asked for a volunteer 
but no one stepped up.  After the business meeting 
adjourned, Edie Choate came forward to volunteer to be 
the new Sun Shine Girl. 
 

Don Eiland informed the membership that he had 
contacted Mr. Freeman Douglas, President of the Bay 
Area Sams to partner together to host the Silent Auction 
at the upcoming Mini Rally.  Don Asked for a show of 
hands of members intending to attend the Mini Rally; 
the show of hands was very encouraging.  
 
Don Eiland had invited Alice and Bryan Barnett to clue 
the club in on a club membership concept that some 
other clubs utilize.  Alice spoke of the Associate 
Membership concept, usually for a former club member 
that no longer has an RV because of health or age 
issues.  Clubs that choose to offer associate 
memberships expect the associate member to participate 
in Hosting meetings as do anyone else but do not give 
voting privileges to an associate member.  The associate 
member is not required to be a Good Sam member so 
when secretary reports club membership numbers to the 
state Good Sam office, associate members are not 
included in the membership total.  According to our 
charter and standing rules, a member does not have to 
own an RV but does have to be a member of Good Sam. 
Harry Robbins offered a motion for the Club to begin 
offering associate memberships to interested people that 
do not have a RV at a reduced membership price as 
compared to the regular $10/year membership price.  
Johnny Muyres seconded motion.  The discussion that 
followed had the associate membership fee bouncing all 
around. 
Bill Kingsley amended the proposed to have the Club 
form a committee to establish guidelines and conditions 
for being an Associate member.  The motion carried. 
 
Don Eiland gave recognition to Lola and Olan Halbert 
for their contribution to the Club Directory and the 
missionary work they do building and refurbishing 
churches for communities that cannot do it themselves. 
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Don read a quote from early 20th Century writer, Khalil 
Gibran; “You give but little when you give of yourself.  
It is when you give of yourself that you truly give.” 
 
Lynn Martine, 2011 Club Secretary offered to take on 
the role of “Keeper of the Hostess and Devotional 
Calendar”.   

 
Randy and Susan Bell, Lee Brown, Felix and Sallie 
Craig, Denise and Betty Burchell, John and Robbie 
Ladd, Darrell and Carol Marshall, Chuck and Carilyn 
Mueller were unable to join us due to a variety of 
personal and health reason.   

 
The annual Christmas Campout was filled with fun 
activities beginning Friday afternoon with the Bean Bag 
Baseball play-off.  Wendell organized the BB game and 
kept the score sheets.  Unlike so many previous 
Christmas Parties, this time no one took a picture of the 
winning Team.  Following our Christmas dinner on 
Saturday, Phil and Louise hosted Phil Hunt’s Trivia 
Game?  (Did you get the answer correct for the 
question: “What do the letters BP stand for in the oil 
company name by those letters?”)   

Calvin called about 10 games of Card Bingo.  The 
number of Silent Action items were a little fewer than in 
previous years, but there were several items that created 
a lot of bidding.  Jeannie Eiland won the handmade tote 
bag designed by Lynn Martine to carry a Joker board, 
marbles and cards.   
Howard Nelius set up his mobile kitchen in the back 
doorway of the club house about 12 noon and prepared 
his wonderfully delicious Chicken Fried Steaks.  He 
served Chicken Fried Steak with Cream Gravy, Grilled 
BBQ Chicken breast, German Potatoes, Green Beans, 
Cole Slaw and Hot Rolls w/Butter.  All of the sweets 
were brought by our many talented pastry and dessert 
chefs.  

 
Don Eiland share a recent email: I recently talked with 
Felix by phone and it was truly amazing the vast 
improvement in his speech from the day I visited with 
him in the rehab center. He sounded like Felix from way 
back. It was truly a pleasant surprise. He just will not be 
denied going on the cruise with his family. I admire his 
"spunk" and determination. 
Jeanne is holding her own. She recently had an EKG, 
which showed her ejection fraction to be improved from 
the last EKG. She is having a lot of dizziness and 
difficulty breathing. 
 
January ‘11 Birthdays  

1-03 – Delbert Ashcraft 
1-11 – Harry Robbins 
1-12 – Jeanne Eiland 
1-15 – Arnold Knuppel 
1-23 – Gib Day 
1-25 – Barbara Robbins 
 
January Anniversaries 

None 
 
January Camp Out 

Columbus KOA – Weimer, TX 
Telephone – 979-732-9494 
From junction I-10 and Hatterman Lane (exit 689), go 
west 200 ft. on N Frontage Road, on right. 
 



January Host & Hostesses are: 
Linda Milligan and Lynn Martine 
 
January Devotional --Lynn Martine 

 
Tidbits: 

Dick and Nell have moved to Coushatte RV Ranch.  
They have a local carpenter scheduled to begin building 
out a couple of rooms and their deck. 
Barbara and Wendell Craig, Calvin and Olga Waits, Bill 
and Jeanette Kingsley, JC and Thelma Steiger   traveled 
to the Rio Grande Valley, January 1 and 2.    

 
Evelyn Hoot Kennedy, 96, of La 
Porte, passed away on December 
27, 2010 at the home of her 
daughter Martha Alexander, in 
Kyle, Texas. Evelyn was born June 
4, 1914 in Seadrift, Texas to 
Elizabeth "Bessie" and Frank Hoot. 
Evelyn graduated from Crosby 
High School in 1932 and moved 
with her family to La Porte, where 

she met her husband of 63 years, Dan Kennedy. Dan 
and Evelyn moved up and down the Texas coast before 
permanently settling in La Porte in 1944 where they 
raised their two daughters Martha Alexander of Kyle, 
Texas and Danlyn Van Stone of Pensacola, Florida. 
Evelyn was a member of the First United Methodist 
Church of La Porte where she was an active volunteer 
with the Methodist Youth Fellowship, a Church Choir 
member and Sunday School teacher for many years. She 
also was a member of the Girl Scouts of America for 50 
years and one of the few people to receive the 
organizations highest award: the Thanks Award. Evelyn 
was a social worker for Neighborhood Centers and was 
honored to have the Evelyn Kennedy Civic Center 
named for her. She was a Past Matron of La Porte 
Chapter 683, Grand Chapter of Texas Order of the 
Eastern Star and received the Mason's Community 
Builders Award. She taught an exercise class from 1956 
until May of 2010. She was also active in the La Porte 
Historical Society, Literary Club, Civic Club and the 
Senior Center....…………………………………………               
Over her life she received many awards for the 
dedication and service to La Porte and its citizens 
including the Gus Gross Humanitarian Award and the 
International Award-Volunteer of the Year with 
Neighborhood Centers. She loved working with 
children in whatever capacity. …………….………… 
In her retirement years she and her husband traveled the 
world to many European countries, the Holy Lands in 
Israel, cruised the Panama Canal, the Caribbean and 
Alaska, and visited Australia, Hawaii and Tahiti. They 

were also members of the Rovin' Texans RV Club. They 
flew to or drove in their RV to every state in the United 
States. 
The memorial service will be held on Saturday January 
15, 2011 at 2:00 PM at the First United Methodist 
Church of La Porte, 1601 W. Fairmont Parkway. A 
reception will follow the service. Evelyn has donated 
her body to science and will be cremated. Her and Dan's 
ashes will be scattered by the family. 
Published in Houston Chronicle on 

December 30, 2010  
 

From the editor of  Good Old Days Magazine, 
http://www.goodolddaysmagazine.com/newsletter.php  

  Next week marks two important dates 
in the history of comedy, one on the big screen and the 
other on the small screen. 

Ninety three years ago (Jan. 15, 1918) a young Stan 
Laurel went to work at the old Hal Roach Studios. 
Several years later the studio paired him with Oliver 
Hardy for a movie; the rest is comedic history. 

 

Laurel was born Arthur Stanley Jefferson on June 16, 
1890, in Ulverston, England. He was the son of a British 
vaudeville actor and was raised in music halls around 
the country. Laurel came to America in 1910, 
performing in Fred Karno's musical-comedy troupe. The 
cast included Charlie Chaplin, and Laurel learned much 
from his yet-to-be-famous cast comrade. You can see 
some Chaplinesque hints in Stan's later work for Hal 
Roach. 

After a studio director, Leo McCarey, teamed Laurel 
and Hardy together in 1926, the duo finished their first 
short film, Duck Soup. The duo's comic chemistry was 
apparent right from the start. Stan was the bumbling but 
lovable foil to Ollie's arrogant and condescending 
character. Ollie's plaintive, "Here's another fine mess 
you've gotten me into. ..." became one of the best-
known lines in old-time comedy. It even became the 
genesis of one of their talkie short films, Another Fine 
Mess. 

http://www.goodolddaysmagazine.com/newsletter.php


Laurel and Hardy made nearly 100 films together, 
including 29 silent films and 12 feature-length talkies. 
The fact that they took the jump from the silents to 
sound in stride is a good indication of their abilities. 

Probably my favorite Laurel and Hardy film is Sons of 
the Desert, released by Roach Studios in 1933. In it, 
Stanley and Oliver conspire to trick their wives into 
allowing them to go to the annual convention of their 
secret, mystical lodge, the Sons of the Desert. One of 
my favorite comedic lines of all time is when Ollie asks 
Stan if he always has to ask his wife everything. "Well," 
Stan replies, "If I didn't ask her, I wouldn't know what 
she wanted me to do." I've thought about using it on 
Janice, but I'd probably get in trouble. 

The title of the movie also became the name of the 
official Laurel and Hardy Society. In the movie, the 
lodges of the Sons of the Desert were called tents, so the 
chapters of the official Society are likewise called tents. 
The first "tent" was organized in New York City not 
long after Stan's death. 

I could write for days and not scratch the surface of all 
the laughter and merriment Laurel and Hardy brought 
all of us back in the Good Old Days. Here are a couple 
of my favorite sites for insight and information: 

The official Laurel and Hardy Web site: 
http://www.laurel-and-hardy.com 

The fifth "tent" of the Sons of the Desert Laurel and 
Hardy Society:  http://www.wayoutwest.org 

I mentioned a second nostalgic anniversary on January 
15. This one, thirty seven years ago, comes from 
television.   

In 1974, a new midseason replacement situation comedy 
hit the airwaves. Happy Days was a nostalgic journey 
back to the 1950s. I remember telling Janice, "Now 
there is one show that will never make it to a second 
season!" I guess, at least initially, I wasn't very 
impressed with Richie Cunningham, his family and 
friends. Richie was, of course, played by Ron Howard 
("Opie" of Andy Griffith Show fame). I just figured we 
could get along with Mayberry reruns rather than a 
1970s show looking back two decades earlier. Right? 

Well, Happy Days lasted 10 seasons and spun off 
several other TV comedies as well, not the least of 
which were Laverne & Shirley and Mork & Mindy -- so 
much for my ability to pick programming. 

A few years ago, television presented us with another 
"comedy," this time looking back to the 1970s. 
Curiosity pulled me from my classic movie channels to 

give That '70s Show a look. Janice and I watched part of 
one episode and then turned off the set. "Now there is 
one show that will never make it to a second season!" I 
said with my predictable sagacity. 

I was wrong again. 

But we never watched another episode. 

At least I'll give Happy Days a glance every once in a 
while on the Nickelodeon channel. 

For those looking for Happy Days links, check out this  
one that features a wealth of show information: 
http://www.sitcomsonline.com/happydays.html 
 
Wendell Craig hung the Rovin’ Texan Memorial Plaque 
in the Savanna House. 

 
Photo is not of the updated plaque 

 

 
 

  
   

--John Martine
 

http://promotions.drgnetwork.com/newsletters/lookingback/pages/LBNL1308_links.html
http://promotions.drgnetwork.com/newsletters/lookingback/pages/LBNL1308_links.html
http://promotions.drgnetwork.com/newsletters/lookingback/pages/LBNL1308_links.html
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FEBRUARY 2011 NEWSLETTER 

 
   The Rovin' Texans met January 14, 15 & 16 at 
Columbus KOA in Weimer, TX.  The club participation 
consisted of 5 rigs: Giroux, Choate, Milligan, Ashcraft, & 
Martine.  The Eilands had an emergency that required 
them to cancel out. 
   Oh, by the way, last month’s newsletter incorrectly 
stated that Jeanne Eiland won the Joker Game 
carrying/tote bag.  Also, at the Christmas Party, someone 
left behind a kitchen knife set that they must have won as a 
gift.  Anyone wanting to claim it? 
   The weather dealt both good sunshine days and drizzly 
rainy days; but no matter, the club house was cozy and 
room for all of the things that everyone wanted to do.  
JoAnn and Delbert showed off that new Joker game 
carrying/tote bag.  Joker players played all of Friday 
evening and most of Saturday afternoon.  Nell Giroux and 
Linda Milligan found a beautiful round jig saw puzzle in 
the clubhouse.  They started putting it together, drawing in 
other campout attendees.  The outside edge of this round 
puzzle was as much a challenge as the interior images 
were to assemble.  By the end of the evening on Saturday, 
about 1/3 of the jig saw puzzle came together, revealing a 
beautiful Victorian house with a white picket fence in 
front.   
   Lynn Martine prepared a big pot of vegetable beef soup 
and Linda Milligan prepared a meat tray for a make-your-
own sandwich including lettuce, tomato, pickle and 
spread.  Linda served a homemade pickle that wowed 
everyone.  She only brought one jar but they were really 
good!   
   Due to not enough members present to make up a 
quorum to deal with any Club business related issues, 1st 
Vice President Dick Giroux decided not to have a business 
meeting, but instead, chose to utilize the time together to 
to brainstorm ideas about how the Club might manage or 
take on the idea of associate membership in the Rovin’ 
Texans.   
   It was decided to have the Sunday Devotional Saturday 
evening following the Pot Luck.  Lynn Martine presented 

the devotional message ―Which highway are you 
traveling?‖ based on her and John’s BFS Bible study of 
the Book of Isaiah , specifically, Isaiah 35.  Lynn spoke of 
a Highway of Holiness that the transformed man can walk 
on.  She asked: 
·         Are you on that Highway? 
·        Are you making progress on it? 
·         Are you enjoying the travel? 
·         Are you inviting others to join you? 
 
   76-year-old mystery Valentine's card surfaces at 

Duke University - Last March 23, 2010, Mike Trogdon 
was going about his routine as director of operations for 
postal services at Duke University, he ran across 
something rather startling: a letter from Salem, Va., 
postmarked Feb. 12, 1934. 
   His first thought was "Where in the world could this 
have been for all these years?"  The letter — which bore a 
2-cent stamp and a 1-cent stamp — was addressed to a 
"Miss Margaret Davey c/o Duke Hospital, Duke 
University." 
 

 

  Trogdon checked the university’s records for any 
mention of that name in the employee database. When that 
came up empty, he decided to open the envelope. Inside he 

found a Valentine's Day card adorned with numerous 
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hearts and a giraffe.  

 

   The message read: "In the race for my affection, you win 
by a long neck, so be my valentine!!"  

 

 
   At the bottom of the card was a signature: "Joyce." 
   Trogdon contacted the school's alumni department to see 
if anyone named Margaret Davey had attended Duke in 
1934, and indeed she had. 
   Davey had graduated from the Duke School of Nursing 
in 1935, went on to enjoy a long career as a registered 
nurse in Virginia and Florida, and married a World War II 
veteran. Together they raised a son and daughter.  
   But sadly, the dig for information about Margaret Davey 
revealed something rather unfortunate: She died in January 
2010 at the age of 96 — just two months before her 
Depression-era valentine caught Trogdon’s eye.  
   Still, Trogdon was determined to get the word out. He 
contacted Leanora Minai, the school's director of 
communications and editor of its employee newsletter. She 
tracked down a few of Davey's surviving family members, 
including her son, and they set about trying to crack the 
other mystery of the card: Who had sent it? Eventually, 
they established that in 1934, Margaret Davey had a 6-
year-old niece named Joyce living in Salem. Joyce — now 
Joyce Galbraith Colony — turns 82 in April and lives in 
Charlottesville, Va. …………………………………… 
   "My mother wrote both the envelope and the 'Joyce' 
signature inside," Joyce Galbraith Colony told Minai in a 
piece for Duke Today. Colony's mother, Florence, was 
Davey's older sister. "She was my favorite aunt." 
   One mystery will probably remain unsolved, though: just 
where the card has been hiding these past 76 years. 
Trogdon’s best guess is that it fell behind a mail counter, 
where a vigilant postal worker finally retrieved it. 
   But that doesn’t account for another recent revelation: A 
second envelope addressed to Margaret Davey at Duke 
University has also recently surfaced at the U.S. Postal 

Service’s Processing and Distribution Center in Raleigh, 
N.C. — and it, too, was signed by someone named Joyce. 
The missive was postmarked in Salem on Jan. 15, 1935 — 
nearly a year after Joyce had sent off her valentine. Postal 
officials sent this wayward letter to Margaret Davey's 
other niece, and included an explanatory note. 
"We believe it may have been left in a mailbag and 
overlooked by our personnel who emptied the contents," 
the note read. "Occasionally, an envelope may stick to the 
seam inside a bag." ……………………………………….. 
   The missing-mail saga is already causing a stir around 
the Duke campus — even as the student body is obsessed 
with how far the school’s famed Blue Devils basketball 
squad will go in this year’s NCAA tournament. Davey no 
doubt would have enjoyed hearing her name crop up amid 
all the hoops mania, Minai suggests. 

   "Margaret was an avid Duke basketball fan," Minai told 
Yahoo! News, proudly noting that she kept "a poster of the 
team, signed by Coach K, above her bed in the nursing 
home." 

From the editor of  Good Old Days Magazine, 
http://www.goodolddaysmagazine.com/newsletter.php  

Gene Autry's Melody Ranch           

   I am so glad to see a resurgence of interest in old-time 
radio. I still love to peruse my collection of old programs 
and then fall asleep to the shenanigans of Fibber and 
Molly or Lum and Abner. I have hundreds of old 
broadcasts of The Shadow, The Lone Ranger and 
Gunsmoke. There is nothing on television today that 
compares with radio, the theater of the mind.    

   For those whose heroes included Gene Autry and Roy 
Rogers, this month marks an important anniversary. Gene 

Autry's Melody Ranch debuted on CBS radio 71 years ago 
on Jan. 7, 1940. The musical variety show enjoyed a 16-
year run, until the increasing popularity of television 
forced it and many other quality programs from the 
airwaves. 

   The story of Gene Autry's rise to fame is a true 
American success story. Gene was the grandson of a 
Baptist preacher, born in Tioga, Texas, in 1907. After the 
family moved to Oklahoma, the teenaged Gene found 
work while in high school as a telegrapher at the local 
railroad depot. One day a stranger passing through the 
depot heard Gene playing his guitar and singing in the 

http://news.yahoo.com/s/ynews/ynews_ts1325
http://www.goodolddaysmagazine.com/newsletter.php


telegraph office and suggested that he try singing on radio. 
That stranger was an Oklahoman who had already become 
an American icon -- Will Rogers. 
   Gene took Will Rogers' advice and went first to New 
York City, but then came back to Oklahoma where he 
gained a respectable following on KVOO in Tulsa. He 
became known as "Oklahoma's Yodeling Cowboy." 
   In 1934, Gene came to the attention of Hollywood 
producer Nat Levine, who made him America's Favorite 
Cowboy as the hero of Western after Western churned out 
for Saturday matinees and kids like me. 
   His radio and movie careers interrupted by World War 
II, Gene served in the Asian theater of combat beginning 
in 1942. He finished his military stint after the end of the 
war with the USO, entertaining troops in the South Pacific. 
Then he returned to resume his movie career. Next came 
91 episodes of his popular television program, The Gene 
Autry Show, which aired from 1950-1956. In 1953, he 
bought a ranch he named "Melody Ranch" after his 1940 
movie of the same name. His television program was 
sometimes known as Melody Ranch also. It featured one of 
my favorite sidekicks of all time, Pat Buttram. 
Gene went on to produce dozens of TV programs through 
his own production company. He also owned the 
California Angels baseball team. His accomplishments in 
the business world are too many to mention in this short 
treatment. 
   But the biggest accomplishment of Gene Autry's storied 
life will always be that he gave little buckaroos like me a 
shining figure to look up to during dark days of the Great 
Depression and World War II. We lost a great hero and a 
great American when Gene died on Oct. 2, 1998, in his 
Studio City, Calif., home. 

 
For more information on Gene Autry click 
http://www.autry.com for the official website of Gene 
Autry. The site includes radio, film and television history, 
a good biographical background and other interesting 
links. Be sure to check it out! 
 
   Letter from Good Sam Assistant State Directors 

Areas 2-5-6-12-15, Alice and Bryan Barnett 

   We would like for you to attend the Mini Rally to be 
held in 2011 March 02-03-04-05-06 at Coushatte 
Recreation Ranch between Sealy and Bellville, Texas 
Phone (979) 865-5897 www.coushatte.com ~ 
The theme: "SEARCHING FOR SPRING"  
JOIN IN THE COSTUME OR DECORATED HAT 
CONTEST. ~ 
   Registration fee is $7.00 per rig payable at check in, pay 
with cash or check ~ payable to Area 2 & 12 Mini Rally.  
Parking fee will be $18.00 per night; this is the price for 
all, pay with cash or check payable to Howard Nelius. 
Each rig is asked to bring one package of cookies or 
cupcakes to go with free coffee. 

   Cookies can be sugar free. Due to so many of our RV 
friends being diabetic, so if you can see yourself to buy a 
package of sugar free cookies, please do so. These can be 
homemade. 
   Food to buy: Hamburgers, Sausage on a Stick, Spaghetti 
Dinner, Red Beans and Rice, Sloppy Joes, a Catered Meal. 
Bottle Water and Soft Drinks also will be sold. 
Howard Nelius will serve a free breakfast of Pancakes and 
Sausage. Coffee will be furnished free. Bring plates and 
utensils. 
   Games: Sandbag Baseball, Washer Toss, Horseshoes, 
Bean Bag Toss, Bull Toss, Golf, Dominoes, "42" 
Dominoes, Skip-Bo and Lucky 13 ( each player needs to 
bring $3.00 in quarters and 1 deck of cards for each group 
of 4 people). 
   BRING A CHAIR FOR THE OUTSIDE GAMES. 
   There will be day and night Line dancing for everyone. 
Friday and Saturday nights. There will be a different band 
for dancing or just sit back and enjoy the music. Please 
bring 2 good items to add to the silent auction. The auction 
is the main fund raiser for the Mini Rally's operating 
funds. Tickets sell for .10 cents each. Find an item you 
like, drop a ticket or tickets in the sack by the item for a 
chance to win that item. There will be drawing for door 
prizes. Hope you can join us all for the fun and 
fellowship.--Bryan & Alice Barnett 
 
Mini Rally President’s Meeting 

   On January 22nd, about 12 Area 2 & 12 presidents got 
together at Coushatte RV to discuss plan and to organize 
games for the March 2-6 (Wed-Sun) Mini Rally.  Don 
Eiland, Dick Giroux and John Martine represented the 
Rovin’ Texans.  Don volunteered the Rovin’ Texans to 
work with the Bay Area Sams to run the Silent Auction.          
This is the same club we worked so well together with at 
last year’s Mini Rally.  We learned at the President’s 
Planning meeting that last year, the Mini Rally made 
$1180 from the sale of 10¢ tickets.  Profits from the Silent 
Auction funds the live music and, in the case of last years, 
paid for everyone’s Bar BQ dinner that Howard Nelius 
prepared. 
   At the March 2-6 Mini Rally, there will be a hamburger 
dinner on Wednesday, breakfast on Friday and a roast beef 
dinner on Saturday.  On Thursday, Friday and Saturday, 
there will be Good Sam Clubs selling food items at 
lunchtime as a fund raiser for their clubs. 
 
From the editor of  Good Old Days Magazine, 
http://www.goodolddaysmagazine.com/newsletter.php  

This week marked the 4th Anniversary of the end of an era.  

Western Union delivered its final telegram on January 26 
2006. Now the company will concentrate solely on the 
wire transfer of money. 

It was a silent, ignominious death of an important fixture 
of life before the widespread use of the telephone.  

http://www.autry.com/
http://www.goodolddaysmagazine.com/newsletter.php


Inventor Samuel Morse sent the first official telegram 
from Washington, D.C., to a colleague in Baltimore on 
May 24, 1844. "WHAT GOD HATH WROUGHT" was 
the text of that first message. Morse's invention led to a 
flurry of small telegraph companies opening around the 
country. 

The Mississippi Valley Printing Telegraph Company was 
founded in 1851. It became Western Union Telegraph 
Company in 1856 after the purchase and consolidation of 
several competing firms, signifying the union of "western" 
telegraph lines with eastern lines into one system. By the 
Civil War in 1861, telegraphs could be sent from coast to 
coast via a network of lines. 

Some refer to the telegraph as the Victorian Internet, since 
it made rapid communication over long distances possible, 
and created such a shift in culture that it outweighs the 
Internets impact. Before the telegraph, birth and death 
announcements, and other news of far-flung family were 
sent via the Post Office (the original "snail mail"). By the 
last half of the 19th century, the telegraph line was the 
information superhighway. 

Even in the 1920s and 1930s, when the telephone was 
becoming the king of communication, it was still a lot 
cheaper to send a telegram than to make a long distance 
telephone call. (See the article at 
http://www.npr.org/templates/story/story.php?storyId=518
6113.)  

The arrival of a telegram became a sobering moment in 
World War II. "We regret to inform you..." so many of 
them began -- and went on to report about husbands, sons, 
brothers and boyfriends who were killed or missing-in-
action in some battle zone overseas.  

If the ubiquitous telephone was the death knell of the 
telegram, the nails in the coffin were cheaper long-
distance rates and the beginning of the computer age. The 
modern Internet dug the grave that the Victorian Internet 
would be buried in. Cell phones, e-mail and text 
messaging played "Taps" with various ring tones and 
"You've got mail!" signals. 

Western Union sent only 20,000 wires last year; the vast 
majority of them were money transfers. The last day the 
company accepted telegrams only 10 were sent. A 
company spokesman told the Associated Press that the last 
telegrams included birthday wishes, condolences about the 
death of a loved one, notification of an emergency and 
several people trying to be the last to send a telegram. 

One of them succeeded.  

If I could have sent that last message, I guess it would 
have said: "I REGRET TO INFORM YOU THAT 
TELEGRAM IS DEAD -- STOP -- RIP -- STOP". 

 

 

February Birthdays  

2-02 JoAnn Ashcraft                   2-02     Phil Hunt 
2-05 Don Eiland                          2-07     John Martine 
2-20  Charles Ryan                       2-22     Bill Krebs 
2-25 Thelma Steiger 
 

February Anniversaries 

2-05 Mildred & Bo Rickett   56 years 
2-19 Olga and Calvin Waits  46 years 
2-16 Edie & Roy Choate   19 years 
 
February Camp Out 

Shady Oaks RV – Ganado, TX    Feb. 11-13. 
From Houston, take Hwy 59S, ¼ mile past Lake Texana 
Bridge on the right 
 
February Host & Hostesses are: 
Louise Hunt and Jeanne Eiland 
 
February Devotional –No One has volunteered yet 

 
 

 
 

--John Martine

 

http://www.npr.org/templates/story/story.php?storyId=5186113
http://www.npr.org/templates/story/story.php?storyId=5186113
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MARCK 2011 NEWSLETTER 

 
   The Rovin' Texans did not meet for the February 
Campout initially scheduled for February 11, 12 & 13 at 
Shady Oaks RV – Ganado, TX. Club President, Don 
Eiland sent out an announcement on Monday, 2-7-11 
stating “due to cold weather and so few planning to 
come, I made the decision to cancel this month’s 
campout. We will not be charged anything, as I gave 
them an early cancellation notice.”  
   Remember, March 3-6 is the Area 2-5-6-12-15 Mini 

Rally at Coushatte Recreation Ranch between Sealy and 
Bellville, Texas.  The Rovin’ Texans and the Bay Area 
Sams are sponsoring the Silent Auction.   
   Area Directors, Bryan & Alice Barnett remind all to be 
sure to bring a Silent auction item that is nice and 
something that you yourself would be willing to place a 
10-cent bid in the brown paper bag.     
  At the March 2-6 Mini Rally, there will be a hamburger 
dinner on Wednesday, breakfast on Friday and a roast beef 
dinner on Saturday.  On Thursday, Friday and Saturday, 
there will be Good Sam Clubs selling food items at 
lunchtime as a fund raiser for their clubs. 
   Registration fee is $7.00 per rig payable at check in, pay 
with cash or check ~ payable to Area 2 & 12 Mini Rally.  
Parking fee will be $18.00 per night; this is the price for 
all, pay with cash or check payable to Howard Nelius. 
Each rig is asked to bring one package of cookies or 
cupcakes to go with free coffee. 

 

Dragnet's Radio 
Demise 
Dum-Da-Dum-Dum. Dum-Da-Dum-Dum ... Dum! 

This staccato theme music may be almost as 
memorable as the staccato voices of the main 
characters. It was a radio show (and later a television 
program) that concentrated on "Just the facts, 
ma'am." 
Did you know that 54 years ago this Saturday 
Dragnet became a piece of radio history similar to 
the shows Fibber McGee & Molly and The Jack 
Benny Show? Yes, the final radio episode of this 
groundbreaking police drama aired on Feb. 26, 1957. 
The sister television program that the radio program 
spun off continued until 1959. The TV version was 
then resurrected for a new generation of viewers in 
1967 and aired until 1970. 
Jack Webb was the reason Dragnet succeeded in 
the first place. He was creator, producer and main 
actor of the radio and first two television programs. 
His hunch that real-life crime drama would be more 
interesting to listeners and viewers than fictional 
accounts proved to be right on target. ("The names 
have been changed to protect the innocent" -- the 
phrase intoned at the end of each episode -- has 
become iconic.) Even though Webb enjoyed success 
in other radio, television and film ventures, it was with 
Dragnet that he became almost solely identified. 
Dragnet on the radio aired first in 1949, with Webb as 
Detective Joe Friday and Barton Yarborough as his 
sidekick, Sgt. Ben Romero. It enjoyed seven seasons 
on radio, five of which ran concurrent with the first 
television series. 
Webb was not known for a gentle approach to 
Dragnet. He could be described as a demagogue on 
the set. There was no clowning around on a Jack 
Webb set; his philosophy was that fun was what you 
had after a live broadcast was finished or after an 
episode was "in the can." 
But his temper had a softer side, especially to those 
who were loyal and hard-working. Jack once gave 
his secretary a Cadillac and a trip to Hawaii. Jack 
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bought a new Cadillac every fall and a Caddy 
convertible every spring, never putting 10,000 miles 
on a car before getting a new one. His staff and co-
workers had the highest number of Cadillacs per 
capita of any show in Hollywood. 
Dragnet became my measuring stick for crime 
dramas. Jack went on to produce other cop shows, 
including Adam-12 and Emergency!, but no radio or 
television police drama ever held my interest, week 
after week, like Dragnet. 

 
Someone once estimated that if you took all of the 
violent sequences (shootings, fights, etc.) in all of the 
episodes of Dragnet combined, there would only be 
about 10 minutes total. That was a point of pride to 
Jack Webb who always concentrated on the 
investigative part of policing, not the violence itself. 
I daresay if you timed the violence segments of many 
modern police shows, you would have 10 minutes in 
a one-hour program. 

 
One interesting note on the transition of Dragnet from 
radio to television:  
As I mentioned earlier, Barton Yarborough played 
Friday's sidekick from the first episode of the radio 
program. In 1951, Jack Webb decided to make a 
pilot for a new Dragnet television show. Yarborough 
would reprise the role of Sgt. Ben Romero for 
television. 

The pilot was completed in late 1951, with an airdate 
of Dec. 16. It was a hit, and the new series was 
planned to begin Jan. 3, 1952. That episode, The Big 
Actor, was already in the can. (Most of the radio 
program titles included "Big" in the title, so the new 
television series followed suit.) 
On Dec. 13, the weekly Thursday night broadcast of 
the radio Dragnet hit the airwaves. It would be 
Yarborough's last. He died the following Wednesday, 
Dec. 19, of a heart attack in his Burbank home. He 
was just 51. 
The Dec. 20 episode was a repeat of a Christmas 
show previously aired. On Dec. 27, Jack paid 
homage to his late friend and co-star in The Big 
Sorrow. In that episode, Friday learns that his 
partner, Sgt. Romero, has died of a heart attack. If 
you can get a copy of this program, it is a gut-
wrencher, especially if you know the background to 
the episode. 

 
If you are looking for Dragnet on the Internet, be sure 
to check out my favorite website, Badge 714. It is 
chocked-full of interesting articles, background and 
photographs from my favorite cop show. 
Of course, Badge 714 is referring to Friday's badge 
number. His badge was also the opening graphic on 
the television series. 
 

               
March Birthdays  

3-04 Charles Duvall 
3-07 Louise Hunt 
3-08 Lee Brown 
3-09 Barbara Craig 
3-11 Edie Choate 
3-20 Maude Ryan 
 

March Anniversaries 

3-09 Lynn and John Martine  37 years 
3-10 Robbie and John Ladd  55 years 

3-10 Hilda and Art Wiederhold 60 years 

3-14 Jeanette and Bill Kingsley 19 years 

3-29 JoAnn and Delbert Ashcraft 53 years 
 
March Camp Out 

Couchatte RV Ranch in Bellville  For those of you 
that do not know, there is a new paved speedway 
from FM-331 all the way to the City of Bellville.   
 
February Host & Hostesses: Jeanette Kingsley, Olga 
Waits and Barbara Robbins 
 
March Devotional – Jeanette Kingsley

http://www.badge714.com/
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APRIL 2011 NEWSLETTER 

 
The Rovin' Texans met at Coushatte RV on March 12, 
2011.  President, Don Eiland opened the meeting with 
prayer followed by the Pledge of Allegiance.  
 
The minutes of the December  meeting were read.  
There was one correction; Edie Choate, not Lynn 
Martine, had offered to take care of the Hostess and 
Devotional Calendar.  Edie Choate was designated to be 
the Sunshine Girl.   
 
Edie Choate provided the Treasurer report.  We have 
$1,733.84   Rovin’ Texans gave a $15.00 door prize at 
the Mini Rally.  Edie will give Harry Robins a $10 
check to be used as Door Prize gift for the upcoming 
Spring Samboree.  Harry plans to convert the money 
into Silver Dollars to be given out. 
 
Wagon Master, Calvin Waits reported 11 rigs present 
and 3 drive-ins, a walk-in and 1 visitor, Mary 
Honomichl of Spring TX.  He said next month’s 
campout will be at Rayford Crossing and our club rate is 
$29/night.  He also announced that our September 
Campout at Artesian RV has been cancelled and we will 
meet instead at Red Oak RV in Hempstead on the 
Southside of Hwy 290.  At this time, our club rate at 
Red Oak is $20/night. 
         
Sunshine Girl, Edie Choate reported sending Get Well 
cards to John Ladd and to Felix Craig and Sympathy 
Cards to … The Bill and Marilyn Kelley announced 
they have a new Great-Grand daughter, Kala Nicole. 
 
Bill Kingsley had volunteered to head up a committee to 
hash out the details around the admittance of Associate 
Members into our club.  With the good number of club 
members present at the campout, he would hold a 
meeting immediately following the close of the March 

business meeting and report back at the next month 
meeting.  Committee members are Don Eiland, Louse 
Hunt, Calvin Waits, Harry Robins and Wendell Craig. 
 
Don reminded everyone of the Spring Samboree 
scheduled for March 31 to April 3rd. 
 
Don reported on the success of the Club’s participation 
in the Mini Rally Silent auction.  This year’s gross sales 
surpassed last year’s sales and the silent auction 
winnings were handed out in record time, 1 hour and 1 
minute; over $1800 in ticket sales at 10-cents/ ticket.  
That was over 18,000 ticket stubs   Working with the 
Bay Area Sams proved to be a win-win-win for both 
clubs and the Area Mini Rally.  
 
The Newsletter Editor wants to express his deepest 
apology to Hilda and Art Wiederhold.  For the last three 
years, I have erred and left their 60

th
 year (3-10) 

Anniversary announcement out of the Newsletter only 
to correct it the following month.  The oversight was 
due to the poor habit of returning to the previous year 
newsletter and copying the anniversary list to the 
newsletter and failing to catch my error.  This oversight 
with Hilda and Art will not happen again.  Please offer 
Hilda and Art your congratulations!   
 
 
 

Sugar Tapping 
http://www.goodolddaysmagazine.com/featured_story.php  

Nature's gift meant sweet treats and sweet memories of 
days spent in the sugar bush. 
By Janice Davis 

http://www.rovin.texasgoodsam.com/
http://www.goodolddaysmagazine.com/featured_story.php


  The author (left) and her sister 
Karen Houghtaling. 

The author's family homestead   
in Alexandria Bay. 
 
When I was a young girl in the 1940s, I lived on a dairy 
farm near Alexandria Bay, N.Y., with my father, mother 
and younger sister. My parents had a sugar bush that 
consisted of around 159 maple trees that we tapped 
every March. Every morning, we would get the barn 
chores done early. Then, after all the cows, pigs and 
chickens had been fed and cared for, we would eat our 
own breakfast, and my mother would pack a picnic 
lunch for us with things like sandwiches, fruit and 
cupcakes. 
Everything was packed up and loaded onto a sleigh, and 
Dad harnessed our two white horses, Kit and Queen, to 
do the pulling. We would all climb into the sleigh, and 
usually a few neighbors would join us for our adventure.  
Large bales of hay that would become the horses' lunch 
were our seats on the sleigh. We would dress warmly in 
two or three pairs of socks, wearing bread sacks over 
them inside our boots to keep our feet warm and dry.  
My Uncle Cushman Sprauge, who lived in a 
neighboring town, always drove over to our house early 
and walked out to the sugar bush to get the fire going so 
that when we arrived, a hot fire would be burning, and 
steam would be pouring out of the evaporator and 
smoke from the smokestack. 
Uncle Cushman felt like he was right at home when he 
came to help with the sap collecting because Mom and 
Dad had bought the farm from him and Aunt Flossie 
years before. My father used to spend a lot of time at 
their farm when he was a boy since they were 
neighbors. Uncle Cushman and Aunt Flossie never had 
any children of their own, so they treated my dad like 
their son. They had been very happy to sell the family 
farm to him. 
We had to take the sleigh through the lane to get to the 
sugar shack, and there was a ditch that the horses had to 

cross. When the snow began to melt, the ditch would fill 
with water. Toward the end of the season, the water 
would be up to the horses' bellies. 
It was always exciting to wonder how high the water 
would be. Some days we kids had to lift our feet really 
high because the water was so deep that it came onto the 
sleigh, and our old barn boots usually had holes in them. 
I'm sure the horses were not as excited about the high 
water as we were. 
Kit and Queen would pull us up a hill and through a 
small swamp, and finally we would arrive at the sugar 
shanty. We were always happy to finally get inside, 
where it was nice and warm thanks to Uncle Cushman's 
hard work before we arrived. 
We always got right to work, getting everything 
unloaded. The men would push a large vat onto the 
sleigh, and we all would grab buckets. Then off we went 
into the woods to gather the sap. 
The maple trees had been tapped earlier in the season, 
which means a hole had been drilled into the trunk. A 
"spicket" was put into the hole, and from it, a pail was 
hung to collect the sap. Our job was to dump the sap 
from the pails on the trees into our buckets. Usually it 
took pails from four or five trees to fill a bucket. We 
would take our full buckets to the vat on the sleigh and 
dump them, and then return to the trees to do it again. 
Sometimes an adult would stay on the sleigh to dump 
the heavy buckets of sap into the vat for us. 
When the vat was full, the horses would pull us back to 
the nice warm shanty. There, a large pipe drained the 
sap from the vat into a holding tank inside the shanty. 
We all would warm up and have a snack while the sap 
was being unloaded before we headed out again. 
We kept at it until all the trees' sap had been collected, 
and then returned to the shanty again. When we returned 
this time, we would have lunch and feed the horses our 
"chairs" from earlier, giving them a well-deserved 
break.  
Sometimes Mom and Dad would give us a treat and let 
us drink some of the sweet sap after lunch. The holding 
tank let the sap drain down slowly from the spout near 
the bottom of the vat into the tank, and then into the 
evaporator. The sap gradually worked its way through 
to the opposite end and back to the middle, when it was 
golden syrup. Sometimes Mom would surprise us and 
bring some of her homemade doughnuts and let us dip 
them into the fresh, warm syrup. This was a real treat. 
The evaporator ran the length of the shanty, and in it, 
the water boiled out of the sap. As it boiled, the sap 
turned a golden brown color. When the golden liquid 
had finished boiling, we would fill tin gallon containers 
to get it ready for sale. Our day was done.  
During maple season, Mom usually boiled some syrup 
on the cookstove at home after night chores were done, 



and Dad would collect some fresh snow in a cake pan. 
When the syrup started to form a soft-ball stage, Mom 
would pour it over the snow. We called it "wax on the 
snow," and we ate it with a fork, twirling the wax on our 
fork. It was very sweet, chewy and golden. 
The leftover syrup was put in a bowl. We whipped it 
with a fork and made maple sugar, which Mom put into 
molds to make maple sugar candies for us. Mother also 
made us another special treat of maple sugar sandwiches 
for the next day. 
My love of maple takes me back to that sugar shanty 
every spring to recall all the memories of family, 
friends, and of course, the sweet treats that I remember 
from the Good Old Days. 
 
April Birthdays  

4-9 Bo Rickett 
4-14 Robbie Ladd 
4-24 Wendell Craig 
 
April Anniversaries 

4-20 Nell and Dick Giroux  37 years 
4-25 Carol and Chuck Mueller 41 years 
 
April Camp Out 

Rayford Crossing RV Resort in Spring, TX 
 
April Host & Hostesses are: 
Barbara & Sally Craig will be hosting the April 
Campout.   
 
Changes made to the Hostess Calendar as of March 
Campout.   

 

 

  
In anticipation of this Summer’s mountain get-a-way 
 

 
 
 

 
John Martine is going to be away for a month, working 
in Brisbane, Australia.  He flies Monday, April 4th 
returning to the US on May 5 or 6.
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MAY 2011 NEWSLETTER 
 

   The Rovin' Texans met at Rayford Crossing RV 

Resort April 12 - 13, 2011  

  President Don Eiland called the meeting to order 

and led the members in Prayer and the Pledge of 

Allegiance.  Don welcomed our guests David and 

Carlotta Loria and Robert and Pam Harvey.  Pam is 

Wendell and Barbara Craig’s daughter. 
   Dick Giroux read the minutes of the March 

business meeting.  There were no corrections. 

   Jeanette Kingsley gave the Treasurers report for 

Edie Choate who wasn't feeling well and had to go 

home.   

   Wagon Master, Calvin Waits, reported 6 member 

rigs, 1 drive-in and 2 visiting rigs in attendance.  He 

reported that next month’s campout will be at 

Artesian RV Park in Brenham, Tx.   

   There was no Sunshine girl report. 

   Under old business, the vote for associate 

membership was postponed due to small 

attendance.  In order to vote there has to be a 

quorum present.  Don gave the highlights of the 

committee's decisions.   

  Barbara Craig gave an update on John Ladd and 

Sally Craig thanked everyone for cards sent to 

Felix. 

   Thanks go to Barbara & Wendell Craig, Sally & 

Felix Craig and Nell and Dick  

Giroux for the wonderful "snacks" Friday.  We had 

soup, sandwiches and lots of snacks.  Very yummy  

   Bill Kingsley made a motion to adjourn and 

Charles DuVall seconded. 
 

 

 
 

Take a moment and remember a dear sweet member 

of our Rovin’ Texans Family who left us a year ago 
last month. Helen Muyres passed away on April 11, 

2010. 

 

He Never Met a Man He 

Didn't Like 

One of my all-time favorite personalities debuted in 

a national radio program 81 years ago on, April 6, 

1930.The Will Rogers Program featured the famous 

cowboy philosopher and humorist who had already 

enjoyed success as a writer, and star of stage and 

screen. 

Born in Oklahoma's Cherokee Nation in 1879, Will 

Rogers had seven siblings, but only four of the 

Rogers children lived to adulthood. As a youngster, 

Will learned roping from a freed slave and became 

so proficient with the lariat that later in life he took 

to the Wild West and vaudeville circuits. 

Soon his folksy humor and wit was a bigger draw 

than his roping skills. During a lifetime of 

entertaining people he starred in dozens of movies, 

appeared countless times on stage and wrote more 

than 4,000 syndicated newspaper columns. Almost 

every politician was fair game and a target for his 

social criticism. Yet he was considered a friend by 

presidents and kings as well as by the common 
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man. He really meant it when he said: "I never met 

a man I didn't like." And the affection seemed to be 

mutual. 

But radio didn't come easy for the talented 

Oklahoma native. The first time he did a test on 

radio, broadcast from Detroit in 1922, he couldn't 

believe anyone had actually heard him. He 

challenged listeners to drop him a postcard and was 

surprised to get notes from people throughout the 

Midwest, including auto magnate Henry Ford. 

Still, it was eight years before he agreed to do his 

own program, and then it lasted only through April 

and May of 1930. Although the program was 

immediately popular, an extremely busy Rogers 

could not continue it. 

He was coaxed back on the air in 1933 to star in 

The Gulf Show; the 30-minute variety show aired 

Sunday evenings.  

Again the medium wasn't exactly suited to Will's 

free-spirited style. In their Handbook of Old-Time 

Radio, Jon Swartz and Robert Reinehr note:  

"Rogers performed without a script and had trouble 

timing his monologue to the exacting demands of a 

broadcast, so an alarm clock was placed on stage 

with him, and he simply stopped his delivery when 

the alarm sounded." 

The program continued on the air under several 

different names until Will's tragic death in an 

Alaskan plane crash with adventurer Wiley Post in 

August 1935. 

Since it is now well over a century since Will 

Rogers' birth -- and over 75 years since his death -- 

I hope our younger generations discover what a 

great man he was. In his short 55 years he brought a 

lot of joy to a world desperate for a reason to smile. 

Will Rogers wrote and spoke some of my favorite 

one-liners. Here are a few: 

Income tax has made liars out of more Americans 

than golf. 

There is no income tax in Russia. But there's no 

income. 

The minute that you read something that you can't 

understand, you can almost be sure it was drawn up 

by a lawyer.  

We can't all be heroes because someone has to sit 

on the curb and clap as they go by.  

My ancestors didn't come over on the Mayflower, 

but they met the boat. 

If stupidity got us into this mess, then why can't it 

get us out?  

Good judgment comes from experience, and a lot of 

that comes from bad judgment.  

  

 

 

 
               

May Birthdays  

No birthdays in May 

 

May Anniversaries 

5-28 Carol and Darrell Marshall 56 years 
 

May Camp Out 

Artesia RV in Brenham. 

 

 

May Host & Hostesses: Olan and Lola Halbert.  The 

Eilands and the Waits have volunteered to help if 

needed.   
 

May Devotional: Lola and Olan plans to present the 

devotional.
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MAY 2011 NEWSLETTER 
    The Rovin' Texans met at Artesia RV Park Resort 
May 13-15,2011 
   President Don Eiland called the meeting to order and 
led the members in Prayer and the Pledge of 
Allegiance.  Don Eiland called the meeting order at 
9:04am. He then led us in prayer and the Pledge of 
Allegiance. Don introduced guest, Robert and Pam 
Harvey, son-in-law and daughter of Wendell and 
Barbara Craig and Gib Day’s friend, Joyce Simmons. 
   Meeting minutes for the previous meeting were not 
available, so Edie Choate gave the Treasury Report. 
   Sunshine Girl Edie Choate reported she sent one card 
to Felix Craig . There were no birthdays, Anniversaries 
month.  WagonMaster Calvin Waits reported we had 8 
member rigs and 1 visitor rig on grounds. We also had 
3 drive ins, the Bradleys , Knuppels, and John Muyres. 
Those present were the Choates, W. Craigs, Day, 
Eilands, Halberts, Kelleys, Robbins,and Waits. Calvin 
reported the next campout will be June 10-12 at 
Coushatte RV in Bellville, Tx. The Hunts Knuppels and 
John Muyres will host. 
   Don read the Associate Members proposal.  
Following a discussion on the floor, Roy Choate made a 
motion to adopt the proposal and Olan Halbert made a 
second.   Vote on the motion passed.  Associate 
Members will be entered into the Standing Rules.  
   Club membership considerations for Robert and Pam 
Harvey will be voted on next month. 
   John Muyres plans on keeping alive his long standing 
practice of bringing ice cream and cake to celebrate his 
and Helen’s 62nd wedding anniversary next month.  
   We are asked to remember Harry Robbins as he has 
gone to M.D. Anderson for test……………………… 
   The Halberts presented the devotional on Sunday 
morning.  
    Everyone offered many thanks to the Waits and the 
Halberts for a great job for all the super food. 

 
  I’m going to stray from my usual newsletter format of 
featuring a topic of days long gone and focus on days of 
only two to three weeks ago.  As many of you well 
know, John Martine, this writer, is presently on a work 
assignment in Brisbane Australia contracting 
companies to build an Alumina Refinery in Saudi 
Arabia.  
   John lives a bachelor lifestyle on the 23rd floor of a 
high rise apartment building in the historical district of 
the City of Brisbane overlooking the Brisbane River. 
John’s bride, Lynn, decided to drop all that she’s 
committed to everyday and fly 22 hours to her 
husband’s side to spend 14 very short days and nights 
experience the wonderment, and excitement of a once 
in a life time experience, down under. 
   Flying out of Houston on a Friday evening and 
landing in Sydney Australia on Sunday and then a 
quick flight on to Brisbane. Lynn lost a Saturday that 
will never be.  Shaking off jetlag, Lynn started her 
exploration of this new part of her world on a Tuesday 
by grabbing a City map and threw caution to the wind 
and set out to explore and see Brisbane.   She figured 
out the orientation of the street; in old historical 
Brisbane, women’s named streets cross that of men’s 
names.  John’s apartment is on the corner of Albert and 
Charlotte Streets.  In the evenings after the evening 
meal, John & Lynn would explore places that John 
thought were especially nice and interesting, like the 
big Woolworth grocery store, the source of 99% of his 
grocery needs.   
  The Queen Street Mall is an interesting place full of 
large stores, small shops and food courts.  Interestingly, 
the Burger King Hamburger logo is marketed as 
Hungry Jack in Australia. 
   Because John is in Brisbane to work and his hours are 
7 to 5:30 or later everyday, Lynn planned her days such 
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that she could explore and shop all day, get back to the 
apartment to spend the evening with John and plan all 
day excursions for the two of them on Fridays when 
John could get off and the weekends. 
   Before the weekend, there were strolls to historical 
spots in the old downtown region, walks along the 
streets and enjoying the uniqueness of the City that 
brought them together again.  Notable evening walks 
were along the Brisbane River at night and slow walks 
through the Botanical Garden.  
   The first Friday after Lynn’s arrival was a day long 
trip to Lone Pine Koala Sanctuary. Initially, the plan 
that morning was to walk to the Queen Street bus transit 
center and take a bus to dock for a river cruise and then 
hurry back to the same transit center to catch the bus to 
the Sanctuary; trying to squeeze as much into the day as 
possible.  Then suddenly, the risk of not having 
adequate visiting time at the Koala Sanctuary to cuddle 
Koala bear trumped all other wishes to take in the sites 
of the area.  It was a good choice! 
   The bus rolled out of Brisbane traveling southwest 
slowly ascending higher and higher, winding through 
urban communities.  The ride lasted about 45 minutes.  
How would ever say a bus ride would be fun?  The 
anticipation had been building all morning.  John and 
Lynn arrived just as two big Prevost buses unloaded a 
bunch of elementary school children for the same 
reasons as they came to the Koala Sanctuary.  While to 
adults organized the kids, John and Lynn slipped into 
the Sanctuary and marveled at the sights.  (I hope Lynn 
brings her computer to the next campout and shows off 
her photos of this exciting day.)  Memorable sights 
were the wild lorikeets feeding, kangaroo and wallaby 
petting and feeding, Koala nursery, Koala retirement 
center, Koala, Koalas, Koalas.  There are platypus, 
snakes, beautiful parrots and cockatoos, owls, and a 
pair of Southern Cassowary, an endangered species 
with an estimated population of only about 1500 left in 
the world.  They are the 3rd largest flightless bird and 
choose to live solitary lives in the rainforest and feed on 
fruits, insects and small reptiles. 
   Saturday was an exciting tour to the Sunshine Coast 
northeast of Brisbane about 2 hours with a stop at 
Edmundi Market, said to be the largest outdoor market 
in the southern hemisphere.  This place in no way 
compared to the giant flea markets we all know in 
Texas. Everything John & Lynn saw was upscale, new 
and unique. The $350+ Australian dollars spent in just 
2 hours prove that this stop was special. 
   A short drive to the beach put John & Lynn on 
Alexandria Beach, the bluest water eyes could want to 
see.  In the short 2 hour stop at this beachfront oasis, 
these adventurers climbed a trail upward to enter a 
rainforest and took a ¾ mile trail that presented itself 

with stunning photos and a real treat for Lynn, a wild 
turkey popped out of the vegetation and startled her 
because she saw warning signs of snakes and that was 
what she expected when the turkey revealed itself. 
   Sunday was the day to tour the Australian Gold Coast 
Hinterland Wine Region. The excursion was off to 5 
wineries of Tamborine Mtn including a delicious 2 
course lunch with continuous commentary from a local 
Wine guru named Peter.  The experience, the tasting, 
the ambiance necessitated the purchase of 6 bottles of 
the Mnt valley’s finest bottles of wine.  Never mind 
how to get the 6 bottles back home. 
   Because of John’s work, Lynn took several day tours 
the second week of her Australian Adventure, traveling 
to the beaches of the Gold Coast south of Brisbane, to 
another rainforest, walking elevated treetop pathway.   
   Lynn’s 2nd and last Saturday was spent with John 
traveling on a giant ferry to Moreton Island, the world’s 
3rd largest sand island and 95% of the island is a 
national park, with development restricted to just three 
small villages and a resort.  A natural playground, it 
features crystal-clear creeks and lagoons, tall sand 
dunes, abundant wildflowers, a historic lighthouse and 
miles of pristine beaches. 
   The next day, the adventure ended and Lynn’s flight 
took her back to Houston, away from John and that 
amazing new world.   

      
June Birthdays  
6-23 Lynn Martine 
June Anniversaries 

6-3   Linda and Dean Milligan     55 years 
6-4   Marilyn and Bill Kelley      61 years 
6-5   Magdalene and Arnold Knuppel    57 years 

6-9   Lola and Olan Halbert      49 years 
6-11   Maudie and Charles Ryan 56 years 
6-30   Rita and Bill Krebs  48 years 

 
June Camp Out:   Coushatte RV in Bellville 

June Devotional:   Darrell Marshall 
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JULY 2011 NEWSLETTER 

 

The Rovin Texans met at Coushatte RV Park June 10-

12, 2011.  Vice President Wendell Craig called the 

meeting to order and led the prayer and pledge.  

Guests were introduced; Joyce Simmons friend of Gib 

Day, and Pam and Robert Harvey, family of Barbara 

and Wendell Craig.   

Wagon Master, Calvin Waits, reported seven member 

rigs, one visitor rig, and 6 drive-ins.  Attending rigs 

were Ashcraft, Choate, W. Craig, Day, Hunts, Steiger, 

and Waits.   Visitor rig was Harvey, and drive-ins were 

Giroux, Knupple, Krebs, Martine, Muyers, and Robbins. 

Secretary Lynn Martine read the Minutes and they were 

approved as read.   

Edie Choate gave the Treasury report. 

Edie gave the Sunshine Report. She sent a card to Lee 

Brown. 

Everyone congratulated Lynn Martine on her upcoming 

birthday on June 23
rd

.  Anniversaries were Muyers 62 

yrs, Knupples 57 years, Ryans 55 years, Krebs 48 years, 

and Kelleys 61 years.   

The J.C. and Thelma Steiger have a new great-grand 

daughter, Megan Ann Steiger.   

The next campout will be at Magnolia RV in Goodrich, 

TX.  Magnolia RV will furnish beans and brisket.   

Lynn told every that John Martine said to say “Hi” to 
everyone from Australia.  His assignment was extended 

to the end of September before he can go home for a 

vacation. 

Old Business:  The Associate Membership rules will be 

placed in the standing rules. 

Johnny Muyers announced the continuation of his and 

Helen’s anniversary with cake and ice cream.   

Louise Hunt announced that funding had been cut 

another 10% at Texas Parks and Wildlife Department 

and parks were in desperate need of volunteers. 

New Business:  Voted on new members.  

Wendell Craig announced that Hostesses for July are 

Eiland and Martine. 

Motion to adjourn was made by Delbert Ashcraft and 

seconded by Calvin Waits. 

All of the Rovin’ Texans welcome our newest members, 

Pam and Robery Harvey, daughter and son-in-law of 

Barbara and Wendell Craig.      

Lynn Martine gave the Devotional Sunday morning. 

 
 

Martin & Lewis 

Many of us remember Dean Martin and Jerry Lewis in 

the 16 movies they made together. My Friend Irma was 

the first in 1949. My favorite is The Stooge (1953), but 

for Martin/Lewis fans, the theme hit a little too close to 

home. 

In The Stooge, Dean plays Bill Miller, a vaudeville 

comedian who takes on a stooge, someone set up in his 

audience who can become the butt of his jokes. The 

stooge, of course, is Jerry playing Ted Rogers. The rub 

comes when the stooge steals the show, obviously 

upsetting the headliner. 

Something similar happened in real life. 

Dean Martin began his career as a nightclub act in the 

1940s, and he was joined by Jerry Lewis in 1946. In the 

duo's act, Jerry constantly interrupted Dean's singing, a 

ploy that was an instant success. From there it was on to 

the radio circuit and then on to the big screen. 
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For a decade, the pair rode the wave of popularity, 

making hundreds of radio and television appearances. 

One thing you could always say about a Martin/Lewis 

performance is you would never be bored. With Jerry's 

zaniness and Dean's perfect straight-man act, there was 

always at least a laugh a minute. They were right up 

there with Hope and Crosby. 

Then, almost prophetically, the plot of The Stooge came 

to pass. After 10 years of nursing a partnership to life, 

Dean and Jerry had different ideas of where they wanted 

to go professionally. The bickering was intense, and the 

tension started to show as they took their comedy show 

on tour after tour. 

Then, 55 years ago this July 25, they called it quits, 

performing one more time at the Copacabana Club in 

New York City. 

They were only on stage together three more times in 

the years that followed. Dean died on Christmas Day in 

1995. Jerry turned 85 in March. 

If you're looking for a short escape from this crazy 

world of today, pick up two or three Martin/Lewis 

movies and step back into the crazy world they shared 

with us for 10 funny years back in the Good Old Days. 

 
Dean and Jerry also released their last movie 55 years 

ago. Hollywood or Bust was released in 1956. It has 

been said that the feud between the two was so intense 

during the filming they would only speak while on 

camera. Jerry Lewis says he has never seen this film. If 

so, he is really missing a gem! 

Everybody likes lists, and About.com has an arbitrary 

one of the top ten Martin/Lewis comedies. 

 

July Birthdays  
7-1 Roy Choate 

7-8 Sharon Bradley 

7-10  John Muyres 

7-14 Bill Kelley 

7-31 Calvin Waits 

 

 

July Anniversaries 

7-21 Peggy and Charles Duvall  4 years 

 

 

July Camp Out 

Magnolia RV Park -- Goodrich, Texas from Houston 

take Hwy 59N, from junction of US 59N and FM 2665, 

go east .5 miles on FM 2665 

 

 

July Host & Hostesses 
Louise Hunt and Jeanne Eiland 

 

July Devotional –No One has volunteered yet. 
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AUGUST 2011 

    Don Eiland opened the July meeting with prayer and 
Pledge of Allegiance.  Louise Hunt called Roll call in 
the absence of Lynn Martine.  Members in attendance 
were Choates, Felix Craig, Eiland, Hunts, Ryan.  Phil 
and Louise hosted their granddaughter Sadie Hunt.  Bill 
and Marilyn Kelley drove in Saturday. 
    June Meeting Minutes were approved as read by 
President Don Eiland.  Edie Choate, Treasurer, reported 
that our current balance is $1,633.22.     
    We had 5 rigs, and 1 drive in at our July campout.   
    Sunshine Girl, Edie Choate reported she sent Get 
Well cards to: Jeannie Eiland, Lee Brown, Felix Craig, 
Marilyn Kelly, and Robbie Ladd.  Others remembered 
at the meeting were: Joanne Ashcraft is undergoing 
tests. Audrey Weaver was in the hospital for breast 
cancer surgery the Wednesday before our campout. 
Harry Robbins has been diagnosed with lymphoma; he 
was in MD Anderson for tests in late June.  Lee Brown 
doing okay but having a hard time getting around, he 
has had a hip joint replaced.   J.C. Steiger broke his 
ankle and leg and underwent surgery on the 18 of July.   
    The July Hostesses were Don and Jeanie Eilands.  No 
one signed up for June devotional.  You are reminded to 
call Edie Choate if you would like to present the 
devotional.   
    Magnolia Lakes RV Park was very nice.  Many 
improvements to the sites and club house were observed 
by a number of our camping group.   
August Birthdays 

 8-2  Carol Marshall 
 8-5  Dick Giroux 
 8-24 Art Wiederhold 
 8-26   Olga Waits 
August Anniversaries 

None for this month 

August Camp Out 

Couchatte RV Ranch in Bellville August 12 - 14.  
 

August Host & Hostesses 
The Kellys and DuValls will host next month 
July Devotional –No One has volunteered yet. 
Going Green --Being "environmentally friendly" was 
hard work on wash day.  By Millicent Porter Henry 

In the summer of 1957, home was an old farmhouse 
nestled in the cornfields of Nebraska. Every Monday 
was devoted to the washing of our clothes. There were 
no exceptions made for scorching summer heat or 
winter's gifts of snow and subzero temperatures, 
although I do have a vague memory of laundry laid out 
on huge wooden drying racks around the stove. 
The day began early with a hearty breakfast. More 
often than not, Momma served bacon, eggs fried in the 
leftover grease, and toasted homemade bread spread 
with strawberry jam. On summer days, Daddy escaped 
to the farm and did not return until dusk. My older sister 
and I were not so lucky. 
Soon the clank of metal tubs filled the house as 
Momma organized the laundry area. She wheeled her 
white Maytag wringer-washing machine, circa 1950, 
and two rinse tubs to the middle of the kitchen and 
started giving orders: "Millicent, go find that package 
from Aunt Betty. Priscilla, fill the washing machine and 
tubs, and then strip the beds." 
While I hunted for the missing box, my sister carried 
steaming buckets of water from the kitchen sink until 
the washer was full. Then she started filling each rinse 
tub with cold water. 
"Momma, I found it under your bed." The box was from 
my mother's sister who lived on a farm near Fairbury. 
She made lard soap in huge batches, which she divided 
and mailed to her three sisters. Every month, the 
postman left a parcel wrapped in brown paper and tied 
with garden twine on the front porch. Nestled inside 
were cream-colored bars of soap about the size of a 
brick and wavy on top, like butter frosting. I now know 
that lard soap is low sudsing, free of damaging 
chemicals, and by today's standards, hypoallergenic. 
But back then, I thought it was gross. 
"Don't lollygag. Hurry up with that soap!" 
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I grabbed a bar much too big for a girl of 7 to manage 
and began the painful process of grating soap on a 
grater. By the time I had enough to satisfy Momma, the 
knuckles on both hands were bleeding. She never 
failed to praise me. "Well done, squirt," she'd say with a 
wink. Then she'd hand me the best part of wash day: a 
bottle of bluing. 
As I waited for Priscilla to pour the last bucket of cold 
water into the rinsing tubs, I gazed at the stern-faced 
old lady on the label of Mrs. Stewart's Bluing (MSB). 
I've since learned that she was the mother-in-law of Al 
Stewart, the original maker of MSB. Could that be true? 
With care, I removed the stopper and shook a few 
drops in one tub of rinse water. The blue liquid swirled 
and eddied for several minutes, aided by my 
manipulations with a sawed-off broom handle. 
"Enough. Let's get this operation started, girls. Priscilla, 
put those sheets in the washer." Then she handed me 
a damp cloth and shooed me outside. Somehow during 
the week between wash days, a black, oily substance 
collected on the metal clothesline. My job was to wipe 
the lines clean. 
The temptation to hang on the clotheslines was ever 
present, especially since I had to jump to reach them. 
However, Momma reminded me often that Billy, the bad 
boy on the next farm, disobeyed his mother and ended 
up on the ground, almost strangled in metal clothesline. 
Meanwhile, inside, the washing machine shook and 
gyrated and clattered. After the sheets agitated for 15 
minutes, Momma threaded them through the wringer to 
drop into the rinse tubs and then back through the 
wringer, while my sister fished through the water with 
the broom handle for any stray items. 
We girls were not allowed -- nor did we want -- to touch 
the wringer part of the washing machine. Thanks to the 
graphic stories shared at Momma's coffee klatches, we 
had first-hand knowledge about different body parts that 
ended up in the wringer. 
"Millicent, where are you? Come help your sister carry 
this basket." 
"Dad-gummit," I cursed with all the sophistication of a 
third-grader, unhappy about leaving the litter of kittens 
underfoot. 
We girls struggled across the yard with a wooden 
clothes basket of heavy, wet sheets. Balanced on top 
lay the clothespin bag, a wire contraption out fitted in a 
faded turquoise baby dress and fashioned with a hook 
that slid along the clothesline. 
"Girls, don't forget to hang those sheets on the outside 
lines," Momma yelled from the back porch. Even as a 
child, I rebelled at the propriety of hanging clothes on 
the line in a certain order. "Everybody knows we wear 
underwear. Why do we have to hide them?" I asked. 
Momma was especially concerned that no one catch a 
peak of her panties, which were embroidered with 
flowers and the days of the week. 
So Priscilla and I stretched the length of sheet between 
us with the fold near the ground and hung the 
cumbersome thing on the road side with four straight 

wooden clothespins. We joined each subsequent sheet 
to the previous one by the corner peg. When the front 
line was full, we moved to the back, saving the inside 
lines for undies and clothes. 
We followed to the letter Momma's directions for the 
proper way to hang the laundry. Panties required one 
pin at the crotch. Dad's boxers and jeans were hung 
joined together at the waist with the fly open. Bras 
needed one pin at the hook end. Shirts flapped in the 
breeze by the tail -- once again, connected to save 
spring-loaded pins -- and socks took one straight pin at 
the toe. 
Between loads, we girls moved the clothespin bag to an 
empty line and zinged it back and forth with all our 
might, knowing full well that Momma was too busy to 
stop us.  
The morning flew by, and when the town siren sounded 
12 noon, all the wash floated in the warm summer air -- 
and unless Dad's overalls were caked with dirt, every 
single piece had been washed and rinsed in the same 
water. Yuck. 
After a quick lunch of meat-loaf sandwiches and 
leftover scalloped potatoes, the process began in 
reverse. Underwear came off the line first, of course, 
and was sorted and folded on the spot. In spring and 
summer, everything was warm and soft and perfumed 
with sweet clover or apple blossoms. 
On a wintry day, the clothes were frozen stiff as boards 
and could've walked to the house by themselves. I 
remember burying my face in their midst and breathing 
in great gusts of that pure, frosty smell. Only once do I 
remember Momma's distress over the way her laundry 
smelled. That was when we lived in a small Iowa town 
not far from a feedlot. Need I say more? 
Momma's last chore was to prepare the clothes for 
ironing. She used a small 7-Up bottle topped with a 
cork-based perforated aluminum sprinkler nozzle. Each 
piece was liberally sprinkled with water, rolled up tightly 
and stored in a clothes basket.  
How I wish I could tell Momma that now we call the old 
way of doing laundry "going green"! 
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SEPTEMBER 2011 

The Rovin’ Texans met at Coushatte RV Ranch in 
Bellville on August 10-12, 2011.  President Don Eiland 
called the meeting to order and led the pledge and 
prayer.  Secretary, Lynn Martine, read the July minutes. 
Dick Giroux, Assistant Wagon Master reported two 
walk-ins, three drive-ins, and six member rigs.  We had 
one visitor, Christopher Martine, grandson of John and 
Lynn Martine 
.  
Edie Choate gave the Treasurer’s report.  Sunshine Girl, 
Edie Choate told us she sent cards to Audrey Weaver, 
Harry Robbins, and J.C. Steiger. And the club had 
received a “thank you” from the John Ladd Family for 
the flowers and from Lee Brown and Audrey Weaver 
for all the phone calls and cards. 
 The associate membership provisions have been 
implemented and will be recorded in the Standing 
Rules.  It states that the associate membership fee will 
be $8.00. associate members must host one time during 
the year, must have been a member in good standing 
with the Rovin Texans and does not need to be a 
member of Good Sams. 
 
Volunteers are needed for the newsletter, and September 
devotional.  We are in need of a current calling 
committee and their calling list.  Please contact Lynn 
Martine as soon as possible. 
Olin and Lola Halbert volunteered to do the August 
devotional and they gave it at 5:00 p.m. on Saturday 
evening. Potlucks will resume again in September. 
 
Hosts for August were the Girouxs and Bradleys. 
Announcements:  All the Rovin’ Texans are invited to a 
welcome home party for John Martine on Sunday, 
September 4.  Celebration will start in the afternoon and 
go until…..There will be lots of food and drinks.  After 
a short rest from his Australian work, John will be off to 
Saudi Arabia, so come say hello and goodbye. 

September Birthdays  
9-1 – Sally Craig  
9-1 – Lola Halbert  
9-1 – Darrell Marshall  
9-8 – Magdalene Knuppel  
9-10 – Rita Krebs  
9-21 – Olan Halbert  
9-23 – Mildred Rickett  
9-29 – Nell Giroux  

 

September Anniversaries  
9-7 – Wendell & Barbara Craig           53 years  
9-26 – Felix & Sally Craig                   57 years  

 

September Campout will be at Red Oak RV Park in 
Hempstead.  Phone (979) 826-6339 Lat: 30.128707 
Lon: -96.134633 Located on the south side of Hwy 290 
between Hempstead and Chappell Hill.  
 

Rememberence  

John C. Ladd, 76, of LaPorte passed away in a Houston 
Hospital Friday June 10, 2011. Born in Sudan Texas 
March 22, 1935, Retired from DuPont Chemical plant in 
LaPorte and had been a Volunteer Fireman for LaPorte 
Fire Dept. for over 30 yrs. John and his wife Robbie 
have been long standing members of the Rovin’ Texans. 
Services were held Tuesday June 14, 2011 at First 
United Methodist Church in LaPorte with entombment 
at Grand View Memorial Park.  
 

Mr. Smithson's Gift 
 
I visited the Smithsonian Institution in Washington, 
D.C. in 1971 while serving in the Army.  On a payday 
weekend, a buddy and I went to tour as many of the 
museums as we could; it is one place I would love to 
visit again. What student of history, language or science 
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wouldn't want to spend a few weeks in those hallowed 
halls? 

Did you know that Aug. 10, marks the institution's 
165th birthday? In 1846, President James K. Polk 
signed the Smithsonian Institution Act into law, but the 
history of its birth predates that legislation. 

The story actually begins with the death of James 
Smithson, an English scientist who died in 1829 in 
Genoa, Italy, leaving a sizable estate. Smithson's fortune 
was left to his only nephew, Henry James Hungerford, 
but with one caveat: If his nephew were to die without 
an heir, the proceeds of the estate would go to the 
government of the United States of America. 

Even though Smithson had never visited the United 
States, his will decreed that the money would be used 
"to found at Washington, under the name of the 
Smithsonian Institution, an Establishment for the 
increase and diffusion of knowledge." 

Six years later in 1835, Hungerford indeed died with no 
heir, and after two years of negotiation, a representative 
of the U.S. government traveled to England and 
returned with over 100,000 English gold sovereigns 
valued at about $500,000 in 1838. The Smithson estate 
also included the scientist's library and notes, his 
extensive mineral collection and his personal effects. 

It took another eight years for the bureaucratic 
mechanisms in Washington to decide how to use the 
bequest. The result was a museum, a library and a 
program of funding research in the arts, history and 
sciences. 

Today the institution oversees dozens of museums, 
galleries and research facilities across the United States 
and around the world. 

One interesting point of trivia concerns the burial site of 
James Smithson in Genoa, Italy. 

In 1901 the Smithsonian was notified that the cemetery 
where Smithson was buried would be relocated by 1905 
because of the expansion of a nearby rock quarry. After 
some negotiations between the regents of the institution 
and Italian authorities, a decision was made to exhume 
Smithson's remains and transport them to the grounds of 
the institution. 

President Theodore Roosevelt asked Alexander Graham 
Bell to escort the remains from Genoa to Washington, 

D.C. The Italian grave marker for the scientist 
(originally financed by his surviving nephew) had 
already been transported to the grounds the previous 
year. Today the Smithsonian's benefactor rests on the 
grounds of the great institution that bears his name. 

Medical reports of club members are as follows:  
Audrey Weaver is doing well and does not have a 
malignancy. Lee Brown’s hip was replaced for a second 
time and he is doing very well. Marilyn Kelly is in 
rehab following her fall and is expected to have about a 
two month recovery. J.C Steiger’s foot is still 
recovering; he is now in a cast and cannot place any 
weight on his foot for about 30 days. Harry Robbin’s 
lymphoma is treatable and doctors are optimistic. Lynn 
Martine had arthroscopic knee surgery and is recovering 
well. Felix Craig is doing very well. Bill Kingsley has 
had scar tissue removed and is doing well. John Martine 
experienced chest pains and went to the ER in Brisbane 
Australia; it turned out to be reflux. 
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OCTOBER 2011 

     The September meeting, held at Red Oak RV Park 

was called to order by President Don Eiland.  He also 

lead the Pledge of Allegiance and asked the blessing 

over our meeting. 

     Those in attendance were the Felix Craigs, Wendell 

Craigs, Eilands, Halberts, Giroux, Harveys, Hunts, 

Krebs, Kingsleys and Waits.  Drive-ins were the 

Knuppels, Martines and Muyres.  The Hunts’ guest was 

Burt Hunt, their grandson from Magnolia. 

     Wagon Master Calvin Waits reported that 10 rigs 

including 3 drive ins. 

     There was no treasurer report.  Sunshine Girl, Edie 

Choate, was not in attendance, so no report was given.  

Don gave a report on those who are ill.  An update on 

the fires at Magnolia was given by several members. 

Birthdays for September are Audrey (9/5), Sally, Lola, 

Rita, Nell and Magdalene.  Anniversaries are Sally & 

Felix Craig, and Barbara & Wendell Craig. 

     Hostesses for our Red Oak RV Park campout were 

the Krebs and the Eilands.  Devotional was given by 

Jeanette Kingsley following the Saturday evening Pot 

Luck.   

     Samboree in Abilene TX will be held October 27 – 

30, 2011.  Mark your calendars, our Mini-Rally at 

Coushatte RV will be held February 29 – March 4, 2012 

     Don Eiland noted a change will need to be made to 

the rule regarding associates in our club.  Good  Sam 

will not allow us to use the term “associates” when 

referring to our non Good Sam Club members.  It was 

determined that a committee will convene to re-name 

our associate members. 

     It was announced that the Christmas Party planning 

will be discussed next month’s campout. 

     Motion to adjourn was made by Johnny Muyres, 

seconded by Jeanette Kinsley. 

     Saturday afternoon at 1, Johnny Muyres served up 

cake & ice cream to honor John Martine’s return home.  

Note: The Saudi Arabian assignment John was going to 

did not materialize due to the Saudi Government not 

issuing anymore visas for 2011.   

October Birthdays 

10-11 – Marilyn Kelley 

10-13 – Felix Craig 

10-23 – Hilda Wiederhold 

10-27 – Peggy Duvall 

10-30 – Wayman Bradley 

10-30 – Dean Milligan 

October Anniversaries 

10-20 – J.C. & Thelma Steiger 65 years 

October Remembrance 

 Bill Ashcraft left us on October 6, 2004 

 

October Camp Out  

Our next campout is at Rayford Crossing RV Resort 

October 14-15
th

 in Spring, TX.   Hostesses are the 

Ricketts and Ashcrafts.  No one has volunteered to 

give the October Devotional. 

 

Dear Friends of the Good Old Days, by Ken Tate, 

editor of Good Old Days Magazine 
Miss Jones came to my rescue, and for that I will 
forever be in her debt. You see, back in my primary 
school days in southern Missouri, there was still a 
decided discrimination against left-handers, and I 
was about as southpawed as you could get. 
My mother's brother, Uncle Bob, was the only left-
handed person in my huge extended family, and he 
had been switched to being right-handed by coercion 
from family and educators alike. Mama remembered 
that well, so when I showed favoritism to the use of 
my left hand, she didn't try to change me. Still, being 
the only left-handed youngster made my early 
attempts at writing an exercise in hieroglyphics rather 
than penmanship. 

http://www.rovin.texasgoodsam.com/


To begin with, desks in those days were made for 
right-handed students. There was a nice armrest for 
the right forearm and plenty of room for paper to be 
properly positioned for the vast majority of students 
who used their right hands. It was no wonder I 
learned to write with my left hand curled over the top 
of my paper. Sure, everyone made fun of the way I 
did it, but how could I get paper, pencil, hand and 
arm in position without becoming a contortionist? 
And it didn't stop with writing. Scissors were 
designed for right-handed cutters. I didn't have my 
own baseball glove, but neither did anyone else. 
There was a bat, but who could teach a left-handed 
kid how to swing? If I had been paid a nickel for 
every time someone told me that something I did 
looked awkward to them, I certainly would have been 
a very rich young man. I don't know how many times 
I sang that little schoolyard ditty to myself: "Nobody 
likes me, everybody hates me. I think I'll go eat 
worms!"  
Then along came Miss Jones and second grade. She 
wasn't left-handed, but she must have had a left-
handed sibling or something, because she was able 
to help me when no others could. I'm sure I tested 
her Job-like endurance to the limits of endurance, but 
by the time I finished second grade with her, Miss 
Jones had succeeded in lifting my writing to the brink 
of legibility. 
More importantly, however, she helped me become 
more confident and self-assured. She took the time 
to get to know me. She encouraged me to not treat 
my left-handedness as some kind of handicap. 
"You’re special!" she assured me. "I wish I were left-
handed!" I don't know whether or not that 
exclamation was true. But it sure meant a lot to a 7-
year-old.  
Teachers. We loved, hated, feared and idolized 
them. But where would we have been without the 
teachers who, like Miss Jones, so carefully took us 
under their wings back in the Good Old Days? 
 

 Did You Know ... 

... that 43 years ago, Sept. 21, 1968, singer Jeannie C. 

Riley became the first woman to simultaneously top 

both the country and pop music charts? Her hit was 

Harper Valley PTA. 

... that 73 years ago, Sept. 21, 1938, a hurricane hit parts 

of New York and New England, claiming more than 

600 lives? Ironically, the region, today, is still 

recovering from Hurricane Irene, the storm that struck 

the Atlantic coast in late August. 

... that 231 years ago, Sept. 21, 1780, Benedict Arnold, a 

general in the Continental Army, met with a British 

major to discuss turning over West Point to the 

Redcoats in return for a substantial reward and a high 

commission in the British Army? The plot was foiled, 

and Arnold fled to London where he died in 1801. 

... that 51 years ago, Sept. 26, 1960 - The first of the 

presidential debates between hopefuls Richard Nixon 

and John F. Kennedy took place. The debate, 

moderated by Howard K. Smith, reached more than 69 

million people via TV and another 17 million on radio.  

... that 53 years ago, Sept. 26, 1962 - “Come and listen 

to the story ’bout a man named Jed...” The Beverly 

Hillbillies aired on CBS-TV. U.S. audiences were 

enchanted with Jed, Ellie Mae, Granny, Jethro, Miss 

Jane and that banker feller. Enchanted, as in a trance, in 

fact, for 216 shows. Bluegrass stars Lester Flatt and Earl 

Scruggs had the honor of composing and recording the 

theme song and hit record, The Ballad of Jed Clampett.  

... that 47 years ago, Sept. 26, 1964 - Gilligan’s Island 

began its 98-show run on CBS. The TV show starred 

Bob Denver in the title role, Jim Backus as Mr. Howell, 

Natalie Schafer as Lovey Howell, Alan Hale as the 

Skipper, Russell Johnson as the Professor and Dawn 

Wells and Tina Louise as Mary Ann and Ginger, 

respectively. 
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NOVEMBER 2011 

    The October meeting was called to order by President 
Don Eiland who also offered the opening prayer and 
Pledge of Allegiance.   
    Roll call read by Louise Hunt, Acting Secretary.  
Members in attendance were Choates, Felix Craig, 
Wendell Craig,  Eilands, Harveys, Hunts, and Ricketts, .  
Guests of John Martine were Chrissy Tompkins, Steve and 
Cheryl Jones and George and Gail Koeninger.   
    Acting Secretary Louise Hunt read the previous meeting 
minutes.  They were approved.   
    Edie Choate, Assistant Treasurer gave the Treasurer 
report.   
    Birthdays were acknowledged:  Wayman Bradley, Felix 
Craig, Peggy DuVall and Dean Milligan.  Anniversaries 
are the Choates and the Ricketts.  Edie reported that cards 
had been sent to Marilyn Kelly, Bill Kingsley & Dickens.      
Edie and others reported on members:  J.C. Steiger is 
doing well; Marilyn Kelly is having some problems; Harry 
Robbins has lymphoma but is holding his own; Lee and 
Audrey are doing well. 

    A letter from Bill and Rita Krebs was read, stating that 
they would not be renewing membership in 2012 due to 
their working at various parks, away from our area next 
year.  They’ve indicated do plan on signing up again in 
2013. 

    Wagonmaster  was not in attendance so Don Eiland 
reported that we had 7 member rigs, and 3 guest rigs.  
Next month’s campout will be at Heartland RV in 
Huntsville.   
    A Nominating Committee consisting of officers Don 
Eiland, Lynn Martine and Calvin Waitts offered the 
following slate of officers for 2012:   

President, Wendell Craig,  
1st Vice President, Calvin Waitts;  
2d Vice President, Don Eiland;  
Secretary, Lynn Martine;  
Treasurer, Edie Choate, and   
Wagonmaster, Jeanette Kingsley, with  
Asst. Wagonmaster, DelbertAshcraft. 

    Voting will take place in November with new officers 
taking office in January 2012. 
    Calling Committee ladies need to turn in their current 
list of names to Lynn Martine so the calling lists can be 
more evenly distributed.  

    Christmas Party Chair Barbara Craig says that the 
catered meal will cost approximately $10 - $12 each.  She 
will advise us of exact amount at the next meeting and 
when members will need to pay.  The catered meal will be 
provided by Coushatte RV Ranch personnel. 
    Volunteers have been assigned to games as follows:  
Ornament Exchange, Sallie Craig & Pam Harvey; Silent 
Auction, Barbara Craig & Jeanette Kingsley; Bean Bag 
Baseball, Wendell Craig; Trivia, Phil Hunt; and Card 
Bingo, Calvin Waitts.  Each rig needs to sign up for Friday 
night snack, Saturday Lunch Dessert or Saturday night 
snack.  Be sure to sign up next month. 
Old Business:  Edie stated that she would send $100 
check to Dogs for the Blind, and the check for M.D. 
Anderson Hospital will be sent next month.  

    Jeanne & Don Eiland will be in charge of the Hostess 
and Devotional Calendars for 2012.  It has been decided 
that each month should be filled with 2 hosts names 
BEFORE a third name is posted to the Hostess Calendar 
because we are short on members. 
Robbie Ladd has offered 2 vests to anyone needing same. 
New Business:  Olan Halbert who is working on the 
Member Directory for 2012 is asking that we find our 
names in the 2011 directory to see if all information is 
correct on that entry.  If there are changes, please call or 
email him with the correct information NO LATER 
THAN December 1st. 
    Treasurer Edie Choate has requested that each member 
needs to pay Club Dues of $10.00 and give her your Good 
Sam Membership expiration date no later than next 
campout. 
    Wendell Craig announced that John Ladd and Evelyn 
Kennedy’s names have been added to the Memorial 
Plaque.   Our Memorial Plaque is displayed at Coushatte 
Ranch in the Savanna house.  

http://www.rovin.texasgoodsam.com/


   The October hostesses were the Choates and Ricketts.   
Don Eiland gave the devotional Saturday evening 
following the Pot Luck.  
 
November Birthdays  

11-1 – Catherine Hamacker  
11-6 – J.C. Steiger 
11-7 – Jeanette Kingsley 
11-7 – Chuck Mueller 
11-17 – Bill Kingsley 
11-24 – Carolyn Mueller 

November Anniversaries     None  
November Camp Out  
There has been a change!!  Our next campout is at 

Artesian RV, west northwest of Brenham on Hwy 290, 
November 11th - 13th. No one has volunteered to give the 
November Devotional. If you are move to volunteer, call 
Don Eiland. 
 
Smell of Cedar Brings Christmas Memories by Ron 
Smith, Southwest Farm Press 

    We became expert in evaluating shape, fullness, length 
and the distance from home we’d have to drag the tree 
once we’d cut it. Occasionally, we’d crank up the old 
Farm-All, hitch the trailer to it and bring the tree home in 
style. But mostly, we relied on boy muscle and sibling 
teamwork to get the tree home. Sometimes it took hours. 

    The tree had to have the typical Christmas tree shape, 
full at the bottom with a nice taper upward. We shunned 
trees with doubled branches at the top or twin trunks. And 
we were often disappointed to discover that a tree that 
seemed the very icon of Christmas from half an acre away 
lost its appeal on a closer inspection, which revealed the 
side opposite our view was as spare as our pockets. In a 
pinch, however, we could always put the bad side to the 
wall, especially if the tree were within sight of the house. 

    We chopped, hacked, mutilated, the tree down with an 
axe and trimmed and squared the base with a saw when we 
got it home. We reluctantly removed a few bottom 
branches so the tree would fit in the base. It seemed that 
ever time we cut one branch we had to remove at least two 
more to even it up. It was amazing that we ever had 
enough tree left to decorate. 

    But decorating was an event. We usually cut the tree the 
Friday afternoon we got out of school for Christmas 
vacation. That meant five kids clamoring for mom to pull 
out the decorations right after supper so we could trim the 
tree that night. 

    We had traditions. Mom usually placed the lights. Else 
they would have been jumbled up in the middle. We 
placed the glass balls on carefully and usually broke less 
than six or seven before we were done. We each had 
special ornaments. Mine were colorful plastic birds that 

snapped onto the limbs. I always tried to find a tree with a 
bird’s nest in it and would place my birds near it. 

    We had another tradition. I discovered one year a long 
length of bright red (gaudy) tinsel in the bottom of the 
decorations box. I thought it would be a colorful addition 
to our tree, but was met with less than enthusiastic 
cooperation from my siblings, who, obviously, had little 
appreciation for art. I think I actually sneaked the tinsel 
onto the tree one year; most years, however, the beautiful 
string adorned the mantel, camouflaged with several 
strands of evergreen garland. 

    We always put icicles on our tree. Mom encouraged, 
implored, us to place each separate icicle carefully on a 
tree branch so that it would dangle straight down and 
resemble a real piece of ice. That plan worked quite well, 
as long as she was in the room. Left to our own devices, 
however, icicles flew through the air in great abandon, 
hitting the tree with as much precision as grits through a 
floor fan (Don’t ask!). 

    And we always had an angel, sometimes made from a 
toilet paper tube, lace, aluminum foil and an unfortunate 
doll’s head. The angel made tree selection important. The 
top had to be perfectly shaped to hold what we always 
considered our most important ornament. 

    We had a few more homemade or old ornaments with 
much of the color rubbed off by years of use, but they 
were special in some way or another and we always found 
room on our tree for them. 

    I remember it always being cold, though surely it was 
not since this was, after all, the South. I remember that our 
tree always seemed to be at least 20 feet tall, though our 
ceiling was only 8. We always went to Church, and I 
remember once spending almost all day one Saturday 
filling bags with fruit to give to each member of our 
congregation. It may be one of the first times I can 
remember feeling better about doing something for 
someone else than I would for receiving a gift. 

    And I remember that with decorating the tree, THE 
SEASON officially began. We could begin the long period 
of anticipation, which, in retrospect, was what made the 
next ten days so special. 

    Christmas at our house was never extravagant, but it 
was always wonderful. 

http://southwestfarmpress.com/author/ron-smith
http://southwestfarmpress.com/author/ron-smith
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DECEMBER 2011 

The Rovin’ Texans met at Artesian RV in Brenham.  Don 
Eiland led the Pledge of Allegiance, asked the blessing and 
presided over the meeting. 
 
Louise Hunt, Acting Secretary read the roll.  Those in 
attendance were the Ashcrafts, Choates, Day, Eilands, 
Hunts, Knuppples, Muyres, Robbins, Ryans, Steiger and 
Waits.  Drive ins were the Knuppels and Muyres.  Gibb 
Day’s guest was Joyce Simmons.  Gail and George 
Koeninger, attended as guests again. 
 
Wagonmaster Calvin Waits reported that we had 9 
member rigs, 1 guest rig and 2 drive ins.  Next month’s 
campout will be at the Coushatte RV Ranch in Bellville 
Texas. 
 
Don Eiland read last month’s minutes, which were 
approved as corrected. 
Edie Choate, Treasurer reported $1,526.72. 
 
Sunshine Girl, Edie Choate, reported sending a card to 
Arnold Knuppel; he had back surgery.  Birthdays for 
November were Bill Kingsley, Jeanette Kingsley and J.C. 
Steiger.  No anniversaries.  The Steigers welcomed a 
great-grandson, Samuel Evans.  The Ryans welcomed a 
great-granddaughter, Karson Walker and a great-grandson, 
Zane Ryan. 
 
Hostesses for the November Campout were Ashcrafts, 
Ryans, Steigers and Gib Day.  Devotional on Saturday 
after pot luck was singing of hymns led by Louise Hunt.  
Each rig needs to be sure that you’re signed up for 
snacks/desserts for Friday night, Saturday lunch or 
Saturday night.  Call Don or Edie if you are not sure. 
Don Eiland reported that the catered lunch for Saturday 
Lunch will cost $15 per person.  Please send your payment 
to Edie Choate so she will receive it no later than Dec. 1st, 
otherwise there will not be a meal for you.  After some 
discussion it was decided that the lunch for 2012 should be 
by competitive pricing and a varied selection of menus. 

Don Eiland, President, reported that the change needed to 
the rule regarding associates in our club will be discussed 
and voted next meeting when more members are present.  
Don mentioned that Olan Halbert who so graciously 
prepares our yearly directory has asked that all members 
look at their 2011 Rovin’ Texan directory and confirm all 
personal information is still correct.  IF there are changes, 
please call Olan with the new info. 
 
The Nominating Committee’s list of officers for 2012 was 
read to the members, as required by our By Laws.  This 
slate was accepted by acclamations and was approved by 
vote. President, Wendell Craig,  

1st Vice President, Calvin Waitts;  
2d Vice President, Don Eiland;  
Secretary, Lynn Martine;  
Treasurer, Edie Choate, and   
Wagonmaster, Jeanette Kingsley, with  
Asst. Wagonmaster, DelbertAshcraft. 

 
Lynn Martine is still working on revamping the Calling 
Committee. 
 
Good Sam dues have gone up, which will result in our 
dues going from $10 to $13.  After discussion concerning 
the lateness of this, with a lot of our members already 
having paid it was voted on that the club would pick up the 
extra fees this year. 
 
Edie Choate will be sending our yearly donation to M.D. 
Anderson.  If any member wishes to add their donation to 
this amount, please see that Edie receives it.   
 
The Spring Mini-Rally at Coushatte RV will be held 
February 29 – March 4, 2011 

 

http://www.rovin.texasgoodsam.com/


December Birthday 
12-6 – Jim Steiger       
 

December Anniversaries 

12-16 – Phil & Louise Hunt        43 years 
12-20 – Don & Jeanne Eiland      56 years 
12-20 – Harry & Barbara Robbins     57 years 
 

December Camp Out  
Our next campout is at Coushatte RV– Bellville, TX 
Telephone – 979-865-5897 Cell -979-885-8909 
December 9th ,10 th, & 11 th.   
 
December Host & Hostesses:  EVERYONE 

 

The Old Metal Roof 
http://www.goodolddaysmagazine.com/newsletters.php  

Over a decade ago, my dear wife, Janice, and I decided 
that we would finally have to replace the siding on our old 
home place. The siding had been there for over 30 years, 
and we had done our share of patching, scraping and 
painting in that time. But it had finally succumbed to bouts 
of winter storms, summer heat and intermittent termite 

attacks, so we decided we would replace it with that 
newfangled vinyl siding -- you know, the kind that 
guarantees that this old geezer will never have to paint it 
again. 

When the fellow from the siding company came to 
estimate the cost of the job, his first words were, "You're 
gonna replace that old metal roof too, aren't you?" 

Now, I hadn't even thought about that. Few people still 
have corrugated steel on their roofs nowadays, but both 
Janice and I were raised under one, as were our children. 
The one time Janice and I replaced part of the roof was 
after a violent spring storm; we got some new sheets of 
metal, and I tacked them up there myself. Over the years 
we had made countless trips to the rooftop to coat the roof 
or to daub nail holes that had begun to leak. 

Why haven't we replaced that stuff before now? I asked 
myself as the estimator awaited our answer. My mind 
drifted back for the answer. 

I remembered the times when Mama, Daddy and we three 
children, sleeping in the same room of our three-room 
homestead, would listen to the gentle, low drone of a 
spring rain on the old tin roof. It was better than any 
lullaby, softly singing us to sleep. 

I remembered winters when snow would accumulate on 
the steep pitch of the roof. Mama's summertime 
exhortation of "Don't slam the screen door!" had extra 
emphasis when the thump! of the screen would trigger an 
avalanche, burying the offending child. I used it to my 
advantage once. My cousin Gary was chasing me through 
the front room, murder on his mind. As I flew out the front 
door, I gave the screen a little extra slam -- just enough to 
drop a roof-full of snow onto the head of my pursuer. 

I remembered the seasons of rain, hail, wind, sun and 
snow our old roof had held back from our three children 
and us. I remembered the decades of warmth, joy, peace 
and love it had capped so faithfully. 

"Well? ..." the workman wanted to know. 

I looked across to my dear wife, her eyes filled with the 
same memories. "Naw," I said. "I think I'll just leave that 
like it is." 

So the old home place now is a lot like Janice, me and 
many of our old friends. The outside edges may have 
changed a bit after all these years, but if you look at the 
foundation, it's the same. And if you look at the roof -- 
weathered, tough and always looking upward -- it's the 
same too. 

http://www.goodolddaysmagazine.com/newsletters.php


Next spring I'll still hear the whisper of rain on the old 
metal roof, ...and Janice and I will still slip into slumber 
with gentle memories of the Good Old Days.  

Remember the friendly Fuller Brush man? 
http://www.reminisce.com/wp-content/uploads/2011/11/FullerBrush.jpg  

   Back in the 1930s and ’40s, door-to-door salesmen were 
a lot more common—and friendly—more so than they 
seem to be today. Reminisce illustrator Cliff Wirth grew 
up in a close-knit city neighborhood then, and he vividly 
recalls one engaging visitor. 
   Spring and fall were the door-to-door sales seasons in 
our neighborhood, and the salesman I remember most is 
the Fuller Brush man. He looked so much like Ronald 
Colman, for a while, I really thought he was that actor. 
   “Is your mother home?” he’d ask when I answered the 
door. 
   “Boy, I’ll bet you can really slam those home runs!” 
he’d quickly add, handing me a piece of bubble gum. 
I’d mumble something inane, thank him for the gum, then 
shout, “Hey, Grandma! The Fuller Brush man’s here!” 
   When Grandma appeared, the salesman would remove 
his hat and deftly swing his huge sample case into the 
house. 
   On the way to the kitchen, he’d launch into a fascinating 
warm-up speech…full of laughs, neighborhood gossip and 
information about exciting new products. 
   Grandma would take a seat at the kitchen table, as regal 
as Queen Victoria. Popping open his case, Ronald Colman 
would present her with a new calendar, a pot holder or a 
washcloth. 
   She was eating out of his hand already…but I really 
knew he had her when I heard this exchange. 
   “Cliff,” she sternly addressed me, “what did I tell you 
about bubble gum?” 
   Smiling broadly, Ronald Colman rushed to my defense, 
saying, “Everything’s fine, ma’am. I gave him that 
gum…it’s a new dentist-approved brand.” 
   Grandma’s stern look softened and she remarked, “Well, 
I guess it’s all right, then.” 

   That Fuller Brush Man’s specialty was charm, and his 
brushes were pretty good, too. At least, that’s what 
Grandma said. Grandpa’s only comment was, “That fella 
sure has the gift of gab.” 
 

 

 
 

A Sister of Substance 
http://www.reminisce.com/2011/11/a-sister-of-substance/ 
 

 
 
   “That millionaire character was a real typhoon,” 
remarked one of my eighth-grade classmates during her 
oral book report. 
   “You mean tycoon,” corrected Sister Grace. “A typhoon 
is a big wind. However, I must admit your point is well 
taken, young lady!” 
   Sister Grace Eileen taught at the old Bayley School in 
Morristown, New Jersey. Standing only 4 feet 10 and 
weighing 86 pounds, she showed no mercy when it came 
to learning. 
   When a parent informed Sister, “My son loves you,” she 
responded, “I’d rather have him hate me with a passion 
and do his homework!” 
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   Sister was stern but kind. Once when I hesitated about 
going to the chalkboard to solve a difficult algebra 
problem, she had me stay after class. Then I explained that 
I was embarrassed because I had patches on the seat of my 
pants. 
   “Rubbish!” Sister said. “I’d have been proud of you if 
you’d done the problem!” 
   Sister Grace might have been small, but her impact on 
the author was great and spurred him on to a career in 
teaching. 
   Sister Grace specialized in fair play. When students 
taunted the local paperboy, she asked him to appear before 
our school assembly. 
   “This hardworking gentleman has been our news 
delivery boy for 2 weeks and is doing an excellent job!” 
Sister announced. “I’m proud to call Howie my friend!” 
One by one, students rose to applaud. Later, we flocked to 
shake his hand. Without knowing it, we took a giant step 
toward maturity that day. 
   Religious discrimination was common in the late ’30s. 
Those of us applying for caddie jobs at the local country 
club lost out if we put “Catholic” on the line marked 
Religion. Sister Grace advised us to write “First Church of 
Christ” instead. “You certainly wouldn’t be lying!” she 
assured. 
   It was midsummer before club officials realized what 
was going on. By then, the boys of Bayley proved such 
outstanding workers that the issue was dropped for good. 
Sister had a sense of humor, too. Learning that my 
nickname was “Speed”, she tried hard to suppress a smile.        
“Why, if Mr. Goin was any slower, he’d be —slow 

standing still,” she opined. “In class, he appears to have 
only two speeds and reverse.” 
   When Sister turned serious, her words of wisdom rang 
true. “A successful life is a succession of successful days,” 
she reminded us. “Always feel good about yourself, and 
don’t waste time thinking about things that can’t be 
changed. 
   “Forget your mistakes. Try to do better next time! Love, 
luck, laughter, caring and sharing are the ingredients for a 
productive, rewarding life.” 
   Years later, when I became a teacher in Parsippany, New 
Jersey, I found myself mimicking her. I’d call my fourth 
graders “the cream of the crop” or I’m impressed!” or  
“You have beautiful handwriting, shout, “Good paper, 
George… Jill!” 
   I’d interrupt lessons just like Sister did, exclaiming, “I’m 
really proud of my great class!” 
   Following in her footsteps, I stocked our bookcases with 
student best-sellers and even resurrected some of her 
posters. A sign above our chalkboard proclaimed: “Room 
21 — Where Everybody Is Somebody!” 
   Finally I wrote a long-overdue thank-you letter to Sister 
Grace. Here’s part of her reply: 
   In 30 years, Raymond Edward Goin, yours is the first 

letter of appreciation I have ever received. It came on a 

cold, rainy Monday morning and cheered me with warm, 

pleasant vibrations and many fond memories. 
   Your generous gift made me feel very important, wanted, 

loved and needed. Please continue to pray for me and rest 

assured you and all my former lively but lovable students 

will always be remembered in my prayers. God bless you 

always! 
   I am positive Sister Grace Eileen’s reward in Heaven is 
well-deserved, because the valuable lessons she taught on 
earth are still paying big dividends. 
   That tiny wisp of a woman was a larger-than-life 
visionary who made each day a celebration of life. 
Whenever I hear the song Amazing Grace, I think of her.     
By Ray Goin  Boonton, New Jersey 

 
 

 
    Merry Christmas to All  

and Happy New Year 
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A 1940s Christmas Through a Child’s Eyes 

Christmases of long ago bring thoughts of laughter, fun and 

excitement to those with a childlike spirit. Christmas in 

Knoxville in the 1940s was magical. As a 6-year-old child, I 

knew Christmas was coming when the following activities 

began in my town. 

Miller's and S.H. George and Sons department stores on Gay 

Street filled their windows with all kinds of moving toys, large 

trains that wound through tunnels in the window for the delight 

of all children and snow scenes with brightly dressed 

mannequins. 

The toy department in the basement of Miller's contained every 

type of doll that a little girl could imagine with arms,  

legs and eyes that moved. There were doll houses, doll furniture, 

Brownie Hawkeye cameras, Western Flyer wagons and radios, 

just to mention a few choices awaiting an eager child. 

My mother, Cora Humphrey, worked in the Miller's toy 

department and my dad, Gilbert Humphrey, and I would go visit 

her on Saturday. Mom would walk with me through the aisles 

and aisles of dolls, pointing out all of the features of the ones 

she specifically liked. Somehow, one of those dolls would end 

up under our tree. 

I thought Mom had a direct line to the Santa at the North Pole. 

(Today, I have two of the dolls keeping watch over the living 

room waiting for someone to tell them how well they have 

lasted for 65 years). 

While we were there, she would turn the trains on, and I could 

have just stayed all day watching them go round and round and 

listening to their whistle. 

The toy department was just in front of the Miller's grill. There 

were U-shaped counters with red leather round stools. My dad 

and I would detour there after a splendid time with the toys. The 

menu was filled with good food, and it must have been the start 

of fast food. We were served quickly and efficiently. I just 

couldn't wait for the fun on this excursion. 

Gay Street fulfilled its name with decorations of swags of 

greenery, colored lights and berries placed along the sides of the 

street and across the street from the telephone poles. 

At night, it looked like a fairyland. There was the Kimball's 

clock stately tracking the minutes and hours until Santa would 

come on his Christmas visit. 

The Salvation Army bells could be heard ringing up and down 

Gay Street, encouraging passers-bys to give, even though it was 

wartime and money was scarce. There could be seen a few 

beggars playing a guitar or just sitting on the sidewalk with a hat 

in front hoping for any change that one might have. 

Winter was upon us, and it was time to bring out those leggings 

that had a zipper halfway up the leg. The zipper made it easier 

to pull them on for a cold day. You had to take your shoes off in 

order to get the leggings off and on. My mother reminded me to 

put on my wool scarf. I really hated the feel of that wool around 

my neck, but she insisted, and back then, mothers always knew 

best. 

The decorations in my home were beautiful by the day's 

standards. The red cellophane wreaths with one candle that 

hooked on to the shade pull was a glorious sight at night. The 

real Christmas tree that my mom, dad and I selected from a 

friend's farm would not be put up early enough for me. 
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I couldn't wait to see the lights of red, green, yellow and blue 

that sparkled all around the tree. Various sized colored balls, a 

silver garland, and an aluminum star made the tree a perfect 

picture for family and friends to enjoy. 

A manger scene was tucked under the tree or placed on a 

significant table in our living room. (I still have the manger 

scene 65 years later). 

My teacher, Miss Hattie Nichols, at Fair Garden Elementary 

School encouraged us to bring suet for the large bird feeder just 

outside the classroom window. That was our Christmas gift to 

the birds. 

Everyone enjoyed the Christmas play given by the whole 

school. I was selected to say, "The Night Before Christmas" as I 

held an unlighted candle (fire regulations) in my shaking hand. 

There was punch and cookies afterward with my teacher telling 

my parents what a wonderful child I was. 

My church, McCalla Avenue Baptist, began its emphasis on 

foreign missions by encouraging members to give to the Lottie 

Moon Christmas Offering. We had little boxes in which to put 

our change and then take it down to the front of the church on 

Sunday. There was a Christmas play each year with Mary and 

Joseph dressed in brightly colored towels for wraps or head 

dress. 

There was the angel with a crooked halo and silver wings that 

everyone held their breath hoping they would stay on. Parents 

beamed with pride as the children provided another way of 

sharing the Christmas story. 

Looking back, I know that we had so much, even though we had 

the cloud of war hanging over us. We could see the hardships of 

war as we viewed 1942 newsreels at the Tennessee Theatre. 

Even Knoxville has changed, as Miller's and S.H. George and 

Sons no longer brighten Gay Street with their beautiful displays. 

The U-shaped lunch counter in the basement of Miller's no 

longer serves delectable treats. 

My mom and dad are both gone, but I still share the Christmas 

meaning and joy with my family, just as my family shared with 

me long ago and in another Christmas time. 

Dr. Margie Humphrey LeCoultre is a former principal with the 

Knoxville City/Knox County school systems. Her e-mail 

address is LeCoultreMH@aol.com. 

 

A Woman’s fond Christmas Memories 

My first memories of Christmas go back to a time when I 

remember just the Christmas tree, Mom singing and Dad 

decorating. In the beginning I remember the smell of a fresh cut 

tree most of all and then the beautiful colors and finally the 

shiny bulbs and tinsel. The shiny bulbs and tinsel were most 

beautiful when the lights were out on the tree, the living room 

was dark and the presents were tucked under the lower 

branches.  

Sisters and brothers were added to my memories each year it 

seemed until I was 8 years old. I remember lying under the tree 

looking up through the branches…it seemed the tree was so tall! 

Jan and I knocked the tree over one year in Erie crawling out 

from under it after enjoying the upward view. My favorite bulbs 

were the plastic lanterns and my favorite lights were Noma 

Lights with red beads to hug the lights to the branches. 

Dad was always in charge of the decorating on Christmas Eve 

and we usually bought the tree in the afternoon just before 

decorating. Mom was always busy in the kitchen cleaning up 

from dinner and stuffing the turkey for Christmas Dinner the 

next day. When her work was done, Mom would hang a bulb or 

two and a few pieces of tinsel. She seemed to just take it in and 

enjoy the view while Dad stood proudly. 

Although I must admit I am not real religious, my early 

memories included the Manger Scene with the Baby Jesus, 

Mary and Joseph, the Wise men and the lambs. How warm and 

welcome a scene it was. I would stare at the Baby Jesus hoping 

to seem him move his out-stretched arms or turn his head 

toward me. I always felt he looked down upon our family with 

tenderness and love. 

From the very beginning I felt the love, joy and security of 

Christmas. Mom and Dad made sure we all felt that 

way…although I do remember in Richmond, Jan singing 

“Tammy…Tammy’s in Love” for which she was scolded 

because it was not a Christmas song. We sat in the corner 

together while she played with her doll and we both looked at 

each other knowing nothing could really spoil Christmas. Mom 

and Dad would never really let that happen.  

The challenge in my younger years was discovering where Mom 

and Dad hid the presents. My most successful Safari was in 

either Erie or Wilkinsburg. The present was hidden on the top 

shelf of Mom and Dad’s closet. It rattled and it was quite large. 

Little steel balls seemed to be rolling around on a metal 

surface…I was sure it was broken. On Christmas morning I 

unwrapped a shooting range, complete with pistol, steel balls, 

target and a metal base all contained in a plastic funnel-like 

structure. I loved it. 

My favorite hiding place to explore was inside the foldaway 

couch. It was always packed with presents. The problem was 

they all felt the same and my hand could only reach about 3 

inches into the “treasure chest” of presents. My imagination 

always ran wild. What could they be? I wonder if I’m touching 

one of mine? Of course I could not share my joy and 

expectation with anyone. Mom and Dad would be mad. The rest 

of you knew Santa had the presents. 

Ahhh! Santa Clause. I found out when I was 4 years old. We 

were living in Erie at the time, Jan was 3, John was 1 and Annie 

was on the way! I was helping Mom make Mom and Dad’s bed 

in the morning after Dad went to work. Out of the blue I asked 

Mom the big question. She tried to avoid it but I made that 

impossible …and so my suspicions were confirmed. She kept 

my spirit alive by challenging me to make sure each of you was 

sure Santa would be there for you each year. Christmas became 

even more fun for me then! This was my kind of challenge: tie 

Adam and Eve to the birth of Jesus and then to a little fat man in 

mailto:LeCoultreMH@aol.com


a red suit who slides down chimneys with presents! I have 

always loved every minute of it! 

 
I learned that the adventure of Christmas starts as soon as you 

want it to. The adventure gets better as you see the same spark 

in a brother or sister’s eye as you feel in your heart. The 

expectation, the desire to surprise each other on Christmas 

morning…knowing how happy Mom and Dad always were 

during that time of year, the taste of cookies, the Christmas 

stories on TV…Scrooge every Christmas Eve, and most 

especially decorating the tree!   

Nothing can surpass the Adventure of looking for a Christmas 

Tree on Christmas Eve. What was easy when I was a little boy 

became a crisis as I got older. I felt responsible to find the best 

tree…even when all the lots were empty. Dad seemed to thrive 

on the challenge of doing the impossible. Sometimes it was dark 

when we finally found a tree! Best of all I remember to hunts for 

a tree on Christmas Eve.  

The first great hunt was actually when the family had moved to 

Amarillo and I was in Oklahoma with my young family. Dad as 

usual had put off the hunt until Christmas Eve. Mary and I and 

the kids had just arrived an hour or two after lunch. We went out 

looking around 4 PM. Most lots were closed or out of trees. We, 

the boys and Dad because this was real man’s work, were 

debating about which tree was the best tree. There were only a 

few to pick from and it was almost dark. We were sure the girls 

were worried. We were at K-Mart, we finally picked it out, the 

lot was closed, it was free, I tossed it over the fence and broke 

off the top 2 feet of the tree. Dad immediately proclaimed, 

“Awe the … with it! Pick any tree!” We did and it was beautiful 

as always when we all finished decorating it together. The 

second great hunt was with my own children…but that is 

another story! 

The art of picking out the right Christmas Tree is not learned 

from a book. It is acquired through endless cumulative hours of 

lifting, turning tilting and discussing…measuring, oohs and 

ahhhs etc. etc. Each year we become more adept at carrying on 

the lessons from the previous year and all of those from before. 

It is as if we each carry the burden of all of mankind’s 

experience with Christmas Trees, for each one is quickly 

assessed and pronounced either fit or unfit be as it may. We are 

each Judge and Jury and when we shop together all judges and 

juries must be in agreement: "“that is the perfect tree!" And so 

each year we go about this most important ritual. My early 

lessons taught me that a tree is tall and full and it is as wide as it 

is tall.  I learned this finally when I returned from my first few 

months in the Navy. Dad picked out his usual tree and I 

suddenly realized it was 6 feet tall and 6 feet wide…the thumb 

rule I knew in my heart I now consciously understood! 

Surely an adventure which ranks up there with Safaris for 

presents and hunting for a Christmas tree on Christmas Eve is 

Christmas morning. But wait, Christmas Eve after going to bed. 

I remember the sound of my heart reverberating through my 

bedsprings. I remember the flurry of noise from present 

wrapping downstairs. The noise usually continued to 3 or 4 AM 

and then it got quiet. I always waited a respectable amount of 

time (30 minutes or so) before embarking on “the great 

exploration”.  But first the stocking chock full of wonderful 

goodies and fascinating tiny toys…and a flashlight…always a 

flashlight with fresh batteries! Now downstairs to the tree! As 

time went on my exploration party grew from a group of one to 

two and then to three…for this was also man’s work and John 

first stepped up then Dan. We were like Lewis and Clark and 

Dan, complete with flashlights! Squeezing, shaking, name 

reading…Santa Clause signature identification…all were a part 

of an annual adventure unsurpassed by anything I can 

remember. 

Then and finally are the memories of opening the presents 

Christmas Morning…as brief and as precious as Christmas Eve. 

After making quiet noises to ensure a gentle awakening for the 

rest of the family it was time to tear into the presents. In my 

younger years it was the joy of opening my own presents. As I 

have gotten older it has become the pleasure of seeing the joy on 

the faces of those opening their presents. I remember Glen 

Bernie when Jan got the record player and Annie danced all 

morning to the music. I remember Mary wearing boxing gloves 

in Meadville, standing there grinning like the World Champion 

Boxer.  

There are so many snapshots in my memories of 

Christmas…but what rings true throughout is the warmth, 

security, closeness and happiness of sharing something truly 

wonderful together each year. It is a time of year when we all 

remember to act like the human beings we really are. We are 

each important to each other and have an intense desire to share 

happiness. We work quickly, efficiently and so very happily. 

We should live our lives as happily and selflessly all the year 

through. I love my Family through all times and circumstances. 

These are my fondest memories of Christmas at home with 

Mom and Dad! 

The USA is so multi-cultural that you will find many different 

ways of celebrating Christmas. A friend writes about Christmas 

meals, "Our family (Eastern European origin) favor turkey with 

trimmings. My grandparents and their relatives preferred 

Keilbasi (Polish sausage), cabbage dishes, and soups. My 

husband's Italian family insisted on lasagna! Another friend 

wrote:  All year long children are told to behave, or they will get 

coal in their stocking. On Christmas Eve, they hang highly 

stylized stockings on the mantle of the fireplace, then go to bed 

early so that they will find presents in the morning. They are 

told that at midnight Santa will come, bringing a huge bag of 

toys. He will come down through the chimney, leave candy in 

the stockings and presents under the Christmas tree (anything 

from a Pine or Fir to a Spruce), then 'plug one nostril' and shoot 

up through the chimney. (This comes from the story " A Visit 

From St. Nicholas," where St. Nick laid a finger "aside of his 

nose." He wasn't plugging up his nose - he was making a sign 

for secrecy.) Cookies are traditionally left for him, and a carrot 



is commonly left for Rudolph the Red-nosed reindeer, very 

much a part of Christmas tradition (Santa will land on the roof 

with his sleigh and nine reindeer). On Christmas morning, 

things such as cinnamon rolls or coffee cake are served for 

breakfast, and for dinner there is typically ham (and 

occasionally regal plum pudding). That is it for celebration — 

Boxing Day is never celebrated, Epiphany is only celebrated by 

Catholics, and Advent not commonly celebrated.  

 
Christmas Traditions: The Lost Art of Sending Christmas 

Cards  

Years ago, it was common for the mailman to deliver stacks and 

stacks of colorful, meaningful and delightful Christmas cards 

from friends and relatives from all over the country, some with 

personal notes, others with heartwarming pictures and family 

updates and letters. Homes and offices would be decorated with 

these friendly well wishes and it would brighten an individual’s 

day to receive these holiday greetings in the mail.  But now with 

the popularity of texting and the daily use of the Internet and 

email, sending Christmas cards to family and friends has all but 

become obsolete. Everyone has become so busy that it has 

become so much faster, less expensive and easier to dash off a 

note on the computer rather than sit down and address long and 

arduous notes and letters in Christmas cards.  

Another American reader wrote in with the following: 

Advent is celebrated in almost all Roman Catholic and mainline 

Protestant churches. I was RC until I was 15, as were my 

grandparents, and we always followed the four weeks of 

preparation before Christmas in our church services. I found the 

same to be true in my father's Evangelical Lutheran Church in 

America, my friend's United Methodist Church, my in-law's 

Presbyterian USA congregations, and for myself as a member 

and pastor of the United Church of Christ for the last 16 years. 

We also recognize Epiphany in mainline Protestant churches. 

On the first Sunday following January 6, our service tells again 

the story of the Magi who came to Jesus presenting their gifts 

following his birth. As a child, I fondly remember leaving 

carrots and sugar for all of the reindeer, along the milk and 

cookies for Santa! 

So what is wrong with taking the easy way out?  Friends and 

family are always well worth the effort of choosing cards just 

for them or cards that represent your family’s personality in the 

best manner.  Emails, texts, Facebook messages and other 

technical means of communication tend to be impersonal, cold 

and abrupt.  

 

Some of my favorite family photos are pictures of my parents 

and grandparents celebrating Christmas in the 1960's. The 

aluminum trees, the tinsel, the glass ball and homemade 

ornaments, many of which we still have today... Choose to take the time to mail out cards to at least some of 

your closest friends and relatives because: ...bring about a great sense of nostalgia and for me, an 

admiration of the classic 1960's Christmas. I asked both of my 

parents to share some of their favorite memories from Christmas 

during those years. 
 It shows that you care enough to pick out a card specifically 

for someone you love, such as the card isle at the drug store or 

the Hallmark card shop. If you selected a box of Christmas 

cards, write a personal note or insert short letter to update that 

individual on what is going on in your life and express interest 

in their lives.   

Mom: "Waiting for the Sears catalogue to arrive, then picking 

out our presents from it. French Onion dip, which was only 

made for the holidays and Chex Mix. Macramé handmade, 

homemade presents. Specifically macramé candleholders that 

hang from a hook in the ceiling for our mom. My sister wanted 

a Chatty Cathy and all the boys wanted BB guns. Wearing pink 

foam curlers to bed the night before, which were extremely 

uncomfortable, because we would be taking pictures on 

Christmas day. Getting out the camera with the individual 

flashbulb that actually made a popping sound." 

 Everyone loves to get mail that is not a bill or advertisement.   Displays of Christmas cards in a home or office represent 

friendship, caring and love.   Children especially love Christmas cards. Choose cards with 

puzzles, special coloring pages or a trinket attached to make a 

little one feel especially loved.  
 

Dad: "The Christmas tree decorated with colored glass balls and 

tinsel. Except for a few homemade ornaments there were no 

figurines, Disney characters or similar items. Other glass 

ornaments with fancy shapes or decoration were extra special. 

'Classic' creche with ceramic figures and cardboard stable like 

the one we still have from my mom. Again, nothing modern or 

unusual. Big colored bulbs on the house -- no icicle or white 

mini lights. It may have been more economic than style related 

but we had few Christmas decorations: stockings (homemade 

from felt) tree, creche, maybe one or two others at most. 

Nothing like the whole house decoration of modern times. 

Colored construction paper garlands. Making wreaths with IBM 

punch cards used in computer programming. We really did 

string popcorn and cranberries." 

 You can insert family pictures, Christmas quotes, a cheery 

magnet or bookmark to make the card extra special.  

The next time you are in a department store or card shop take a 

few minutes to peruse the greeting card section and pick out 

some special cards for those you really care about. Surprise 

someone you haven’t spoken to in a long time, send cards to 

those who have suffered a loss in the past year, heal a breach 

with someone you haven’t forgiven, and send an anonymous 

card to a person who just needs to know that someone out there 

really cares. It doesn’t take much time or cost that much that we 

cannot reach out to those we love or reach out to someone who 

needs or deserves some extra attention. The cost of stamps is 

minimal compared to the delight of the recipients of your 

holiday greetings.   
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