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January 2017
  The Rovin’ Texans met at Coushatta RV Park on 
December 10, 2016.  The meeting was called to order by 
President Richard Bauman.  Lola Halbert presented 
the opening prayer and Robert Lund lead the group in 
the Pledge of Allegiance. 
   Roll call was made by Suzie Eubanks in the absence 
of Secretary Jeanette Kingsley.  Those members 
present were Delbert and JoAnn Ashcraft, David and 

Linda Barron, Richard Bauman and Julia Means, 

Wendell and Barbara Craig, Mark and Lauree 

Cunningham, Freeman and Joan Douglas, Peggy 

Duvall, Mike and Suzie Eubanks, Bob and Doneane 

Frazier, Dick and Nell Giroux, Wayne and Elsie 

Givens, Olan and Lola Halbert, Pam and Robert 

Harvey, Dennis and Peggy Humphrey, Phil and 

Louise Hunt, Robert and Pam Lund, John and Lynn 

Martine, David and Dee McGallion, James and 

Gloria Montross, Ron and Debbie Parker, Harry and 

Barbara Robbins, Ron and Jeanne Wyrick, and John 

Muyres. 

   Peggy Duvall's daughter Tami visited our group since 
she helps her mom travel to the meeting. 
   Richard Bauman read the minutes of the November 
meeting in Jeanette's absence.  The corrections were 
that Sandbag baseball was Friday afternoon instead of 
Friday night.  Also the time of dinner was corrected to 
2:00 instead of 1:00.  Wendell Craig made a motion to 
accept the minutes as corrected and Delbert Ashcraft 
seconded the motion. 
   Julia Means gave the Treasurers report.  Julia 
discussed trying to change our bank and told of 
problems trying to establish an account at Wells Fargo.  
She proposed Capitol One if we have the necessary 
documents to do so.  Lauree Cunningham made a 
motion that we allow Julia to make the change and 
Harry Robbins seconded the motion.  The motion was 
passed.  Julia also reminded anyone who wanted to 
donate to MD Anderson to give her a check.  
Discussions followed on charities the club donates to.   

   Wendell Craig made a motion that the club pays any 
additional costs incurred for the dinner.  John Martine 
seconded motion.  The motion passed.  
   Barbara Craig announced that they had a new step-
great grandchild. 
   Dennis Humphrey reported that we had 16 rigs, 5 
drive-ins and 1 visitor.  As a safety note, he also 
mentioned to check tire pressure as the weather changes 
…and since it’s getting cooler, check heaters before they 
are needed. 
   Sunshine Girl, Peggy Humphrey, reported that Bill 

Kingsley is doing better, Harry Robbins is doing 
treatment at MD Anderson, Olga Waits is healing, 
Calvin Waits is having problems getting a back doctor, 
and Louise Hunt and JoAnn Ashcraft are both doing 
well after knee surgery.  Peggy is doing well and is 
doing cardiac rehab.  Jeannie Eiland is doing better.  
Elsie Givens is in Bryan Hospital.  Barbara Robbins is 
doing well after cataract surgery.  Lynn Martine is with 
her step mother-in-law as she is passing fast. (Lynn’s 

stepmother passed 12/11) Let us all pray for our friends.  
   Peggy reminded all to sign up for hosts in 2017 and 
also for devotionals. 
   The club wanted thanks to go out to Halberts for our 
new directories and to Dick Giroux for great breakfast 
treats.  Olan Halbert reminded all to bring black shoes 
for children in Mexico.   
   Richard reminded everyone to participate in silent 
auction as it is our clubs money maker project.  He also 
reminded the ladies to plan to help sew cushions at 
January meeting.   
   Richard then installed the following officers for the 
Rovin’ Texans for 2017.  The following were installed:  
Lauree Cunningham, President; 1st Vice President, 

Richard Bauman; 2nd Vice President, Bill Kingsley 

(not present); WagonMaster, Ron Wyrick; Assistant 

WagonMaster, Bob Frazier; Treasurer, Julia Means; 

and Secretary, Suzie Eubanks. 
   Barbara Craig made a motion to adjourn.  Pam 

Harvey seconded the motion.  The motion passed.   

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


 

January Birthday  
01-03—Delbert Ashcraft 

01-04—Joan Douglas 

01-11—Harry Robbins 

01-12—David Barron 

01-12—Jeanne Eiland 

01-25—Barbara Robins 

01-26—Wayne Carpenter 
January Anniversaries  
01-12 – Dee & David McGallion  26 years  
January Camp Out  
   Our next campout is January 13-15 at Coushatta RV 
Park.  The hosts are Peggy Duvall and the Jeanne & Ron 
Wyricks. January devotional open. 

All Food donations to the campout will 
be donated to an area Food Pantry 
 

Neighbors Helped Neighbors   They did 

what came naturally. By Dennis Peterson Reprint from 
Dec 2016 Good Old Days Magazine 

   One advantage of growing up in rural Eastern 
Tennessee during the 1950s was the help neighbors gave 
each other in times of need.  Having provided such help, 
no one dreamed of accepting anything in return.  They 
just chipped in to help someone else whenever they need 
it.  My parents both gave and received such help at 
various times during my childhood. 
   With my father away from home during the day, there 
were many times when Mother needed help.  Quite 
often, those times of need snakes, which Mother feared 
like nothing else.  We had a half acre garden, and snakes 
were frequent visitors there.  Several times Mother tore 
gaps through the rows of corn and bush beans in her 
flight from the serpents. 
   One day as she was about to open the back door, she 
went breathless as a large snake (I’m not sure what kind, 
but with Mother, class, order phylum or species didn’t 
matter) reared its head to look through the storm door at 
her.  She recovered enough breath to scream.  Horace 
Hurst, the neighbor who lived behind us, happened to be 
home that day, and he came running and killed the snake 
with a hoe. 
   “When I heard Hazel’s scream,” he said, “I told 
myself, It’s got to be a snake for Hazel to scream that 
loud!” 
   On many more occasions, he rescued Mother from 
snakes with his 22-caliber rifle. 
   Mrs. Hendricks, another neighbor, came to Mother’s 
aid one summer day.  My brother Dale and I had gone to 

her house to play with her grandson Doug, who lived 
with her.  When our allotted half hour of play was over, 
Doug returned with us to extend the playtime at our 
house. 
   With only two bikes among us, I was “doubling” with 
Dale, something that our parents had warned us never to 
do.  As we neared the bottom of the hill and entered the 
curve near our driveway, my foot went into the spokes 
of the front wheel.  The bike stopped suddenly, but we 
boys kept going.  Dale sailed through the air on the 
scorching asphalt with the greatest of unease.  I went to 
the road chin first. 
   Mother heard the crash from the kitchen and came 
running.  She did a quick assessment and, concluding 
that I had the worst injuries, gathered me in her arms, 
ran to the house, and sat me on the kitchen sink.  She 
wiped blood from my chin with one hand while dialing 
Mrs. Hendrick’s phone number with the other.  Together 
they got me to the emergency room, where medical 
personnel stitched up my chin. 
   Mr. Hendricks also helped our family and all of his 
neighbors whenever it snowed.  He worked the county 
roads department, and he drove from the shop all the 
way home in a road grader, plowing the roads between 
Knoxville, Tenn., and our neighborhood.  Some of the 
surrounding rural roads might stay snow-covered, but 
ours was usually clear, thanks to Mr. Hendricks. 
   But Mother and Daddy also provided help to 
neighbors.  They regularly shared the bounty from their 
garden with those who needed it.  Mother baby-sat 
neighborhood children during their families’ 
emergencies.  Daddy often corralled straw cows, helped 
put up hay when a rainstorm threatened, and made 
repairs to woodwork or brickwork on neighbor’s houses 
and barns.  Mother spent countless hours sitting in the 
hospital with neighbors had family members there. 
   One day, Wanda, Horace’s wife, came running 
through the garden, yelling for Mother.  Smoke was 
bellowing through an upstairs window of their home.  
Mother quickly called the fire department (there was no 
911 at that time) and then ran to Wanda’s.  After 
ensuring that no one else was in the house, she and 
Wanda began dragging from the house things that 
Wanda considered to be valuable. 
   My brother and I arrived just as Mother and Wanda, 
both petite women, came from the house carrying an 
upright piano.  The fire department arrived and put out 
the fire, which had caused little damage but cemented 
the family’s mutual friendship as neighbors.  The 
fireman wondered aloud how two little women could 
carry that piano. 
   In my mind, Mother epitomized those who lived by the 
biblical definition of neighbor: anyone in need.  A 
couple of my brother’s college friends’ David and Gary 
Browning, were driving from their home in Washington 



Court House, Ohio, to the college the three attended in 
South Carolina.  Just outside Knoxville, a car hit them 
head-on.  The two boys, severely injured, were 
hospitalized for many weeks.  Mother was there with 
them much of the time.  She opened our house to the 
Brownings’ parents and sister, Kathy, and provided 
meals for them whenever they came down to be with the 
boys. 
   But such acts were nothing unusual in our little 
farming community.  They were just examples of 
neighbors being neighbors and doing what came 
naturally.  

Texas Good Sam Area 2-12-15 RV Mini 

Rally 

          
Scheduled March 1 (Wednesday) ending March 5    
(Sunday) 2017 at Coushatte Recreation Ranch 
between Bellville and Sealy, Texas.  The theme for this 
event is “Spring Fling”.  Join in the costume/decorated 
hat/parade.  Mini Rally registration is $10.00 per rig at 
check-in.  Pay with cash or check payable to Area 2 & 
22 Mini Rally.  Camping fee is $20.00 a night; this is the 
price for all rigs, no matter your rigs amperage.  
Camping is paid separately; pay with cash or check 
payable to Howard Nelius. 
   Each rig is asked to bring ONE package of snacks 
(usually cookies) to go on the coffee bar.  Homemade 
snackes are perfectly acceptable.  Free fresh coffee, tea, 
apple cider and coco will be available. 
   There will be food and drinks sold by chapters as 
fundraising.  There’s a Mini Rally dinner on Saturday 
evening …tickets are available at registration table. 
   Howard Nelius will serve a free breakfast of pancakes 
and sausage.  Coffee is furnished. You do need to bring 

your own plates and utensils. 

   Each Rig is asked to bring two (2) good items for the 
Silent Auction; tickets sell for 10 cents each. 
   Games:  Sand Bag Baseball, Washer Toss, 
Horseshoes, Bean Bag Toss, Bull Toss, Domino 
Doubles, “42” Dominoes, Skip-Bo, Chicken Foot, & 
Lucky 13.  Bring your own chairs to the outdoor games. 
   There will be drawings for door prizes at each of the 
evening events. 

              

 
Tips to Keep Pesky Mice Out of Your RV  

http://www.loveyourrv.com/tips-keep-mice-rv/  
   Next to a water leak a rodent infestation can be one of 
the most damaging and unpleasant things that can 
happen to our beloved RV. They can get into the innards 
of our rigs leaving behind a mess as they chew and 
relieve themselves all over the place. Even worse they 
may chew on electrical wires causing a hard to repair 
failure. Sometimes a whole wall may have to be 
removed to perform the necessary repairs. 
I myself have been very lucky and have only had a 
couple mice evade our home on wheels. Each time at the 
frantic urging of my wife it was my job to expel the 
invader.  I found the good old tried and true wire snap 
trap with peanut butter did the trick quickly. 
 Since then I’ve paid attention to how others have 
handled mice problems in the RV noting their solutions. 
It seems there is no magical bullet for all mice. Some 
things work for one person but not for another. 
   But to help RVers facing a mouse problem I’ve 
decided to put out this list of tips and tricks. Hopefully, 
they will be of help when battling the furry little home 
wreckers. 
Block Mice Access to the RV  

The first thing to do is stop the little buggers from 
coming in to have a look around. Our RVs have many 
access points for something as small as a mouse. If they 
can get their head through an opening the rest of the 
body can follow. For a small mouse, this may only be 
the size of a dime. 
Here are some tips to help block openings: 
Spray Foam – Expanding foam in a can is a great way 
to fill in cracks and tiny holes since it can be easily 
removed if need be. Pay special attention to the 
underside of the rig, inside the storage compartments 
and around plumbing feed through holes. 
Steel Wool – For more aggressive mice that may like to 
chew their way through foam try adding in some steel 
wool to the mix. Chewing on the sharp steel fibers 
should deter them. 
Xcluder – Commercial grade stainless steel non-
rusting mesh used by professionals to block openings. 
Screens – Use fine mesh screens on any larger openings 
like vents, access ports, and piping. 
Power Cord Hole – If your rig uses a feed through for 
the power cord some call a “Mouse Hole” consider 
doing what I did and install a fixed receptacle instead. 
Metal Rings – Fashion metal rigs out of sheet metal and 

http://www.loveyourrv.com/tips-keep-mice-rv/
http://amzn.to/29bYU2P


place on the ground around tires and jacks. Make them 
tall enough so mice can’t get over usually around 8 
inches will do the trick.  One less pest access to worry 
about. 

 
Make the RV Less Appealing 

Remove any food – Probably goes without saying but 
don’t leave any sort of food where a mouse could access 
it. One time I invited a mouse into our fifth wheel when 
I used the basement storage area for a bag of potatoes. 

Seal Pet Food – Due to space constraints 
sometimes pet food needs to be stored in an outside 
compartment. Make sure to use a plastic sealed 
container. 
Remove weird things they may eat – It’s not just food 
to be concerned about either. Mice will eat the strangest 
things to survive. I once had a mouse living in the front 
storage bay of the trailer because I was storing a fire log 
there made of recycled coffee grounds. Judging by the 
amount gnawed off the log he loved it! 
Remove all paper products, clothing, and towels, etc. 

– When mice move in they will want to build a nest to 
start making more mice. Make sure there aren’t 
materials left in the RV to help them out with this. 
Add night time lighting – When I first started camping 
in the desert I noticed in some locations folks would 
leave their vehicle hoods up. How strange I thought. 
Turns out that nocturnal rodents don’t like light and it 
kept the desert pack rats from nesting in the engine area 
and chewing on the electrical wires. Many of the 
extended-stay RVers had rope lights laid out under the 
rig for just this reason. 

Commercial Mouse Deterrents 

I’ve had several RVing friends recommend these 
products to me as effective deterrents. 
Fresh Cab – Little pouches of botanical material that 
mice hate. You place a few around the RV and the mice 
stay away. They need to be renewed once in a while as 
the scent diminishes. 
Mouse Free – This stuff gets sprayed on the 
undercarriage of the trailer or motorhome keeping the 
mice from entering.  

Home Brewed Solutions 

If you find the commercial mouse deterrents a little on 
the pricey side here are a few common household 
products people have had success with. 

Fabric Softener Sheets – Spread dryer sheets all over 
the RV when it’s in storage to keep mice away. Then 
when you take it out put the sheets in a plastic bag and 
use them for laundry. 
Irish Spring Soap – Same idea as the dry sheets. 
Supposedly mice hate the smell. 
Moth Balls – Some folks use these at the entry points to 
dissuade mice. Keep in mind though they are toxic and 
may harm a child or pet. 
Peppermint Oil – Soak cotton balls with it and leave in 
the mice infested area. Must be refreshed often. 

Trapping the Mouse 

I used to have a mouse problem in my old TV & Radio 
repair shop so I tried many traps ranging from sticky 
glue pads to humane non-lethal types. However, nothing 
worked as well for me as the original wire snap trap. 

 
Another effective trap I’ve had recommended to me by a 
retired pest management professional is called the Mini 
T-Rex trap. 

 

 
 

 
Happy New Year 

to all  

http://www.loveyourrv.com/wp-content/uploads/2016/06/Mouse-prevention-ring.jpg
https://www.amazon.com/gp/product/B00GXFBRZI/ref=as_li_qf_sp_asin_il_tl?ie=UTF8&tag=lo02f-20&camp=1789&creative=9325&linkCode=as2&creativeASIN=B00GXFBRZI&linkId=90a95c2e67ef1a828e57bf546d94f1bd
http://www.mouse-free.com/
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February 2017
   The Rovin’ Texans met at Coushatta RV Park on 
Saturday, January 14, 2017. The meeting was called to 
order by President Lauree Cunningham.  Dennis 

Humphrey said the opening prayer and Mike Eubanks 
lead the group in the Pledge of Allegiance. 
   Roll call was made by Suzie Eubanks.  Members 
present were Delbert and JoAnn Ashcraft, Richard 

Bauman and Julia Means, Mark and Lauree 

Cunningham, Freeman and Joan Douglas, Peggy 

Duvall, Mike and Suzie Eubanks, Dick and Nell 

Gireau, Dennis and Peggy Humphrey, Phil and Louise 

Hunt, Pam Lund, John and Lynn Martine, and Ron 

Wyrick. 
   Peggy Duvall's daughter, Tami Gonzales visited our 
group as she helps her mom travel to the meeting. 
   Suzie Eubanks read the minutes of the December 
meeting.  The only correction: Lynn Martine was 
caring for her step-mother during the December 
meeting. 
   Julia Means gave the Treasurer report. A discussion 
was started on whether to deposit devotional time money 
into the General Fund or designate it for charity 
donations.  Richard Bauman made motion to deposits 
funds for charity donations.  John Martine seconded the 
motion and the motion passed. 
   Sunshine Girl Pam Lund reported Lynn Martine's 
step-mother passed away, Calvin and Olga Waits both 
are in physical therapy and doing better.  Wayne Givens 
is having hand surgery.  Bill Kingsley is better and 
Mark Cunningham has been in the hospital.  David 

Barron is also having some back issues.  We all need to 
keep our friends in our prayers. 
   There were no new grandchildren this month. 
   Wagonmaster Ron Wyrick reported that we had 8 
rigs, 2 drive-ins, and 1 visitor.  Ron mentioned that rigs 
with generators should start be started up and run once a 
month under a full load to avoid problems.  Ron also 
mentioned a change of the date for the April campout.  
The new date is April 7 & 8th.   
   Lauree (on behalf of the club) thanked Peggy Duvall, 
Tami Gonzales and the Wyricks for a great Friday 
evening snack dinner.  Also we really appreciated the 

Dick and Nell Giroux's breakfast treats on Saturday 
morning. 
   Under Old Business we discussed the seat cushions 
which were being made to sell at upcoming rallies.  The 
cushions are being finished Saturday after the meeting.  
It was decided that we will sell them for $8 each or 2 for 
$15.  We will have made approximately 50. 
   Under New Business Lauree discussed our chapter 
working the Silent Auction for the Mini Rally.  Peggy 

Humphrey volunteered to assist in the auction.   
   Mike Eubanks discussed plans to caravan into State 
Rally.  Campers can enter the fairgrounds on March 27 
and camp for $18 per night.  John Martine said that 
those participating in caravan are eligible for a special 
patch.  After the State Rally in Waco, some members are 
going to go to the Louisiana Rally in Shreveport.  More 
details on the rallies will be discussed at the February 
meeting.    
February Birthday  

02-02 – JoAnn Ashcraft 

02-02 – Phil Hunt 

02-03 – Mark Cunningham  

02-07 – John Martine 

02-20 – Charles Ryan 

February Anniversaries  
02-05 – Elsie & Wayne Givens  30 years  

02-14 – Doneane & Bob Frazier 12 years 

02-19 – Olga & Calvin Waits  52 years  
02-20 – Sandra & Dennis Vann  28 years  
February Camp Out will be will be February 10-12 at 
Magnolia RV Park in Goodrich.  Hosts for the meeting 
are the Eubanks, McGallions and Martines. 

 

Don’t forget to bring your food donations! 

All donations will be donated to an area 
Food Pantry. 

 

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


  

  

  

   

  

  

 

    

 
There was a fantastic group of ladies and fellows 
participating in the construction of the Chair Cushions. 
This is a project hatched, at the last Artesian Campout 
when chapter member’s backsides yearned for some 
padding when using Wayne’s new metal folding chairs. 
A total of 48 have been sewn. 36 still need the foam pad 
to be stuffed into them. It is planned to finish stuffing 
the remaining cushions at the February campout. Plans 
are to sell these cushions at the Mini-Rally and at the 
State Rally. 



Texas Good Sam Area 2-12-15 RV Mini Rally         
Scheduled March 1 (Wednesday) ending March 5    
(Sunday) 2017 at Coushatte Recreation Ranch between 
Bellville and Sealy, Texas.  The theme for this event is 
“Spring Fling”.  Join in the costume/decorated 
hat/parade.  Mini Rally registration is $10.00 per rig at 
check-in.  Pay with cash or check payable to Area 2 & 
22 Mini Rally.  Camping fee is $20.00 a night; this is the 
price for all rigs, no matter your rigs amperage.  
Camping is paid separately; pay with cash or check 
payable to Howard Nelius. 
   Each rig is asked to bring ONE package of snacks 
(usually cookies) to go on the coffee bar.  Homemade 
snackes are perfectly acceptable.  Free fresh coffee, tea, 
apple cider and coco will be available. 
   There will be food and drinks sold by chapters as 
fundraising.  There’s a Mini Rally dinner on Saturday 
evening …tickets are available at registration table. 
   Howard Nelius will serve a free breakfast of pancakes 
and sausage.  Coffee is furnished. You do need to bring 
your own plates and utensils. 
   Each Rig is asked to bring two (2) good items for the 
Silent Auction; tickets sell for 10 cents each. 
   Games:  Sand Bag Baseball, Washer Toss, 
Horseshoes, Bean Bag Toss, Bull Toss, Domino 
Doubles, “42” Dominoes, Skip-Bo, Chicken Foot, & 
Lucky 13.  Bring your own chairs to the outdoor games. 
   There will be drawings for door prizes at each of the 
evening events.              

 
2017 Texas State RV Rally March 30 - April 2  

 “Deep in the Heart of Texas”  
   Heart of Texas Fair Complex 4601 Bosque Blvd 
Waco, Texas 76701  
   Deep in the Heart of Texas Facilities will provide 
Electricity ( 30amps/limited 50), Water and Honey 
Wagon,   Restrooms/Showers,   Air Conditioned 
Meeting Buildings.  
   Activities: Hospitality, Fun and Fellowship, Door 
Prizes,   Entertainment,  Commercial Booths,  Pet 
Parade,   Indoor Games,  Outdoor Games,  Seminars,   
Flea Market,  Costume Contest,  Red Hat Tea,   Free Ice 
Cream, First Timers Reception, Tuesday Night Ball 
Game  
   TX RV Rally Fee:  Pre-Registration  Gate Registration  
1 Rig/2 Person  $70.00    $75.00  1 Rig/1 Person  $60.00    
$65.00 Each Additional Person  $25.00    $30.00 Day 
Pass (For entire week)  $35.00    $35.00  

   To pre-register go to “Texas State Rally Registration”   
At this link you will find information for on line and 
mail in registration.  It is preferred that you register on 
line.  Vendors can also find information on how to 
contact our Vendor Coordinator at the same link. For 
more information call Jody Birchett at 713-819-8952, or 
email the State Register at txgoodsam@aol.com .   
Driving instructions are found at 
www.TexasGoodSam.com/Waco Map  
   All registrations will be held at the Registration Desk.  
Texas State RV Rally fees are determined by the above 
chart and will be collected at the Texas State RV Rally 
for which this registration is valid.  Registrations must 
be received before March 6th to qualify for the Pre-
Registration fee.  
   Early Parking is $18.00 per night beginning on 
Monday, March 27, 2017 at 8:00 a.m.  Parking will 
begin each day at 8:00 a.m.  There will be no parking 
after 5:00 p.m.  Late Arrivals should find a local RV 
park in which to spend the night or use holding area at 
entrance gates off Lake Aire Drive.  Rigs will be parked 
on a first come basis.  Arrive together – park together 
(NO EXCEPTIONS).    
    Registration will start each day at 9:00 a.m.  Take 
your parking card with you to Registration.  You will not 
be registered without your parking card.  Be sure to sign 
in on your Chapter or State Sheet.  
    Please bring extension cords, water hoses and 
adapters.   Limited available sewers are shared. 
 

RV Tire Maintenance and Fatal Mistakes  

 
Published on Jun 16, 2016.  
Maintaining your RV tires should be one of the highest 
priorities when living life on the road or just travelling 
for the weekend. RVs are heavy vehicles that can easily 
get out of control if a tires blows out. There are other 
potential fatalities lurking in poor management of your 
RV tires. Make sure to follow the advice in this 11:31 
video to stay safe! Ctrl+Click to follow link: 
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=HVoRM_yLxG0  
 

https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=HVoRM_yLxG0


 

A Valentine for Grandma  
  by: Joseph Walker, 

   It was just a harmless prank, that's all it was.  
And it wasn't as if Old Lady Hayes didn't deserve it. The 
way she used to scream at us for "borrowing" a few of 
her precious raspberries each summer, like we were 
stealing gold out of Fort Knox... well, she had it coming. 
   At least, that's the way we saw it as George finished 
tying the string to the red, heart-shaped box. We giggled 
as Ron added the final touch: two plastic red roses, glued 
to the lid. "I wonder what will surprise her most," I 
asked as George practiced jerking the box out of reach 
by yanking on the string. "Seeing a box of candy on her 
step, or watching it fly away when she tries to pick it 
up?"  
   We laughed as we watched George make Albert chase 
the box around the garage. For a chubby 10-year-old, 
Albert did a good imitation of Mrs. Hayes's hunched 
hobble and her seemingly permanent scowl. And we 
howled when he picked up a broom and pretended to 
ride it through the midwinter air while shouting, "I'm 
Old Lady Hayes, the driedest-up old prune in the West!"  
Ron was first to notice my dad in the doorway. Within 
seconds, Ron's anxiety was shared by all but Albert, who 
continued to swoop around the garage until he came 
face-to-belt-buckle with our silent observer. For a 
moment the only movement in the room came from the 
little puffs of steam escaping our mouths. Dad broke the 
stillness by walking slowly to the empty candy box lying 
on the floor. He picked it up and dangled it by the string, 
watching it swing back and forth. Then he looked into 
the eyes of the frightened boys. And, as was his custom, 
he looked into their hearts as well.  
   "It doesn't seem so long ago that I was pulling 
Valentine's Day pranks," he said as he laid the box on a 
workbench. "One year my cousins and I decided to pull 
one on our Grandma Walker even though we loved her -
- she was the sweetest grandma a boy could have. We 
were just feeling devilish and decided to have some fun 
at her expense.  
   "Early in the evening we snuck up to her doorstep with 
a can of red paint. Grandma was hard of hearing, so we 
didn't have to worry about being very quiet. Which was 
a good thing, because every time we thought about how 
funny it was going to be to see Grandma try to pick up a 
valentine that was just painted on her doorstep, we 
couldn't keep from laughing.  
   "It didn't take long, and it wasn't very artistic. But for 
an old woman with bad eyes, it would do. We kicked the 
door and hid behind bushes. When Grandma finally 
appeared she stood in the doorway, her gray hair pulled 
back tightly into her usual bun, wiping her hands on her 

usual apron. She must have heard the commotion in the 
bushes because she looked in our direction and spoke 
loudly enough for us to hear: 'Who could be knocking at 
my door?' Then she looked down. Even from 15 feet 
away we could see the joy in her eyes when she spotted 
a splash of red at her feet.  
   "'A valentine for Grandma!' she exclaimed. 'And I 
thought I'd be forgotten again this year!'  
   "She tried to retrieve her prize. This was the moment 
we had been waiting for, but somehow it wasn't as much 
fun as we expected. Grandma groped at the fresh paint 
for a moment. Slowly, she figured out our prank. She 
tried to smile. Then, with as much dignity as she could 
muster, she turned and walked back into her house, 
absently wiping red paint on her clean, white apron."  
   Dad paused, and for the first time I noticed that his 
eyes were moist. He took a deep breath. "Grandma died 
later that year," he said. "I never had another chance to 
give her a real valentine."  
   He took the box from the bench and handed it to me. 
Then he turned and left the garage.  
   Later that night a red, heart-shaped box with two 
plastic roses on it was placed on Mrs. Hayes's front 
doorstep by six giggling boys. We hid behind snow-
covered bushes to see how she would react to receiving 
a full pound of candy and nuts.  
   With no strings attached.  

 

 

mailto:valuescom@aol.com
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March 2017
   The Rovin’ Texans met at Magnolia RV Park in 
Goodrich on February 12, 2017. The meeting was called 
to order by President Lauree Cunninham.  She offered 
the opening prayer and Mike Eubanks lead the 
membership in the Pledge of Allegiance. 
   Roll-Call was by Secretary, Suzie Eubanks.  
Members present were: Mark and Lauree 

Cunningham, Peggy Duvall, Mike and Suzie 

Eubanks, Bob and Doneane Frazier, Dick and Nell 

Giroux, Robert and Pam Harvey, Dennis and Peggy 

Humphrey, Phil and Louise Hunt, Robert and Pam 

Lund, John and Lynn Martine, David and Dee 

McGallion, Jim and Gloria Montross and Calvin and 

Olga Waits. 

   Visitors included Peggy Duvall’s daughter, Tammy 

Gonzales as she helps her mom by driving Peggy’s rig, 
and Joyce Harvey, Robert Harvey’s mother. 
   Suzie Eubanks read the minutes of the January 
meeting.  They were approved as read.   There was no 
Treasurers report as Julia Means was not present. 
   Sunshine Girl Pam Lund reported that Wayne Givens 
had hand surgery and was doing well.  Peggy 

Humphrey is having foot and leg issues and may have 
to have surgery.  Calvin and Olga Waits are almost 
finished with their physical therapy.  She asked we all 
remember our ailing members in our thoughts and 
prayers. 
   There were no new grandchildren. 
   Asst. WagonMaster Bob Frazier reported 13 rigs, no 
drive-ins and 2 accompanying guest. 
Lauree Cunningham thanked the Eubanks, 

McGallions and Martines for the great Friday evening 
feed. “Thanks” were extended to the Dick and Nell 
Giroux for the Saturday morning treats. 
On a safety note, Mike Eubanks discussed over heating 
computer batteries.  He told of a friend whom he sold a 
rig to who lost that rig completely in a fire believed to 
have been set afire due to a recently purchased computer 
battery that was in the computer and charging on the 
couch.  
   Under Old Business, Lauree reminded everyone to 
turn in Volunteer Hours to Julia Means.  We discussed 

the Mini-Rally set for March 1-5 at Coushatte RV.  The 
Rovin’ Texans are in charge of the Silent Auction again 
this year.  Lauree ask everyone to consider other 
volunteer opportunities as the Mini-Rally was in need of 
folks to oversee some of the planned outdoor games and 
the coordinators were desperately searching for 
volunteers.  We also had handouts for the Waco, Texas 
State Rally and the Shreveport Louisiana State Rally. 
   Under New Business there was a motion to change our 
Saturday morning business meeting from 9am to 
9:30am.  Lynn Martine made the motion to make the 
change and Gloria Montross seconded it.  A motion 
passed.  On a side note, Phil Hunt noted that the 
Veterans Administration (VA) in Conroe has recently 
relocated to a new location. 
   Asst. WagonMaster Bob Fraizer noted our chapter 
goes to Coushatte RV in Bellville 5 times this year and 
he was trying to schedule some new future camping 
locations.  He is looking at North Shore, Sulphur, LA, 
Newton, TX, Double Hearts and other locations.  He 
was wanting the membership to let him know of 
important necessities we as a club require for camping.  
Several members reminded him the WagonMaster has 
broad discretionary powers when it comes to making 
camping reservations and selecting campgrounds. The 
only restriction being the 150 miles from downtown 
Houston.  
It was noted that the telephone calling list needed to be 
revisited as some people are being called by more than 
one calling committee.   
   Lauree announced the PotLuck dinner was at 5:30 
with a Devotional following the dinner. Dee McGallion 
was give the Devotional. Jim Montross made a motion 
to adjourn and Calvin Waits seconded it. We adjourned 
at 9:40.  Following the meeting the remaining seat 
cushions were stuffed in preparation for sale. 
March Birthdays  

03-05 – Bill Bumpus 

03-07 – Louise Hunt 

03-09 – Barbara Craig 

03-15 – Bonnie Prince 

03-20 – Maudie Ryan 

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


03-27 – David McGallion 

March Anniversaries  
03-09 – Lynn & John Martine   43 years  

03-14 – Jeanette & Bill Kingsley   25 years  

03-29 – JoAnn & Delbert Ashcraft   59 years  

March Camp Out will be will be March 10-12 at 
Coushatte RV Ranch in Bellville.  Hosts for the meeting 
are the Giroux and Halberts. 

Texas Good Sam Area 2-12-15 RV Mini 

Rally 

          
Scheduled March 1 (Wednesday) ending March 5    
(Sunday) 2017 at Coushatte Recreation Ranch 
between Bellville and Sealy, Texas.  The theme for this 

event is “Spring Fling”.  Join in the costume/decorated 
hat/parade.  Mini Rally registration is $10.00 per rig at 
check-in.  Pay with cash or check payable to Area 2 & 
22 Mini Rally.  Camping fee is $20.00 a night; this is the 
price for all rigs, no matter your rigs amperage.  
Camping is paid separately; pay with cash or check 
payable to Howard Nelius. 
   Each rig is asked to bring ONE package of snacks 
(usually cookies) to go on the coffee bar.  Homemade 
snackes are perfectly acceptable.  Free fresh coffee, tea, 
apple cider and coco will be available. 
   There will be food and drinks sold by chapters as 
fundraising.  There’s a Mini Rally dinner on Saturday 
evening …tickets are available at registration table. 
   Howard Nelius will serve a free breakfast of pancakes 
and sausage.  Coffee is furnished. You do need to bring 

your own plates and utensils. 

   Each Rig is asked to bring two (2) good items for the 
Silent Auction; tickets sell for 10 cents each. 
   Games:  Sand Bag Baseball, Washer Toss, 
Horseshoes, Bean Bag Toss, Bull Toss, Domino 
Doubles, “42” Dominoes, Skip-Bo, Chicken Foot, & 
Lucky 13.  Bring your own chairs to the outdoor games. 
   There will be drawings for door prizes at each of the 
evening events.            

 
Don’t forget to bring your food donations! 
All foods will be donated to an area Food Pantry. 

2017 Austin Co. Cruisers Classic Car Stampede   

 
   The Austin County Cruisers are having their 14th Ever 
Classic Car Stampede in downtown Bellville Texas on 
March 11th, show time is 9:00am till 1:00pm. No entry 
fee and free to the public. Awards for top 15 vehicles, 
top truck and top motorcycle along with other awards. 
 
Caught on Camera: Teen's Laptop Bursts Into 

Flames in Family's Living Room 

The family's home security cameras captured 
their laptop catching fire not once, …but four 
times  By Joel Grover and Matthew Glasser 

 
http://www.nbclosangeles.com/investigations/I-Team-Investigation-

Battery-Lithium-Ion-Fire-Laptop-Computer-412459303.html  

   The stunning home surveillance video shows two 
teenage boys sitting on a couch, playing video games 
and eating pizza, when suddenly a laptop bursts into a 
ball of fire just three feet away. 
   "Thank God it didn't explode in my face," said 18-
year-old Devon Johnson, describing the fireball that 
engulfed his Dell laptop, while it was charging on the 
couch in his parent's Thousand Oaks California home 
last month. 
   There have been hundreds of reports of laptops, 
cellphones and other consumer electronics catching on 
fire in recent years. But rarely are these spectacular fires 
caught on video. The Johnson's home security cameras 
captured their laptop catching fire not once, but four 
times. 
   Devon had plugged in his four-year old laptop to 
charge, and a few hours later smoke began shooting out 
the side of the computer before it burst into flames. The 
fire burned a large hole in the sofa and destroyed the 
computer. 
   But the Johnson's consider themselves lucky. Devon 
and his friend Andrew were supposed to have gone to 
the movies with Devon's parents at the time the laptop 
was charging. 

http://www.nbclosangeles.com/results/?keywords=%22Joel+Grover%22&byline=y&sort=date
http://www.nbclosangeles.com/results/?keywords=%22Matthew+Glasser%22&byline=y&sort=date
http://www.nbclosangeles.com/investigations/I-Team-Investigation-Battery-Lithium-Ion-Fire-Laptop-Computer-412459303.html
http://www.nbclosangeles.com/investigations/I-Team-Investigation-Battery-Lithium-Ion-Fire-Laptop-Computer-412459303.html


   "Had he gone to the movies, our house would have 
been gone," said Tori Johnson, Devon's mother. 
   And had Devon been using his laptop on his lap at the 
time of the fire, Tori said, "It would have been 
devastating. He would have been burned." 
   According to the family's video, the fiery ordeal went 
on for nearly seven minutes. 
   After Devon blew out the first fire, his friend Andrew 
unplugged the laptop. They then took it outside and put 
it on a table. Three minutes later, while unplugged, the 
computer caught on fire again. Devon once again blew 
out the flames. And, after another three minutes passed, 
flames shot out of the laptop for a third time. This time, 
Devon used a fire extinguisher to put out the blaze. 
   Thinking the fire was out, he moved closer to inspect 
the laptop. As he got close, it erupted into flames yet 
again, almost injuring the teenager. He sprayed it again 
with the extinguisher, putting out the fire for good. 
   The fire appears to have come from the Dell laptop's 
lithium-ion battery. That's the same type of battery 
technology that's been recalled for causing fires in 
Hoverboards, Samsung Galaxy smartphones and a 
variety of laptops. In 2006, Dell recalled 4.1 million 
laptop batteries because of the risk of fire. Last week, 
Hewlett Packard recalled 101,000 laptop batteries, 
which the Consumer Product Safety Commission said 
could overheat and catch on fire. 
   "They get hot for various reasons," said Bruce Dunn, 
professor of Materials Science and Engineering at 
UCLA. Dunn is one of the country's leading experts on 
lithium-ion batteries. 
   After Devon blew out the first fire, his friend Andrew 
unplugged the laptop. They then took it outside and put 
it on a table. Three minutes later, while unplugged, the 
computer caught on fire again. Devon once again blew 
out the flames. And, after another three minutes passed, 
flames shot out of the laptop for a third time. This time, 
Devon used a fire extinguisher to put out the blaze. 
Thinking the fire was out, he moved closer to inspect the 
laptop. As he got close, it erupted into flames yet again, 
almost injuring the teenager. He sprayed it again with 
the extinguisher, putting out the fire for good.  
   The fire appears to have come from the Dell laptop's 
lithium-ion battery. That's the same type of battery 
technology that's been recalled for causing fires in 
Hoverboards, Samsung Galaxy smartphones and a 
variety of laptops. In 2006, Dell recalled 4.1 million 
laptop batteries because of the risk of fire. Last week, 
Hewlett Packard recalled 101,000 laptop batteries, 
which the Consumer Product Safety Commission said 
could overheat and catch on fire. 
   "They get hot for various reasons," said Bruce Dunn, 
professor of Materials Science and Engineering at 
UCLA. Dunn is one of the country's leading experts on 
lithium-ion batteries.  

  "Sometimes, that heat can be a (manufacturing) defect. 
And lots of times it's abuse. The battery is dropped on 
the floor, its punctured," said Dunn, whose team at 
UCLA is developing a battery that will never catch on 
fire. 
   The Johnson family wants to know what caused their 
laptop to go up in flames, almost setting their home on 
fire. They said no one ever dropped the laptop. So they 
emailed video of the incident to Dell and sent photos of 
the burned up device. 
"It just exploded. So why, why is this happening?" asked 
Tori Johnson. 
   When we first aired this story, Dell told NBC4 it was 
investigating the cause of the fire. Dell spokesman Dave 
Farmer says that investigation is now complete. 
"The battery involved was not manufactured by Dell and 
was not an authentic Dell battery...incompatible, 
counterfeit, or third batteries may increase the risk of a 
safety related incident," Farmer told NBC4 in an email. 
   "Our investigative techniques and full results need to 
remain confidential," Farmer said. 
The Johnson family disputes Dell's findings, telling 
NBC4 they never replaced the original battery on the 
laptop in question. 
   Dr. Dunn at UCLA said there are steps you can take to 
help prevent lithium-ion batteries in your laptop from 
catching fire, including: 

 Charge your device on a hard surface, which lets 
heat dissipate 

 Don't charge devices on beds or couches 

 Don't overcharge devices. He suggests 
unplugging a device just before its fully charged 

 Don't leave your laptop plugged in and charging 
overnight or when you go to work 

A Real Cliff-Hanger 
Most of the action wasn't even on the screen! 
By Nancy (Wurster) Hogan  
http://www.goodolddaysmagazine.com/featured_story.php  

 
   "Uptown" in my small hometown in northwest Ohio 
was a half block south of our house and four blocks to 
the west along the lengthy main street, which crossed the 
river. In those days of the mid-1940s, it was safe for us 
kids to walk, run or play anywhere in town as long as 

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


our parents gave permission. Since I had already run 
errands for them uptown, my folks decided that at age 9 
1/2, I was responsible enough to go to the uptown 
theater (we called it "the show") and to have my 5-year-
old brother, Bobby, in my care. He was a busy little guy, 
but I really wanted to go the movies, so I said I could 
handle the job. 
   We set off on a nice summer Saturday with me holding 
Bobby's hand tightly and a 50-cent piece knotted in a 
handkerchief in my other hand. Fifty cents got two 
tickets to the show plus a Baby Ruth for me and a 
Tootsie Roll for Bobby. 
   After a half block, we noticed that our little terrier, 
Tippy, was following right along. Not wanting to take 
her all the way back home, we ordered her to go home. 
But Tippy, the "mighty protector" of our family -- who 
must have weighed about 8 pounds, who always made 
pedestrians cross to the other side of our street, who 
shook rats in the alley until they scavenged no more -- 
would not be deterred from her self-appointed task of 
guarding her kids! 
   Then we noticed that she was no longer following us 
but was keeping pace with us by taking a parallel street. 
She paused at intersections to see where we were. 
   When we got to the show and paid at the front box 
office, we didn't see her and guessed she had finally 
gone home. We got our treats; Bobby gobbled down his 
Tootsie Roll before the lights went down. 
   We settled in for cartoons, newsreels, and two feature 
Westerns. It was a very long time for a sticky and 
fidgety little boy to sit quietly, so he kept bouncing 
constantly in the well-sprung seat beside me, ignoring 
my repeated whispered warnings to "Sit still!" 
   A lady sitting behind Bobby poked him on the 
shoulder and hissed, "Sit still, little boy!" It worked. 
   I spent the entire short intermission waiting outside the 
boys' room for Bobby. There was no time left for me to 
take a break. 
  About halfway through the second feature, I realized 
that I really needed to go to the restroom. But I couldn't 
leave Bobby alone, and I couldn't even think of taking 
him into the ladies' room. I tried not to think about it. 
   Just as we were minutes from the end of the exciting 
movie and Gene Autry was stranded on a cliff with the 
bad guys closing in on him, I couldn't ignore my need 
any longer -- I had to go! I warned Bobby to stay in his 
seat, to wait for me, and to tell me what happened to 
Gene when I got back. 
   I hurried as much as possible and hoped and prayed 
that my little brother would be OK. Unfortunately, the 
restroom was a mess; there was only one commode still 
functioning, and there was a wait while we ladies took 
turns. 
   Finally, as I made my way back to my seat, the movie 
ended, the lights went on, and kids were pushing past me 

to leave. I could see our seats but no Bobby! I didn't 
know what to do. 
   Then, as the crowd began to thin out, I could see him 
coming down the aisle from the very front rows of seats.    
I cried, "Why did you leave your seat?" He answered 
that I had been gone a long time and he went to look for 
our cousin Eddie who usually sat down front, but he 
wasn't there. I didn't know whether to be mad at him or 
just be glad that he was all right. So I asked him what 
happened to Gene Autry. He said, "I don't know." 
   As we exited the theater past the box office, there was 
Tippy, sitting right in front of the ticket window. The 
box office lady came out her door at the side and yelled, 
"Little girl, next time, leave your dog at home -- he's 
been scaring all the little children!" I nodded at her and 
pulled Bobby away from there. I was so afraid we would 
be arrested. 
   When we were almost half a block from home, we 
could see Mom out front, waiting for us. I dropped 
Bobby's hand and he took off like a shot to run to her. 
My responsibility was over! 
   Mom asked me how everything went. I just said it was 
OK. She asked about the movie and I said it was OK 
too. She wanted to know if Bobby had behaved. I didn't 
know how to tell her all that went on, so I said, "He was 
OK. But the next time, that box office lady said to leave 
Tippy at home!" 
   She didn't ask any more questions even though I could 
see that she wanted to. But I didn't have to take Bobby to 
the movies again, and I still don't know how Gene Autry 
got off that cliff. 
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April 2017

   The Ro i ’ Te a s et at Coushatte RV Park i  Bell ille o  
March 10, 2017.  The meeting was called to order at 9:30 am 

by President Lauree Cunningham.  Olan Halbert gave the 

opening prayer and Dick Giroux lead the group in the Pledge 

of Allegiance. 

   Roll Call was done by Suzie Eubanks.  Members present were 

Delbert and JoAnn Ashcraft, David and Linda Barron, Wendell 

and Barbara Craig, Mark and Lauree Cunningham, Mike and 

Suzie Eubanks, Dick and Nell Giroux, Wayne and Elsie Givens, 

Olan and Lola Halbert, Dennis and Peggy Humphrey, Phil and 

Louise Hunt, Bill and Jeanette Kingsley, Pam Lund, John and 

Lynn Martine, Harry and Barbara Robbins, Calvin and Olga 

Waits, and John Muyres.  There were no visitors this month. 

   Suzie Eubanks read the minutes of the February meeting.  

There were no additions or corrections.  Delbert Ashcraft 

made a motion to accept the minutes as read and Jeanette 

Kingsley seconded the motion.  They were accepted as read. 

   Elsie Givens gave the Treasurers report. 

   Sunshine Girl Pam Lund reported that Louise Hunt had some 

scar tissue scrapped on the knee and was doing well.  In fact 

she was present for the meeting.  Barbara Craig is due to have 

surgery on March 27.  Peggy Humphrey is still dealing with 

foot issues.  Jeanne Wyrick hurt her hip and is not getting 

around well.  Dee McGallion is better with her allergies.  Harry 

Robbins is doing well and due to have last treatment soon.  

Keep all of our members in your prayers.   

   There were no new grandchildren. 

   Past Wagonmaster Dennis Humphrey filling in for Ron 

Wyrick, reported we had 10 rigs, 2 drive-ins, and 2 live-ins 

present.  Lauree Cunningham, on behalf of the group, 

expressed a big Thank You  to the Halberts and Girouxs for 

the wonderful snack dinner of Friday evening.  Also big thanks 

to the Girouxs for Saturday morning treats.  Lauree also made 

a big pan of biscuits and shared her Mini-Rally won Mustang 

Jelly. 

   Bill Kingsley reminded everyone how important it is to check 

batteries on CO2 detectors and smoke detectors both at 

home and in our campers. 

   Under Old Business Lauree reminded all to turn in volunteer 

hours to Julia Means.  We made $87 from cushion sales at the 

Mini Rally and funds were deposited.  We plan to have a 

booth at the Texas Rally in Waco to sell the remaining 

cushions. 

   Mike Eubanks asked for a raise of hands for all who planned 

to attend the Waco and Shreveport Rallies.  He said an email 

would be forthcoming with caravan details and other plans for 

our group.  We currently have 11 rigs going to Waco and 10 

rigs going to Shreveport. 

   Harry Robbins, being a charter member, expressed thanks to 

all for keeping the club alive and viable. 

   Lauree reminded club members to bring food items for food 

pantry donations.  The Eubanks will take food this month to 

the Huffman Food Bank.  Elsie Givens announced she had 

patches for anyone needing them for vests; 35 year patch, 

Dogs for the Deaf, Bones, and large Chapter patches.  Patches 

will also be on sale in Waco by State Chapter personnel. 

   Under New Business Lauree asked all to think of club 

fundraisers....possibly collecting 25 cents when members that 

forget to wear club badges.  She reported on the Presidents 

meeting at the Mini Rally mainly about adjusting the schedule 

so all can participate in all activities and possibly changing 

beanbag baseball to Thursday night as it is a good get 

acquainted activity.  She also wants to do to encourage better 

silent auction items.  We will again be responsible for handling 

the silent auction next year. 

   Congratulations to all our club members who won awards at 

the Mini Rally....David McGallion, 2nd place in Dominoes;  

Doneane Frazier, 1st place horseshoes; Lola Halbert, 2nd place 

Skipbo; Olan Halbert, 1st place 42 dominoes and 2nd place 

beanbag baseball; Mark Cunningham, 2nd place beanbag 

baseball; Dennis Humphrey, 2nd place beanbag baseball and 

2nd place horseshoes; Mike Eubanks, 1st place beanbag 

baseball; Suzie Eubanks, 1st place beanbag baseball; and 

Wayne Givens, 1st place beanbag baseball.  If anyone was left 

off this list, it as ’t i te tio al. 
Lauree spoke of the successes we experienced handling the 

ticket sales and set-up of Silent Auction items brought in by all 

the Mi i Rall  registra ts last eek’s. We sold $489 in tickets 

sales.  Al of this o e  fu ds e t ear’s e e t.  Lauree 

a ted to e press our hapter’s appre iatio  for all the 
assistance provided by the Sand Dollar Sams out of Galveston 

and to Debbie Cutbirth is with the Slow Pokes when we 

announced the Silent Auction winners and we delivered the 

winning items. 

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


   Lauree asked the phone committee to contact their people 

and then determine whether there will be enough to have 

meeting in April at Magnolia RV Park.  If there are not please 

notify Wagonmaster so he can cancel reservations.   

   Lola Halbert give Devotional following the Potluck dinner. 

The meeting adjourned at 9:55 am. 

 
 

April Birthdays  

04-20 – Gloria Montross 

04-22 – Robert Harvey 

04-24 – Wendell Craig 

 

April Anniversaries  

04-14 – Jeanne & Ron Wyrick    21 years 

04-15 – Suzie & Mike Eubanks    50 years  

04-18 – Gloria & James Montross   59 years  

04-20 – Nell & Dick Giroux    43 years  

April Camp Out will be will be April 7-9 (that’s 1st weekend in 

April) at Magnolia RV in Goodrich.  Due to attendance at 

Texas State Rally, there is no one scheduled to host. 

Texas Parks with Photo-Worthy Wildflowers 
http://tpwmagazine.com/archive/2003/may/scout1/?utm_campaign=govdelivery-

email-spgetaways-march2017&utm_medium=email&utm_source=govdelivery    

  
Spring wildflowers have begun running rampant across your 

state parks, and they'll stay at least through April. So grab 

those cameras! Texas wildflowers come in a variety of shapes 

and colors, creating vibrant backgrounds for portraits and 

selfies. And they're always ready for a close-up. 

REMEMBER there is a change! We are meeting the 1st FULL 

weekend in April next campout!  

 

     
 

Hill Country 

   March and April are the best times to see fields ablaze with 

color at the Lyndon B. Johnson State Historic Site. Wildflowers 

include bluebonnets, Indian paintbrushes, firewheels and 

Mexican hats. 

   Highways lined with wildflowers lead to Enchanted Rock 

State Natural Area and Inks Lake State Park. 

Lyndon B. Johnson State Park and Historic Site is in Gillespie 

County, between Fredericksburg and Johnson City, and 

contains 717.9 acres. Lyndon B. Johnson State Park honors a 

native Texan who achieved the nation's highest office. 

  To create the unique facility, friends of then President 

Johnson raised money to purchase property directly across 

the Pedernales River from the LBJ Ranch. In 1965, this land 

http://tpwmagazine.com/archive/2003/may/scout1/?utm_campaign=govdelivery-email-spgetaways-march2017&utm_medium=email&utm_source=govdelivery
http://tpwmagazine.com/archive/2003/may/scout1/?utm_campaign=govdelivery-email-spgetaways-march2017&utm_medium=email&utm_source=govdelivery


was accepted by the Texas Parks and Wildlife Department, 

and the park was opened in 1970. 

The park's location is historically significant since it is in the 

heart of the former president's home country. The area has 

been influenced by three major cultures: Native American, 

Spanish and German. Indians roamed the Hill Country first, 

leaving behind artifacts which tell of their nomadic life. The 

Spanish conquistadors followed, bringing a culture which was 

to endure to the present. German immigrants settled the Hill 

Country in the early 1800s and their descendants still call it 

home. Their culture has had a major impact on the 

development of the region and the park itself. All of these 

cultures are represented at the park. The facility was officially 

dedicated in August 1970 in a ceremony attended by the 

Johnson family and a host of dignitaries. 

 
   Lake Mineral Wells State Park & Trailway sits in the heart of 

cattle country, near what was once a popular health resort. 

You ill lo e the area’s histor  a d s e er , ut ou’ll also 

e jo  the park’s outdoor a e ities:  a lake, a rock climbing 

area, and miles of trails. We are just 45 minutes west of Fort 

Worth. 

    
 

At Franklin Mountains State Park in El Paso, golden California 

poppies spread color across the slopes in March and April. For 

great views of the flowers, visitors can ride the Wyler Aerial 

Tramway. 

The Franklin Mountains provided most of the basic 

necessities of life for early people here. Today, the mountains 

meet a different human need – our need for time in nature. 

Come explore these high-desert mountains, just 15 minutes 

from El Paso.  Franklin Mountains State Park offers great 

hiking, biking and rock climbing. Visit for the day or camp 

overnight. Look for geocaches, bird (and nature) watch, or 

bring a picnic.  

Government Canyon State Natural Area has more than 40 

miles of hiking and biking trails that range from remote 

rugged canyon lands to gently rolling grasslands. Natural Area 

visitors may enjoy a variety of outdoor activities including, 

picnicking, hiking, biking, trail running, geocaching, regularly 

scheduled guided hikes, and ranger programs. Some of the 

monthly hikes/programs include: Hike the Canyon, Explore 

the Canyon, and Family Fun. For those looking for a place to 

go bird watching, Government Canyon is a good place to find 

the elusive and endangered golden-cheeked warbler.  

Gulf Coast  

Lake Corpus Christi State Park. 

  
Families have been enjoying Lake Corpus Christi State Park for 

more than 80 years. Come for the water sports, varied wildlife 

and relaxing atmosphere. Leave refreshed! 

From the Gulf Coast to the Big Bend each spring, wildflowers 

brighten the Texas landscape. State parks offer some of the 

best places to enjoy spectacular displays of bluebonnets, 

Indian paintbrushes and other native flowering plants. 

 

Big Bend Country 

 
 

   Three-foot-tall Big Bend bluebonnets and colorful cactus 

blooms can be seen at the Big Bend Ranch State Park. 

   Bluebonnets and Indian paintbrushes surround the stately 

plantation house at Varner-Hogg Plantation State Historic 

Site. 

   Bluebonnets and other wildflowers bloom in abundance at  

Panhandle Plains 

   A variety of flowers bloom from March through October 

along Palo Duro Ca o  “tate Park’s 16 miles of roads. May 

and June are the best times to visit, when plants such as 

spiderwort, Texas thistle, yucca, Indian blanket and Mexican 

hat are in full flower. 

 
 



   Flowering dogwood, redbuds and fragrant wisteria 

blossoms make springtime at Daingerfield State Park a 

beautiful time to visit. 

   Passengers on the antique Texas State Railroad see the 

regio ’s eautiful displa s of flo eri g dog oods i  late 
March and early April. 

Prairies & Lakes 

   Fort Parker State Park near Mexia boasts a wonderful 

wildflower season that runs from early March through June. 

Among the blooming plants are Indian blanket, standing 

press, phlo , ladies’-tresses, evening primrose and wine 

cups. 

   Bluebonnets and other spring flowers abound in 

Washington-on-the-Brazos State Historic Site. 

South Texas Plains 

   Goliad State Park has wonderful displays of bluebonnets and 

Indian paintbrushes that bloom through April, as well as 

phlox, lantana and wine cups. Visitors can see concentrations 

of flowers along Highway 59. 

   Springtime visitors to Bentsen-Rio Grande Valley State Park 

will see dense growths of flowering shrubs such as blackbrush 

and cenizo. Wildflowers include sand verbena, sleepy daisy, 

wild phlox and huisache daisy. 

 
Do ’t forget to ri g our food pantry donations! 

All foods will be donated to an area Food Pantry. 

       Camping Health and Safety Tips 
https://www.cdc.gov/family/camping/index.htm  

Protect yourself from the sun.  

Protection from ultraviolet (UV) radiation is important all 

year. UV rays from the sun can reach you on cloudy and hazy 

days, as well as bright and sunny days. Use a broad-spectrum 

(against UVA and UVB rays) sunscreen and lip screen with at 

least SPF 15. Seek shade, especially during midday hours, 

he  the su ’s ra s are stro gest. Co er up ith lothi g, a 
wide-brimmed hat, and sunglasses. 

Be prepared.  

Always prepare for the unexpected. Before you leave, check 

the weather report, learn about security at your camp 

location, and tell family and friends your plans. Know what to 

do when toilets are not available. Be sure to bring along a 

supply kit that includes a first-aid kit, compass or GPS, map, 

flashlight, blankets, batteries, food, water, clothes, and 

medications. Know who to contact at the camp to report 

issues that may come up. When you return home, check for 

ticks, skin rashes or sunburn, dehydration, and other 

problems.  

Protect against carbon monoxide poisoning.  

Carbon monoxide is odorless and colorless and can cause 

illness or death in people and pets. Never use fuel-burning 

equipment such as gas stoves, heaters, lanterns, and charcoal 

grills inside a tent, camper, or other enclosed shelter. It can 

cause dangerous levels of carbon monoxide to build up.  

As alternative heat sources to fuel-burning appliances inside 

an enclosed shelter, campers should bring adequate bedding 

and clothing and should consume extra calories and fluids 

during the outing to prevent hypothermia (a dangerous loss 

of body warmth that can cause death).  

Avoid wild animals, and protect family pets.  

Some wild animals carry diseases that are dangerous to 

people. Avoid touching, feeding, and getting near wild 

animals. Enjoy watching them from a safe distance in their 

natural surroundings. Keep foods stored in sealed containers 

and out of the reach of animals. Make sure your family pets 

are vaccinated and always keep a close eye on them. Check 

for ticks, and remove them promptly. Make sure pets have 

plenty of water, food, and shelter.  

 

 

                     

 
 

https://www.cdc.gov/family/camping/index.htm
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June 2017

    The Ro i ’ Te a s et at Ra ford Crossi g RV Park  
May 13, 2017.  The meeting was called to order by 

Treasurer, Julia Means, presiding due to the absence of 

the President and Vice Presidents at this campout. 

Wayne Givens gave the opening prayer and Julia led the 

group in the Pledge of Allegiance. Roll call was done by 

Doneane Frazier, standing in for Secretary, Suzie 

Eubanks. Members present were Wendell and Barbara 

Craig, Freeman and Joan Douglas, Peggy Duvall and 

daughter, Tami, Bob and Doneane Frazier, Wayne and 

Elsie Givens, Robert and Pam Harvey, Dennis and Peggy 

Humphrey, Robert and Pam Lund, David and Dee 

McGallion, Julia Means and Gloria and Jim Montross, 

Jeanie and Ron Wyrick. There were no visitors present.  

   Doneane read the minutes of the March and they were 

were approved with the two corrections: Wayne Givens 

placed 2nd in the beanbag baseball and 2nd in the bull 

toss event at the Mini Rally.  

   Note: The April campout at Magnolia RV Park was 

cancelled due to the small number of sign-ups. Several 

members traveled to the Louisiana State Rally in 

Shreveport after leaving the Texas State Rally in  

Waco.  

   Julia Mea s ga e the Treasurer’s Report. The lu  sold 
all the chair pads on the first day of the Texas State Rally.  

   Pam Lund read the Sunshine Girl report. She sent out 

several cards and contacted several club members  

that were ill or had surgery this last month.  

   Doneane Frazier reported a new great grandchild.  

   Other committee reports: Gloria Montross brought a 

beautiful scrapbook that she has assembled with 

pictures and other history for the club. The chapter 

expressed thanks for her time and talent in preparing 

this for the Ro i ’ Te a s.  
   Wagon Master reported 9 rigs, 2 drive-ins and 1 cabin 

rented for this campout.  

   The Safety Topic was a discussion regarding tire 

pressure and metal caps were recommended as one way 

to avoid air loss in rig and trailer tires.  

   Under old business it was announced that the club 

received the award for the most rigs on the ground at 

the Texas State Rally in Waco with 11. Several chapter 

members placed in the events held during the rally.  

Congratulations to everyone who represented us well. 

There were also more Texans at the Louisiana Rally then 

there were attendees from Louisiana.  

Bo  Lu d rought a preli i ar  list of the Ro i ’ Te a s 
camp outs planned in 2018. He has spent considerable 

time searching for new places and made several 

suggestions for possible trips in addition to our monthly 

campouts.  

   Under new business, it was proposed that the range 

for camping sites be expanded from 150 miles from the 

center of Houston to 200 miles. A motion was made to 

adopt this new range to give the Wagon Master more 

choices to plan campout sites in the future. Jim 

Montross seconded the motion. After a brief discussion, 

the motion was passed.  

  Thank you  to Lu d’s a d Douglas’s our hosts for the 

campout. They did a great job.  

  The meeting was adjourned after motion by Robert 

Harvey and second by Jim Montross.  

  

June Birthdays  

06-18 – Dennis Humphrey 

06-14 – Ron Wyrick 

06-23 – Lynn Martine 

06-24 – Richard Prince 

06-26 – James Montross 

 

June Anniversaries  

06-09 – Lola & Olan Halbert    55 years 

06-11 – Maudi & Charles Ryan   62 years  

06-28 – Bonnie & Richard Prince   14 years  

 

June Camp Out will be will be June 9-11 at Colorado 

Landing RV in La Grange.   

 

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


Top 10 Items RV Owners Need for Reliable 

Campground Connections 
https://rvingwithmarkpolk.com/2017/05/29/top-10-items-rv-owners-need-for-

reliable-campground-connections/  

Whe  ou tra el  RV it’s a good idea to e prepared 
for the unexpected. This is especially true when you 

arrive at your campground destination. I could probably 

list 20 items that are helpful in making campground 

connections, but there are 10 items that help ensure 

reliable connections at the campground every time. 

 
#10-Coax Cable 

The majority of campgrounds you stay at will offer 

access to some type of cable television. To make the 

connection you will need coax cable. I keep a 25-foot roll 

of coax cable in the RV and I always had plenty of cable 

to make the connection from the RV to the campground 

cable connector. 

 
#9-Disposable Gloves 

I keep a supply of inexpensive disposable gloves on hand 

in the RV. They work great for all of your RV holding tank 

and waste-water management chores, and they are 

handy for routine maintenance on the RV too. 

 
#8-Water Regulator 

You never know what the water pressure will be at a 

campground. A water regulator helps protect your RV 

plumbing system from high water pressure that is 

common at many campgrounds. Always connect the 

regulator at the source of the water to regulate the 

pressure before it enters the drinking hose or the RV.  

 
#7-RV Extension Cord 

Sometimes the RV power cord is not long enough to 

reach the campground electrical connection. When this 

happens you need an extension cord that is compatible 

with the electrical system on your RV. Regular household 

extension cords are not rated for 30 plus amps.  

 
#6-Stackable Leveling Blocks 

“o e a psites are fairl  le el a d so e are ’t. It’s a 
good idea to keep some stackable leveling blocks on 

hand in the RV. When you position the RV on the site 

you can use the stackable leveling blocks to level the RV, 

a d if it’s a to a le RV the leveling blocks can be used 

under the tongue jack or landing gear. Leveling blocks 

not only assist in leveling the RV, they provide solid 

footing when the ground is sandy, loose or wet. 

#5-Water 

Filtration 

I highly recommend some type of water filtration 

system. There are several types of water filters available, 

designed specifically for use with RVs. You can install an 

under the counter filter directly to a faucet  you use to 

drink from, or you can use an external filtration system 

designed to filter all of the water going into the RV.  

 

https://rvingwithmarkpolk.com/2017/05/29/top-10-items-rv-owners-need-for-reliable-campground-connections/
https://rvingwithmarkpolk.com/2017/05/29/top-10-items-rv-owners-need-for-reliable-campground-connections/


#4-Electrical Adapters 

When you travel in your RV you never know what type 

of electrical service will be available, and the day will 

come when you need an RV adapter cord to make the 

electrical connection at the campground. I recommend 

keeping several electrical adapters on hand in the RV at 

all times.  

 
#3- RV Drinking Water Hoses & Regular Garden Hose 

I recommend keeping an assortment of potable RV 

drinking water hoses in the RV. I keep a 4-foot, 10-foot 

and 25-foot drinking hose in the RV at all times so I can 

always reach the campground water supply. I take an 

ordinary garden hose for cleaning the RV and for rinsing 

and flushing the holding tanks. The garden hose should 

be green, black or gray in color. RV drinking water hoses 

are normally white or blue, so the colors will help you 

distinguish between the two types of hoses.  

#2-RV Sewer 

Hoses & Adapters  

Like drinking water hoses, I recommend keeping extra 

lengths of sewer hoses on hand too. I keep a 10-foot and 

a 20-foot drain hose in the RV at all times. You never 

know how far you will be away from the campground 

sewer drain.  I also recommend using heavy-duty RV 

sewer drain hoses. They do not cost much more than a 

standard sewer hose and will last much longer. RV sewer 

drain outlets not only come in different sizes, but some 

are smooth pipe while others are threaded pipe. This is 

why I recommend an assortment of adapters to make 

the connection at the campground sewer or dump 

station drain outlet. I keep a universal RV sewer adapter 

on hand that fits most smooth and threaded pipe drain 

outlets at the campground. 

Watch a video for more information on RV sewer 

adapters 

  

#1-Surge Protector for the RV 

I highly recommend using some type of surge protector 

that ill prote t the RV’s ele tri al s ste  fro  possi le 
damage. There are several different surge protector 

products available. I personally use Surge Guard 

products on my RV. The surge guard I use protects the 

RV from faulty wiring at a campground like an open 

neutral, open ground and reverse polarity. It also 

protects against voltage sags, surges and spikes. The 

bottom line is your RV is equipped with some highly 

sophisticated electronics and expensive appliances that 

need to be protected against all of these potential 

threats.  

I mentioned earlier that there are lots of helpful 

products when it comes to making connections at the 

campground, but these are my top 10 products for 

consistently reliable campground connections. 

Lessons from the Stockdale 

Manor Women 
Community service was always first on their agenda. 
By Karen Sallee 

Mom and Dad bought their first home in 1954 when I was 

almost 2 years old. Brand new, the modest 1,100-square-

foot home sat on the corner of Ford and Morrison Street in 

Bakersfield, Calif., in the Stockdale Manor subdivision. Our 

neighborhood was on the outskirts of town. Scant 

development lay beyond where oil wells and the Kern River 

flowed. 

In our neighborhood, dads brought home the bacon, 

working hard each day at blue-collar jobs. Moms stayed 

home to manage the household and the children. 

Soon after the subdivision filled, the women found a need 

to expend their energy in ways that would benefit others. 

Fun and sociability fed their desire to help. 

The rap of a brass-and-wood gavel called to order the first 

meeting of the Stockdale Manor Women's Club in 1955. 

Twenty or so neighborhood moms were charter members. 

My mom, Betty Jo, was one. 

Meetings were held on a rotating basis at members' 

homes. Service to community drove the agenda; socializing 

was a perk. The ladies planned all club activities from their 

tiny living rooms and small galley kitchens. 

When hosting fell to Mom, my two sisters and I were filled 

with eager anticipation. Over the years we learned that 

Mom always put off the after-meeting cleanup until the 

https://youtu.be/-TlJQKr8zXs
https://youtu.be/-TlJQKr8zXs


following morning. The three of us were out of bed early 

on those days. In the quiet of dawn, we ate leftover 

cocktail nuts from crystal bowls. The pink, gold-flecked 

candy dish containing pastel mints was emptied into our 

candy-greedy palms. We cleaned up before Mom could. 

The ladies of the club were humble in nature, income and 

deed. They were a small group and were realistic in their 

choices of community service. 

The March of Dimes was the primary focus of their civic-

minded efforts. Club members marched door to door 

through nearby neighborhoods attired in their Sunday-best 

dresses and heels, demure hats atop their heads, white-

gloved hands holding donation cans, collecting for the 

cause. 

We children were enlisted to fund-raise too. One 

Halloween, dressed as witches, pirates and cowboys, we 

ran with excitement to each neighbor's home, a pillowcase 

clutched in one hand for our candy loot, and a March of 

Dimes can in the other. We returned home from a night of 

trick-or-treating with pillowcases heavy with treats and 

cans full of coins. Our moms had melded fun with the good 

sense of helping others. 

At election time, the Stockdale Manor Women's Club 

organized and supervised polling booths in the living room 

of club member Mildred Jones. The club respected the 

voting process, giving it their full attention. Voters came 

and went all day and into the evening. Dads and kids 

fended for themselves while our moms handed out ballots 

and ensured voters' privacy behind curtained booths. 

It wasn't all work and no play for the ladies. Their monthly 

dues paid for installation dinners and holiday celebrations 

too. Gatherings for members and their spouses were held 

at once-famous locations along Union Avenue, also known 

as Old Highway 99. The Bakersfield Inn and Maison 

Jaussaud's -- where The Ink Spots, Johnny Carson and Carol 

Channing once performed -- were among the many 

exceptional establishments where special events were 

held. 

But the fun extended beyond fine dining and dancing. 

Oftentimes the club held progressive dinners to celebrate a 

variety of occasions. Most of these took place up and down 

Morrison Street, Stine Road and Dunlap Drive, where the 

majority of members lived. The dinner progression was 

held to a confined area for a compelling reason: By the 

time they enjoyed dessert, cocktails consumed along the 

way had rendered some husbands somewhat wobbly on 

their feet. The women needed a short walk to gently guide 

their husband’s home. 

The kids benefitted from the club's affinity for fun too. Our 

moms organized Easter egg hunts at nearby Saunders Park. 

Dozens of dyed hard-boiled eggs were hidden amongst the 

bushes and trees. Eggs were balanced on the cold steel 

frames of swing sets, slides and monkey bars. While we 

children hunted eggs, our dads barbecued hot dogs and 

burgers that we washed down with ice-cold Coca Cola, 

A&W Root Beer and Dr. Pepper. 

Christmas skate parties were held at Rollerama Roller Rink 

on 34th Street. It was cold outside and often foggy, but we 

kids sweated indoors in our heavy winter clothing as we 

competed to be the best skaters. Boys raced each other. 

Girls clasped hands to form a chain and stop them. We 

skated backward, in pairs, in circles and figure eights, and 

we skate-danced to the Hokey-Pokey. You put your left 

foot in; you put your left foot out ... 

We exchanged a dime-store gift with another child and 

each of us received a store-bought, red-mesh Christmas 

stocking filled with hard candy, cheap plastic toys and 

dreams of Santa Claus and his toy-filled sleigh. 

Celebrating holidays taught us about giving, socializing and 

fun. Collecting for the March of Dimes and watching our 

moms at the polling booths taught us how to contribute to 

our community. We unwittingly learned life lessons and 

started to develop a social consciousness. Club members 

taught by example. 

Upward mobility, divorces and moms joining the workforce 

caused the Stockdale Manor Women's Club membership to 

dwindle in the late 1960s. Friendships held on for a time, 

but the neighborhood could not. New homeowners 

replaced the originals. Homes became rentals. People 

came and went. The sense of a neighborhood community 

was lost and the club disbanded. 

The final fall of the gavel symbolized the beginning of the 

end for our neighborhood. A freeway extension will soon 

dominate the area where my childhood home once stood 

at 26 Morrison Street. Homes are gone. Club members 

have died. But the legacy of the good women who wanted 

to do good things lives on. 

The gavel, a photo and a pink candy dish stir my memories 

of the Good Old Days, made infinitely better by the ladies 

of the Stockdale Manor Women's Club. 
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July 2017

   
The ‘o i  Te a s et at Colo ado La di g ‘V o  Ju e 
10, 2017. The meeting was called to order by Bill 

Kingsley, 2nd Vice President, due to absence of President 

and 1st Vice President.  Bill Kingsley led the group in the 

Lord's Prayer and the Pledge of Allegiance. 

   Roll call was by Suzie Eubanks.  Members present were 

Delbert and Jo Ann Ashcraft, Freeman and Joan Douglas, 

Mike and Suzie Eubanks, Bill and Jeanette Kingsley, 

Robert and Pam Lund, John and Lynn Martine, David and 

Dee McGallion, Jim and Gloria Montross, Richard and 

Bonnie Prince. Calvin and Olga Waits and John Muyres. 

 Melanie Ashcraft was welcomed as a visitor. 

  Suzie read the minutes of the May meeting.  The 

minutes were approved with a correction that we had 

11 rigs attending the Louisiana Rally and 10 to the Waco 

Rally.  Also it WAS Bob Frazier who presented the list of 

possible camp out meetings for 2018....not Bob Lund. 

The minutes were then approved after corrected. 

  The Treasurers report was red by Suzie Eubanks. 

 Pam Lund, Sunshine Girl, reported Louise Hunt was 

recovering from gale bladder surgery and Richard Prince 

was due to have back surgery.  It was also reported that 

and older past-member, Troy Henry, had passed away. 

Many of the current members do not know of him and 

his wife Peggy. 

  No new grandchildren this month. 

  
Acting WagonMaster, Calvin Waits, reporter 10 rigs 

present and 1 drive-ins. 

  Under Safety topics, Richard Prince mentioned to keep 

an eye on tire dates.  It is very possible to have a 

blowout if tires are over 4 years old. 

  Suzie Eubanks asked to PLEASE bring food or cash 

donations next month for the Food Bank donations. 

  John Martine brought up Mike and Suzie Eu a ks  50th 

wedding anniversary.   It was proposed that a $75 check 

be issued for them to donate the money to their local 

Food Bank. 

  Under New Business Jeannette Kingsley made a motion 

to do away with the large plastic containers that the 

hosts move from camp out to camp out.  They contain 

coffee and other small items.  It was discussed and 

decided that the hosts for the month must provide 

everything they need and do away with the large 

containers.  Bonnie Prince seconded the motion and the 

motion passed.  Jeannette also made a motion to do 

away with the chore of preparing coffee for coffee 

drinkers.  Jim Montross seconded the motion; it too 

passed. 

   A big THANK YOU was given to this month s hosts, the 

Ashcrafts and the Princes, for a great yummy dinner. 

   Potluck was at 5:30 pm and Bonnie Prince gave the 

devotional after dinner. 

 Saturday evening of our campout, 

at about dark, we all spend a couple of hours seated 

around a fire just laughing and talking. 

July Birthdays  

07-18 – Freeman Douglas 

07-10 – John Muyres 

07-31 – Calvin Waits 

July Anniversaries  

07-08 – Pat & Bill Bumpus    45 years  

07-15 – Linda & David Barron   45 years 

07-23 – Lauree & Mark Cunningham   34 years  

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


07-24 – Peggy & Dennis Humphrey   23 years  

July Camp Out will be will be July 14-16 at Coushatte RV 

in Bellville, TX. The Kingsleys and Waits will be hosting. 

REMEMBER – Hwy -36 is closed at US-90 in Sealy where 

the bridge fell about 1+ years ago for construction. If you 

travel that way, follow the detour signs. 

 Do t fo get, pa k, those food 
items for the food pantry NOW! 

 
Troy Allen Henry 

April 25, 1933 - April 26, 2017  

   Troy Allen Henry was born in Ozona Texas on April 25, 

1933 and passed away in Rye Texas on Wednesday, April 

26, 2017 at the age of 84 years and 1 day. 

   Troy married Peggy on August 3, 1956, a little while 

after he got out of the Navy. (Married 61 yrs.)  Troy and 

Peggy Henry lived in the Deer Park for about 30 years 

and then moved to Rye, Te as i  the late s he e he 
had a small farm and they delighted themselves with 

raising miniature donkeys and longhorn cattle. 

   T o  a d Pegg  e e a ti e e e s of the ‘o i  
Texans until about 2004. After giving up RV i g, the  did 
a lot of ocean liner cruising; Caribbean Islands, Bahamas, 

European travel, Russia, Ireland, Scotland, Norway and 

the Baltics. Their travel also took them on 

Mediterranean cruises to Turkey, Greece, Italy and 

Spain. 

   Troy was a veteran that served during the Korean War. 

He was an Aircraft Mechanic 2nd Class that served on a 

big ship out of Japan. 

   Peggy and Troy had two daughters, Janice and Cheryl. 

They have 4 grand-children and 13 great-grandchildren. 

Janice and her children lived on T o  a d Pegg s fa . 
   T o s e o ial se i e as held o  Ap il ,  i  
Cleveland, Texas. A private interment took place at 

Houston National Cemetery, Houston, Texas on May 1, 

2017. 

The Timko's Remedy 
http://www.goodolddaysmagazine.com/featured_story.php 

Nothing brought greater joy on a hot summer day. 

By Philip Cooke 

  On the first day of summer in 1933, John Dillinger made 

local history in Ohio by robbing the New Carlisle National 

Bank on the southeast corner of Main and Jefferson. 

Twenty-five summers later, on the diagonally opposite 

corner of that same intersection, a less sensational, 

more personal form of history was being made. It all 

took place behind a simple storefront topped by a sign in 

all caps marking the site of the Timko Corner Store. 

  Timko's, as my family always called it, was an old-

fashioned drugstore and soda fountain in downtown 

New Carlisle, Ohio. It had become a favorite port of call 

among locals, a destination where they could stop, talk 

and rest awhile. The drugstore portion comprised rows 

of shelves laden with boxed and bottled pills and 

portions of all kinds, enough to make patrons shake their 

heads at the sheer number of ailments to which we're all 

vulnerable. There were also miscellaneous items of 

varying cost, from Kodak cameras and film to sundries 

such as nail clippers, pipe cleaners and plastic beads. 

  However, the crown jewel of Timko's, the essence of its 

appeal, was its soda fountain. With goosenecked spigots 

and an imposing set of levers, handles and push-pumps, 

the stainless steel fountain complex looked vaguely like 

a pipe organ console dotted with stops. On the other 

side of a long, welcoming counter, revolving stools 

waited in a row for visitors to climb aboard. And above it 

all, whirling as languidly as summer birds, ceiling fans 

wafted a faint, agreeably medicinal odor through the air. 

Folks stopping by indulged in a variety of delights, many 

with arcane names like "Houseboat" and "Black Cow." 

But there was also the more conventional collection of 

candies, cones and creams to explore. The soda fountain 

made Timko's the kind of oasis that never stopped 

beckoning, all the more insistently as the summer wore 

on. 

  Mr. Mike Timko -- a gentle, kindly man in a vanilla 

druggist's smock -- was one of the two brothers who 

owned and ran the establishment, tending to every task 

from compounding remedies to jerking sodas. It was 

that same Mr. Timko who introduced me to the 

pleasures of a "chocolate Coke," a Coca-Cola® drawn 

fresh from the fountain into a green glass dusted with 

crushed ice, to which a luxurious squirt of chocolate 

syrup was then added. The result was nothing short of 

perfection: My glass would soon empty, my eyes would 

glaze over, and I'd twist back and forth on my stool, as 

sated as a 4-year-old drunk. That was the Timko's 

remedy I remember best, and none ever brought 

greater joy or relief, especially on those humid summer 

afternoons. 

  Occupying the stool next to mine would be Mama, 

sporting flats, shorts and a scarf. Her sweet tooth 

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


compelled her to order a large root beer float or, if she 

was feeling especially daring, one of Mr. Timko's 

generous banana splits. 

  On her right perched my sister, Anne, one of a vast 

collection of pacifiers clamped between her lips. Just 2 

years old, she showed only a passing interest in sweets, 

preferring pacifiers to pralines. Trouble was, no one 

could predict just when her latest favorite might work 

loose and tumble from her mouth, setting off her hair-

trigger bawling. Fortunately, Mama had prepared herself 

by packing spares in her purse so she could resolve such 

catastrophes in short order. 

  Mama was in her 30s, and although she tried her best 

to parent us properly, we gave her no easy time of it. 

But between her gentle heart and Irish toughness, and 

by hewing to the principles so famously touted in the 

'50s by Dr. Benjamin Spock, she managed to blaze her 

own path through the child-rearing wilderness. 

  As we continued to relax at the counter, Mama would 

chat with Mr. Timko, nodding or shaking her head, then 

taking slow, considered pulls, this time from her straw, 

next time from her Marlboro. I watched and listened, 

blissful in the midst of my Coke intoxication, quietly 

absorbing everything I could. I sensed, even then, that 

this experience was something wonderful, something 

rare -- something I mustn't forget. 

  Too soon, it was time to leave. After saying our 

goodbyes to Mr. Timko, the three of us exited into the 

muggy heat. I had surrendered my equilibrium to my 

revolving stool, so I stumbled as I made my way to our 

car. Anne and I clambered into the back, the hot, bench-

style seat stinging our hands and knees, and bouncing us 

like a trampoline. Mama turned the key, revved the Ford 

straight-six twice, and pulled the long, ball-handled 

column-shift into first. Off we sped, Mama bound to 

finish whatever errands she had left before getting 

home in time to have supper on the table when Daddy 

returned from his job at Wright-Patterson Air Force Base 

in Dayton. 

  Sooner or later, of course, everything belongs to 

history. Mama is gone now, having lived a long, mostly 

happy, always busy life of nearly 93 years. Anne's 

pacifier adventures have passed into family lore but are 

still sometimes discussed, much to her chagrin, at the 

dinner table on Christmas. And Timko's has long since 

vanished, the building having been occupied by a litany 

of businesses over the years. 

  As for Main and Jefferson, they form an iconic modern 

crossroads, a bustling testament to the "new" New 

Carlisle. Still, if you pause on the northwest corner 

where those thoroughfares intersect, you can almost 

hear the echoes of an era when the soda fountain at 

Timko's pleased so many for so long, including one 

exceptional mother and her grateful son. For him, 

memories of that time remain as fresh as a chocolate 

Coke -- and even sweeter. 

Camping 101 
http://campingearth.com/blog/camping-101/  

   Camping has become a very popular activity in recent years. 

A d it s ot just a pit h a te t a d ough it a ti it  a o e. 
Camping can be as simple or as luxurious as you like and your 

budget can afford.  

  When people think of the word camping, most conjure up 

images of sitting around a campfire watching the wood 

crackle and pop while toasting marshmallows and making 

s o es. You e ofte  ith fa il  a d f ie ds, e jo i g asual 
conversion, laughing, and having a good time.  

   Ca pi g is e  ela i g. The e s othi g uite like pa ki g 
up your vehicle with your camping gear or getting your RV 

ready for a road trip to a favorite camping destination where 

there are open spaces, blue skies, fresh air, breathtaking 

scenery, lots of nature to take in, trails to hike and bike, and 

maybe some water to fish or swim or boat in.  

   For many families camping is an affordable and fun 

a atio . A d it s eas  to fi d fa il  f ie dl  a pg ou ds. 
For example, I live in Wisconsin and Wisconsin state 

campgrounds mandate quiet time after 11 pm, which means 

partiers have either party somewhere else or do it very 

quietly after 11 pm. In addition, no indecent profane activity 

or language is tolerated at any time so camping in a state 

a pg ou d is al a s fa il  f ie dl . A d it s easo a le too.  
The camping fee for one night at my favorite state 

campground in Wisconsin, Peninsula Park State, is less than 

$20.    

  Themed camping has become popular recently too with 

campgrounds holding special themed weekend camping 

packages such as Tex-Mex, Christmas in July, Mardi Gras, 

Trick or Treating weekend, family weekend, and Fear Factor 

events to name just a few. There are also many camping clubs 

around the country where groups go camping together, often 

creating their own themed weekends to make things more 

fun and interesting.  

   Campgrounds are working to cater to more than just 

families though. There are many biker friendly campgrounds 

available too where groups of motorcycles can find secure 

places to park their bikes, pitch their tent or motorcycle 

popup camper, and enjoy themselves.  

 
   E e  though I lo e a pi g o , I did t al a s lo e it. M  
first camping trip was a disaster. It was a college camping trip 

with three other girls. None of us had been camping before 

and had no clue what we were doing. But people told us it 
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was fun and we were young and thought we knew everything 

so we borrowed a tent, a couple of sleeping bags, a 

cookstove, a cooler, marshmallow forks, pudgie pie makers 

and off we went. Our first two hours at the campground we 

were the entertainment for the campers across from us. Then 

they took pity on us and came over and set up our two tents 

in five minutes (the ones we had spent two hours not being 

able to set up). It rained most of the weekend and we had 

failed to bring any ground cover (no bottoms in the tents we 

had) so our sleeping bags got wet and our tents got wet 

e ause e did t ha e ta ps. We a  out of gas fo  ou  sto e 
and got the wood for our campfire wet so we had to eat 

sandwiches most of the weekend. After that trip I swore I 

would never go camping again.  

   But six years ago, my brother and sister-in law convinced 

me to give camping one more try. I said I would but I refused 

to go tent camping even though I know there are much better 

tents on the market today than there were 20 years ago. So 

my husband and I rented a tent camper for the weekend. We 

loved it! We had so much fun. Camping was relaxing. Instead 

of rushing around we had time to go for walks, have long 

leisurely conversations with our own family and with my 

brother and sister-in-la s fa il . It as g eat.  
   The following spring, after checking the camper classifieds 

for a few weeks, I was the proud owner of my own used 

camper, a Coleman popup that I love. But I hope to trade up 

to a 5th wheel in the next couple of years. Every spring my 

sister-in-law and I go to the local camper show to look at 

campers and pick out the one we would love to own 

someday. Our favorites are the Class A Motorhomes. They are 

luxurious! I would probably have a hard time dragging myself 

outside because they are so nice. But they also require a hefty 

investment.  

22q 

   When looking for a camper or RV, or just seeing what the 

options are, a camper show is a great place to look. You can 

see up lose all the diffe e t t pes of a pe s a d ‘V s 
available including: Class A Motorhomes, 5th Wheels, Toy 

Haulers, Tent Campers (also called Folding Campers or Popup 

Campers), Truck Campers, and Motorcycle Campers from the 

major manufacturers including: Winnebago, Gulf Stream, 

Airstream, Palomino, Kodiak, Hornet, Challenger, Coachman, 

Jayco, Coleman, Fleetwood, Forestriver, and Starcraft, plus 

many others. In addition, there are representatives there 

from private campgrounds in the area and companies 

showing their latest camping equipment and camping gear. 

And if you need any camper parts for your existing camper 

you can usually pick those up too.    

   One of the things I like best about the shows is the extra 

personnel the RV and camper dealers have on hand. They are 

typically RV and camper owners. They are a great source of 

information and tips on what to look for in a camper. For 

example, I used to think I wanted to purchase a travel trailer. 

But after talking to one of the extra personnel at the show 

who owned a 5th wheel and who had previously owned a 

travel trailer I changed my mind. He said the 5th wheel 

offered much better stability on the road, especially when 

d i i g o  f ee a s. A d it as t just so ethi g as sa i g. 
It was something he had experienced.  

   One thing to remember when you plan a camping trip is to 

ha e a a pi g he klist. That a  ou o t fo get a  
necessities and find yourself in the middle of nowhere 

without something you need. A common thing that people 

forget to take is extra batteries for their flashlight or lantern.  

   Although it s ad isa le to ake ou  a pi g ese atio s 
ahead of time (essential if you plan on camping at any of the 

popular state or National campgrounds during peak seasons), 

so eti es ou just do t k o  he e ou e goi g to e o  a 
certain day. Although many private campgrounds have 

openings if you get there early enough in the day, sometimes 

you may find yourself without a place to park your camper or 

RV for the night. If you are going to be traveling without 

making advance reservations, take the time to find out the 

places to camp for free. For example, many WalMart stores 

(although not all of them) will allow people to park their RV or 

camper overnight in their parking lot.  

   Camping is a wonderful experience. And one of the best 

part of that experience is the other people you camp with. 

The people you meet at the campgrounds are some of the 

nicest people you will ever meet. They are friendly and 

helpful. If you are trying to back your camper into you site, 

they will come over and help guide you in because they know 

how hard it can be. When they pass by your site while on 

thei  a  fo  a alk, the ll stop a d sa  hi. It s o e of the 
many things that makes camping so great.  
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August 2017
   The Rovin’ Te a s et at Coushatte RV Ra h i  Bell ille, 

Texas on July 15, 2017.  The meeting was called to order by 

Wendell Craig, acting President.  Wendell opened the meeting 

with prayer and Wayne Givens lead the group in the Pledge of 

Allegiance. 

   Roll-call was done by Suzie Eubanks.  Members present were 

Delbert and JoAnn Ashcraft, Julia Means, Wendell and Barbara 

Craig, Peggy Duvall and Tammie, Mike and Suzie Eubanks, Bob 

and Doneane Frazier, Wayne and Elsie Givens, Olan and Lola 

Halbert, Robert and Pam Harvey, Dennis and Peggy Humphrey, 

Pam Lund, John and Lynn Martine, Ron and Debbie Parker, 

Richard and Bonnie Prince and Calvin and Olga Waits.  Melanie 

Ashcraft was welcomed as a visitor. 

   Suzie read the minutes of the June 10 meeting.  There was a 

correction to age of a tire before potential blowout.  The June 

minutes were corrected to 4 years instead of 14 years.  The 

minutes were approved as corrected. 

   Julia Means, Treasurer, gave the Treasurer’s Report 
   Pam Lund, Sunshine Girl, reported that Harry Robbins was 

in the hospital with low blood pressure.  Lynn Martine had 

major toe surgery and is recovering.  Bob Frazier is having 

cataract surgery and Doneane is having some tests done.  

Also, Barbara Craig gave a report on Bill Kingsley.  He is in 

severe back pain awaiting an MRI and other tests to 

determine what surgery is needed.  (a July 26th  email from 

Calvin; Bill Kingsley will have major back surgery on 

Monday, July 31 in Baytown. )  .Please remember all our 

members in your prayers.  

   There were no new grandchildren this month. 

   Doneane Frazier, acting Wagon Master reported 10 rigs 

present, 4 drive ins, and 2 live ins were present.  Also please 

note that Coushatte RV camping fee went up $2 per night. 

   Under Safety Topics, Bob Frazier mentioned how helpful his 

new tire pressure gauges were in keeping him informed of his 

tire pressure, thus possible preventing a blowout.  He 

encouraged all to check into pressure gauges.  

   Suzie Eubanks again asked for Food Pantry donations.  

Please remember next month to bring extra FOOD. 

   Under New Business, Bob Frazier presented some possible 

changes for our meeting to combine the meeting with other 

club activities.  He presented the following: 

o Combine the January 10-13, 2018 meeting with the New 

Year’s Eve Party at Coushatte.  A motion was made by Bob 

Frazier and seconded by Mike Eubanks.  The motion was voted 

on and did not pass. 

 o Combine March 8-10, 2018 meeting with the Mini Rally at 

Coushatte.  Motion was made by Bob Frazier and seconded by 

Lynn Martine.  The motion was voted on and did not pass. 

o Combine the April 2017  meeting with the Texas State Rally.  

Motion was made by Bob Frazier and seconded by Dennis 

Humphrey.  The motion was voted on and did not pass. 

   A heartfelt THANK YOU  is extended to our hosts in July, 

the Waits and Craigs.  Also a thanks to Dick and Nell for all the 

donuts.  

   Lynn Martine made a motion to adjourn and Robert Harvey 

seconded the motion. 

   Pot luck was at 5:30pm and Wendell Craig gave the 

devotional after dinner. 

August Birthdays  

08-01 – Robert Lund 

08-05 – Dick Giroux 

08-26 – Olga Waits 

August Anniversaries –no wedding anniversaries this month  

August Camp Out will be held at Rayford Crossing RV Park and 

the Parkers will be hosting. 

 Do ’t forget, pa k, those food ite s for the 
food pantry NOW! 

Cursing, Spitting and Watermelon Seeds 

 
https://afternoonofsundries.com/2017/07/15/cursing-spitting-and-watermelon-seeds/   

   It was the absolute height of the summer season, in a little 

town just south of Charlestown, NC. The Baptists were out in 

full force having Wednesday night services, Friday night 

services, and Sunday morning and night services. Vacation 

Bible School, which was just as much about socializing as it 

was about the love of the Lord, was going to be starting in 
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two weeks. On top of all that there was the annual summer 

Watermelon Festival. It lasted a full week with plenty of 

vendors, carnival type rides, and of course, a big dance at the 

Church Saturday night.  

   It was all about that watermelon though, people from all 

over town, Baptist or not grew watermelons to be judged in 

the contest Saturday, grand prize $250, and a watermelon 

eating contest that ended in a trophy, bragging rights, and 

$100 prize for the winner. There was a Little Miss, Junior Miss 

and Miss Watermelon Queen Contests that were judged 

during the week alongside the games and attractions. For the 

kids there were story tellers, singers from all over performing 

their songs and games galore (watermelon bean bag toss, pin 

the seed on the melon, and a particularly messy game 

involving a sledgehammer and watermelons.). 

   However, the game that all the littles and tweens adored 

was the Watermelon Seed Spitting Contest. On Sunday, after 

church and luncheon, children would gather and eat the 

watermelons that were entered into the Saturday Contest. 

Students would save their seeds from their melon slice 

wrapped up in a napkin and take them out to the Baptist 

church parking lot. There, in groups of five, kids would 

compete. Sketched out in the parking lot were 5 "troughs" 

where each contestant stood. The objective was to spit your 

seed in your trough and be the furthest out. Winners from 

each group would compete with one another until a clear 

winner was announced. The winner received a new KJV Bible 

bound in pale blue leather. 

   Normally, none of those children gave a fig (or watermelon 

as the case may be) about that Bible. It was about winning, 

about the grossness of a spitting contest. It was about being 

allowed to be vulgar and not get in trouble and be rewarded. 

The Blue Bible was a plus, a status symbol to show off in 

church for a year or so (sometimes you lost it, sometimes 

your mom locked it up in the cabinet for when you were older 

and "could take care of it."). 

   Now this particular year, there was a young girl named 

Adelaide who against all proper breeding, wanted not only to 

compete in this contest but to win. She was possibly the only 

child in it for the prize. She'd seen Sean Spencer with his in 

church all last year. The cover looked so soft, the words Jesus 

spoke were in red and all the pages were edged in gold. It also 

had a place in front to fill in your family tree and maps and 

pictures in the back to help explain the stories. She wanted it, 

she did not have a Bible of her own. 

   Her daddy had been working very hard this year in his 

watermelon crop just for this event. He had many 

watermelon plants that he tended, and looking at the size and 

coloration of each melon he then picked the one he was 

going to enter. The rest we eaten by the family, a few were 

donated to the festival. Daddy was not a farmer but they did 

keep a large home garden out back. 

   Every day during the week and some prior to the festival, 

Adelaide ate watermelons at lunch or dinner and she saved 

her seeds in a napkin. (Her mother and father did not mind, 

they were actually tickled because she never had any interest 

in the spitting contest before.) She would take her napkin out 

back, or to church (depending on if it were a Wednesday, 

Friday, or Sunday) and practice when she had some time to 

herself. 

   The pro le  as… she reall  did 't k o  ho  to spit. “ure, 
if she coughed something up on a day of sickness she could 

get it out of her mouth. That didn't really take much talent 

though. Spitting far really was a lot harder than it looked. 

   This particular afternoon she was trying to spit just a foot or 

so, behind her daddy's shed, to work up to a longer distance, 

when she heard a cough. 

   Caught with a watermelon seed in her mouth she turned 

towards the cough. A young girl, about her age stood behind 

her. She wore a pretty frilly gingham dress, all pink and white 

with white ribbons ending each braided pigtail. Her hair was 

brown and her forehead was overshadowed by a thick cut of 

bangs. Wide brown eyes stared curiously at Adelaide and 

quizzical pink lips asked, "Whatever are you doing?" 

   Quickly spitting out the watermelon seed, Adelaide 

addressed the frilly interloper. 

   "I am learning how to spit watermelon seeds a distance. It's 

for a contest, you know?" 

   "You're doing it wrong." She said and approached Adelaide, 

"My name is Margaret, but everybody calls me Margo. My 

daddy's in the house talking to your daddy. They told me to 

come out here and get to know you." 

   "Well it's nice to meet you, but what do you mean by, I'm 

'doing it wrong?'" 

   "You're ei g too… Lad  like. You've got to do this." Margo 

said coming forward. Margo turned to face the direction 

Adelaide had been shooting seeds. She stood up straight, 

made a particularly horrifying noise in her mouth and throat, 

took a deep breath through her nose and reeled back and 

rocked forward spitting a disgusting but far flying projectile of 

spit and mucus. 

   "For seeds though, I ould url  to gue like… this," she 
turned to Adelaide curling her tongue into a smooth cylinder, 

"like a barrel! My daddy has a shotgun and making your 

tongue into a barrel helps the cherry pit or watermelon seed 

go further. I spit cherry pits at my sisters all the time," she 

said, as if this declaration was really all the proof anyone 

needed to believe in her spitting knowledge. 

   "Well, I suppose I should give it a try. Will you watch and tell 

me what I'm doing wrong?" Adelaide asked deciding this girl 

must be divine intervention. 

   For the next hour or so, Margo and Adelaide spat behind 

Adelaide's daddy's shed. Her new friend Margo, for they were 

fast becoming friends, told her all about the town she moved 

from. They never celebrated watermelon in the summer like 

the people of Charlestown did. Margo also didn't go to the 

Baptist church, she was something called a Catholic. Catholics 

prayed a lot. They prayed a lot and confessed things a lot. Like 

Margo who would steal her sisters' candy when they were 

aggravating, which was often. 



   After the hour was up, Margo's daddy and Adelaide's daddy 

came out back and Margo went home. She promised to visit 

again, and told Adelaide to "keep practicing her form!" 

   So she did. Every day Margo came over to teach Adelaide to 

spit. Sometimes Margo could be very silly. Adelaide admired 

how free Margo seemed to be, nothing seemed to bother 

her. They became fast friends and Adelaide even learned 

Margo's secret passion. 

   One afternoon, after they had spat all they could, they 

decided to play a game of hide-and-seek with their brothers 

a d sisters. E er thi g see ed to e goi g ell u til… 

   *riiiippp* 

   "Damn it!" Margo cried out. 

   "Margo!" Her sisters admonished. 

   Surprised, Adelaide went to see what was going on. Margo 

had somehow ripped one of her frilly dresses. 

   "Oh Margo, Jesus doesn't like us to curse," one of Margo's 

sisters said. 

   "Jesus didn't rip his new dress." Margo mumbled, "He 

certainly won't be getting a whupping from mama for it 

either. 

   Adelaide learned that anytime Margo could curse, she 

would. It made her feel better, she had confided in Adelaide. 

   That week, Adelaide learned a lot about spitting, and the 

many incidences where curing could be used. Adelaide was 

ecstatic, with all this practice maybe she would win after all. 

   On Saturday, Adelaide's family was at the festival when they 

ran into Margo's family. Together they walked around playing 

games and eating slices of watermelon on a stick. 

   "Adelaide, would it be alright if I entered the Watermelon 

Seed Spitting Contest? I know you want to win, but I just like 

spitting." Margo said to her new friend. She was a little afraid 

she would upset her new pal. 

   "Oh Margo, if I had to lose to anyone, I'd rather it be you. 

Jimmy Jenkins had two blue Bibles already and I couldn't bear 

it if he got a third. I wish I could win, it." Adelaide said 

wistfully. 

   "Don't you worry! I will be getting a white Bible soon, if I win 

I will give you the blue one. If you win, then we will both have 

pretty Bibles to take to our churches anyway!" Said Margo 

happily. 

   "If I win," sighed Adelaide, "I hope all our practice has made 

me good enough to win." 

   "You will, just wait and see!" Said Margo. Grabbing Adelaide 

by the arm, she dragged her friend to the watermelon balloon 

dart game. The board was painted red with a green rind and 

was dotted with black balloons like seeds. If you popped a 

balloon you won a prize. However some prizes were better 

than others. Neither girl was very lucky, but the both were 

given a bookmark with John 3:16 printed on them surrounded 

by flowers. 

   That night, Adelaide's father's watermelon won 3rd place in 

the Watermelon Contest. Since her daddy had never even 

placed before, he was very happy. 

   This puzzled Adelaide, mostly because she thought he 

wanted to win the $250 prize. 

   She asked him how he could be so happy with third place 

when he wanted first. Why didn't God let him win? He 

thought for a minute and said, "I bet all of the men and 

women who entered this contest prayed to God. They might 

have even asked him if they could win the prize. Could God 

really let all of us win first place?" 

   "No, not everyone can be first," said Adelaide raising a brow 

at her father as if he should know better. 

   "Yes, so instead of letting us all win he gave us what we 

needed. We may not see it now, but given time we will be 

thankful how we placed. Those who didn't win will work 

harder, try new things and hopefully do better next year. 

Those who won needed something they got by winning, 

affirmations, money for something important, or confidence 

from the community. We may not have gotten what we 

wanted, but we got what we needed." 

   Adelaide thought on her father's words. She knew she 

needed a Bible of her own. She thought surely God wanted 

her to have one too. So she prayed she would receive 

whatever God thought she needed, even though in her mind 

she had decided what that was. 

   The morning of the spitting contest dawned. Adelaide 

dressed in her prettiest dress, blue gingham with a crisp white 

shirt underneath. The lapels of the shirt were embroidered 

with pale blue flowers. She put on new white socks with lace 

trim and her dress shoes. Her mother did two French braid 

ponytails on each side ending in a bright red ribbon on each. 

She walked next door to collect Margo. Margo was wearing a 

beautiful pale yellow concoction all frills and lace. She knew 

now that Margo wished to wear slacks and a button down 

shirt with a scarf around her neck, the frills and lace drove her 

absolutely mad. Even though, admittedly, she looked splendid 

in every lacy bit. 

   The walked in a companionable silence to the Baptist 

church, possibly thinking of all the different ways they could 

win. 

   They arrived at the church, and lined up. They had to be 

entered by age and sex. Everyone then ate up as many slices 

as they could to save their precious seeds for the 

competition. After that, the names were put in a basket and 

drawn randomly for the sets to compete. Then the furthest 

spitter from each group would wait until everyone had one 

game, then they would compete and so on until there were 

two. 

   Adelaide and Margo did quite well, making it through the 

first three rounds. Each time they went, they would wait for 

the other to finish and then discuss how the other did. 

It was all cheerfulness until Adelaide lost the 6th round. 

Disappointed, a tear or two leaked out of her green eyes, but 

she dashed them away quickly. Margo gave her a big hug and 

told her not to worry, "I'll win it for you!" Margo said, with a 

look of determination. 

   Margo beat everyone until the second to last round. Maybe 

she wasn't hydrated enough. Maybe she saved the wrong 

seed for that round. Whatever it was, Margo lost to Peggy 

Brown in the second to last round. Peggy ended up winning 



that beautiful blue Bible in the end. Everyone cheered for her 

and people went out and about to prepare for the big Sunday 

night potluck. 

   Adelaide did not feel much like talking and socializing with 

the community. She told Margo that it was alright that she 

didn't win, and that she was a good friend. Margo looked at 

her friend with a worried wrinkle creasing her young face. The 

friends parted, and Adelaide went home. 

   At home Adelaide went to her room and had a good cry. 

She cried for how she lost. She cried for how Margo lost. She 

cried for that pretty blue Bible and she cried asking God why 

she hadn't won. 

   After a while her daddy came to visit her in her room. He 

told her how proud he was of her for lasting as long as she did 

and that next time, she'd do better. All she had to do was 

practice and grow up a little more. Maybe having more height 

and bigger lungs plus a full year of spitting practice would 

make a difference next year. 

   "You may not see it now, Addy my girl but you got what you 

needed today. You just need to think about it and you'll see." 

Her daddy went downstairs to check on the dinner 

preparations. The potluck was also no joke and momma's 17 

layer caramel cake was no joke either. 

   Adelaide enjoyed the potluck, and she enjoyed breaking 

bread with her new friend Margo and her family. It was nice 

to have such interesting neighbors. Margo was truly turning 

into a really good friend too. 

   Weeks passed and Adelaide and Margo kept meeting up 

every day to talk, to play games, or to spit (and curse a little). 

They had many sleepovers and camp outs in the backyards. 

They became as close as any two friends could be. Adelaide 

often thought of how lucky she was that Margo moved in 

next door, and Margo felt the same. Starting new at the 

junior high wouldn't be too hard now, that they had each 

other. What a blessing it was indeed. 

   The summer all but ended when Adelaide received a 

mysterious package. 

   Her father brought it inside one day, all wrapped up in 

brown paper bags from the local grocery and tied up with 

twine. Adelaide never received letters or packages for that 

matter. She was quite excited to see what it could be. 

   She opened it up and inside was a card, with roses on the 

front. It told her to not worry, that she be getting another one 

at Christmas. She signed it lots of love, Margo. Perplexed, 

Adelaide removed the last layer of wrapping. There amongst 

the wrapping lay a creamy white Bible, edged in gold. It had 

pages in front to add your family and pictures and maps in the 

back. It was perfect. 

   Tears of happiness rolled down her cheeks as she held the 

beautiful Bible in her arms. She ran upstairs and placed it 

lovingly on her nightstand and ran back downstairs. 

   "Mom! I need to write a letter," she called out. "I've got 

someone to thank!" 

   Adelaide won something much better than a Bible, she had 

a true, good friend. One that would last a lifetime. 

   Sometimes you don't get what you want, when you want. 

Sometimes you find, you'll get what you need. 

Be Safe On the Road 

 
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=Uy4PTB1QMxc  

In this RV video Mark Polk, with RV Education 101, 

demonstrates the installation and features and benefits of the 

first smartphone based Tire Pressure Monitoring System for 

RVs, by Minder Research. The Smart TPMS is compatible with 

iPhone, iPad and Android smart devices. 

 

Camping World has a brochure at their Parts Counter for a 

Minder Research Wireless Tire Pressure Monitoring System 

showing a system that displays tire data on a easy to read 

monitor about the size of a Garman.  The brochure does not 

list a price. 

 

 
 

 

https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=Uy4PTB1QMxc
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September 2017

The ‘o i  Te a s et at ‘a ford Crossi g ‘V Park o  
August 12, 2017. The meeting was called to order by 

President, Lauree Cunningham.  Lauree offered the 

opening prayer and Mike Eubanks lead the group in the 

Pledge of Allegiance. 

   Roll call was done by Suzie Eubanks.  Members present 

were David and Linda Barron, Wendell and Barbara Craig, 

Mark and Lauree Cunningham, Freeman and Joan 

Douglas, Mike and Suzie Eubanks, Bob and Doneane 

Frazier, Robert and Pam Harvey, Phil and Louise Hunt, 

Robert and Pam Lund, Ron and Debbie Parker, and Harry 

and Barbara Robbins.  Sadie Hunt was welcomed as a 

visitor. 

   Suzie Eubanks read the minutes of the July 15 meeting.  

There were no corrections and the minutes were 

approved as read. 

   There was no Treasurer's report as Julia Means was ill; 

however Lauree said she had $277 from the pillow sales 

and $18 from the devotional collection to deposit. 

   Pam Lund, Sunshine Girl, reported that Bill Kingsley had 

back surgery and was recovering well.  Harry Robbins is 

out of the hospital and doing satisfactory.  Lauree 

Cunningham said thank you for the cards when her 

mother recently passed away.  We have others doing 

surgery and tests and hope all will remember them in 

your prayers. 

   There were no new grandchildren this month. 

   Bob Frazier, acting Wagon Master, reported that we 

had 8 rigs present and 3 drive-ins. 

   Safety Topics; Mike Eubanks gave a report on how well 

his pressure gauges worked last campout and saved his 

rig from a tire blowout. 

   Under Old Business, Lauree encouraged all to report 

their volunteer hours to Julia Means.  Suzie again asked 

for food donations or cash donations to purchase food 

for the Food Bank.  Thanks to everyone this month as we 

had a great amount of food.  Please keep up the good 

work. 

   Under New Business Lauree mentioned that we need 

to get a Nominating Committee for new officers and also 

a committee for planning our Christmas Party.   

   After the meeting Mike Eubanks and Wendell Craig 

volunteered to chair the Nomination Committee for 

2018 board elections.  Mike stated that he would like to 

be President for 2018 and Wendell said he would like to 

be the Assistant Wagon Master for 2018. 

    The September meeting will be held at Coushatte RV 

Park in Bellville.  The Craigs and Givens are hosting. 

    A big THANK YOU went out to the Parkers, 

Cunninghams, and Barrons for a great dinner on Friday 

night. 

   Potluck was at 5:30pm and Lauree gave the devotional. 

   Robert Harvey made a motion to adjourn and David 

Barron seconded the motion.  The meeting adjourned at 

9:55. 
September Birthdays  

09-01 – Lola Halbert 

09-21 – Olan Halbert 

09-29 – Nell Giroux 

September Anniversaries 

09-07 – Barbara & Wendell Craig  60 years  
September Camp Out. Was cancelled due to the flood waters 

imposed on our membership and the traffic snarled following 

Hurricane Harvey. 

Report on e er s impact by Hurricane Harvey 

Here is a rundown of my calling EVERY member of the 

hapter aski g ea h perso  ho  the  fared through the 

re e t stor . 
Ashcraft:  doi g ell, e re high!  High & dr . At the height 
of the flooding the road out front got pretty deep. A little 

water in the front yard. Got 10-12inches of water in the barn. 

Mela ie s otor le as i  the ar .  The water got to the 

base of the frame. 

Barron: Fared well! No water, not even in the yard. Down the 

street some flooding. We got 33 inches of rain. 

Bauman/Means: We re fi e i  “eal . Lots of rai . House is 
built up much higher than the yard. Few puddles in the 

a k ard. We re high a d dr . 
Bumpus: Not good! Flooded!  3 feet of waterWater rose 

Sunday morning. Muck all throughout the house. Motorhome 

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


has been totaled. Insurance just looked at it. Water got up to 

the passenger seat. We are staying at Galveston Victoria 

Condos.  Probably 6 months or more depending on the 

contractor we hire for repairs/rebuild.  

Carpenter: No answer. 

Craig: No answer but I learned from Pam Harvey they did not 

get any water in their home. 

Cunningham: Left messages. Played phone tag. Finaly got a 

te t essage We re fi e. We e a uated ith our daughter 
a d gra ddaughters.  

Douglas: No answer. 

DuVall: Doing great! No water. Sitting pretty good! We got 

water in the street, not in the house.  

Eubanks: Rode out the storm here in the house. House is built 

up. My barn is high too. We got 6-8 feet of water in the yard. 

1960; Dayton to Huffman is under water. Trinity River is 

flooded. We bought enough supplies for the long haul. Were 

really blessed! 

Giroux: Doing fine! We got 26 inches. Land locked for a day or 

so. After that all the roads are open. 

Givens: Doing good! No water. Grandson is helping. 

Halbert: We re so lessed! We li e prett  lose to Addi ks 
‘eser ior. Water le el got to  i hes to the house. It s a 
mess around the street. My yard is at 109 ft. elevation. 

Addicks Reservoir overflowed at 108 ft. It crested at 110 ft. 

We are helping neighbors out. 

Humphrey: Did t a tuall  talk ith the . I k o  the  are 
deep into helping Princes. 

Hunts: Left message. Phil called back.  They got water into 

their home and they are staying in the trailer. 

Kingsley: Did real good. No water in the house. We did not 

loose power. Bill is doing GRET! Bill just got back from his 2 

month doctor visit Bill has an exercise regimen. The recovery 

is probably a full year. 

Lund: Did okay. We lost power for 24 hours. While out of 

power we used our generator. 

McGallion: Doing fair! No high water; it was close-by, though 

neighbors not so lucky.  

Montross: House did not flood. 

Muyres: Did t all Joh . Spoke to him a couple days earlier 

and all was good. 

Parker: We re lessed! No flooding. 

Prince: They flooded and the message I got from Peggy well 

efore I ade  alls as ot to all the . 
Robbins: Did allright! Lost our water heater but that is not as a 

result of the storm. We did not have any high water. 

Ryan: Doing well! Our house is on block foundation. No water 

issues. 

Waits: Fi e! E er thi g dr ! We re doi g good! 
Wyricks: Ron called me and told me they were okay. I was half 

asleep from working the night before at Wal-Mart and I 

cannot remember all he told me.  

As I made all of my calls to everyone (I did this on Saturday 

morning, 09/02 from IHOP restaurant in Katy while Lynn 

taught two sewing classes.) I explained that since the 

September campout had been cancelled I thought due to all 

everyone had just gone through it would be really nice if we 

all could maybe sit down somewhere for a luncheon and just 

have a friendly visit and get our minds off of the storm 

recovery. Everyone agreed it would be good so decided we 

ould all eet at Lu s Cafeteria o  “. Post Oak, just outside 
of the 6  Loop … Address: 9797 S Post Oak Rd A, Houston, TX 

77096 fro   oo  to  or p  …as lo g as e a t to isit. 
The a age e t at Lu s said e ould ha e the spa e for 
as long as we wanted. Several said they were headed to 

Garner State Park and would be unable to attend. 

 
Do t forget, pa k, those… 

 
food items for the food pantry NOW for the next campout!! 

 

Be Safe On the Road 

Some RV owners may have experienced rising or flood 

waters to their RVs. Here is a step-by-step procedure for 

checking and repacking the wheel bearings for trailers.  

10 Easy Steps to Repack Your Own Trailer 

Wheel Bearings 

http://www.doityourselfrv.com/10-easy-steps-repack-

trailer-wheel-bearing 
By Rene Agredano Featured Posts, RV Maintenance You don't 

have to be an expert mechanic to do a great job repacking 

your own trailer wheel bearings. This helpful guide will show 

you how to do it yourself.  

https://www.google.com/search?q=lubys+houston+address&stick=H4sIAAAAAAAAAOPgE-LWT9c3LMlIz0gpz9OSzU620s_JT04syczPgzOsElNSilKLiwHajC7ILgAAAA&sa=X&ved=0ahUKEwjlptG29pDWAhVI2oMKHTnPA_kQ6BMInAEwEA
http://www.doityourselfrv.com/10-easy-steps-repack-trailer-wheel-bearing
http://www.doityourselfrv.com/10-easy-steps-repack-trailer-wheel-bearing
http://www.doityourselfrv.com/author/rene-agredano/
http://www.doityourselfrv.com/category/featured/
http://www.doityourselfrv.com/category/rv-guide/rv-maintenance/


  RVers who haul towable trailers should always know when 

and how to repack their trailer wheel bearings, since doing it 

at home can save hundreds of dollars at the shop.  

  Most RV repair shops recommend repacking trailer wheel 

bearings annually.  

  Most RV repair shops recommend repacking trailer wheel 

bearings annually. 

  Without routine maintenance of your trailer wheel bearings, 

here s the progressio  ou ll likel  e perie e: 
•condensation occurs if heels are t rolled  for lo g periods 
of time the condensation causes rust to form inside the trailer 

wheel bearing 

•rust particulates can scratch surfaces inside the bearing 

housing 

•scratches lead to friction and eventual bearing failure 

  How to Repack Your Own Wheel Bearings 

E e  if ou re ot a gifted e ha i  ou a  still pack your 

own trailer wheel bearings by following this guide. 

Parts List to Repack Trailer Wheel Bearings: 

•Trailer jack 

•The exact torquing amount for reassembling your trailer 

wheels (from manual or manufacturer) 

•High-temperature lithium or bentone-based wheel bearing 

grease. 

•Photos of your disassembled trailer wheel and bearings (so 

you can put it back together in reverse). 

•New grease seals and if applicable, cotter pins for each 

wheel 

•Paper towels 

•Hammer and chisel 

•Grease gun or wheel bearing packer 

packer

 Step 1: Before you begin this project, always consult your 

trailer s ser i e a ual or o ta t the a ufacturer to know 

how tightly you should torque your trailer wheels during re-

installation.  

  Without the correct number, your axle will be subject to 

excessive wear and your wheels could overheat or even fall 

off if you torque them too little or too much. 

Step 2: Next, use your trailer wheel chocks to lock tires on the 

opposite side of here ou ll e orki g, the  put our heel 
jack in place and slowly lift the trailer until the wheel is just 

off the ground. 

  Set your parts and cleaning materials down next to the 

heel that s ei g re o ed. 

Step 3: Carefully remove the wheel hu s ap ith a hisel 
and hammer, then firmly pull the hub to expose a six-sided 

castellated nut. 

You can unscrew the nut by removing the castellated tab that 

holds it in place (some trailer wheels will have a non-reusable 

cotter pin, or reusable lock washer or cage instead.) 

  Do t forget to start taki g photos of the pro ess so ou ll 
know how to put everything back in proper order. 

Step 4: Grasp the wheel and gently spin it to loosen the outer 

bearing; this will allow you to remove the wheel and hub from 

the trailer axle spindle. 

  Take the wheel and lay it down on a towel, making sure that 

the wheel and hub are positioned inner side down. 

  Use this opportunity to inspect your trailer brakes and axle 

spindle by looking for excess wear and tear. 

Step 5:  Take your chisel and gently tap on the inner bearing 

ith a ha er to re o e the heel s grease seal. 
  Carefully remove the innerbearings, the washer and outer 

wheel bearings and place everything on a clean towel next to 

your job site. 

  Remember to keep the bearing clean – any dirt that gets 

trapped in the repacked bearing can cause damage over time. 

Step 6: Roll the bearing in a clean paper towel to eliminate old 

grease. 

  As you clean, roll the bearing in your hand and examine their 

surfaces carefully to pinpoint any damaged or worn-out areas 

(a magnifying glass can make it easier to spot damage). 

  Should you have any bearings that need to be replaced, visit 

your closest trailer supply store and ask for an exact match. 

Remember to clean the hub too by using paper towels to get 

rid of dirt and water. 

Step 7:  Get yourgloves and grab a grease gun to pack a 

generous amount of new high temperature grease into the 

hub, then place more grease aaround the rollers. 

  For less mess, use a bearing packer tool. Set the hub down 

on a clean towel and add extra grease to the axle spindle – 

but don’t get it on the brakes. 
Step 8:   Turn over the wheel and return the cleaned, inner 

bearing to the hub. 

  Take your new grease seal and lay it inside the hub with the 

rubber side facing in. Gently tap along the seal with a thin 

block of wood to place the new seal flat against the hub 

surface. 

  O e it s i  pla e, add ore lu ri a t alo g the grease seal s 
lip. 

Step 9:  Return the newly assembled hub to the spindle, using 

care to replace parts in the same order in which you removed 

them (outer bearing, washer, castellated nut and tab).  

Step 10:  Adjust the wheel brake. 

Inside the back of the wheel hub, you should see a rubber 

cover that when removed, will expose a notched starwheel. 

Place a flat head screwdriver inside the starwheel grooves 

then turn the wheel until you feel total resistance. Slowly 

rotate the wheel backwards, one notch at a time, until it s just 
moving freely again. 

Repeat this process on your other three trailer wheels.  



Little Billy 
He gave them big trouble. 
By Douglas S. Clark 
http://www.goodolddaysmagazine.com/featured_story.php  

 
Daddy's brother, Uncle Tommy, was a certified 24-carat 

character. All the family loved him dearly, but the things he 

did proved to be out in left field. 

Uncle Tommy and his wife, Bessie, were members of a small 

carnival traveling throughout the Southern states. He was the 

medicine man, selling his homemade elixir, and he also 

managed the animals. Aunt Bessie was the fortune-teller and 

snake charmer. 

When the carnival went out of business and could not pay 

their few employees, each was given his or her choice of the 

animals. True to form, Uncle Tommy did not want any of the 

regular farm animals. He chose the huge male buffalo. Aunt 

Bessie, in her infinite wisdom, wanted the largest snake, a 

python. 

In the fall of 1950, we were living on a small farm in East 

Tennessee when Uncle Tommy and Aunt Bessie drove into 

our driveway, a trailer in tow. The eight in our family gathered 

in the front yard to welcome the weary travelers. We greeted 

Uncle Tommy with the customary hugs and handshakes. 

When Aunt Bessie came around the truck wrapped in a huge 

snake from head to toe, all the children ran screaming into 

the woods. 

It took a few minutes to regroup the scattered clan, but soon, 

we were gathered around the trailer. 

"You-all just won't believe what I have in this trailer." Uncle 

Tommy beamed with pride. "Doug, you make a guess." 

"Is it a beautiful horse we all can ride, or a mule to pull our 

plow?" I asked. 

"No, it ain't a horse or a mule, but it has four legs," he 

answered, still smiling like a proud father. 

After everyone guessed pig, cow, sheep, goat, big dog, big cat 

and a big chicken with four legs, we all gave up. Smiling, he 

opened the back of the trailer. Out stepped the biggest, 

smelliest animal I had ever seen. Again, all the smaller 

children ran screaming into the woods. 

"Come on back!" Uncle Tommy shouted, petting the huge 

creature. "It ain't nothing but a buffalo." 

"What on this earth are you planning to do with that thing?" 

Daddy asked as he stepped back to give the animal some 

room. 

"I am going to start up my own medicine show and get rich," 

Uncle Tommy replied. "All I need is for you to keep Little Billy 

for a couple of days till I get back from Georgia." 

I slowly looked Little Billy up and down, and came to the 

conclusion there wasn't anything little about him but his 

name. 

After consulting with Mama, Daddy said he would keep Little 

Billy for a couple of days. That night after the buffalo was fed, 

Uncle Tommy returned him to the trailer. 

Early the following morning, after unhitching the trailer, Uncle 

Tommy and Aunt Bessie said their goodbyes and headed out 

for Georgia. 

After breakfast, all the family gathered around the table to 

hear Daddy lay down the law. 

"I am putting this critter in the feedlot, and I dare any one of 

you to go near it," Daddy warned. 

My brother Buddy Earl and I smiled at each other. "Any one of 

you" did not refer to the two of us. If there was a way to have 

fun, we would do it, and we saw a lot of potential in the 

buffalo. 

Buddy Earl rubbed his hands together. "Well, you know the 

family will go to town tomorrow," he told me. "You, me and 

Little Billy will be here all alone. I am thinking we might hook 

him up to the old barn door and have the ride of our lives." 

Suddenly the idea of riding behind a buffalo seemed like a 

good thing. "Instead of using the barn door, let s hook up the 

old tractor tire," I replied. "It will slide across the grass a lot 

faster." 

It was a done deal. Tomorrow we would hitch the tractor tire 

to Little Billy and ride around and around the feedlot. 

Saturday morning, after everyone else went to town, we put 

our plan into action. The rope was the easy part of the plan. 

Rolling the tractor tire to the feedlot was very difficult, but we 

did it. 

Little Billy stood motionless as we slipped the loop around his 

neck and tied the other end to the tire. After we were seated, 

I shouted, "Giddy-up!" The buffalo didn't move. 

Buddy jumped up, ran to the nearest tree, cut a nice long 

switch, then returned and sat down behind me. 

"Hold on tight," I advised. "We are going around and around 

this lot just like greased lightning." 

Grabbing the rope in my left hand, I gave Little Billy a good 

swat with the switch. Whap! The sound of the switch and the 

buffalo's jump were synchronized. Across the feedlot he 

went, dragging the tire with us holding on for dear life behind 

him. Unfortunately Little Billy had a mind of his own and did 

not go around and around as we expected. The angry buffalo 

broke straight through the fence and headed for the open 

fields! Back and forth like a huge pendulum the huge tractor 

tire skidded across the ground. Through Mama's garden Little 

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


Billy ran, clearing a path 10 feet wide in his mad dash for 

freedom. 

Buddy Earl was the first to go. Across the garden he rolled, 

taking cornstalks and cucumber vines with him. My turn was 

short in coming. On the next swing, I lost my grip and went 

through the watermelon patch like a bowling ball. 

Getting to my feet, I staggered to where Buddy Earl sat. "Are 

you all in one piece?" 

He looked up at me with a dirt-covered face and groaned. "I 

am going to be so sore you can't touch me anywhere with a 

powder puff." 

"Come on," I said. "We need to get that critter back in the 

feedlot before Daddy and Mama come home!" 

Across the pasture we hobbled, following the skid marks left 

by the bouncing tractor tire. We were very lucky; at the edge 

of our farm, the tire had wedged between two trees, holding 

Little Billy fast. 

We untied the tire, leaving it for another day, and led Little 

Billy back to the feedlot. We cleaned ourselves up the best we 

could and conjured up the biggest story ever told. We laid it 

on thick, and the family was awed: We were chopping wood 

when the buffalo suddenly went crazy, broke through the 

fence, and ran wild through Mom's garden. After a huge 

struggle, we finally subdued the savage beast. 

"It must have been them honeybees," Mom surmised. 

"Albert, I told you this would happen." 

Buddy smiled at me and mouthed, "Thank goodness for 

honeybees." 

Uncle Tommy came the next day and took his buffalo to 

Georgia with no one the wiser about our wild ride. Uncle 

Tommy never became rich or famous; Little Billy ate him and 

Aunt Bessie out of house and home. 
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November 2017

  The Rovin' Texans met at Brazos Bend RV Park in Caldwell, 

TX on October 14, 2017.  The meeting was called to order 

by 1st Vice President, Richard Bauman.  Suzie Eubanks 

opened the meeting with prayer and Wayne Givens lead 

the group in the Pledge of Allegiance. 

  Roll call was by Suzie Eubanks.  Members present were 

Richard Bauman and Julia Means, Wendell and Barbara 

Craig, Mike and Suzie Eubanks, Wayne and Elsie Givens, 

Dennis and Peggy Humphrey, Robert and Pam Lund, John 

and Lynn Martine, David and Dee McGallion, and Jim and 

Gloria Montross. 

  Due to Hurricane Harvey we did not have a September 

meeting; though nine of our members did meet for lunch 

together and played cards at Lubys. 

  Julia Means gave the Treasurer report 

  Pam Lund, Sunshine Girl, reported that Doneane Frazier 

had her surgery and was getting along well.  She also 

reported that the Hunts and Princes had serious damage to 

their homes due to the floods.  Bob Frazier is having some 

problems with his heart and Calvin Waits brother passed 

away.  Please remember all our members in your prayers. 

  There were no new grandchildren. 

  Acting Wagonmaster, Dennis Humphrey reported that we 

had 9 rigs here and also that the Walthers drove in for the 

day. 

  The Walthers were members of our club and dropped out 

due to sickness.  They are up and going again and 

requested to be reinstated as Associate members.  A vote 

was taken by show of hands to accept them again as 

Associate members. 

  Under Safety topics Dennis Humphrey discussed the 

importance of checking your batteries on a regular basis 

for water.  Also Mike Eubanks mentioned the importance 

of checking your fire extinguishers. 

  Suzie Eubanks asked again for food donations for Food 

Bank.  If you did not bring food cash donations are 

accepted and Suzie will purchase peanut butter. 

  Under New Business Julia Means advised that $13 dues 

are due before November 1.  She said to please mail her a 

check with your Good Sam's number and expiration if 

unable to pay now. 

  Wendell Craig, Nominating Committee Chair presented 

the following slate of officers for 2018:  Mike Eubanks. 

President; Wendell Craig 1st Vice President; Jeanette 

Kingsley 2nd Vice President; Suzie Eubanks, Secretary; Julia 

Means and Lynn Martine, Treasurer, Robert Frazier, 

Wagonmaster; and David McGallion, Assistant Wagon 

Master.  These members will be nominated.  Also Robert 

Frazier sent a list of 2018 campout locations.  There was 

discussion about dates and the need for October meeting.  

Richard was going to contact Bob to clarify dates. 

  Jeanette Kingsley sent information about the Christmas 

Dinner.  She said the cost would be approximately $12.  

She needs to notify Tonys Restaurant of the number 

planning to come by November 17.  We also discussed the 

games for the party.  Barbara and Jeannete will do the 

Silent Auction.  Elsie volunteered to organize ornament 

exchange and Gloria said she would coordinate the 

decorations.  Thanks to all volunteers. 

  Richard Bauman gave us a brief overview of his 

adventures in Alaska.  We all hope to hear more. 

  A big thank you was given to the Humphreys and 

Bauman/Means for the great dinner and decorations.  

Potluck was at 5:30 with a devotional following. 

  Host and hostess for November meeting are Montross 

and Frazier.  We will meet at Rayford Crossing. 

  Mike and Suzie Eubanks are inviting all to their home on 

November 18 after lunch for fun and an early chili dinner.  

Hope all can come. 

  The meeting was adjourned. 

 November Birthdays  

11-07 – Jeanette Kingsley 

11-08 – Pat Bumpus 

11-17 – Bill Kingsley 

11-21 – Dee McGallion 

11-28 – Elsie Givens 

11-28 – Richard Bauman 

November Anniversaries  

none 

November Camp Out will be November 10-12 at Rayford 

Crossing in Spring, TX 

 

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


Membership dues are being collected. Deadline for paying 

membership dues will be the November Campout.  Our 

Secretary is collecting $13.00 per rig. If you do not make 

the campout, you must mail your dues to the Chapter 

Secretary; …her address is i  our Ca pi g Dire tor . 
Mysterious Parks 

This Halloween, head out for a spooky hike.  

By Eva Frederick 

Whether ou’re o  the lookout for ghost ra s at 
Galveston Island or telling hair-raising stories around a 

campfire at Caddo Lake, Texas state parks can be the 

perfect places to get that spine-tingling feeling of mystery. 

Before you go trick-or-treating this Halloween, head out 

for trick-or-trekking at one of these mysterious parks. 

De il’s “i khole “tate Natural Area  

Thousands of Mexican free-tailed ats fl  out of De il’s 
Sinkhole each night (late spring to early fall), the sound of 

their leathery wings magnified by the giant, hollow basin 

elo . Da  tours allo  isitors to peer i to the state’s 
largest single-chamber cavern, down into the mysterious 

darkness, 350 feet deep. 

 

 
Goliad State Park  

Goliad State Park is steeped in Texas history. It serves as a 

hub for visiting Mission Espíritu Santo (in the park) and 

Presidio La Bahía (a half-mile south), where a cloud hangs 

o er o e of the darkest hapters of Te as’ past: the Goliad 
Massacre. Part of the presidio has been converted into 

hotel rooms where brave souls can experience the deep 

silence of nightfall in the historic fort. 

 

 
McKinney Falls State Park  

On foggy nights, tendrils of mist pass through the doorless 

hallways of the McKinney Homestead. The building, which 

is now just a skeleton of a house, has stood for nearly two 

centuries. McKinney Falls State Park stays open until 10 

p.m. — for eeriest results, visit at dusk. 

 

 
Galveston Island State Park  

The beach at Galveston Island State Park is definitely 

haunted. But the otherworldly residents of this stretch of 

sa d are ’t ethereal spirits of the dead. The ’re ghost 
crabs! Despite their pale, translucent appearance and habit 

of combing the beach in the dead of night, these little 

crabs are reassuringly substantial — our favorite kind of 

ghost  sighti g. 

 

 
Caddo Lake State Park  

As you paddle beneath swaying branches draped with 

Spanish moss deep in the eerie, bald cypress-lined 

ater a s of Caddo Lake, it’s eas  to let our i agi atio  

http://tpwd.texas.gov/state-parks/devils-sinkhole
http://tpwd.texas.gov/state-parks/goliad
https://tpwd.texas.gov/state-parks/mckinney-falls
https://tpwd.texas.gov/state-parks/galveston-island
http://tpwd.texas.gov/state-parks/caddo-lake


ru  ild. The lake’s stu ning biodiversity (216 species of 

birds, 47 species of mammals and 90 species of reptiles 

and amphibians) means that when you get the creepy 

feeli g that ou’re ei g at hed, it’s pro a l  e ause 
you are. 

 

 
Enchanted Rock State Park  

If you find yourself out on Enchanted Rock on a cool night 

after a warm day, you might hear a hair-raising creaking 

sound emanating from the glittering mound of granite. 

Do ’t orr , though — it’s ot the ries of the ghostl  
Native American chief who is rumored to walk the rock  as 

punishment for sacrificing his daughter. It’s just a atural 
sound caused by the outer surface of the rock contracting 

as the temperature drops. Probably. 

 

TWO THANKSGIVING DAY GENTLEMEN   By O Henry 

http://www.theholidayspot.com/thanksgiving/stories/two_thanksgiving_day_gentle

men.htm#gfxyq88lbSO2KePY.99  

 There is one day that is ours. There is one day when all we 

Americans who are not self-made go back to the old home 

to eat saleratus biscuits and marvel how much nearer to 

the porch the old pump looks than it used to. Bless the 

day. President Roosevelt gives it to us.  

 

O Henry 

  We hear some talk of the Puritans, but don't just 

remember who they were. Bet we can lick 'em, anyhow, if 

they try to land again. Plymouth Rocks? Well, that sounds 

more familiar. Lots of us have had to come down to hens 

since the Turkey Trust got its work in. But somebody in 

Washington is leaking out advance information to 'em 

about these Thanksgiving proclamations. 

  The big city east of the cranberry bogs has made 

Thanksgiving Day an institution. The last Thursday in 

November is the only day in the year on which it 

recognizes the part of America lying across the ferries. It is 

the one day that is purely American. Yes, a day of 

celebration, exclusively American. 

  And now for the story which is to prove to you that we 

have traditions on this side of the ocean that are becoming 

older at a much rapider rate than those of England are—
thanks to our git-up and enterprise. 

http://tpwd.texas.gov/state-parks/enchanted-rock
http://www.theholidayspot.com/thanksgiving/stories/two_thanksgiving_day_gentlemen.htm#gfxyq88lbSO2KePY.99
http://www.theholidayspot.com/thanksgiving/stories/two_thanksgiving_day_gentlemen.htm#gfxyq88lbSO2KePY.99


  Stuffy Pete took his seat on the third bench to the right as 

you enter Union Square from the east, at the walk opposite 

the fountain. Every Thanksgiving Day for nine years he had 

taken his seat there promptly at 1 o'clock. For every time 

he had done so things had happened to him—Charles 

Dickensy things that swelled his waistcoat above his heart, 

and equally on the other side. 

  But to-day Stuffy Pete's appearance at the annual trysting 

place seemed to have been rather the result of habit than 

of the yearly hunger which, as the philanthropists seem to 

think, afflicts the poor at such extended intervals. 

  Certainly Pete was not hungry. He had just come from a 

feast that had left him of his powers barely those of 

respiration and locomotion. His eyes were like two pale 

gooseberries firmly imbedded in a swollen and gravy-

smeared mask of putty. His breath came in short wheezes; 

a senatorial roll of adipose tissue denied a fashionable set 

to his upturned coat collar. Buttons that had been sewed 

upon his clothes by kind Salvation fingers a week before 

flew like popcorn, strewing the earth around him. Ragged 

he was, with a split shirt front open to the wishbone; but 

the November breeze, carrying fine snowflakes, brought 

him only a grateful coolness. For Stuffy Pete was 

overcharged with the caloric produced by a super-

bountiful dinner, beginning with oysters and ending with 

plum pudding, and including (it seemed to him) all the 

roast turkey and baked potatoes and chicken salad and 

squash pie and ice cream in the world. Wherefore he sat, 

gorged, and gazed upon the world with after-dinner 

contempt. 

  The meal had been an unexpected one. He was passing a 

red brick mansion near the beginning of Fifth avenue, in 

which lived two old ladies of ancient family and a 

reverence for traditions. They even denied the existence of 

New York, and believed that Thanksgiving Day was 

declared solely for Washington Square. One of their 

traditional habits was to station a servant at the postern 

gate with orders to admit the first hungry wayfarer that 

came along after the hour of noon had struck, and banquet 

him to a finish. Stuffy Pete happened to pass by on his way 

to the park, and the seneschals gathered him in and upheld 

the custom of the castle. 

  After Stuffy Pete had gazed straight before him for ten 

minutes he was conscious of a desire for a more varied 

field of vision. With a tremendous effort he moved his 

head slowly to the left. And then his eyes bulged out 

fearfully, and his breath ceased, and the rough-shod ends 

of his short legs wriggled and rustled on the gravel. 

  For the Old Gentleman was coming across Fourth avenue 

toward his bench. 

  Every Thanksgiving Day for nine years the Old Gentleman 

had come there and found Stuffy Pete on his bench. That 

was a thing that the Old Gentleman was trying to make a 

tradition of. Every Thanksgiving Day for nine years he had 

found Stuffy there, and had led him to a restaurant and 

watched him eat a big dinner. They do those things in 

England unconsciously. But this is a young country, and 

nine years is not so bad. The Old Gentleman was a staunch 

American patriot, and considered himself a pioneer in 

American tradition. In order to become picturesque we 

must keep on doing one thing for a long time without ever 

letting it get away from us. Something like collecting the 

weekly dimes in industrial insurance. Or cleaning the 

streets. 

  The Old Gentleman moved, straight and stately, toward 

the Institution that he was rearing. Truly, the annual 

feeding of Stuffy Pete was nothing national in its character, 

such as the Magna Charta or jam for breakfast was in 

England. But it was a step. It was almost feudal. It showed, 

at least, that a Custom was not impossible to New Y—
ahem!—America. 

  The Old Gentleman was thin and tall and sixty. He was 

dressed all in black, and wore the old-fashioned kind of 

glasses that won't stay on your nose. His hair was whiter 

and thinner than it had been last year, and he seemed to 

make more use of his big, knobby cane with the crooked 

handle. 

  As his established benefactor came up Stuffy wheezed 

and shuddered like some woman's over-fat pug when a 

street dog bristles up at him. He would have flown, but all 

the skill of Santos-Dumont could not have separated him 

from his bench. Well had the myrmidons of the two old 

ladies done their work. 

  "Good morning," said the Old Gentleman. "I am glad to 

perceive that the vicissitudes of another year have spared 

you to move in health about the beautiful world. For that 

blessing alone this day of thanksgiving is well proclaimed to 

each of us. If you will come with me, my man, I will provide 

you with a dinner that should make your physical being 

accord with the mental." 

  That is what the old Gentleman said every time. Every 

Thanksgiving Day for nine years. The words themselves 

almost formed an Institution. Nothing could be compared 

with them except the Declaration of Independence. Always 

before they had been music in Stuffy's ears. But now he 

looked up at the Old Gentleman's face with tearful agony 

in his own. The fine snow almost sizzled when it fell upon 

his perspiring brow. But the Old Gentleman shivered a little 

and turned his back to the wind. 

  Stuffy had always wondered why the Old Gentleman 

spoke his speech rather sadly. He did not know that it was 

because he was wishing every time that he had a son to 

succeed him. A son who would come there after he was 

gone—a son who would stand proud and strong before 



some subsequent Stuffy, and say: "In memory of my 

father." Then it would be an Institution. 

  But the Old Gentleman had no relatives. He lived in 

rented rooms in one of the decayed old family brownstone 

mansions in one of the quiet streets east of the park. In the 

winter he raised fuchsias in a little conservatory the size of 

a steamer trunk. In the spring he walked in the Easter 

parade. In the summer he lived at a farmhouse in the New 

Jersey hills, and sat in a wicker armchair, speaking of a 

butterfly, the ornithoptera amphrisius, that he hoped to 

find some day. In the autumn he fed Stuffy a dinner. These 

were the Old Gentleman's occupations. 

  Stuffy Pete looked up at him for a half minute, stewing 

and helpless in his own self-pity. The Old Gentleman's eyes 

were bright with the giving-pleasure. His face was getting 

more lined each year, but his little black necktie was in as 

jaunty a bow as ever, and the linen was beautiful and 

white, and his gray mustache was curled carefully at the 

ends. And then Stuffy made a noise that sounded like peas 

bubbling in a pot. Speech was intended; and as the Old 

Gentleman had heard the sounds nine times before, he 

rightly construed them into Stuffy's old formula of 

acceptance. 

  "Thankee, sir. I'll go with ye, and much obliged. I'm very 

hungry, sir." 

  The coma of repletion had not prevented from entering 

Stuffy's mind the conviction that he was the basis of an 

Institution. His Thanksgiving appetite was not his own; it 

belonged by all the sacred rights of established custom, if 

not, by the actual Statute of Limitations, to this kind old 

gentleman who bad preempted it. True, America is free; 

but in order to establish tradition some one must be a 

repetend—a repeating decimal. The heroes are not all 

heroes of steel and gold. See one here that wielded only 

weapons of iron, badly silvered, and tin. 

  The Old Gentleman led his annual protege southward to 

the restaurant, and to the table where the feast had always 

occurred. They were recognized. 

  "Here comes de old guy," said a waiter, "dat blows dat 

same bum to a meal every Thanksgiving." 

  The Old Gentleman sat across the table glowing like a 

smoked pearl at his corner-stone of future ancient 

Tradition. The waiters heaped the table with holiday 

food—and Stuffy, with a sigh that was mistaken for 

hunger's expression, raised knife and fork and carved for 

himself a crown of imperishable bay. 

  No more valiant hero ever fought his way through the 

ranks of an enemy. Turkey, chops, soups, vegetables, pies, 

disappeared before him as fast as they could be served. 

Gorged nearly to the uttermost when he entered the 

restaurant, the smell of food had almost caused him to 

lose his honor as a gentleman, but he rallied like a true 

knight. He saw the look of beneficent happiness on the Old 

Gentleman's face—a happier look than even the fuchsias 

and the ornithoptera amphrisius had ever brought to it—
and he had not the heart to see it wane. 

  In an hour Stuffy leaned back with a battle won. "Thankee 

kindly, sir," he puffed like a leaky steam pipe; "thankee 

kindly for a hearty meal." Then he arose heavily with glazed 

eyes and started toward the kitchen. A waiter turned him 

about like a top, and pointed him toward the door. The Old 

Gentleman carefully counted out $1.30 in silver change, 

leaving three nickels for the waiter. 

  They parted as they did each year at the door, the Old 

Gentleman going south, Stuffy north. 

  Around the first corner Stuffy turned, and stood for one 

minute. Then he seemed to puff out his rags as an owl 

puffs out his feathers, and fell to the sidewalk like a 

sunstricken horse. 

  When the ambulance came the young surgeon and the 

driver cursed softly at his weight. There was no smell of 

whiskey to justify a transfer to the patrol wagon, so Stuffy 

and his two dinners went to the hospital. There they 

stretched him on a bed and began to test him for strange 

diseases, with the hope of getting a chance at some 

problem with the bare steel. 

  And lo! an hour later another ambulance brought the Old 

Gentleman. And they laid him on another bed and spoke of 

appendicitis, for he looked good for the bill. 

  But pretty soon one of the young doctors met one of the 

young nurses whose eyes he liked, and stopped to chat 

with her about the cases. 

  "That nice old gentleman over there, now," he said, "you 

wouldn't think that was a case of almost starvation. Proud 

old family, I guess. He told me he hadn't eaten a thing for 

three days." 

Let’s all ake a poi t of re e eri g 
to load up those grocery donations 

NOW for the November Campout!! 

 



Is age slowing your 

response time? Practice! 
http://rvtravel.com/is-age-slowing-your-response-time-

practice/    

By Bob Difley 

Our respo se ti e slo s as e age. We do ’t thi k or 
process information as efficiently as when we were young. 

 

As much as you think you can perform certain functions as 

fast o  as ou e er ould, it’s just ot true. O e area that 
it does ’t pa  to take ha es or li g to old eliefs is our 
ability regarding safety. 

For instance, how fast could you react to a sudden galley 

fire? Fast enough to stop it before it spread to the rest of 

our RV? Do ’t guess. Tr  a ti ed pra ti e drill. 

Ha e our spouse shout Fire!  (Do ’t do this i  a ro ded 
campground.) Jump from your chair, rush to free the fire 

extinguisher from its wall mount (while your wife screams 

[not too loud] and reacts with feigned panic to create an 

atmosphere of chaos — which will likely be the case in a 

real emergency and will affect your thinking and 

efficiency), release the trigger, and — here, just pretend — 

pull the trigger while aiming the extinguisher at the virtual 

blaze. Call out to your spouse to stop the stopwatch. 

Now do it again. And again. After a few times — admit it, 

your reaction time from start to fi ish de reased, did ’t it? 
— it will be planted more firmly into your hippocampus, or 

hippopotamus, whatever that part of your brain is called 

that stores memories. 

This means that if the real thing happens, your chances are 

now much better of getti g the fire out efore it’s too late. 

A d, here’s a re o e datio : Before spra i g  that fire 
extinguisher on any RV fire, make sure you have the right 

one for the job. 
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   The Rovin' Texans met at Rayford Crossing RV in Spring 

Texas on November 11, 2017. The meeting was called to 

order by 1st Vice President, Richard Bauman. Bob Frazier 

opened the meeting with prayer and Ron Parker lead the 

group in the Pledge of Allegiance. 

   Roll call was by Suzie Eubanks . Members in attendance 

were Delbert and JoAnn Ashcraft, Richard 

Bauman and Julia Means, Freeman and Joan Douglas,  Mike 

and Suzie Eubanks, Bob and Doneane Frazier,  W ayne and 

Elsie Givens, Dennis and Peggy Humphrey, Phil and Lo uise  

Hunt, Bill and Jeanette Kingsley, Robert and Pam Lund, J im 

and Gloria Montross, Ron and D ebbie Parker,  Harry and 

Barbara Robbins, Calvin and O lga W aits,  Ron and Jeanie 

Wyrick. 

   Suzie Eubanks  read the minutes of the October 14th 

meeting. They were approved as read. Julia Means gave 

the Treasurers Report. Pam Lund, Sunshine Girl, reported 

Bill Kingsley and Doneane Frazier were both doing well. Phil 

and Louis Hunt are on the road to recovering from Harvey. 

Everyone was glad to see them.  

   There were no new grandchildren this month. 

   Acting WagonMaster, Dennis Humphrey  reported 9 rigs 

and 5 drive-ins. 

   Jeanette Kingsley  reported that the Christmas Dinner 

would cost $12.75 per person. It will be a traditional 

Turkey with Dressing Dinner. All members coming to the 

party were reminded to bring items for the silent auction, 

Christmas cards (if so desired), an ornament for ornament 

exchange (if desired) and a wrapped gift from each camper 

to be used as game gifts. Jeanette asked each camper to 

sign up for food either Friday or Saturday as we are all 

hosts for the Christmas party. She also announced that 

dinner would be SERVED AT 2:00 in the afternoon. 

   Richard Bauman presented the following (second 

reading) as new slate of officers for 2018: Mike Eubanks, 

President; Wendell Craig 1st Vice President; Jeanette 

Kingsley, 2nd Vice President; Suzie Eubanks, Secretary; J u l i a 

Means, Treasurer; Lynn Martine, Assistant Treasurer; Bob 

Frazier, Wagonmaster; and Dennis Humphrey , Assistant 

Wagonmaster.  A vote was taken and the slate of officers 

were accepted. 

   Under Safety topics Mike Eubanks said he had 

information available about fire extinguishers recall. 

Suzie encouraged everyone to bring food for the Food 

Bank or give a small cash donation to purchase food. 

   Julia Means encouraged all to turn in volunteer hours and 

donations by the first of the year. 

   The 2018 Camping Schedule was presented by Bob 

Frazier. There are still some possible changes going 

forward. The schedule is: January - Coushatte at Bellville. 

February - at A+ RV at Sulphur, La, March - Coushatte at 

Bellville, April - Brazos Valley at Caldwell, May - Rayford 

Crossing at Spring, June - Colorado Landing at LaGrange, 

July - Brazos Valley at Caldwell, August - Gulf Coast RV at-

Beaumount, September - A+ RV at Sulphur, LA, October-to 

(still to be announced), November - Rayford Crossing at 

Spring, and December - Coushatte at Bellville.  

   Jeanette Kingsley  made a motion to have an October 

2018 meeting rather than ignore it and suggested that the 

September 26, 2018 campout be a fun extra campout. J im 

Montross seconded the motion and it passed. 

    Delbert Ashgraft made a motion to adjourn and Calv in 

Waits seconded the motion. The meeting was adjourned. 

  Tha k ou!  ere e te ded to the Montross,  Eubanks,  

Humphreys, and Frazier for hosting the November meeting.  

Gloria gave the Devotional following the potluck dinner. 

December Birthdays  

12-03 – Mike Eubanks 

12-19 – Bob Frazier 

12-19 – Ron Parker 

12-20 – Peggy Humphrey 

12-31 – Linda Barron 

December Anniversaries 

12-16– Louise & Phil Hunt  49 years 

12-20 – Barbara & Harry Robins  63 years   

December Camp Out will be December 8-10 at Coushatte 

RV Ranch in Bellville, Texas. Jeanette Kingsley  asked each 

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


camper to sign up for food either Friday or Saturday as we 

are all hosts for the Christmas Party.  

   “e eral e ers asked that the Ne sletter pri t the list 
of things  that the membership traditionally does to 

celebrate Christmas each year. The following is a reprint 

from both theDecembers 2015 & 2016 Newsletters: 

   We bring two (nice) unwrapped gifts for the Silent 

Auction. Each member is required to only bring one gift for 

Silent Auction, but more gifts we have, more money we 

make from the Silent Auction tickets sales. The money goes 

for charities and operating expenses.  It's up to each 

member how many gifts to bring, but not more than two.  

  One wrapped gift per person is to be placed under the tree 

(or 2 if you wish) as prizes for the games.  It should be 

something that someone would want, but giver need not 

purchase the item.   

   Christmas Tree Ornament exchange is optional. If you 

bring one, you get one return. If you bring 2, you get 2 

back.  If you want to participate in the ornament exchange, 

please bring a Christmas ornament to hang on the tree and 

make sure you put your name on the ornament list near the 

tree. 

      There will be a hand-crafted Christmas Card Board with 

pockets so that members can exchange Christmas cards 

with other e bers of the Rovi ’ Texa s. Christmas Cards 

are optional. (No Stamps required!) This helps save postage 

and is a good way to remember all those in the club .    

For Want of a Chimney 
https://www.goodolddaysmagazine.com/featured_story.php    
He was determined to give Santa easy access. 

By John Scanlan 

 
I couldn't sleep. Wide-eyed, I stared up at the ceiling. 

"It's not fair," I whispered. "Uncle Ed's house has a 

chimney. Uncle Marty's house has a chimney. Grandpa's 

house has a chimney. Why doesn't ours?" 

I clutched my blue blanky to my chest. 

"Well, I'm not going to lay here and let Santa Claus skip my 

house just because we don't have a chimney." 

I kicked off my covers and sat up. With my blue blanky 

draped around my neck, I leaped from my bed. In the pale 

glow of a cheap drugstore night-light, I tiptoed around the 

pieces of Mr. Potato Head. Then I slowly pushed the door 

open. 

Creeeaaakkk. 

I stuck my head out into the hallway and peeked left.  

I could barely hear noises coming from the kitchen. Who 

was up this late on Christmas Eve? 

I stepped into the hallway and crept toward the noises. 

Meanwhile, the footies in my jammies made a funny sound 

on the hallway's wooden floor -- Skish. Skish. Skish. Skish. 

At the end of the hallway, I halted and peeked around the 

corner. 

"John?" 

I froze. 

Mom asked, "What are you doing up?" 

I stepped into the kitchen, replying, "Mom, I can't sleep." 

"Well, you better get your little butt to bed," Mom 

countered, "or Santa won't come." 

"I know, I know." 

Mom folded her arms across her chest and began tapping 

her right foot. 

So I asked, "Um, Mom, can I, uh, take one more look at the 

tree?" 

Mom sighed. "OK, I guess so," she returned. "You can look 

at the tree one more time, but then go straight to bed." 

"Yes, ma'am," I replied. I scampered across the kitchen's 

linoleum floor. 

Skish. Skish. Skish. Skish. 

Then I entered the living room and continued my trek to 

see the tree, just like I had told Mom I would. But I stopped 

in the middle of the living room and looked over my left 

shoulder. 

Mom was puttering around in the kitchen. 

The coast is clear! 

I bolted to the front door, reached up, and grabbed the 

knob. I silently rotated it, barely cracking open the front 

door. 

"There," I whispered. "Our house not having a chimney 

won't stop Santa now." 

Then I retreated from the scene of the crime and began my 

trek back into the kitchen. When I reached the linoleum, I 

actually did turn around and look at our Christmas tree. It 

was beautiful, but it would look even better tomorrow 

morning with all the presents under it. 

I turned around to go back into the kitchen—only to run 

headlong into Mom. 

"John, please watch where you're going," she commanded, 

balancing a glass of milk and a plate of cookies. 

"I'm sorry." 

Mom traipsed to the living room's coffee table, where she 

set those items down. Then she stood erect and started 

back to the kitchen -- but lurched to a halt. 

https://www.goodolddaysmagazine.com/featured_story.php


Uh-oh, I thought. 

Mom furrowed her brow. 

I bit my lip. 

"I feel a draft," Mom mumbled. 

"Oh no," I groaned. 

Mom looked around and then asked, "Well, who left the 

front door cracked open?" 

I hung my head. Then I watched Mom troop over to the 

front door, slam it shut, and lock it. 

Dang it, I thought. Santa is never going to get in! 

After Mom returned, she placed her right hand on my 

shoulder and steered me into the kitchen. There, she 

pointed down the hallway and said, "Go!" 

With my blue blanky dragging on the floor, I returned to 

my bedroom. 

Skish. Skish. Skish. Skish. 

Christmas morning, I awoke to find a million presents 

under our tree! But I wasn't surprised. To this very day, 

Mom doesn't know that on the way to my bedroom, I 

unlocked the back door. 

Safety Topic 

 
http://saferidenews.com/srndnn/SafetyTopics/VacationTravelRVsTaxisAircraftetc/Chi

ldreninRVs/tabid/442/Default.aspx  
RV Consumer Group, http://rv.org/index.html 
   Often, even parents who normally are careful to use a 

child safety seats for their children for every ride imagine 

that the interior of a recreational vehicle (RV, or motor 

home) is somehow a magical zone where the laws of 

physics do not apply.  Caregivers need to know that an RV 

may not be safe for children.  Children still need to be 

buckled up appropriately any time they are riding in a 

vehicle, and this can be a real challenge in an RV.  RVs 

come in a range of style classes (A, B, C, C+, etc.) and, 

although these do vary in appropriateness for families, 

none is ideal. 

   People reason that bigger vehicles tend to withstand 

crash forces better, and this may lull some RVers into a 

false se se of se urit . Ho e er, igger is ’t a tuall  safer 
when it comes to RVs.  Unlike school buses, which must 

meet the strict structural standards of several FMVSSs, RVs 

are not subject to school bus standards, nor do many of 

the crashworthiness standards governing cars apply. 

 Because of this and design features that may include 

seams in the sides for things like galley slide-outs, a  RV’s 
size may not translate to superior structural soundness.  

   In addition, although seat belts are sometimes present in 

the living areas, the anchorages for these are not required 

to comply with FMVSS 208.   In some cases, the belts are 

just anchored to a piece of board!  Also, LATCH anchors are 

not required. 

   Parents also must know that child restraint should never 

be installed on rearward- or side-facing vehicle seats, 

further limiting options.  And the problem of loose objects 

causing injury can be a greater concern aboard a traveling 

otel roo . E e  uilt-i  a i ets ha e ee  k o  to 
come loose due to the force of a crash. 

   Consider these safety tips if considering traveling in an RV 

with children: 

• A ti e ou’re o  the road, e sure that hildre  al a s 
ride properly in a child safety seat. 

• Che k i  the a  of a  RV for seati g positio s that are 
appropriate for car seat installation.  Unlike Class As, 

smaller Class B and C RVs are built on a regular van/truck 

chassis. These types must meet the same safety standards 

as passenger vehicles, and therefore are more likely to 

have the features needed for car seat use. 

• “i ce a car seat is more likely to fit safely in a regular 

passenger vehicle, consider using one to tow a trailer 

rather than using an RV. 

• If ou pla  to to  a ar ehi d a  RV for lo al jau ts, 
consider driving this vehicle instead, with children properly 

buckled up inside. 

• Make a rule that all o upa ts sta  u kled up properl  
inside an RV anytime it is moving. 

 
 

Bring your food donations 
 

http://saferidenews.com/srndnn/SafetyTopics/VacationTravelRVsTaxisAircraftetc/ChildreninRVs/tabid/442/Default.aspx
http://saferidenews.com/srndnn/SafetyTopics/VacationTravelRVsTaxisAircraftetc/ChildreninRVs/tabid/442/Default.aspx
http://www.rv.org/index.html


48th Annual LBJ Tree Lighting 

 
https://tpwd.texas.gov/calendar/lyndon-b-johnson/47th-annual-lbj-tree-

lighting?utm_campaign=event-

marketing&utm_medium=email&utm_source=holidays17  

Join the Texas Hill Country Community in this special 

tradition started 48 years ago by President and Mrs. 

Johnson. 6:00p to 9:00p Sun, December 17, 2017 

Join the Texas Hill Country Community in this special 

tradition started 48 years ago by President and Mrs. 

Johnson. Enjoy carolers, a live nativity, Santa Claus, 

refreshments and of course, the spectacular tree lighting. 

Then revisit the past at the Sauer-Beckmann Living History 

Farm. 

 

Holiday in the Park 1:00p to 4:00p Sun, 

December 10, 2017 
https://tpwd.texas.gov/calendar/sheldon-lake/holiday-in-the-
park?utm_campaign=event-
marketing&utm_medium=email&utm_source=holidays17  

 Get in the holiday spirit at Sheldon Lake State Park! 

Join Sheldon Lake State Park rangers for an afternoon filled 

with festive fun! There will be activities and crafts for you 

to enjoy with friends and family. Be sure to stop by and get 

in the holiday spirit! 
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