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ERSPEC’

“The Paper Nest™”

know what wealth of information
may lie hidden away somewhere
in there.

ECHOES

By GAIL ROBERSON

After dumping my hands re-
peatedly into pocket after
pocket, I grimaced at the layers
of dirt and grit that were by now
wedged as tightly under each fin-
gernail as a cat’s paw in a mole
hole. Eventually, I surfaced with
several bits and pieces of paper
on which all kinds of scribbling
had been hurriedly jotted down
by my determined farmer hus-
band with a chewed-off pencil
point. But, no matter how
jumbled the figures or letters
might look to me, I would never,
1say NEVER, disgard them car-
lessly. 1 learned THAT most
valuable lesson many years ago
as fresh, young farm wife just

out, and Lord knows, I
learned it well enough the hard
way the first time around.

I remember us well back
then...me, all thin and willowy,
fresh as a daisy each morning
and doing somersaults at noon if
that's what it took to please my
new husband. And him...also
slim and trim, narrow-faced and
cleanshaven, swelled with pride
in the fact that he now had his
own place, his own woman and
most impertantly, his own shiny
new red Massey Ferguson trac-
tor.

Well, we're both a little
plumper now due to years of 9:00
suppers and his old mama conve-
niently tucked just down the road
a ways. He now sports a gener-
ous moustache on his top lip, a
little salt and pepper look in his
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Lord, forgive me for what I'm
about to admit out loud for all the
world to see...but I KNO-

“I've just GOT to have it here
somewhere!” Well, 1 guess you
know the rest. For a while there |
suspected my adoring, new farm
husband of bailing with a leaky
bucket. To mend things a little, I
did like any good wife would...l
started cooking all his favorite
foods until both of us had agreed
that we each had a downright de-
cent case of good old indigestion.

Since that fateful morning so
long ago, this farm wife has
learned how to deal with a lot of
things connected with farming,
but best of all to deal most ex-
pertly with everyone of those
dungy, half-ripped apart scraps
of paper I've come into contact
with, including the one in his
sock.

For starters, I found a pretty
little basket with a lid attached
that looks quite well on the coun-
ter in the utility room. As a mat-
ter of fact, it sort of does some-
thing for the decor. We call it his

“paper nest.” Now, no matter
WHAT I find in his clothes before
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Food For Thought . . .

In her lifetime the average woman consumes 36714 tubes of lipstick

Surviving in style at the “Central Hilton™

very concerned about the house,

Highway Patrol faces ditficulty

When tragedy strikes the ranks
of the State Highway Patrol, as it
did recently on a mountain road,
cries go out for help. The various
news medias renew the argue-
ments for mgre troopers, poli-
ticians make promises, and for a
few days, the dangers of being a

a state trooper this year. Unless

something more than talk is
done, he probably won't be the
last.

In the last 10 years, the number
of vehicles in the state has in-
creased by nearly a third, the
number of accidents requiring
investigation by 10 percent, and
the number of miles driven has
increased by nearly 20 percent.
With these traffic patterns,
troopers are spending less time
on the road than they did 10 years
ago. They are more
time in court and at desks filling

Chesson recognized

20 Years Ago
PARKER CHESSON GETS
RECOGNITION: Parker Ches-

faculty and students “‘are close”
to a large school where students
often become just a number.
m&r,haﬂ:mhw.
he ta aclass at
the Eiimabeth City school, M.
Chesson received both his bache-

cern. Regardless of the potential
dangers, a trooper is expected to
carry out his duties. Not many
people would want to face a car
loaded with drunles on an isolated
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area, so we didn't quite know

what to expect.
We knew that the schools were

first trouble. Deep down

inside we knew pride was keep-

ing us in a house that presented a
threat to our safety.

By 11:00 p.m. one of the larger

pecan trees had already lost two

limbs, and still

out to join the others in the li-

brary.
We watched the ‘“‘Tonight

a Cheerio’s breakfast by candle-
light.

After breakfast it was check-
out time. We loaded up our be-
longings and headed back home.
What a mess. The house was fine,
but the yard looked like a disas-
ter area with leaves and limbs
everywhere. Unfortunately there
wasn't time to do anything about
it.  washed my face and changed

us all calm
the ordeal
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