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Although readers find Aunt Polly
real, Holliman knows otherwise

Many readers who regularly follow
the Aunt Polly column in_the
Dispatch, find her not only a quite
believable person, but also “quite a
character

“The fact that Aunt Polly s in reality
a creation of the mind of Bishop
Holliman, district_manager of the
local Soclal Security Office, makes
her no more less real to her fans.

‘This is because Holliman has not
‘made her a fanciful creature, but has
drawn from his own real life ex-
periences-he has by no means led a
drab o humdrum _existence-and
those of acquaintances, n rounding
out the character of Aunt Poly.

Holliman said that Aunt Polly's
character s a composite of many
people and not one person, but that 1
guess, in the back of my mind, I was
thinking of my own Mother when 1
came up with the idea of Aunt Polly

According to Holliman, much of the
warm-hearted charm of Aunt Polly is
drawn from the memory of his
Mother, but many other experiences
throughout his own life have also
embellshed his creation.

Holliman describes his meeting and
courting o his wifc tobe, a gl named
Gerry Stansberry, as one of those
“unbelievable but true World War 11
romanes.” It is the type of story that
would warmed Aunt Polly's
heart, he admits

The boy from Alabama was
stationed with a ship in the big Navy
stipyard in Philadelphia just waiting
0 “ship out" for overseas, when one
day he decided o go see 3 friend
named Charles in nearby Atlantic
Gity, N. J Just after arriving in
Atantic City, be met and was &
 mediately attracted to a young lady
who with her mother had also made
the trip to Atlantic City from
Philadelphia.

In the course of conversation with
the girl and her mother, he found that
although then  residing in
Philadelphia, they had moved to the
City of Brotherly Love not long before
from Bristol, Tenn. He found that the
girl, Gerry Stansberry, was not only a
Methodist a5 was he, but that they had
a common friend, a Methodist
minister named Worley in the Ten-
nessee girl's hometown of Bristo.

As Holliman recalls, “I forgot all
sbout meeting Charlie-1 never saw
him at al that trip.” He spent the day
instead, visiling with Gerry and her
mother at the Atlantic_resort, then
“all the way back to Philly on the

T with his ship

o action in Europe, leaving behind
the girl from Tennessee.

‘There had been the usual promises
to faithfully write the girl, Bishop
said, butas was all (0 often the case in
such times, the boy at sea promptly
“got t0o busy” and forgot all about

ing.
uess 1 thought there was no way
I'd eversee her again, 5o there was no
peed to write.”

“But 1 thought a lot about that girl
back there in Philly, worrying about
me, not knowing if 'd been killed or
maybe captured, and finally, after a
long time, I got up nerve to write her.

It was rare in those fimes for a ship
o come back to the same port, yet
some time after he departed, Bishop
Holliman once mare disembarked at
Philadelphia, and decided to call and
see “if that girl s stil single.”

He said she greeted him a lot more
cordially than *1 guess I deserved, but
that their romance was once more cut
short when he soon shipped out” again
for overseas duty.

Miraculously, he returned on his
ship again some time later but Gerry
and “her folks soon moved back to
Tennessce. By this time things were
pretty serious.

When he returned yet again to
Philadelphia, it was Gerry who made
the journey to see him, and they were
married in the church she had at.
tended while residing in Philadelphia.

He was expecting to ship out again,
but the war ended before that hap-
pened. so Holliman took his bride and
returned to Alabama to finish college
on the GI Bill

Holliman first taught school for six

rs ater graduation from college.
and says 1 was just lucky (o get into
Soclal Security. | lived next door in
Birmingham (0 a man who worked in
Social Security and he told me about
this centralized program center of the
Social Secarity Administration.”

As a result, Holliman got his first
job working ‘with files in the cen-
tralized_office, but welcomed the
oppartunity to' transfer to Johnson

City where the w re in.
teresting—"where you really et
meet, work with and help oid people

ind others.”
Promotions followed-to operations
superintendent in Columbia, S.C.. to
assistant manager, firs in Florerce,
5.C. then in Gadsden, Ala., before his
final promotion to the ofice here
"I don't see how 1 could have been
50 lucky as o get into such a place as:
Cookeville. We wanted a small college
{own and right away decded, this 1%
place. L've had the opportunity 0
"ave up’ severaltimes, ut refused-
jis is the place I want to be."

Some of the admiration for Aunt
Polly came from  lot closer than
Holliman at irst realized. A few years
ago-Holliman won't disclose bow
many-the staff of the local Social
Security office honore their manager
‘on his 50th birthday with a party.

AL the party Mrs, Mildred Lassiter,
claims representative for the office,
surprised Holliman with a gift-
wrapped oil painting of Aunt Polly.
Mrs. Lassiter used as a model the
sketch that often appears with the
column, drawn at Holliman’s request
in 1965’ by an artist at the Social
Security headquarters in Baltimore.

As an example of how Holliman
sometimes puts a litle of his awn self
into the Aunt Polly feature, he waved
to numerous paintings and pictures of
Iocomotives and trains lining his
office wall. “As you can see, Aunt
Polly likes trains, %0 I try to oc
casionally write about them,” he
remarked.

Sometimes the column is chock full
of information about Social Securi
with_very litle philosophizing" and
sometimes there is a bare mention of
Social Security, just Ciough to get in
“the plug.”

A case in point is an Aunt Polly
column which was. printed in The
Dispatch some years ago. It was a
highly sentimental account of the time
‘when the Hollimans had to dispose of
two dog, long time pets of the family.
The column began

1 finally bappeaed. The time had
come to dispose of Snoopy and By
terball. This was a_heartrending
thing for Aunt Polly. But they were
Betting old, and were in the way.
what do you do with & mother beagle
and her seven-year-old daughter?

‘Well. we found a good home for
them in the country. A man who likes
beagles and enjoys hunting rabbits
took them off our han

The column went on to.describe
Aunt Polly’s tears and the ordeal of
leaving the dogs, which evoked
memories, not just of the pets but of
the Holliman children, now grown and
married, and their romps. with the
dogs,

AL the very bottom of the column
was a briel plug for Social Security
skillfully led into by 3 comment about
how giving away the dogs is “life,”
and that *time catches up with all of
us" and such things as Social Securit
retirement and monthly cheg
become ncreasingly importar,

This. was_Holliman
Polly at their best-an
has becorne a landm
Soctal_Security pu,
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Seeing America By Train
By Bishop Holliman J

the Great American West, and he did it by train. It was a
Journey of love, for Mr. Holliman loves trains and he loves
this big and various country of ours and its people. Luckily,
Mr. Holliman — who heads the district Social Secrity office.
here—is also an excellent amateur writer, and now that he is
back home he is writing a fascinating travelogue of that
Journes. spiced with nostaglia and affection. It will appear as.
a series on this page in the daily HERALD-CITIZEN.
Eae

Romance of the Rails

““The Twentieth Century Limited,” “The Santa Fe Chief,"
“The Northcoast Limiled,” “The Dixie Flyer,” “The
Broadway Limited,” “The California zephyr.”

Dothose ttles conjure up an image of a by-gone era? They
were some of the “name’" trains of yesteryear, but if you're
100 young to remember World War II: or when Harry
Truman went o the White House; or the year Joe Dimaggio
hit safely in 56 consecutive games, then those names won't
‘mean mueh (0 you

1ts sad but (rue. A whole generation of Americans are
approaching middieage without ever having viewed the
‘countryside from a train window. OF eaten in a dining car as
; or experienced the thrill
the train chug-chugged i’

it's sad bu true, The passenger trai is as much of
America’s folklore as baseball, apple pie and a well-known
made of car. The passenger train, you see, put small-iown
America in touch with the rest of the world. It was the train
that carved out new frontiers and opened the West. In 1917
and 1941, it was the train that carried the boys off 1 fight the
big wars, and it was the train that brought them home. It was
the afiernoon train that young men boarded (o g0 off (0 the
big city where they would make their mark, and someday
return on thal same train (0 a special someone who planned
1o sill be waiting.

Bul no mare. The train has about clickety-
lacked it last mile; tooted for s last crossing; and the last
“all aboard" is about o be sounded. It has become an en-
dangered species.

In 1971, Congress delayed the demiseof the passenger train
through the creation of the AMTRACK system — a quasi-
government agency. Most passenger trains made their last
run then and went to that great round-house in the sky — or
‘wherever i is traios go when they die.

Al the peak of their prime, there were over 20,000 inter-city

aver 100,000 travelers bedded down in Pullman cars, such
‘accommodations being considered the finest in comfort and
safey.

Of course, that was before the advent of jet planes; and
before motels with color TV énd walkto-wall carpet dotted
every exit along the interstate highways.

The last big year for passenger trains was 145, After the
“boys” got back home from World War 11, when new cars
began (o roll off the Detroit assembly Tines, the daily
passenger train went into decline, and its been down hill for
itever since —a (ate worse than death for us train lovers who
ook back upon that golde era when the only way Lo get from
here 1o there was by train.

‘The action by Congress i the creation of the Amirack
system delayed —or saved — the passenger train from lotal
‘extinction. Even with government subsidies, Ami

Dot been able to make ends meet (or-ever Eabled
trains to make connections!). Recent government action
or lack thereof — has just about spelled the doom for the
remaining few — less than 30 — inter-city irains oow in
‘operation. If the Department o Transportation has its way —
and it looks ike it will — rail ransportation wil be just about
a thing of the past.

Only along the east coast from Boston to Washington, D.C.,
on some New York to Florida routes, a few lines out of
Chicago and perhaps along the west coast will there be any
‘passenger service at all.

How long, then, will it be belore these services are further
reduced and there is no passenger service at all? Perhaps
only a matter of time.

‘And that indeed will be sad. Sad for us who love the trains
as well as for thase who never had the privilege of pecking
ou a rain window on a cold night to wach a small town o
by; or whonever experienced hat exciting moment of seeing.
the “Limited" blasting its way down the track at 75-mph; or
smelled the green upbolstery of the Pullman car.

With the energy erunch pressing upon us, it would appear
that now more than ever passenger train service should be
preserved and cultivated. It s a generally accepted fact that
the most economical way Lo transport people s via train.

Bul it was not my concern with energy that I recently
accepled Amirack’s railpass plan o travel across the
‘counisy. Instead, i was the fulillment o a desire 'd had for
along, long time. I wanted (0 “go out wes:"” on a train to see

the country, to see what train travel was like today and o do
‘mybit, as  lold my wife, o keep the trains running.





image9.jpeg
By Bishop Holliman

Part 2—Trains Have Changed

Amtrak has a rail pass plan that allows one (o travel
anywhere n the country for 14, 21 or 30 days for a set price. It
does not cover sleeping accommodations ot food costs, but it
does cover charges for coach travel.

T chase the 14-day plan that sold for $169. Long before May
5, the day I embarked on the “Floridian” in Nashville, T
siudied the official Railway Guide (courtesy of Jay Smith
‘Travel Agency) todetermine where I could go, when and how
long 1 could stay. A factor L0 be considered was how many
nights would 1 be siting up (or having to pay for sleeping.
space, s the rail pass does not allow for advance reser-
vations for a roomette.)

Finally, my route was set: I would go to Chicago, from
there o Seatlle via Milwaukee, Minneapois and the Nor-
thwest. From Seattle, I would go down the west coast to San
Francisco; a few days there, then on to Los Angeles, to San
Diego, back upto Los Angeles or San Francisco for the *back
over the mountains’” trip Lo Chicago and then to Nashville. A
{otal of 7431 miles —not 0o astronomical, I thought.

‘When 1 told Cookeville friends about my rail plans, T
received one of two responses: “Boy, that sounds like a real
adventure!” or: “whal’s the matter with you? Are you
crazy?”

Well, my mind was made up. 1 had my boss’ permission to
beof from work, my wife's approval to go alone (only & real
rail fan could take a trip like this) and enough money in the

* pligy bank 10 pay for the railpass. After that, 1 was on my
own.

My irip,  had decided, was not just for the sheer joy of
riding the train or seeing the country. I really wanied to
analyze and evaluate Amirak offerings and compare rail
iravel today with the way 1 remembeced trains (o be n that
Jong-ago time — Gosh, has t been 34 years since World
I ended? »

i
of how (hings were going in the country,
and exchange viewpoints with them. I wanted to do al of this
at minimum costs, and no {ancy frils. T planned to *‘rough

S0 the great day came. Saturday, May 5th 10 be exact.
Right on the minute T boarded the Floridian in Nashville fora
14-hour ride to Chicago. The Floridian runs from Chicago to
Miami, so 1 figured if it could get out of the Nashville ards

. without jumping the track, I should arrive in Union Stafion in

R e s SATH e ity

¢ jump the to mext
‘morning — would you' in ‘ahead of time.
* Bul I'm getting ahead of my story.

My first impression of what lay in for me as 1 began

1his 7.500-mile rail fourney was both #ood snd bad. The ticket

in good shape. Goods news. Then he volunteered the sad story
that the diner on the Floridian was “out” and thal meant no
meals could be served — bad news.

Bu, he said, Amtrak had purchased box lunches of fried
chicken and ali passengers would be given their supper with
the compliments of Amirak. Goods news. The railroads
never did anything ke this before, I told myself, and it was
right decent of Amtrak 10 be so thoughiful.  decided then and
there everything on this trip was going (o be OK.

Boarding the train in Nashville and making it appear
Amtrak was doing a bustling business was a group of 4-H
Club kids who were experiencing their first train ride. They
were returning to Bowling Green, Ky., having come down to
Nashville on the morning train.

‘When I got aboard the train | was assigned seat No. 1 —at
the far end, naturally, by a cute little hostess who spent most.
of her time trying (o get everyone assigned to a seat and
properly accounted for.

1 so0n learned thal trains had changed not only the ap-
pearance of their hardware but also their personnel as well.
‘When I was much younger, I thought one of the requirements
10be a railroad conductor was 10 be at least 75 years old, be
rouchy and carry a bag walch chain. But now, they are
‘much younger, or so they seem. Nor do they dress in a comic-
opera costume like they used lo. The conductor on the
Floridian appeared to be still on the young side of 40 and his
muul':rm, dark blue, was more like a business suit. He was
wiile.

Another thing 1 discovered right off was that no one sits
st 00 a train. Passengers, particularly the young folks,
constantly parade through on their way (o the relreshment
car (two cars behind my coach). But 1, too, was like these.

Fough the Nashville yards on
his late Saturday afternoon in early May. My seat by the
‘window gave me a good view of the State Capitol, and Nash-
ville's backyards and gardens. Gradually, the Floridian,
with its blunt nose pointed toward Chicago, picked up speed
and I seilled back, eagerly anticipating my free meal of
Kentucky Fried chicken, courtesy of Amirak.

NEXT: Racing Along At 36-mph

e =

EDITOR'S NOTE: A month ago Cookevillan Bishop
Holliman fulflieda boyhood dream. He made a circult about
the Great American West, and he did it by train. It was &
journes of love, for Mr. Holliman loves trains and he loves
his big and,various couniry of ours and its people. Luckily.
Mr. Holliman — who heads the disirict Social Security offict
here— i alsoan excellen
Sk Rore e is wri
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Seeing America By Train

By Bishop Holliman

A-Board!

Part 3: 'Roughing It’

Wh it takes s0 long for the train to get from Nashville to
Gallatin Ill never know, but it does, After what seemed an
cutrageausly long time, 1 thought surely we were in Bowling
Green

But o, it was Gallatin,the sign said. Believe me, the train
does not akways take a direct route — not from Nashville to
Gallatin anyway!

Aboul the time we reached Bowling Green, I was hungry
and 1 was ready for my free chicken dinner, Was 1 ever
disappoinicd! Remember, the Amtrak official fn Nashville
said the evening meal would be at Amirak's expense because
the Floridian’s diner was on the blink?

Well,the folks who wark the dining car and serve the meals
idn't get the word, The box lunches were on board the train
all Fighi, but they were not free. For $2.65 1 could have one —
bul free, no. So 1 paid my money and took my choice. With
coffe, the total cost was $3.20. While the meal was the “fast
food" variety and the price not too bad, it was the poor
communications problem between Amtrak personnel that
bothered me. They can dobetter than this, I thought.

After my encounter with the dining-car people,  sirolled up
o the dome car for a view of the freshly plowed Kentucky
farm fieids. While the dome car provides a panoramic view,
my first thought was that the government could put a lot of
people to work upgrading the railroads, like cleaning the
windows in all the cars, especially the dome cars; improving
the roadbed, and repairing mechanical failures that seemed
10 be prevalent in many cars. Nevertheless, the view from
the dome was a pleasant one, and the beauty of Kentucky
plowe fields was food forthe soul as had been the Kentucky
Fried Chicken for the body,

From the dome car, I could see the engine up ahead, the
signal lights along the way and the many freights “in the
hole" waiting for the express to pass.

My main concern after eating and making sure the
engineer and conductor had the train under control was (o
sec about a roomete for the night. (On the railpass plan, you
cannol reserve sleeping accommodations in advance.) On
my first night out, 1 did not relish siting up. S0 1 asked the
conductor what the charges were for a bed. “Wait until we
£l (o Louisville," hesaid, very poliely. “The conductor who
Rels on there will know about pace.”

By the time we got 1o Lousville, darkness had long since
sellled over the land. What the time was 1 did not know as 1
i of arry a waich, and whether the train was on time did

passengers, so | asked her about the number of people the
Floridian had been carrying.

She said business had been very good this year, and during
the past three months Amtrak had experienced its biggest
volume. She was concerned that her train, the Floridian,
‘would be taken off and she would lose her job, as she had very
little seniority. In view of her experience and assessment of
the travel situation, 1 wondered why we would want (o
discontinue the train.

She told me she would have the new conductor check with
me about sieeping space. Well, he neverdid, so! finally fourd
him. The roomette, be said, would be §27— just §3 less than if
Thad obtained it in Nashville. If I waited until Bloomington,
Indian, the cost would be oaly $18. But by then most of the
night would be gone.

“The conductor and  both agreed that, considering the hour,
the roometle was not the biggest bargain (o be had. Since my
rip was not intended to be “first class in every respect, 1
decided 1o rough it — and sieep as best I could in an upright
position.

“This T wil say about Amirak service — the seas recline;
there is a foot ret, and they give out pillows. So I did not do
badly at all. The car lights are turned out; engine finally
settles down; I put my coat over me because the temperature
in the car has dropped, and 1 80 tosleep.

Early next morning, I awaken just out of Chicago. The
Floridian is making good time now. Where it's been the last
14 hours 1 don'tknow, for the time table shows only 511 miles
from Nashville lo Chicago with anly two stops in Kentucky.
Tha’s an average of 3 miles per baur! Too slow, I'm airaid,
10 atiract many riders in this jet age.

As we pullinio Chicago, we pass Comiskey Park, the home
of the Chicago White Sox baseball team. Baseball and
football stadiums always impress me. When the train comes
10: stop underground in Union Station, the clock on the wall
tells me we are 10 minutes early.

1 am due to leave on the Empire Builder going West at
11:30— about 4% hours to kil. The first leg of my journey
accomplished, and I feel good about my experiences thus fa

o

EDITOR'S NOTE: A month ago Cookevillian Bishop
Holliman fulilied a boyhood dream. He made a crcuit about
the Great American West, and he did it by train. It was &
Journey of love, for Mr. Holliman loves trains and he loves
his big and various country of ours and its people. Lucklly,
M. Holliman — who heads the district Soclal Security office
here—is alsoan excellent amateur writer, and now that he is
back home he is writing & fascliating travelogae of (hat
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By Bishop Holliman

EDITOR'S NOTE: A month ago Cookevillian Bishop
Holliman ulfilled a boyhood dream. He made a cireuit about
the Great American West, and he did it by train. It was a
Journesy of love. for Mr. Holliman loves trains and he loves
his big and various country of ours and iis people. Luckily,
M. Holliman — who heads the district Social Security office.
here—is alsoan excellent amateur writer, and now that he Is
back home be s writing a fascinating (ravelogue of that
Journey. spiced with nostaglia and affection. It is appearing
asa daily series on this page in the HERALD-CITIZEN.

Part 4: Chicago And Westward

There was a 1s-hour siopover in Chicago on Sunday
morning. The Floridian arrived from Nashville at 6:50 a.m.
and the Empire Builder would not pall out until 11:30 a
taking me through Milwaukee, Minneapolis, St. Paul; Fargo,
Norih Dakola; Havre, Montana; and Spokane and Seaitle,
Washington.

1t would be two days before 1 would reach Seattle — two
days ofsittng up; two days without a bath; wo days of being
confined to a limited area; two days of forced association
with people I did not know, and I could not predict how all of
s would get along in all that “togetherness "

My brief inierlude in Chicago allowed for a visit with my
brother and his wife who live in the suburbs there. They met
me at Union Station, and we had breakfast together.

Ralph's first comment upon seeing me — with suitcase fn
hand, raincaat over my arm and camera around my neck —
was: “Whal fool thing possessed you 1o take a trip like this?"

1 fold him I had (0 do it “becaise i s there, Amrak is in
trouble and it needs my help.”

‘Thal ended the conversation!

Nosooner had the Empire Builder begun it trek west than
‘came (he announcement that Sunday lunch was being served
in the diner. That's all | needed to bear. I immediately made
‘my way two cars back, found a table with two young men on
their way to Milwaukee,

We talked about the energy shortage and the role trains
can play in this crisis. They both believed automobiles in
large cilies are a nuisance and unnecessary for people like
themselves,

Later,in the afternoon, the air-conditioning in my car went
oul. Another mechanieal failure. It became very hot and
uncomforiable, so 1 went back t© the club car where the air
was cooler, the -company more fnteresting and the at-
mosphere more relaxing,

‘The club car the Empire Builder carried on this trip was
aciually an “observation” car, having been used by the

Greal Northern prior o the Amirak takeover. This tail-end
car, Iypical of the high class equipment used by the railroad
in & more prosperaus time, was well.occupied this Sunday
afternoon. Liquid refreshments were plentiful; passengers
Played cards, and folks sal and chated.

sat downala table, and soon I was joined by a couple with
two children on their way home to Minneapolis after a visit to
Grandma’s in Chicago. The 6-year-old child was concerned
‘about her mother's smoking. Pretty smart, She was sure she
would get cancer. 5

Train travel between Minneapolis and Chicago made sense:
10 this family, they told me. Total cost was comparable to
what theauto expense would be, and it was far more relaxing
than driving.

In Milwaukee there is ample evidence of what makes that
fown famous. On the tall buildings we could see the signs
advertising several brands of ber.

“The Wisconsin countryside did not appear 100 different
from Kentucky-Teanessee farm land — perhaps flatier. Our
route paralleled a river that I learned later was the
Mississippi, and we followed it for miles and miles — a
beautiful sight. The water was crystal clear.

Tt Was now time for the evening meal, and a line already
was forming. One soon learns that in the diner you sit
‘wherever there is a vacant seal. You may wail a long, long
time if you're with a “party of four." Being a single, I gol
Preferential treatment.

T ordered a hot turkey sandwich, a tossed salad and iced
tea. Total cost was about $3.50, including tip. Not bad, 1
thought. Now 1 can only geta roomette tonight and i they'l
Rel the air conditioner repaired, I'll make it!

The conductor told me to check in Minneapolis about
sleeping space, All his rooms were sold out, but maybe the
‘exodus of folks at Minneapolis and L. Paul would create
some vacancies.

During a lengthy stop in the Twin-Cities, they corrected the
air-conditioner problem, and our coach immediately began
10 cool. While this was going on, T ran nto the station (o ask if
there would be accommodations on the Empire Builder for
one o obtain a night’s rest

*“Noroom in the nn,” 1 was 10ld S0, another night of siting
up. Bul the Minneapolis:St. Paul stop lost us many
passengiers, and [ found a seat where I could sreich out.

Soon after we pulled out, the car lights were turned out.
‘The caach was comfortable and quiet. Folks had settled
down, and everyone was ready for sicep. In the morning
when daylight came, we would be in North Dakota and it
would be spiting snow. The date would be May 7, 197.

NEXT: Toward The Rockies
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EDITOR'S NOTE: A monih ago Cookevillian Bishop
Holliman fulfled  bovhood dream. He made » circuit sbout
the Great American West, and he did it by train. It was a
Journes of lave, for M. Holliman loves rains and he loves
his big and various country of ours and its people. Luckily,
Mr, Holliman — who heads the district Soclal Security office
Here—is also an excellent amateur writer, and now tha he is
back home he is writing a fascinating travelogue of that
journey. spiced with nostagiia and affection. 1t i sppearing.
a5 daily seies onthis puge in the HERALD-CITIZEN.

Part 5: Into The Rockies

Next morning out of Chicago as daylight appeared, we
were somewhere in North Dakota.

The Empire Builder was going lickety-split across the

Dakota plains, with the tracks bordered on each side by the
rich, black soil, mastly under water because of heavy rains.
early May, yes, bt patches of snow hugged the roadbed and
low places amang the few trees that dotied the

At my table for breakfast was a lady who'd gotten on at
Furgo about 3 o'elock that morning. In North Dakota snow
comes in October and stays, she said, butt was unusual for 1t
tosiillbe around this lale in the season.

Amtrak s doing its best to make travel by train attractive.
118 prices in the diner are reasonable. Breakfast this morning
Wit $295 — two scrambled ez sausage, toast and coffee.
White table cloths and a carnation n a bud vase are on the
tables each meal. (1 learned later that Amtrak uses the same
menus on all s rains — atleas! the ones I rode.)

Afier breakfast, 1 strike up conversation with a couple
from New York who are on a %0-day rail pass. They have a
bedroomal night but spend the daylight hours in the club and
dome cars sothey can geta belter view of the: ;

Atluncha young waiter reminds his diners that this s his
first iripasa diciag car waiter. 1 forgive him for taking away
my salad 100 soan, 50 hé brings me another. At our table
lady from Montana who had been to Fargo, ND, toatiend her
daughter’s college graduation. This lady and her husband
havea ranch near Havre, and she describes the caitle round-
ups they have and how thev brand cattle

As we sit and (alk, snow showers are falling outside. It
cold gray day, but cozy and quiet n the train. At Minot, 1 step
Off, take a picture or two; the weather is cold — 3 degrees
the conducior said. Later, it appeared the sun would pop
through, s0 1 was off 1o the dome car where I could get a
betier view of the plains.

o g e e

Tennessee.

‘The traditional meal on the Empire Builder includes an
Idaho baked potato. I could ot break with tradition, so on
Monday night my dinner consisted of baked salmon, peas,
tossed salad, a baked potato and a pot of coffee. The price
was $5.75. Very reasonable, I thought, considering the set-
ting, the scenery and surroundings.

Al my table this evening is a couple {rom Wisconsin on
their way o the West Coast like myself, Also, a retired
Pewspaper manwhoworked for a San Franciscopaper.

As the four of us sit and talk — all strangers until a few.
‘moments ago—we s0onfel clase 1o each other and we share.
tidbis of information about various and sundry things.

‘The Wisconsin man, for example, tells me tha! some 3 to
40 years ago he was a seed inspector for the Department of
Agricullure and he worked in Gainesboro, Tennessee! Small
world,

‘The newspaper man does nol think highly of California’s
‘Governor Jerry Brown. He thinks he's somelhing of a “show.
off* “Fresient Carier, whle projecing oncsty and
decency, is not able (o inspire the couniry,” he says. “He
can't gei us moving again.”

While we are eating, we stop at Shelby, Montana. What is
this own famous or? My newspaper friend tells me it was in
this town in the early 19205 that Jack Dempsey began his
career with his first baxing match.

Well, with the way Shelby locks even now, as fwilight
‘begins ofall, I don't wonder that Dempsey left here.

In talking o folks about Tennessee, I soon discover they all
Know about Nashville and the Grand Ole Opry; they have
heard about Governor Ray Blanton, and they know what
Lynehburg is famous for.

‘The approach (o the Rocky Mountain crossing is indeed a
majestic, inspiring experience, I wrote as we entered and
crossed the mountains: “We have just passed through the
entrance to Glacier National Park. Scenery fantastic. Snow
‘on all the mountains — trees — everywhere, Passed through
several snow tunnels, over gorges, followed a river —
through tunnels — saw a sign that said *Conlinental Divide.”

0 the western side of the mountains the snow seems (o be.
gone — only on the mountain peaks now — more trees,
‘waterfalls, trestles — train picks up speed now — un-
believable scenery."

In response (o my inquiry, the conductor Lold me to check
‘with the ticket agent at our Whitefish stop about a roomelte
for tonight. He has one unoccupied room but he can'tsell it to
me.

,wwmw.mpnw ;
‘the conductor and | approach 1t The ticket

e ey T agent
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the Great American West, and he did it by train. I was &
Journey of love, for M. Holliman loves rains and he loves
s g and various country of ours and its people. Luckily,
M. Holliman — who heads the district Soclal Security office
here—is alsoan excellent amatear writer, and now thathe i
back home he is writing a fascinating iravelogue of that
journey, spiced with nostaglia and affection. It is appearing
a2 daily series on his page in the HERALD-CITIZEN.

Part 5: Into The Rockies

Nexi morning out of Chicago as daylight appeared, we
were somewhere in North Dakota.

The Empire Builder was going lickety-split across the
Dakota plains, with the tracks bordered on each side by the
ich, black soil, mostly under waler because of heavy Fains.
arly May, yes, but patches of snow hugged the roadbed and
low places armong the few trees thal dotted the landscapes.

AUmy table for breakiast was a lady who'd golten on at
Faryo about 3 oclock that morming. 1n North Bakota snow
‘comes in October and tays, she said, but it was unusual for t
1031ill e around this ate in the seasan.

Amirak is doing it best 1o make travel by train attractive.
prices in he diner are reasonable. Break{ast this morning.
was $2.95 — two scrambled eggs. sausas. toast and coffee.
‘White table cloths and a carmation in a bud vase are on the
tables each meal. (1 learned later that Amtrak uses the same
‘menus onall it trains —at least the ones [ rode.)

Aller breakiast, 1 sirike up conversation with a couple
from New York who are on a 30-day rail pass. They have a
bedroom a night but spend the daylight hours n the club and
dome cars so Lhey can geta better view o the scenery.
Allunch  young water reminds his diners that this s his
fiestirip as a dining-car waiter. I forgive him for taking away
my salad 100 s00n, 50 be brings me another. AL our table is a
:ﬂumhm-mub—nmh':ﬂ,wtmh
ughter's college graduation. This lady’ and her husband
havea ranch near Havre, and she describes the caitle round-
upa they have and how thev brand cattle.
“A‘:w.--mmgmmzzmumlm

gray day, but cozy and quiet i the train. At Minot,
o, take a -n-r.&*mu — 3 i
the conductor said. Lafer, it appeared i
through, 50 I was off o the dome car. o
better view of the plairs.

“The Dakota ™
b e i The e g o
sirelchesfor miles andmiles. Alyou can see is an occasional
house, a barn and some plowed ground. OIf in he far
litanece e some il wih drifs of
90 conicd

“Way oul there” we can spot snow-capped
‘Mountain peaks. After passing Havre, the land flatens out
again in checkerboard style. Far back from the railroad you
can deiect a house and barn, isolated from everything.
Montana towns look dirty; everything is so wet; and many
ficids are still covered with water. Roads leading offfrom the
main highway are not blacktopped — just dirt. You wander
how they make it through the winter out here.
In fact, you wonder why anyone ever settled. lived and
prospered in this part of the country. What keeps them here.
now? — 1 asked myself. However, the lonesome wail of the
train whistle reminded me that “home is where the heart i,
Whether its in the far reaches of Montana or in the hills of

1daho baked potato. T could not break with tradition, o on
Monday night my dinner consisted of baked salmon, peas,
tassed salad, a baked potato and a pol of coffee. The price.
was $5.75. Very reasonable, I thought, considering the set-
ting, the scenery and surroundings.

Al my table this evening is a couple from Wiscorsin on
their way to the West Coast like myself, Also, a retired
‘newspaper manwhoworked {or a San Francisco paper.

As the four of us sit and talk — all strangers untl a few
‘moments ago—we soon feel close to each other and we share.
tidbits of information about various and sundry things.

‘The Wisconsin man, for example, (ells me that some 30 fo
40 years ago he was a seed inspector for the Department. of
Agriculture and he worked in Gainesboro, Tennessee! Small
world.

‘The newspaper man does ot think highly of California’s
‘Governar Jerry Brown. He thinks he's something of a “show-
off." “President Carter, while projecting honesty and
decency, is mot able to inspire the country," he siys. “He
can't gel us moving again.”

‘While we are eating, we stop at Shelby, Montana. What Is
this town famous for? My newspaper friesd tlls me it was in
this town in the early 1920s that Jack Dempsey began his
career with his first boxing match.

Well, with the way Shelby locks even now, as twilight
‘begins tofall, I don't wonder that Dempsey left here.

In talking tofolks about Tennessee, I soon discover they all
know about Nashville and the Grand Ole Opry; they have
heard about Governar Ray Blanion, and they know whai
Lynchburg is famous for.

‘The approach to the Rocky Mountain crossing is indeed a
‘majestic, inspiring experience. [ wrote as we entered and
crossed the mountains: “We have just passed through the
entrance to Glacier National Park. Scenery fantastic. Snow
onall the mountains — trees — everywhere. Passed through
several snow tunnels, over gorges, followed-a river —
through tunnels — saw a sign that said “‘Continental Divide.

On the western side of the mountains the snow seems to be
gone — only. on the mountain peaks now — more (rees,
waerfalls, trestles — train picks up speed now — un-
believable

scenery.
_ In response to my inquiry, the conductor told me (o check

at our Whitefish stop about a roomette

 one unoccupied room but he can't sell it to
me.

180 into the tation during i ra stap a1 Whilefoh sl
‘conduetor and 1-approach the ageni. The ticket

turns out 13 be an atirgClivy

bl . 1see the “no

tells her all the sleeping space on the Empire
Builder has been sold out all the way to Seattle. “But I have
‘an emply,"” the conductor counters.

Sorry, the cute litle ticket-taker tells us. “The space has
been sold whelher i’ occupied or ol and we can' sel it
again

So, here T am in a town called Whitefish, Montana — a
place I'd never heard of before — at 10 o'clock at night, two
thousand miles from home, trying to find a place to sleep —
and at my age!

‘The train is about (o pull out again. T can't think of anything
‘worse than being left in Whitefish until the nex( train comes
through, so get back on board, push the seat back, place my
head on a pillow and settle down for my third successive
night (o rock-and-roll on the rails!

R EE——ee
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~ Seeing America By Train

By Bishop Ho

EDITOR'S NOTE: A month ago Cookevillian Bishop from Seattle to San Francisco on Wednesday , May 9.

oliman fulflled a boyhood dream, He made a circuit about  Soon afler leaving Seattle, we arrived fn Tacoma, and
e Great American West, and he did It by train. 1t was & there we picked up Puget Sourd. Thenfor miles and miles the
Jowrney of love, for Mr., Holliman loves trains and he loves train followed the water — almost down to the edge, beautiful
{his i and various country of ours and It people. Luckdly,  beyond description. '

. Holliman — who heads the district Soclal Securiy office A aandwich and coffee sufced for lunch this day because {
bere — s alsoan excellent amateur writer, and now that he is. didn’t want to miss any of the scenery. Soon, we picked up the
back home he is writing a fascinating travelogue of that Columbia River and followed it for many miles. I had never
jouenes, spiced with nostaglia and affection. Itis appearing  scen log flating in a river on their way (o the mill (like

5 serles o tis page I he HERALD-CITIZEN. geography books show). but there they were below us,as the
St Coast. Starlight skirted its way around the bend of the river.,
Pﬂr' 6: Wes' CMS' huufy The dome car was an inviting place to spend time on the

way to Frisco, 50 that's where 1 was on this aflernoon. In
“The view of Mt. Rainier from the dome car of the Empire  Eugene, Oregon, I had wanled 1o lelephane the Al Singers
Builder at sunrise i a majestic SIght (obehold! whoused (o Tive next door to Virgiria and Bruce Plummer in
That's the way | saw it on my westward trek on a May  Cookeville, but our stop there was too brief for that.
murning. As the sun's rays bounced off this mountain jewel, The mountain peaks, gorges, rivers and valleys we see
our train was plungini on toward Seatle, making up time  from the Coast Starlight continte to evoke “Oh's and Al's"”
lost carlier because of a washed-out roadbed. from allthe discerning passengers, as sunlight gives away o
‘The greencry of Washington State’s mountains, in sharp  twilight and darkness finally envelopes the dome car and all
conirast to Montana's brown, barren fields where we had  the land.
seen dead catle in the (ields the day before — cattle thatno A bright moon shone on snow-covered mountain ranges
doub had sarved in the cold winter that stilllingered on — _ though, and as our sleek, streamlined charger snaked its way
sauses one to use up all his superlatives in describing the  through canyons and around$-shaped curves, passengers sat
in wonder and amazement . the nocturnal scene.
“Th' the vay Uhe cousiryeide impressedina and, i spte  But ol all passeegers were discerirg af tha paat, Atler
o the Empire Builder’s dirty windows, | could tell right off 1 an afternoon in the club car, many passengers were not as

ked what 1 séw interested in the scenery outside the train windows.
1 was even more impressed as we pulled into Seattle’'s On the Coast Starlight were many young people going down
tation — some 4 hours afier leaving Chicago. This city, 1 Lo Frisco. They enjoyed the refreshments in the club car, as

knew, would be e of the prettiest 1 had ever seen, and [was  did people of all ages. Some played cards. They sat and
s 10 shake off the Amirak dust and get on with seeing  talked overa drink. They wen! back and forth from the coach
i seat, tothe diner, 1o the clubcar, to the dome car.

And sce it 1 id. From noon untl midnight, I covered more A inadvertent light failure in the ciub car (anather Am-
territory than  Fuller Brush man —mostly burning up shoe trak failure) put an early €nd to the sale of drinks and sand-
run-rm.uvumym.x,agy,-uwm- wiches. As a result, passengers began lo quict down, a

_ stillness settled over the dome car and some people who were
oy Rk the most Strangers when the rain pulled.oul of Seattle that morning

beautiful ity Tagver seen, | would have named Seattle, but 1 now seemed 1o know each other very well as the Coast

Iadn't yet seen San Francisco. Starlight ate up the miles on ts Way 1o the cty by the Golden
‘While railroading evokes memaries of the past and s Gate

perhiaps a vain effort by some of us (o recapture a time that  Having given up any hope of getting a roomette on this
s looi since gone, travel in today’s streamlined, silver-  crowded train, | was awake early Thursday morning as we.
colored cars differs from the way it used tobe. ‘pulled into Oakland. Not time enough for breakfast on board.
Now, there s no longor the clickely-clack sound that sed  (The Coast. Starlight continues on to Los Angeles, and on
passengers o sleep, with quarter-mile welded rails, Saturday Il board her again to continue my our.)
King sound s gone, and now train travel actually is  We Frisco passengers leave the train and take a waiting
very quiet. The only noise heard is when doors at either end  bus that lakes us across the Oakland Bay Bridge to a
ofthe car are opened. Otherwise, the steady hum of the swift _downtown center for Lrains and bus passengers.
wnun-n“bﬂmmumdhﬁ‘i-mﬂﬁwﬂve Alter a 2day visit in this city, | can understand why oae
o lrnnly chicaat wih a ellow traveler. ‘would “leave his heart in San Francisco,” as the popular
T OO & sone zoe. Torncerow. T tell abdut it
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All-l A-Board!
Seeing America By Train

By Bishop Holliman

EDITOR'S NOTE: On May 5, Cookevillian Bishop
Holliman left Nashville on a rain ride that would take him on
 14-day circult around the western half of the United States,
alotal of 7,431 miles, Now he's back home, and he's writing a
serial travelogue of his adventure for the HERALD-
CITIZEN. Today be s in San Francisco; and as you can see,
he s so impressed that he becomes poetic.
pa.

Part 7 Frisco And L.A.

How can one describe San Francisco?
‘There’s Fisherman's Wharf with its shops and stores, And

Tovers stroll and wax sentimen
‘There are the night clubs, bright lights, al that jazz, And
the view of the city from Alcatraz;
There's music and opera for those with flair, And western
‘winds that bring clean, fresh ai:
There's entertainment galore for those on a lark, Climaxed
byavisittothe “Top o the Mark."
Weep not for those who must endure a fate, Of having to
live out here by the Golden Gate!
Ey

From San Francisco (o Los Angeles, the Coast Starlight
‘meanders through beautful farm lands and orchards; cuts
{hrough gorges and,off o the cast, one can pick up mountain
ranges and, closer, craggy, barren pesks

‘The train eontinued to carry a full load on this Saturday
‘morning. O, at least, that was my impression as I viewed the
Kine ltng 10 gt o e inr e crowce club ca and

Even though the scenery was beautiful, I found myself
dozing a good bitof the way. Four nights of itting up (or was
itthe results of two nightsin San Francisco?) were beginning
1o take their toll.

My seat companion, hawever, was a stimulating con-

Sthe and her husband were on their way home to Glendale,
Just out of Los Angeles. He had been preisdent of a college in
New Mexico, and they had moved to California upon his.
retirement.

He thinks he wanis to g0 back to New Mexico, she told me,
but being wise, she knew he “couldn't g0 home again." So it
‘was best they spend their remaining yearsin California.

At about 7p.m. the Coast Starligh rolled into Los Angeles.
Amtrak uses the old Santa Fe station there. I's ornate and
impressive with ancient chandaliers, cushioned seats and a
vast waiting room area.
m:mm-&»mymnmdl—nwm

cavernous place, midst the hustle and bustle, one could
imagine the golden age of train travel, That

important people lined up at these ticket counters to buy
passage to Chicago and New York.

In that long-ago day, they boarded the Super Chief,
traveled like the kings and queens they were, and rode in
style to places even bigger than Los Angeles.

‘Now, though, the Amtrak Station is more than adequate o
take care of the few trains in and out each day. But the big
Santa Fe sign atop the station bespeaks a bygone era that
train buifs like me long to go back to — knowing full well that
we pever can.

Saturday night in Los Angeles was ot what I thought it
‘would be. The city is big,dirty, uoisy and dangerous. While

San Diego while 1 was in the mood:

‘The railpass enables one to travel without additional costs
on trains other than for which the original ticket was pur-
chased. Another plus for Amtrak. No cost thea to g0 down to
San Diego.

‘The ride (o San Diego (there are five trains a day to and
from) i about 234 hours. Called Amcoaches, these trains are
‘more like commter trains, but are very clean and com-
fortable. Made up of five coaches, the San Diegon was about
full that Sunday morning.

‘The passengers in front of me talked about the San Diego
baseball team. 1 was sure the man was somebody important
because he mentioned broadeasting football and baseball
games, but didn't dare inqure as to whohe was.

While the LA-1o-San Diego trains carry no diner, they do
bave a snack bar. Not very far out of Los Angeles, the lady
silting next to me (on the aisle) said she was going o get
some coffee, and she asked if she could bring me a cup.

1 took that as my cue Lo engage in conversation with her,
‘and 1 did the gentlemanly thing of getting the coffee myself.
As we sipped (Amcoaches have trays and fold ot from the
seal in front of you — like jet planes), we talked about
California, San Clemente, the gas shortage, the beaches and
the like,

She had been a model at age 17 (among other things she
told me), but now she did secretarial work. She liked her
work, her bass and the company she worked for.

Tt takes the San Diego train quite awhile toget outof the LA
€nvirons — the city is 50 big. At Anaheim, we passed the
Anaheim Stadium where the California Angels play baseball.

Afe alwells can be seen pumping away right in the city
Jimits. But much of the area is drab and t's not uniil we're
about an hour out of the Amirak Station that the scenery
becomes fike if's expecied (o be. -
About halfway down the line, we picked up the California
coast, paralleling the beaches for many miles, passing Camp
Pendieton (the Marine base), Richard Nixon's San Clemente
(we can't see his residence, though, because the tracks are
‘below his place) and finally arriving in San Diego on a bright
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Seeing America By Train

By Bishop Holliman

EDITOR'S NOTE: On May 5, Cookevillian Bishop
Holliman left Nashville on an Amtrak train journey that
would take him on a 14-day circuit around the western half of
the United States, a total o 7,431 miles. He's back home now
and writing a serial travelogue of his adventure for the
HERALD-CITIZEN. In the previous column, he was in San
Francisco and Los Angeles, Today he finds a jaunt (o the Old
Mexico bordertown of Tijuana irresistible.
it

Part 8: Sidetrip To Tijuana

In beautiful San Diego on Sunday afternon 1 had the
choice of visiting the world famous 200, going o Marine
Land, seeing the San Diego Padres baseball game or going
over to Tijuana, Mexico.

16 was not difficult to make a decision. Knowing full-well it
‘would be more exciting o come back (o Cookeville and tell
folks 1 had been to Mexico than o have taken in the other
sights and events, I opted for going 1o Tijuana.

‘A roundirip ticket from San Diego (0 this Mexican lown
‘casts about 85. Going over, there is 1o problem, as Mexico is
Dot too particular about who comes in to the country. But
gelting back into the US does entail some exercise of
bureaucratic authority

An immigration official boards the bus at the border and
‘asks each person what nationality be or sbe is. If youare a US.
ctizen,

‘went o o the other occupanis. Two persons —not American
— had to eave the bus and go intothe imimigration station for.
further interrogation. The bus pulled off and lef them.

Tijuana is an experience in itself, and extremes and con-
tradictions exist n all facets of life. The rich and the poor
‘mingle together; streets are filled with merry-makers bent
on partaking of all the wordly sins they can, aided and
abelted by seemingly gluttonous appetites. On the sidewalks
sit mothers — with infants in their arms — begging for
andouts.

Vegetable markets, shops, stores and sidewalk cookeries
are crowded beyond belief. Musicians and dancing girls,
along with a multitude of curious participants — including
American tourists — fill up the bars that scem (o be
everywhere. In the evening, singing troubadors dance, sing
and play in the streets.

‘They may not do much work in Tijuana, but their morale is

hight

But the lonesome whistle of the train was calling me, and I
bade farewell to Old Mexico and all the attractions that
enticed me to stay!

‘The San Diegon enroute to Los Angeles this Sunday night
carried some 900 passengers. Reminiscent of World War 11
days, the crowd was boisterous, and the train's *‘consist,”
made up of pre-Amtrak equipment, did not add to their
‘comfort and joy. Many riders stood nearly all the way. The
club car soon exhausted its supply of water and ice, and the
attendant gave away club sodas, the only thing left on the
train that was wet and cold.

‘While Los Angeles is not an attractive city, a tourist still
has to “make the rounds™ so he can say he's been there and
seen this and that. George King, English professor at Ten-
Dessce Tech, had given me a map of he city —a map he had
‘used on one of his escapades out there — and this helped me

gt my bearings.
So one makes the usual in LA, and in doing 50 one
‘Guestions the wisdom of those who built freeways, when, i

the light of the energy.crunch, a rapid transit system (e.,
San Francisco's BART) would make 5o much more sense
today,

But sobe it, The time had come for me to head back toward
bome, as I could not let my 14-day rail pass expire while
‘enroute. 1 had to be in Chicago by Friday night 10 board the
Floridian that would get me down to Nashville by Saturday

return to Chicago on the San Francisco Zephyr. This would
have taken me through Sacramento, Reno, Cheyenie and
Deaver — a very scenic route.

‘But now the bloom was beginning o fade from the rose, so T
decided the most convenient thing (0 do was get aboard the
train in LA — the Southwest Limited — and take the southern
route back to Chicago, This would save another transfer in
Frisco and eliminate seeking out another hotel.

‘After all, 1 had seen the beautiful Northwest,the California
coastline, the rich vegetable and fruit growing sections of
California; had crossed the Cascades and the Rockies, had
‘enjoyed a pleasant day in breezy San Diego and experienced
numerous other delights on this western junket, and I was
about to run out of adjectives.

“The thing to do, 1 tld myself, was (o get aboard the train
now, while I was still ahead, and that is what 1 did. “The
‘Tennessee Waltz"" seemed to be an appropriate song to begin

singlng.

e e e o i
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Seeing America By Train

By Bishop Holliman

{ EDITOR'S NOTE: After a 2-week western trip by train
i took him from Nashville to Chicago to Milwaukee (o
Seattle and down the California coas o Tijuana, Mexico,

Bishop Holliman makes the return stretch home 1o/

{Cookeville today. Maybe he's a litte travel weary, a little
fired of trains by now and possibly a little homesick — but he
has, at least, fulflled a lifelong dream. Mr. Holliman is
of the Cookeville district Social Security office, and
excellent writer. As he describes the last leg of his jour-
ey, youmay gt lumpin your throa, oo,
e

Part 9: RollingHome

. was crowded. Exery sea on the “Limited” was sold, the
m seller said, and three powerful engines would be
pulling her.

For a fleeting moment 1 was ransported back 10 a time
when this handsome, impressive old station was the
departure and receiving point for thousands of passengers

who were delighted Lo partake of the offerings of the
ads in that golden era,

Bu that was long ago, and it’s never going 10 be that way
again, 1 1014 myself. Not even if gasoline goes 10 $1.50 &
gallon. The noise from the jet plane zooming overhead
brought me back Lo reality, and I remembered this was 1970
— ol 1941
_ My Los Angeles to Chicago seat companion was a lady who
Hiad been to California to visit her brother. She was Boston-
bound, and like myself, would have three nights of sitting up
before reaching her destination. (1 had long since given up
the dea of a roomette.) during our ride together,  reassured
her that her Social Security was secure and her check would
keep coming.

. The Southwes! Limited covers much the same route as its
famed predecessor, the “Super Chiel” It crosses the
California mountains at Necdles, but it was late at night and
‘e could notsee anything when e reached that point.

Early the next morning, Just at daybreak, we pulled into
Flagstaff, Arizona, the Grand Canyon siop, and a lot of
passengers disembarked there. Among them was a British
cbuple I talked with the ight before. They would ride the
train back fo Los Angeles he next day where they would jet
heir woy back (o Britain. They wanted to see the Grand
Ganyon, though, while they were this close, They know they'd

As the Southwest Limited swooped its way across the
Arizona and New Mexico desert, everyone aboard continued
10 be enthralled by the magnificent scenery. In the distance,

always, were the mountains — some snow-capped — while
lose at hand was the barren land where a few cattle grazed
on the desert foliage.

AU Albuguerque, we had a 15-minute stop and the porter
encouraged all of us to get off and stretch. Later in the club
car, 1 enjoyed talking with a couple from Wisconsin who
made their living counseling employes of a large company
about retirement. They knew about Nashville and the Grand
Ole Opry — also about Governor Blanton.

Back in the coach, folks snoozed and talked as the af-
ternoon sun began slowly (o ink

beautiful,
‘western scenery — like the cowboy — faded into the sunset.

“The next afternoon —our tird day out of Los Angeles — at
about 20'clock, we arrived al Union Station in Chicago. The
Floridian was no scheduled o depart for Nashvilleunti9:30
that night.

Union Station was crowded on Friday aflernoon with
ravelers coming and goin forthe weekend. Amid the throng
of people, my brother, whose office is across the street from
the station, was on hand (o meet me once again. | think he'd
had doubts that I would survive this escapade, and be wanted
10 see for himself what one looked like after two weeks of
wainriding.

‘We would go out to his house, he said, as we had plenty of
time t0 kill beore the curtain came down on the final act of
this railroad drama. The way to get out o his place, of
course, was by commuter train. S, another train ride | had
Dot expected

Bt the appointed hour came at last. Exactly at :30 p.m.
the Floridian slowly inched her way from under Chicago’
streets and through the maze of tracks that spread in every
direction. As sh picked up speed an her southbound journes.
1 pushed my seat back, placed my feet on the leg rest, put my
head on my pillow, and I went tosleep.

Tomorrow morning at 11:05 1 would be in Nashille, if
Amtraklived up s part of the contract.

1t did pretty well. We arrived in Music City 15-minutes late.
“The last “all aboard" had been sounded!

et
NEXT: In the final column of his “All Aboard:"* series,
Bishop Holliman will have some general observations on his
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Seeing America By Train

By Bishop Holliman

A-Board!

Today in his 10(h and final column
following a Z-week our of the western United States by
Amirak (rain, Cookeville's Bishop Holliman reflects upon his
trip, upon travel by train and ts fature — and he is convinced
it ought (o have  future.

Some things about railroading never change: everybody
il waves 10 the enginees
AUevery crossing from Nashville to San Diego and back,
folks waiting for the train to pass would invariably say

souls wanting Lo capture a moment and event that, they felt
‘would soon be gone forever.

After 27,500 mile rail journey, one inevitably forms con-
‘lusions and opinions about ail service that may or may not
be welkfounded.

Overall, | would give Amrak high marks — they are

* \rying. While some employes sill don't know the importance

* of good public relations, most of them were courteous and
belpful. 1 feel they are doing a better job at this than they
wsed to do,

“The equipment does not always work properly, and 1 guess
Amirak officals already know this. The coach on_the
Floridian from Louisville to Nashville had no water. *“They
forgl to service the car in Louisville,” I was told. Plumbing.
was bad on the Empire Builder (o Seatlle, as was the air
conditioning. On twotrains,lights failed i the club cars. The
dome car windows were not as clean as they needed 10 be nor
were the windows in the coaches. Poor track conditions,
evidently, are the cause for slow travel in same places.

Dining cars prices were very reasonable, and menus,
though limited, were adeguate on all trais. Except on the
Floridian, unless you responded immediately to  the
steward's “first call for dinner” you usually bad to stand in
line and wait_ On the Southwest Limited from Los Angeles o
Chicago, the dining car steward said they were suppased o
carty a diner that would serve more people. They needed it

Nevertheless, my Jaunt out west via train was a delightful
and relaxing experience, and I recommend it for others who
want to see the country.

How practical is train travel today in the United States?
Well, the Empire Builder will never be able to compete with
Jt séevico—if specdis what people wat I would be hard [0
Justify three days (almost) on the train from Nashville to

Seattle when one can fy there ina few hours.

But for mass transportations purposes, experts say that
trains are the most economical means of transparting
people. Thus, rail transportation may have o be “born
again” for us to meet and deal with the problems facing us in
the here and now. We may have no choice but to go back to
the Chattanooga Choo-Choo in the light of the energy shar-
tage and the price we will pay for what fuel we have.

But people will have to be “lured” back 10 the train. The
average American will ot voluntarily give up his automobile
and the freedom of movement that goes with it (o ride a train
hat operates only three times a week, and may not be on

thing we can Lo entice people o accept
an alternate mode of travel. If the number of ticket pur-
chases, for example, determines whether the Floridian will
keep running, the batdle i lost already. The government is
going tohave to do a seling job Lo get folks back on the train,
and service and equipment will have to be attractive enough
tomake train travel desireable and profitable for them.

‘The folks 1 talked with on my trip all agreed they would
ride the trains more if they could. Perhaps these people, like
myself, were already “sold” on this method of travel, else
they would not have been on the train anyway. In California,
where the gas shortage may have been fell first, trains were
crawded with people of all ages, and 1 was surprised (o see $0
many young people riding them.

For folks who have never ridden a train, and for those who
remember “how it was,” this s a good time (und, now,
there's a good reason) to go back again and experience a bil
of nostalgia. But don’t expect too much; there will still be
some inconveniences, but the advantages will offset the bad.

Your luggage, for example, will be with you at all times,
‘and it won't end up in Kalamazoo and you in Peoria. You'll
see the country —Just the way it is — its beauty and ts pock-
marks, nol from 30,000-eet up, but right outside your win-

dow.

You won't have to worry about stopping at al the fast-food
restaurants along the way, nor will you have to start looking
at_sundown for a place to spend the night. Food, drink,
lodging — and restrooms — are with youat al times.

You will enjoy exchanging pleasantries with fellow
passengers in the club car and diner. The privacy of @
compartment also adds to your enjoyment.

‘Travel by Amtrak is  pleasant experience, and it would be
terribly bad,  believe, for this system Lo deteriorate further.
Let's save it so0-all can know the thrill of hearing a con-
ductor's “All 1 Aboard!"” 2
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McCann ‘A Good Scout’

A Good Scout: Robert H. McCann epitomizes the !

quality of leadership you expect to find at the head of
the Boy Scout organization. Even his nickname,
“Brick,” conjures up images of strength, sturdiness
and dependability — all qualities that helped him
receive the highest award a Scout council can bestow
on one of its members.

‘That’s just what the Middle Tennessee Council of
the Boy Scouts of America did a couple of weeks ago.
Awarded “Brick’’ McCann the ‘‘Silver Beaver”
dgcpgriition of his 22 years of Scout leadership and
A1 lty services in ceremonies held in Nashville.
nn, a transplanted Iowan, came to Cookeville
bt Moines in 1956. His first job in Scouting was
as WSskant Scoutmaster for Troop 108. Since then
he's served in about every capacity, on every com-
mittee and at every level a Scout leader can serve.

His credentials — as long as your arm — are im-
pressive, and they bespeak a man devoted to the high
principles of Scouting — devotion that finds expres-
sion in the innumerable Scout meetings he’s attend-
ed. in the many camping trips he's been on, the
leadership courses he’s .conducted and the countless
hours he's spent with young boys in their quest to
measure up to the Scout motto. i

On and on the list reads —, of ‘*'Brick's™
achievements at the troop, district and council
levels. Such awards as “'Long Rifle,”” **Red, White
and Blue” <(the first one given in the Upper
Cumberland District) and **Order of the Arrow"
preceded his *‘Silver Beaver'’ award and represent
plateaus in his upward climb to the pinnacle of
Scouting.

But Brick's proudest accomplishment is the fact

A‘wv\,%v
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that 21 of his boys have become Eagle Scouts. It must
have taken a lot of patience, skill and love to spend
that much time in helping a boy become a man. Six of
his farmer Scouts are now active as adults in
Scouting programs, and Brick is proud of them too.
My idea of camping is to **pitch my tent’’ at a Holi-

day Inn where there’s wail-to-wali carpet, color TV |

and hot and cold water. For Brick McCann, though,
the place to be is deep.in the woods with his Scouts
and all their equipment — whether it's hot or cold —
or on a white-water canoe trip down a mountain

. stream or at Camp Boxwell, working and playing

with boys and helping them become all they can be
through Scouting.

The McCanns — Brick and Sylvia live at 515 East
4th St. They have a daughter, a son and three grand-
children. **'They're all good Scouts,” Brick chuckled.

Don Cavin, also a holder of many Scouting awards,
quipped. "'Tennessee won the lowa Caucus when the
McCanns moved to Cookeville.™

Cookie-ville — This town is really living up to its.
name as the Girl Scouts observe the 50th anniversary
of the sale of Girl Scout cookies. You might say this is
“Cookie-ville" as dozens of pretty girls have gone
door-to-door heseeching us to huy the most popular

(See ROUND, p. 2, col. 4)
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‘Round... ' cookies should, n 194 '
OU n e *: were sent to USO canteens in New York to give the

" boys in mlmary service a taste of home as well as

- m 1) ¥
’:::’;"'« ”"‘“ .
, cookie‘ln Amarlca. s
. Susan Ray, field executive for this 7-county
says they have sold 1,786 cases of cookies in Putnam

é zl""‘w‘\

cookies should, in 1942 when 100,000 cookies a week

Yo

"
3 for"'so years neither rain nor sleet nor snow nor

g‘{rs by ultra-conservative organizatlons have kept
! ﬂcouts from pushing their cookie sales. Last

County this month. The cookies sell for $2.a box, and,, year 1983, ittal sales in this conn}rx,game to0.130

the money istsedto develop the Girl Scout camp pro- million boxes, g

perty as well as fund loc: servlce projects the troops
choose to support, Sisan said the profits from the.
cookie sales also help ﬂnance field tnps the g:rls tosie
each year.

The sale -of- Girl- Scout -cookies began :in
Philadelphia in 1934. It was a depression year, so the
+first boxes went for 23 cents each. But the idea plcked
up steam, and the aroma from baked cookles smelled

like a° gbod tici
‘mayor of New oﬂ; orello L.aGuardia," icked off
“the drive with $5 purchase. In 1938, Elemor«
: Roosevelt spearheaded the campaign, pmclalmmg
(1 alwaysboy'Girl Scout cdokies.” o+ > .

Two years later, the girls launched thejr nnual
.cookie sale by sending cookies 'to ‘Mrs. ‘Herbert -
‘Hoover, Mrs. Roosevelt and the Dionne quintuplets in
Canada. But sales really-began to rise, like good

rSacsing $220 million - more than 15, <
cookies for every man, w"oman gnd.child in A;
. Some of the Girl Scouts who've been knockifig e, |-
eighborhood doors ure Jamie Maxwell, daughter-of.
;.opita” and Jarlan Maxwell. Rt. 2 Cookeville;
Tammy Hollar, -whose -parents-are Judy -and-Bob.{.
Lollar, 1085 Tanglewood Dr.. Suzanne and Tnsh\
Millsaps, daught.ers +of . Brenda ulsaps o‘f
Southgate Dr.: and Lora Montgomery, who 1iv
P mse!tlawsubdx-xslon with her parents AW. and
Elayne Montgomery. These five girls have sold about
500 boxes. bei e 1l
Let’s See: 1,786 casessold in Putnam county .12
boxes to a case ..., That comes to 21 432 boxes . . ,An
average of 30 cookles in a box . . . That comes to |
642,900 cookies . . Aboul 14 cookies for every. man,
woman and child in Putham County ... *,. . b
Well, That?sHowTheCookmsCrumble! rotbas]
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ATime To Reflect

It had to happen sooner or later. Only it happened
sooner instead of later. I had expected a
cataclysmic, lightning-bolt awakening on the day it
occurred, but nothing like that happened.

The day began just like any other day, and as it
progressed I detected nothing different. Not at first
anyway. Maybe if I said nothing about it, no one
else would mention it either and it would remain a
secret. Maybe.

I don’t know why I thought it would though. For

_ weeks, Ed McMahan, Danny Thomas, the AARP
and a whole passel of insurance companies had
been trying to get in touch with me. But I ignored
them, for I was sure their computer had me confus-
ed with someone else, and it was not I, but another
they were trying to reach. )

“They can waste their money if they want to,” I
told myself, “‘but I’m not a prospect.”

But you can't stay the hand of time, and I knew it.
The “‘moving finger writes, and having writ moves
on,” or something like that. The hall clock tick-
tocks the hours away; the days move into weeks,
then months, and finally into years. By the time you
turn around twice, the decades have passed and you
find yourself asking, ‘‘Where did the years go?"’

All too soon, you're confronted with the realiza-
tion that “What’s done is done.”

That’s about the way I felt later in the day when [
went to the post office and opened my box and sifted
through the collection of advertisements, bills and
“occupant” letters Jim Andrews had stuffed in the
cubicle. Finally, my eye caught an envelope that
looked official, that bore the return address of the
Social Security Administration. (I had learned long
ago that when the'SSA writes, you'd better perk up
your ears, listen and read.)

1 slowly and cautiously opened the envelope. And
sure enough, there it was — my Medicare card! Un-

| cle Sam hadn’t forgotten. He knew I’d reached my
65th birthday. I don’t know who told him, but he

‘Round...
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Sixty-five years old? Impossible, I repeated to
myself, as I tore along the perforated line and
stashed the card into my billfold before anyone in
t‘he post office could see it. What if my young friends
like Wayne Nichols, Bob Poteet and Harry Leonard
were to find out how old I was?

They wouldn’t believe it, I fantasized, but maybe
they would show more respect for my elder i
statesman-like pronouncements if they knew I had i
reached that magic age. Already my senility, 1 |
could tell, was getting to me if I really believed I i
could fantasize to that extent. ' :

Lpng before this eventful day, though, I had ex-
perienced the trauma of facing up to the facts of
life. The time, for example, when I struggled to get
my AARP card out of my wallet to claim a 10 per-
cent reduction at a Holiday Inn, and the cierk said,
“That’s all right; I don't need to see your card.”

1 should have known right then that the moving
finger was writing and writing fast.

There were other milestone markers that flashed
quickly by when I returned home, sat down at my
desk and contemplated the passage of 65 years.

1 remembered our first radio. It was battery-
powered, and we were proud that we could pick up
WSM and hear Uncle Dave Macon. We could even
get KDKA in Pittsburg. I remembered my first
presidential race -~ the election of 1928 when
Alabama Democrats deserted Al Smith because he

(See ROUND, pg. 2, col. 9)
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. (lhe fire department chief asserts, *‘but I love it . ..

Welcome, Emil Jensen!

Hail To The Chief — To Cookeville’s not-so-new
fire chief, that is, Emil Jensen who reported here
last July 5 brings with him 16 years of fire-fighting
experience . . . Coming here from Palatine, Ill., 25
miles northwest of Chicago, Jensen looks like a man
a fire would respect. After talking to him awhile, I
decided I could cut my insurance in haif (he advised
against that). I believe if I were a fire and he said
“Goout,” I'dgoout . ..

Jensen came to Cookeville because he wanted to
move up the ladder (no pun intended) in his career.
His hottest thrust as Cookeville chief is to cultivate
a more effective public relations ﬁrogram. “Fire
prevention” is the key to success in his trade, he
says, and he hopes to kindle a spark of enthusiasm
among business organizations for his program.

“Cookeville is a whole new way of life for me,”

People here are friendly and they seem sincere . . .
Very unlike Paiatine where I came from . . . Up
there if a person spoke to you cn the street, you
wondered what his game was. It's not that way
down here.”

Jensen already has implemented a computerized
reporting system that enables him to compare
Cookeville operations with other cities' in efficien-
cy. personnel and equipment,’and he has other
plans cooking on the front burner . . . With a man
like him in charge, 1 don’t believe those plans will
go up in smoke

‘Round-the-town
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United The Way — Under the leadership of Tal
Carver, who is with General Telephone Co., the Put-
nam County United Way has raised $152,000 to fund
over a dozen agencies that provide needed services
throughout the county . . . Tal’s assistant, Tom
Miller, vice-president of Citizens Bank, says this is
the largest amount ever pledged and raised by
United Way in this county . .. -

1 recall that the first impression I received of
Cookeville when I came here in 1964 was from the
United Givers Fund sign erected in the courthouse
yard that showed the progress of the 1964 drive. |
had never been to Cookeville before, but when I saw
that sign, I knew I was coming to a town that had
progressive leadership and one that cared about its
people.

Points To Ponder: The most dangerous occupa-
tion is fire fighting. with 58 deaths per 100,000
workers in 1981 . . Bob Hope has been married to

(See ‘ROUND, p. 2, col. 3)
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the same woman, Delores, 49 years . . . Seattle,
Washington, ranks first in the number of library
books loaned per person. Would you believe Birm-
ingham, Ala,, is 5th from the top? (Who says we
can’t read in the South?) . . . 16 per cent of us
change residences every year, with most of the
mgves sceurring in the Seuih and West . . . In 1980,
there were 94.5 men in the USA for each 100 women .
- . The states with the fewest men per 100 women
were: District of Columbia, New York,
Massachusetts, Rhode Island and Pennsylvania.

About Town — Bill Branch’s cheery greeting to
the joggers out at Hooper Eblen Center . . . Hill
Carlen was serious when he said he was dying to
find out where Tight Fit cemetery is. Well, you can
rest easy, Hill. Ed Hooper says it’s down near Boma
- .. Ann Lowe’s energy and enthusiasm in behalf of
the library . . . John Maddux, Congressman Albert
Gore’s aide in Cookeville, always cheerful and
helpful to bewildered constituents.

CCC: In depression days, the CCC stood for

Civilian Conservation Corf;sA I?f’l?)M, in Cookeville,
it means County Coordinating' Council — an
organization of social agencies that “co-ordinate”
their activities so they can be of more value to the
community. Made up of representatives from each
agency, the group meets monthly to discuss com-
mon problems and issues and to learn what the
others aredoing . . .

Monica Bowman, who helps people with their pro-
blems at the hospital, is president of the CCC this
year. She is assisted by Rev. David Campbell,
pastor of the First Presbyterian Church, and
Evelyn Bartlett, manager of the Tennessee Depart-
ment of Employment Security office here.

Thought For The Day: This little gem was passed
on to me by Joe Floyd who teaches industrial
technology at Tech: ““If a man runs after money,
he’s money-mad; if he keeps it, he’s a capitalist; if
he spends it, he’s a playboy; if he doesn’t get it, he’s
a ne’er-do-well; if he doesn’t try to get it, he'lacks
ambition; if he gets it without working for it, he’s a
parasite; and if he accumulates it after a life time
of hard work, people call him a fool who never got
anything out of life.”

There’s no way to win, Joe says.
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‘Mrs. Mac’ Master Teacher

The heated debate about the schools now going on
in this state makes us all reflect on our educational
experiences, and the focus on the Master Teacher
program highlights an experience I had recently.

1 went home again and visited my 7th grade
English teacher! A

The world was young — and so was Mrs. McClen-
don — when I was in the 7th grade. Babe Ruth was
still hitting homeruns, and FDR was making fireside
chats. The most popular radio program was ‘““Amos
n’ Andy,” and “Mrs. Mac,” as we respectfully called
her, was teaching a bunch of ragamuffins the basie
rules of grammar. g

A few weeks ago 1 visited in her home, and she was
as knowledgeable and articulate “as I had
remeémbered her:to be many years. ago. Her mind
and wit were as sharp and clear as a May morning.
Oniy her vision is impaired, and though she had some
difficulty seeing me, she could hear, talk and unders-
tand. it

This gave me the chance to tell her, before any
more time went by, how grateful I was:for the in-
fluence she had had on my life. [

It:was Mrs. Mac who taught depression-plagued
boys and girls the importance of speaking ‘and
writing correctly. She taught us to diagram and
analyze sentences and to conjugate verbs. We learn-
ed the parts of speech, and that a verb has to agree
with its subject and a pronoun with its antecedent.

‘Round-the-town
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Mrs. Mac drilled into our heads the rules of punc-
tuation. She taught us the difference between a sim-
ple sentence and a compound-complex sentence. We
learned that an adjective modifies a noun ang a pro-
noun, and a transitive verb takes a direct object.

Mrs. Mac was a strict teacher. When she spoke, we
listened. When she pronounced a doctrine, that)s the
way it was, and we did not get equal time to.debate
the merits of the case. She.reinforced her pro-
nouncements with a yardstick that often was.applied
to various parts of a student’s, anatomy.This was
before teachers could be sued for administering cor-
poral punishment. Besides, most studentscould ex-
pect a trip to the woodshed when-they got home if
they'd gotten a spanking at.school.

In that day, and in that school, parents and
students alike looked upon the teacher as an authori-

ty, figure. and teachers had the support of the.

(See ROUND, p. 2, col. 4)

e

‘Round... |

(Continued From Page 1)

families whose children were entrusted to theif care’
Mrs. Mac show&d'm

her whei'she retired some years ago. It was a real

honest-to-goodness beli with a clapper — no eiec-

each morning, to dismiss classes and to call us in
from recess. A
When that ‘bell rang, like the bugleall that sum-
moned Teddy Roosevelt's Rough Riders up San Juan
Hill, it commanded. unquestioned obedience. And
when Mrs. Mac tapped it the second time, that meant
no more talking in line. We marched in quietly and
smartly, like soldjers, not off to fight a foreign foe but
to do battle against dangling participles and coor-
dinate conjunctions! ! -
Mrs. Mac never had any children of her own, so she
calls her former students “my boys and girls,” and
she still keeps up with many of them. As we talked in
her living room on a December day, I could see some
of her “boys and girls” of that long-ago time. Most
came from homes riddled by the Great Depression,

fil)d many were from a setting lacking in cultural and . ’
intellectual stimulation, } i * EkS

nt scould show them the way. -
e the old"school bell given to '

tronics then — that was rung to call school to order

' Mrs. Mac succeeded because she cared, ‘and ‘she

2 5 Kl |
.Yet, most of her “boys and girls?’ had parents who 1
viewed “‘getting an education’’ as a passport to a bet- ||
ter life, and looked upon the teacher as the one who

Mrs. Mac was able to take these'chidrenfind instill
f!iscipline in them; she created in them the desire to
learn, a sense of worth and an ambition 0 *“be
somebody” — an expression that in that time meant
also to “amount to something.” \ E

had the support of the community and of parents who
also cared. And that made the difference, we’ con-
cluded, as she and I measured today’s school en-
vironment against that of yesterday.

A group of Mrs. Mac’s ““boys and girls” plan.to ar-
range a dinner later this year to honor her — while
there is still time — to let her know what she meant to
all of us and to tell her we love her. .

There was no merit pay when Mrs. Mac was
teaching, but she was indeed a “master teacher,”
and the State of Alabama ought to go back and pay
her what she was worth.

But if they did that, they’d have to add another pen-
ny to the sales tax to raise enough money!
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Florida? Here're Tips

: Timely Tips On Travel To Tampa — and other
-parts of Florida—

: Highway funds must be coming in steadily now, as
}everywhere you go they’re working on the roads.
‘Well, the man who holds the red flag is . . . I don’t
:know about anyoneelse . . .

We found it just as easy to go straight through
-Atlanta in mid-morning as it was to take the loop . . .
§It doesn’t matter when or how you go through Atlanta
;— they’ll be working on the roadway . . . Gas was as
:cheap, or cheaper, here in Cookeville than any place
‘we saw . . . The Christmas freeze played havoc with
‘the citrus crop in central Florida, making that sec-
‘tionof the state lookdead. < .- -

: Presidential adviser Edwinp Meese is wrong —
there IS hunger in' America, especially in Florida.
JFolks dressed in formal evening wear (pride does not
‘enter in) line up in restaurants to get food. They'Hi:
fpay $50 for a full-course meal, they’re so hungry.. . . B
awish I had gotten a franchise for bumper stickers and’
T-shirts . . . Also a royaity for each time a waitress,
‘clerk or cashier tells you to ‘“‘Have a nice day now.”
1'd be a millionaire many times over. -
I have an eagle eye for barbecue. places, and we
found a good one in Valdosta. The food, though, was
10 better than that Bobby Q serves us right here in
Lookeville . . . Motel prices in south Georgia are very
reasonable, and you won’t have any trouble finding.a
glace to stay . . . Vacancy signs were out all over:
Florida, even though tourism was reported to be 8

‘Round...

(Continued From Page1)

sugar content.

Except Tom ddesn’t kno
w wh
g oo at name to call
3:: idea may be a good one
1€ opinion of his doct, joi :
Fmraly Missedor before I join the crusade
Cookeville resident and re
fessor, has gone to live
Kansas,

Dr. Burner has

University, the community, his church and Rota;

flowers that filleq his ya,

We wish him well in his

g new home,

‘Round-the-town

With
Bishop Holliman

slvld

‘halls at the same time but did not see each other . . .

they want to €at, regardless of the salt, cholesterol or

r suggested b b
6 'Y one poten
iai member, but Tom wouldn’t swallow that, pWohile

to chew on, I'd like to get
Dr. C.V. Bruner, long time
t_lred Tennessee Tech pro-
with his daughter in Hays,

A charter member of the Cookeville Rotary Club,
had over 48 years of perfect attenZ

dance at Rotary meetin, n . €'ve got a dam nhamed after presjdent Wilson
8S, and he'is know, as “Mr, “We? t
Rotar Y"” by his fellow members. Not only will Dr <

B
runer be remembered for his contributions to the

but we will also remember him for the beautitui
rd each spring and summer.

Biz — Bob Luna, director of the Cookeville

percent above last year.

EPCOT was a delightful experience, even on a cold
day, and I recommend you put it on your list as a
place to see. After getting home, we learned that we
and the Ralph Boles family were in one of the exhibit

Even if you don't like horses, you will enjoy the flam-
ingos and fiowers at Hialeah, and ‘you can bet on
that! . .. ; ! :
Florida's highway ' patrol i§ more visible than
Georgia’s. We.saw only one police car from Chat-
tanooga to the Florida state line, and most drivers
don't bother to'observe the speed limit . . . Florida's
Gold-Coast may have its sun, sand and surf, but it
doesn’t have Cookeville’s good drinking water!
Fed-Up — Tom Langford says he's “fed-up" with
all the advice about what to eat and not to eat, and
he’s ready to take up arms (or knives and forks)
against those who would tal}e all the joy out of eating.
Betty, his wife, says he ‘wants to form-a group
dedicated to the’encouragement of people to eat what "
* " (See’ROUND,p.2, col. 4)

Hollywood puts out these days;. .
“sff::re Yare two old movies T wish

€ You Went Away!* ang doy
Saoubt." Bqth stax‘rﬁd Joséﬁ#"(}btr '“e;_’sh’ed?iyl‘-'s:) i
3 thes o:h tear-;erker.about the home: "ﬁtm\ml ::g
tne ather was a mystery chiller. I'wonder if ériS/one

the ]
Bob would get —

named after Hoover ' becagse

da;. - BUt Will was wrong,

tum?r:.cfl wl:;ds —,{VIarch shas been described as 3
8-point month; when winter begins to give wéy

to warmer weath irst si p
ok ather gndl the first signs of spring ap-

Py Bl ] e frmgrgh, fotlorng Ao goe P bl
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‘Friends’ Boost Library

“I'm glad I had a mother who read to me” —
| That was the sales pitch the book company had its

sales\peop]e use some years back when I tried my -

hand at selling encyclopedias.

Not only was it a sound business approach, but
there was a ring of truth and worth to it. It's pretty
well established that children who are exposed to
books and reading develop mental faculties early
in life and do better in school.

“How fortunate,” we would say to the would-be
book buyer, “is the person whose mother read to
him,” hoping we’d touch the pocketbook as well as
the heart as we sang the praises of our book and
told them of the many happy hours they’d have
reading the encyclopedia.

It was the profit motive, pure and simple, that
led us then, but such is not the case for Friends of
‘the Putnam County Library, a new kid on the
block that spotlights our library in observance of
National Library Week. The ‘“Friends” want
~ children — and all of us — to read, and the library
is their catalyst for launching their crusade for a
more literate, well-informed community.

With about 50 persons already enrolled,

- “Friends of the Putnam County Library” was .
-organized just a short time ago, and Wanda Jared,. ..

is their president. Other officers are Ted Haselto

and Betty Langford, vice-presidents, Marguerite -

‘Round-the-town
With
Bishop Holliman

i

Pointer, secretary, and Morris Irby, treasurer.

Library Friends do just what you'd expect’
friends to do. They’re there to support the library;
to foster closer relations between the library and
the public; to promote the development and
growth of library facilities, and te encourage all of
us to use the library.

The bottom line to all of this, of course, is to get
folks to read. An educator on a TV talk show the
other night said there are 60 million “functional il-
literates” in the nation, and that’s disgraceful, he
said. The cycle of illiteracy is repeated, he stated
further, when parents do not teach their children
to read by reading to them themselves.

The talk-show expert noted that it’s much
cheaper to teach children to read than it is,to
house them in prison or give them handouts later

(Se¢ ROUND, p. 2, col. 4)
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(Continued From Page 1) {
on if they can’t function as useful citizens because
they never learned to read. Educators, taxpayers
and public officials ought to take note of that fact,
and the general public should be more supportive
of libraries and other efforts to enhance the
reading skills of children. It’s far less costly in the
long run, as children are more apt to become pro-

ductive, taxpaying citizens if they can read and
write. !

I realize folks who cannot read are not likely to

visit a library. But a community’s support of a
library system and an organization such as
“Friends of the Library’’ sends a message to the
public that we place a high value on literacy; that
we cherish our heritage, and that we are concern-
ed with the quality of life we have now and will
have in the future. A library sets a good example.

A membership in ‘“Friends of the Putnam Coun-
ty Library”’ will help buy a number of items the
library needs to maintain an adequate level of ser-
vice. High on its “most wanted”’ list are films and
projectors, a lighted lecturn, display cases and
equipment for the archives room. »

A new addition to the library will be completed
soon and will provide space for a children’s
library, a large conference room and other
facilities. .Furnishings will be required for this
new space, so the Library Friends have their work

cut out for them. Lois S. Anderson is membership
chairperson, and I’m sure she’ll be glad for those
of us who had a “‘mother to read to us’’ to contact
her. ¢

“Qur purposes are worthy, our goals are wor-
thy, and our people are worthy of your support,”
reads their membership application form.

Library Notes and Quotes — Geeta Pratt,
Putnam County librarian, tells me our library
contains 47,000 volumes and checks-out about
150,000 books a year...On an average day, some

‘100 patrons visit the library...“Branch” libraries

are located in Algood and Baxter...Judy Owen and
Janet Kolff are new additions to the library
staff...Faith Holdredge, former librarian here, is
now director of the Caney Fork Region and has
her office in Sparta. It's Faith’s job to see that
libraries in seven counties are supplied with
books, and I guess you could say she is successful
when her plans get ‘“‘shelved.”’* * o

The top five cities where citizens make the most
use of their libraries are: Seattle, Wash., Dayton,
Ohio, Tacoma, Wash., Toledo, Ohio, and Birm-
ingham, Ala...About 99 million US adults read a
book ‘“now and then.”..The average person
spends 11.7 hours a week reading books, papers
and magazines, compared with 16.3 hours wat-
ching TV and 16.4 hours listening to radio...Book

readers tend to be female, white, under 50, 1

college-educated and affluent.
That’s what a survey done by the Book Industry

Study Group showed. : ;

- e
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Your Social Security News

Although a person may wait
a_considerable number of
years before reaching retire-
ment age, when the time
‘comes he usually wants actio
The Social Security Admini;
tration is constanily stream-
lining its procedures, using the
latest _electronic communica-
tions equipment and all other
available resources to facili-
tate the processing of claims
for benefits.

Surprisingly _enough, the
claimant himself can’ do
great_deal toward hastening
the prompt, efficient payment
of his benefits. First, he can
ile his application as early as
three months before reaching
retirement age. Full benefits
are payable for retirement a
age 65. Both men and women
can retire on_ reduced bene-
fits, however, between ages 62
and 65. Second, by filing early
he can receive information as
to what proofs may be requir-
ed in his particular case.

By Bishop Holliman
Assistant District Manager
‘Gadsden District Office

Proof of age may be sup:
ported by a birth or baptismal
certificate, U.S. Consus rec-
ords, school records, immigra.
fion records, passports, mili-
tary service records, old insur-
ance policies, marriage licons.
es, family Bible entries, and
similar records or documents.
Depending on the individual
e cther proots may b re
d. These could  include
Proofs of marriage, divorce,
adoption, support, and recent
earnings, to mention a few.
Goodyear employes should
have available a record of
their last year's total earnings
(W-2 Withholding Statement).
and an estimate of the current
year's earnings, to date and
for the months ahead. 1f you
are filing for another member
of your family, such as a child
undor age 18, we will need his
birth cortificate. Wo also need
proof of age of a wife who it
age 62 and is filing on her hus-
record.
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Charles Denning

Lk W
A fThe Kettle
¢ Boils Over

“Heart of Darkness, 'cries & Newsweek mags
headline above a long color photo of the Manhattan sy
‘The sun has just gone down, and a thin orange glow scs
the ranks of buildings, pitch-black yel s harmless seer:
as children’s play blocks,

‘The sunwatch of day is over. This s an hour suspenc
between day and night, quiet and peaceful

But turn the page:

‘The sun s gone, and the electric ights are out in New York
City. With darkness prevailing, the barbarians are loosc:|
like a rat pack, as if light — the simple presence of ligh!
had kept them in check and now that slight barrier Is g

In one photo, a black woman, maybe pregnant, defian!
faces a policeman, He appears to be directing her to «
something, and she’s not about to. She's holding a handiul of
bras, apparently looted from a store. In the hackgrou:
‘another woman grins widely

In other photos, looters climb from windowless sto
holding arms full of clothing, bags full of stuff — and the
are reasonably well-dressed people. nol bums, apparenly.
woman looter fights with other loofers over an armload of
denim pants. A market is transformed into a wastelan
Streets arelittered with lot that has boen droppesd

Fires set by vandals rage. The orange sky which lingere
after tha sunset has been trans{ormed into  nightmare,
peopling that nightmare are the barbarians, cu loose fron
all sense of decency, thriving in a wild world where grecd
rules every impulse:

It a vision from hell It everything bad I've ever heard
‘about New York City poured into a witch's boiling kettle

But that is not the view which Cookevillian Bishop

weekend In New York just i

Holliman describes (rom a

ot g 1 Apei
e e amcase wilh the lack of — well, we saw g

¢ outof the rdinary, Bishop said this week

e amatan, (rom the Pemn Sttion

e en on 42nd St. where it's squalid
lrea up past Broadway, even on 42 Saiel
fand {ull of porno shops. Rockefeller Center, the UN, St
[Patrick's Cathedral —we walked all over the place, he said:

On Sunday,” he contirued, “we took the ferry 1o Staten
bt and that aftornoon the subway up o Contral Park
|You hear so much about Central Park, and how dangerous it
I, the mugings there, but we walked all over Central Park

"1 was April, of course, and a beautiful spring afternoon.
{There were thousands out, picnicking, bicycling. going on
‘horse-drawn carriage rides.”

Sald Bishop, “Nobody seemed (0 be in fear of anything.

“Then he added, “In broad daylight, at least, there seemed
1o be no fear. We it no fear. Maybe we're naive, but things
scemed tobe n pretty good shape. One Luxi rammed another
taxi, and that was the oaly thing

“Gbviously, there is much that we didit see and neverl
would sce,” he said, *“Certain places wouldn't have been|
safe, I'm sure of that

“I'vo come away before with the impression that they d
right well,” he recalled, “ — when you put that many people
in that small a place, actually. They may do as well as wd
would doif you magnified us to heir size.

et said Bishop, considerini 4 cily impacted with more
than 400 imes as many people as Cookeville, considering
wnemployment and dope use, the mixtures of people a
cultures, the pointless and wasting lives, “I1's surprising that
more doesn't happen. 1 uess it's about impassible to escape
if you live in some of the areas like Harlem or Bediord-
Stuyvesant

We talk about it and ask ourselyes the quest
don'tthey get out?" he said, “But where would they go to?
Who would have them? We wouldn't wan them down here.”

Bishop is right: we wouldn't wan them

or a long time I've had a haunting phantasy that
sometime something will dislodge them, and “they” —
whoever they are — will come pourlng out of the “heart of
darkness” nto the green and flowering countryside, robbing
and killing and raping and pillaging and burning,

Today, 1 see that it could happen

— why|
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Book Review: A Time For Truth

Thought-Food

A Time For Truth, by William E. Simon.
Published by McGraw-Hill Book Co., New York,
1978; 240 pages, $12.50.

Reviewed By
BISHOP HOLLIMAN

A book that begins by describing Washington, D.C., on an

April day when cherry blossoms are in bioom is bound to
capture the attention of the reader. That's the way William
E. Simon begins his story of government experience as
energy ciar and as Secretary of the Treasury under
Presidents Nixon and Ford in the city along the Potomac.

But that first day was Simon’s “mountain Lop"” experience:
from then on, it was downhill all the way. Those lofty
exhilarating moments one might expect to experience in
serving his fellowman in Washington, D.C., just didn't seem
10 be there for Simon.

Bul the author's account of his experience and ob-
servations about the Washington scene, about politics, the.
energy crisis, New York City's fiasco and the economic
‘measures undertaken while he was a member of the
group will appeal 10 both the conservative and the liberal

i,

As anilra-coseraive, Simon el t ke t 1

who holds g Uigae

which both schoals of thought can find accommodation. 1f
not, as they say on “Gunsmoke,” “We're in a heap of
trouble.”

‘The book will surprise many, though, as Simon pulls no
punches, and no one — not Republicans, nor Democrats, nor
Iabor, nor the middle-class, nor the President —none of these
is lefl unscathed by his paragraphs of pungent prose about
the deceitfulness, waste, fraud and inefficiency in and out of
Hovernment. The reader is really left with the haunting
questions 1 there any hope?  Can the country be
saved? . And if you can't trust government (the system),
who can you trust?

Some examples of Simon's Wity assessment of how things
were —and are — in and around Washington:

“Amy Carter could understand perfectly well what was
wrong with such a system if her father ‘regulated’ her
lemonade stand the way the liberals in Congress regulated
the energy is a Democrat whoknows he's crazy.

About Congressional hearings (he spent many hours on
‘Capitol Hill before Congressional Committees): “Most of the
‘hearings were an abysmal wasteof time ... I felt like hurling
‘abrickat some of those gentlemen whom 1 once described in
‘an unguarded moment as those coconuts on the Hill

Simon had no sympathy for New York City’

fiseal

4777
ut Our Sys'rem

dilemima and one of his chapters focuses on the causes that
led up to its debacie.

‘New York City's troubles did not stem from ts generous
welfare program, as most of us believe. Insicad, Simon says,
itis the city's middie-class people who are to blame.

“The fiberal cry that New York is being drained by its
decency tothe poor is notjusta misstatement, it s virtually a
peychotic. .. a racist delusion. It s blatantly obvious that the
subsidy to New York's middie-class —above all, the salaies,
pensions and fringe benefits paid (o government workers —
is responsible for New York's fiscal collapse.”

Further, Simon observes, New York paliticians won
elections by using the word “more" and, in New York, it was
always give them “more.” Afier all, as the New York Times
observed, no one ever won an election by Proposing o give
the people less.

‘The ever-increasing demand for goods and services and
the insatiable appetiles of city workers for higher wages
drained the city's colfers. Simon cites even the city's banks
for their cowardice and names them as culprits along with
municipal unions. Mayor John Lindsay was singled out as
aving done mre than any other human being (0 ripple the

ere looked upon as
it and mainly concerned with preserving the
Simon: refused 1o accept “ihe Civil Service
‘deadwood the had been longing 1o get rid of for years” and
his opinion of the “Civil Service mentality” was rather low.

Simon summarizes his philosophy in one final chapter
entitled “The Road to Liberty.” A reader might believe that
the author looks upon goverment, politicians, the establish-
ment — everything — as enemies in the individual's questfor
liberty. Yel, that impression must be viewed in proper
context.

Simon concludes that “there has never been such freedom
in America to speak freely, 1o publish anything and
everything; totake drugs and o prate (o children about their
alleged pleasures; to watch bloody and obscene en-
tertainment "

Conversely, though, he says, there has never been so litle
treedom — (o plan, 10 saye, to fnvest, 1o build, to produce, (o
invent, to hire, to fire, o resist coercive unionization, to
exchange goods and services, 10 risk, 10 profit, o grow.

Both the conservative and liberal wil ke this book. One
will not agree with all the author says, but he will do some
thirking,

St
NOTE: Mr. Holliman is manager of the Cookeville district .
office of the Social Security Administration. The ook
reviewed was selecied by the reviewer and donated by
Readmore bookstore in the Cookeville Mall, where besi.
sellers may be purchased for 15 percent off the lisk price.
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daddy’s return with

he nttle dog! Indeed, i
Aunt [ deeds e o
ghr’l’:may for llwnl|
Pollys || ttecacune

in the mind of a father,

It is of such unfor-

ﬂ }z ; By Bishop Holliman erateful and humble.

Aunt Polly is a little
under the weather this
week and unable to
talk about her favorite
topic Social Security.
Weare using oneof our

orite. o

Polly will be back to
give her views in next
week's column.

One of the nice
things about Christ-
mas is that so many of
those “thrills that come
once in a lifetime” are
associated with it.

* Aunt Polly asked me
the other day if I could
remember a Christ-
mas Eve of some years
ago, when the children
were small and visions
of sugar plums still
danced in their wee
little heads when
Christmas was_men-
tioned. The flames
from the fire were
pewing out all kinds

ther d
reminded m
long past.
It was the kind of
Christmas Eve the day
before Christmas is
supposed to be—cold,
dark, and spitting
snow. One could almost
see “a miniature sleig}

she
of a day

Cookeville, Tenn. |) #ettable memories as
2 these that Christmas is

-= made more meaning-
cight tiny rein- ful with the passing
skipping across years, and every
the distant horizon. We  parent no doubt has
had promised the locked in his memory
childrenthat wewould  bank that special

moment of Christmas

picked out “Tiny" m\d was a special one for
had arranged to get Aunt Polly and me,
him from his “mama” and one that we won't
on Christmas Eve, And  forget.
that was the mission I Aunt Polly wanted
embarked upon on this me o remind her
varticularChristmas {riends that the
Eve morning. holidays are an app-
ropriate time to get
All day long 1 was things_in order for
gone--busily engaged ~ Social Security. People
in last-minute chores. can think about the
tending to things that records of age they
could easily have been ~have. The self-employ-
put_off-not realizing ed farmer can get his
how “anxiously the tax return ready, and
children—and Aunt within three months of
Polly--awaited my retirement can come
return home with the on in and file so their
little dog. Medicare  protection
Finally, as the day can beginon time, And
neared i in;

Fer T confidently know they have .ﬁ{

st the car intothe work or chapg®ll their
driveway. At the address

picture window were Y
the faces of three little
children (and A
Polly too). thei
pressed fir;
the g1
o

. we hope
eir confact wi

e Social~ Security
office will be a pleasant
figainst one. and that it will
ly able lso be one of those
in themselves moments that “they
ticipation of their would like toliveaver.”

e ———
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‘Nostalgia’

Old Ads
Are Link

To Past

By MARION MOORE
ERALD-CITTEN sttt

Nostalgia is “in”" today—people
vearn for the “good old days”
when life was more simple and the
pace was slower.

Cookellle resident  Bishop
Holliman has been “inlo"
oy for 2 ot tme: e i

4 ity Bt g o T o
memory of a vounger Bishop
Holllman coming home from the
World War 1l and visiting the local
soda {ountain, his first car and his
favorite Coke ad.

Recently he began mounting

ds on backing and preserving
them with a clear plastic wrap
that clings when heated, and is of
fering them for sale at a local anti
que shop.

A few ads have been mounted
and framed with a quality wood,
but thal procedure is 100 expen
sive 1o be done for all of the ltems
in Holliman's rainy-day"” hobby

“People have gol to appreciate
that period to enjoy the ads. Some
can identify with the ads, like |
can the one of the sailor at the
soda fountain just home from the
war. with the girls flocking
around,” Holliman said.

He laughed: “Well, maybe all
the girls didn't flock around

Since he retired as the district
director for Social Security here,
Bishop has Lime to travel and visit
bookstores and garage sales sear-
ching for old magazines.

He is compiling 2 year by-year
fle of Coke ads, studying the
[hanees i auts. ciothin. prices

PRESERVING THE PAST — Cookevilllan Bishop Holliman has
‘mounted and preserved covers and advertisements from 1330's and
1940's magazines, including this cover from a 1925 issue of Liberty
magazine. Selling then for five cents, the magazine described liself
as.a “‘weekly for everybody," and this issue offers tips on making the
social grade. Holliman dispiays more than 100 o the preserved pages
at a booth at Old Kentucky Road Antiques. (H-C Photo By Sherry

Billingsby)

andtravel depicted in them.

A copy of a 1925 Liberty
magazine encased in_ glass and
framed can be seen at the
Holliman booth at the Old Ken-
tucky Road Antiques along with
an original cover from a 1915
Saturday Evening Post

Most of the preserved pages sell
for 5295, some are $5 and the
framed pages priced according to
the wood used

“It has been called pop art,
maybe it is. Some people like it,
and some don't. I have had some
tell me they wouldn't have those in
their house. If they don't sell well,
1 will still continue with my hobby
on the cold days of winter when |
don't want to get out. d

One full-page ad shows a new
steel-gray Ford available for the
“usual” down payment, $25 per
‘month and ope-half percent finan-

cing,

Other 1930's ads invite the
reader Lo try one of four brands of
cigarettes on the market, travel
on the widely used train or go.
down lo the Ford dealer's.
showroom 1o see the new Ford
“bodies.

Growing in value are train ads
particularly Pullman, whisk
cigarettes and the Coke adver
tisements featured in back-page
ads on most of the period's major
magazines, he said.

“I saw some ads preserved this
way in a craft shop in Bell Buckle
where my son, Glenn, lives. And |
thought, ‘My stars, I could do that
with some of my old magazines.”
‘The magazines need o be
preserved: If they aren't saved,
eventually they will be destroyed
and we won'l have anything to
remember that eraby.”








