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“Mommie & Me” and Storytime Wednesdays, 10:00 a.m. & Fridays, 10:30 a.m.

ESTILL LIBRARY BOOKMOBILE SCHEDULE
246 Main Street Irvine, KY – Call 723-3030

JULY 23-27, 2018
MONDAY TUESDAY WEDNESDAY THURSDAY FRIDAY

Mountain Crest
Kirkland Ave.
Millers Creek
Cow Creek

Furnace Jct.

Winston
Trotting Ridge

Sandhill
Rice Station

Nursing Home
Horizon Daycare

Ravenna
Wagersville
Drip Rock

Spout Springs
Hudson Mill Rd.

Old/New Fox
Hargett

Stacy Lane 
Apts. Summer 

Reading
1-2 p.m.

  

America’s
Heartland

Roger Alford
RogerAlford1@GMail.Com 
 I got a hoot out of 
a joke about an old 
fellow’s conversation 
with a hitchhiker he 
had picked up.
 After getting settled 
into the passenger seat, 
the hitchhiker thanked 
the man for the ride, 
then asked, “but how 
do you know I’m not a 
serial killer?”
 “I’m not worried,” 
the driver replied. 
“The chances of two 
serial killers being in 
the same car have to be 
astronomical.”
 Well, I expect it 
would indeed be high-
ly unlikely for two se-
rial killers to end up in 
the same vehicle at the 

same time. But you re-
alize it’s also unlikely 
for two “good” people 
to end up in the same 
car at the same time. 
That’s because the 
Bible tells us “all have 
sinned and come short 
of the glory of God” 
(Romans 3:23). And 
that “there is none that 
doeth good, no, not 
one” (Psalm 53:3).
 That’s why mankind, 
captive to sin, needs 
a Redeemer. Perhaps 
one of the best expla-
nations of that truth 
came from Boston 
preacher A.J. Gordon 
who once encountered 
a little boy carrying a 
cage with several help-
less birds inside. He 
had trapped them and 
had plans to feed them 
to his cat.
	 The	 pastor	 offered	
the boy $2 for the cage 
and the birds. The 
boy accepted. Pastor 
Gordon then took the 
cage to the back of 
the church property, 
opened the door and 
set the captive birds 
free.
 The next Sunday he 
took the empty cage 
into the pulpit and 
used it to illustrate his 
sermon about Jesus re-

deeming us from the 
bondage of sin, paying 
the price for us with His 
own precious blood. 
 “That boy told me 
the birds were not 
songsters,” Gordon 
told his congregation. 
“But when I released 
them, and they winged 
their way heavenward, 
it seemed to me they 
were singing, ‘Re-
deemed, redeemed, re-
deemed!”
 We owe a huge debt 
of gratitude to Jesus for 
what He did for us, dy-
ing on that cross as He 
did. We owe Him our 
all because, as the Bible 
says, “you are not your 
own; you were bought 
with a price” (1 Corin-
thians 6:20).
 So, if you’re ever sit-
ting around, thinking 
how “good” you are, 
you might want to re-
member that no one 
is good, except Jesus. 
We may not be serial 
killers, but we were 
all captives to sin and 
were set free by a lov-
ing Redeemer.
 Roger Alford offers 
words of encourage-
ment to residents of 
America’s heartland. 
Reach him at rogeral-
ford1@gmail.com.

The odds of two serial killers in 
one car must be astronomical

Times
Remembered
Betty A. Young

BYoung505@Outlook.com

Blackberries
 Last week while I 
was push mowing up 
front along the road-
side, I noticed sev-
eral ripe blackberries 
in the thicket along 
the	 road.	 When	 I	 fin-
ished mowing I picked 
about a cup; the ones I 
could reach, but it was 
enough for a blackber-
ry cobbler.
 Growing up we 
picked several gal-
lons of blackberries to 
freeze and to make jam. 
Seems like they were 
larger and more plen-
tiful back then. Pick-
ing berries was part of 
a childhood summer 
ritual. Whether it was 
picking in fence rows 
or in patches; the July 
sun was blazing hot 
and it was hard work. 
You stained your 
hands and got briars 
in	your	fingers,	but	the	
taste of the deep pur-
ple	 flesh	was	 a	 sweet	
delicacy. Blackberries 

were usually plentiful 
and they were every-
where; if you got there 
before the birds. 
 We gathered our 
picking equipment 
and set out for our 
grandparents’ farm to 
pick blackberries. We 
dressed in long sleeve 
shirts, long pants and 
high top shoes to avoid 
the briars, snakes, 
chiggers and ticks. 
Each of us carried a 
five	pound	lard	bucket	
as	we	went	 off	 to	 the	
berry patch. By noon-
time, we usually had 
our buckets full. The 
yield varied from year 
to year, sometimes 
two gallons and some-
times eight gallons. 
 Occasionally, we 
would disturb a black 
snake leisurely hid 
among the briars, just 
wanting to scare the 
daylights out of me. I 
usually screamed and 
took	 off	 running.	 Dad	
would scold me and 
tell me they were as 
afraid of me as I was of 
them. I want no part of 
a snake dead or alive. 
I once heard a story 
about black snakes 
wrapping around peo-
ple squeezing them to 
death. Also, I’ve heard 
stories of how they 
could take their tails 
in their mouth and 
roll down a hill like a 
hoop.
	 After	 we	 finished	
picking the berries 
we headed home. We 
checked for ticks and 
chiggers and after a 
bite of lunch it was 

time to “work the ber-
ries up,” as Mom called 
it. We would look and 
wash the berries to 
make sure there were 
no “stink” bugs or spi-
ders lurking where 
they didn’t belong. The 
berries were either 
frozen or made into 
jam for delicious jam 
cakes at Christmas. 
Mom liked to have 
about twenty quarts 
in addition to the jam 
and jelly. The jam was 
delicious on hot but-
tered biscuits. 
 Mom was always 
proud of the jars of 
preserved food we 
had prepared. She 
lined the shelves in the 
basement with canned 
goods to feed the fam-
ily for the winter.  
 I was recently re-
minded	 of	 the	 effort	
in picking blackber-
ries the same day I 
was mowing. Seems 
all the large, ripe ber-
ries were just out of 
reach and I was stand-
ing	 above	 a	 cliff	 try-
ing to reach them. The 
vines had sprung up in 
a thicket of grapevines 
and oaks, probably 
planted from seeds 
carried by the birds. 
   Unfortunately, it 
seems that the wild 
blackberry vines 
are becoming more 
scarce or inaccessible. 
Much of the land once 
roamed has been de-
veloped for housing or 
commercial use, many 
roadsides are mowed 
or sprayed with chem-
icals. 

Specials
Each Wednesday

>>>-------------------->
New

Menu Items
>>>------------->

T-Shirts
>>>-------->

Breakfast or
Dinner Anytime

<--------------------<<<
Homemade
Desserts
<-------------<<<

Bison
<--------<<<WIGWAM

Home of the Country Boy
Eat In

Carry Out
Delivery

Monday-Thursday, 7 am-9 pm

Friday & Saturday, 7 am-10 pm

Sunday, 8 am-9 pm

Since 1957
723-3240 

Estill County
1 year $16.04
Sales Tax 0.96______________
Total $17.00

The Estill County Tribune

**Seniors, 65 and older, may deduct $2.50 from above totals

Name _____________________________________________

Address ___________________________________________

City, State, Zip ______________________________________

Send this form with proper payment to:

The Estill County Tribune
6135 Winchester Road

Irvine, Kentucky 40336-8517

Adj. Counties
1 year $26.42
Sales Tax 1.58______________
Total $28.00

Kentucky
1 year $30.19
Sales Tax 1.81______________
Total $32.00

Out of State
1 year $32.00
Sales Tax 0.00______________
Total $32.00

Farm Produce Stand
now open for the season at

432 Kirkland Avenue in Irvine
●Both Red & Yellow Tomatoes

●Cantaloupes and ●Watermelons
●Cucumbers and ●Zucchinis
●Plenty of Fresh Sweet Corn

Honey Select and Silver Queen
Hours are 10-6 Monday thru Saturday

ClickClick

Family Owned & Operated for Over 40 Years

You Bend’em ▬ We Mend’em
● Complete Wreck
 Rebuilding
● Specializing in
 Frame Repair
● All Types of Painting
● Complete Glass
 Repair & Replacement
● Air Conditioning
 Service

See Ricky, Bill, Earl, or Todd at

Arthur’s Body Shop
524 Broadway, Irvine ● 723-4391

Monday - Friday, 8am-5pm; Saturday, 8am to Noon

24 Hour Wrecker Service
After Hours: Call Bill (723-3305) or Ricky (726-0426)


