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 Someone who prefers 
to remain anonymous 
sent me a funny joke 
about a woman’s funeral, 
if you can imagine such 
a serious subject being 
funny.
 When the funeral 
service was over, the 
pallbearers accidentally 
bumped into a wall, jar-
ring the casket. They 
heard a faint moan, so 
they opened the casket 
to find the woman was 
alive.
 She lived for another 
10 years and then died. 

A funeral service was 
held again. As the pall-
bearers carried the cas-
ket, the husband called 
out: “Watch out for the 
wall.”
 The Bible tells of a day 
when every Christian 
who has died will rise 
from the grave.
 “The Lord Himself 
will descend from heav-
en with a shout, the 
voice of the archangel, 
and the trump God. The 
dead in Christ shall rise 
first, then we which are 
alive and remain will be 
caught up together with 
them in the clouds to 
meet the Lord in the air. 
And so shall we ever be 
with the Lord. (1 Thes-
salonians 3:16-17).
 The very next verse 
says we are to comfort 
one another with those 
words. But the words are 
comforting only to peo-
ple who have given their 
hearts and lives to Jesus. 
For people who are un-
prepared, the thought 
can be very troubling.
 Some of our older 
folks will remember 
Jan. 25, 1938, when the 

northern lights, or au-
rora borealis, were vis-
ible in the mountains 
in our southern states, 
a very unusual occur-
rence there. People were 
caught totally off guard. 
They had never seen 
northern lights. Most 
had never even heard of 
the phenomenon. Some 
thought it might be a 
sign of the rapture, and 
they rushed to churches 
to set things right. 
 That “false alarm” 
served as a wake-up call 
for lots of people at the 
time. But one day, it’s go-
ing to be for real. God the 
Father is going to say to 
Jesus, go and bring my 
children home.
 The old joke my anon-
ymous friend sent about 
the woman’s funeral 
was indeed amusing. 
But there will be noth-
ing funny about being 
caught unprepared for 
the return of our Lord.
  Roger Alford offers 
words of encourage-
ment to residents of 
America’s heartland. 
Reach him at rogeral-
ford1@gmail.com.

Husband wants things to go 
smoother at wife’s second funeral
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Mud Pies
 One of the many plea-
sures of childhood was 
making mud pies. Sound 
yucky? It probably does 
to this generation. Any-
way, that is just what 
two of my first grade 
school mates and myself 
did at recess and lunch 
time.   
 You see, we attended 
one of the last one-room 
schools in the county, 
Stump School. There 
were only three children 
in the 1st grade, Wayne 
Aines, Gary Jones and 
myself. (We three went 
through grade school 
and high school togeth-

er; they were like broth-
ers). I am happy to say I 
got to see both them at 
our 50th high school re-
union on June 30.  
 We were constantly 
getting into something 
and making mud pies 
was our favorite thing 
to do.  The older kids 
played ball on the other 
side of the schoolhouse 
and we weren’t allowed 
over there, so we just 
made our own fun.  
 Under the old school-
house building was plen-
ty of red dirt and sticks 
to make mud pies. And a 
quick rain shower made 
it even better. We would 
fill our buckets with dirt 
and then set them out-
side to collect the exact 
amount of water to make 
the right consistency for 
our mud pies. When it 
rained, then we would 
have plenty of water to 
make the mud pies.
     Every child knows the 
art of making them. We 
stirred the water into 
the mud with a stick, 
adding more dirt until it 
was just right. Then we 
rolled handfuls of mud 
into balls, then flattened 
them with the palms of 
our hands and left them 
on a board to dry in the 

sunshine. 
 The next day after all 
the pies were ready we 
played store behind the 
old wooden front steps. 
One would play store 
keeper and sit behind 
the steps, pretending 
the steps were a counter 
and the other one would 
take turns being the cus-
tomers. Each pie cost a 
nickel. We spent days 
perfecting the mud pies. 
 When Ms. Back rang 
the bell for us to come 
in, we hurriedly brushed 
our clothes off and ran 
for the coat room to 
wash up before she ever 
saw us.  It didn’t take 
much to entertain us 6-
year-olds. I wonder how 
many kids nowadays 
would touch a mud pie. 
I’d say . . . Not many! 
 Another thing that 
was fun to do, was mud 
ball fights.  We would 
be re-setting tobacco by 
hand when  we would 
all be muddy and some-
one would throw a mud 
ball at you; then the war 
began. We’d pounce on 
each other for a little 
bit; then back to work.  
I don’t think there was 
a winner; Dad usually 
ended it with: GET BACK 
TO WORK!

Farm Produce Stand
432 Kirkland Avenue in Irvine

“We have Roma green beans!”
●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
Join us this Friday, featuring 

Grayson Jenkins on our main stage!

For more info, or to become a vendor:
(606) 723-2450 • EstillCountyKY.net/MoonlightMarket

Save the dates for our future markets!

Join us in Downtown Irvine for 
this family-friendly event series! 

Each month will feature live music, 
vendors, games, and community groups. 

Come on out and love where you live! 
Moonlight Market will be held on Broadway 

from 6-10pm.

	 The	annual	reunion	for	the	
descendants	 of	 Sanford	 and	
Dora	Ann	Dickerson	Patrick	
was	 held	 on	 Saturday,	 Au-
gust	4,	2018,	at	the	Ravenna	
National	Guard	Armory	with	
plenty	 of	 fellowship,	 games	
and	door	prizes.
	 Attending	 from	 the	 fam-
ily	of	Tracy	and	Irene	Patrick	
were	 Alex	 Patrick,	 Johnnie	
Patrick,	 Ryan	 Patrick,	 John-
nie	Lee	Patrick	Sr.,	Mary	Ab-
ney,	 Austin	 Hayden	 Abney,	
Amanda	 Patrick,	 Hannah	
Patrick,	 Tracy	 Randall	 Pat-
rick,	Delores	Rowland.
	 The	 family	 of	 Jasper	 Pat-
rick	 Jr.	 “Little	 Jasper”	 in-
cluded	 Raymond	 Patrick	 Jr.	
and	his	two	sons	Raven	Pat-
rick	and	Thayde	Patrick,	and	
Raymond	Patrick	Sr.
	 The	 family	 of	 Elmer	 and	
Elsie	Patrick	Profitt	included	
Angela	 Rogers,	 James	 Rog-
ers,	 William	 Rogers,	 Eliza-
beth	 Rogers,	Terrell	Adams,	
Amelia	 Merino,	 Hector	
Jacome,	 Ricardo	 Jacome,	
Mariela	Merino,	Kathy	Coo-
per,	 Emily	 Cooper,	 Chester	
Profitt,	 Sue	 Frazier,	 Margie	
Fielder,	 Jim	 Fielder,	 Reece	
Wise,	 Barbara	 Wise,	 and	
Lanny	Glenn	Profitt.
	 Chester	and	Nora	Patrick’s	
family	 included	 Darryl	 Pat-
rick	and	Nora	Sue	Patrick.
	 John	 and	 Hazel	 Patrick’s	
family	 included	 Henry	 Pat-
rick,	Elwood	Patrick,	Phyllis	
Ann	 Johnson,	 Opal	 Covey	

and	Tony	Covey.
	 Bill	and	Cecile	Patrick	Pat-
ton’s	 family	 included	 Linda	
Futrell,	Rita	Walker,	Ava	Pat-
ton	and	Alan	Patton.
	 James	 and	 Alma	 Patrick	
Combs’	 family	 included	
Mary	 Combs,	 Geff	 Combs,	
Melissa	 Combs,	 Leesa	Wat-
kins	(Combs),	Gerald	Combs,	
Vivian	Hayes	and	kids.
	 Door	 prizes	 went	 to	 the	
winner	 of	 the	 Patrick	 book,	
Vivian	 Hayes	 and	 Kathy	
Cooper	 who	 	 won	 the	 af-
ghan.	
	 Thanks	 to	 Johnnie	 Lee	
Patrick	II	for	securing	the	ar-
mory	for	the	reunion.
	 Sanford	 and	 Dora	 Ann	
Dickerson	 Patrick	 raised	
their	children	in	a	log	cabin	at	
Cob	Hill	(which	still	stands).	
They	 had	 no	 running	 water	
nor	electric.	Their	water	came	
from	 a	 bucket	 brought	 up	 a	
line	from	about	two		hundred	
feet	up	the	hill	from	a	spring.	
	 He	died	in	the	mid	1940’s	
and	Dora	Ann	lived	most	of	
the	rest	of	her	life	in	the	cabin	
although	she	spent	a	week	or	
more	 at	 times	 with	 each	 of	
her	children.	She	had	12	that	
reached	maturity	but	lost	one,	
Hazel	 Patrick	 Durbin,	 who	
died	 in	 childbirth.	 Grandma	
once	 said	 she	 didn’t	 know	
how	 many	 children	 she	
had	because	a	 few	had	died	
young.
	 The	 rest	 of	 her	 children	
went	 on	 to	 raise	 children	of	

their	 own	 and	 when	 Grand-
ma	Patrick	died	she	had	more	
than	80	grandchildren.	Since	
her	death,	all	of	her	children	
and	their	husbands	and	wives	
have	passed	away.
	 Many	 of	 the	 older	 grand-
children	remember	 the	good	
times	 at	 Grandma’s	 house.	
She	 had	 about	 80	 acres	 and	
most	 of	 it	 was	 cliffs.	 There	
was	a	pretty	good	size	cave	in	
the	back	of	the	house	where	
the	 family	 placed	 gelatin	 to	
get	 it	 to	 gel	 and	 also	 kept	
milk	there.
	 Nearby	 was	 a	 large	 sink-
hole	 that	 was	 about	 20	 feet	
across	 and	 near	 a	 hundred	
feet	deep.	Tracy	Patrick	talk-
ed	 about	 how	 their	 dog	 fell	
into	 the	 hole	 when	 he	 was	
young	and	they	had	to	climb	
in	to	retrieve	him.
	 One	 of	 the	 more	 popular	
places	 for	 kids	 to	 go	 was	 a	
sort	 of	 “I	 dare	 you”	 place	
called	 “the	 devil’s	 kitchen”	
which	was	on	the	far	end	of	
Grandma’s	land.
	 There	was	always	an	abun-
dance	 of	 things	 growing	 at	
Grandma	Patrick’s	including	
large	round	gourds	and	long	
handled	pitcher	gourds.
	 Two	 flowers	 that	 grew	
over	the	hill	was	a	frilly,	fra-
grant	plant	called	Tansy	that	
Tracy	Patrick	always	carried	
a	setting	from	to	wherever	he	
lived	along	with	old	fashion	
hollyhocks	 which	 grew	 tall	
on	the	hillside.

2018 Patrick Family Reunion


