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Though some of the questioners were animated,

“One other question that garnered much interest
(questions) was why The Press wrote the ‘same sto-

“The story about how many people have quit (or
were fired from) city employment since the mayor

“The ongoing talks and possible binding arbitra-

That’s fine, but what is not is the utter lack of
basic decency with which he has at times treated our

Last fall before a City Council meeting, the may-
or verbally “dressed down” Mr. Mitchell in the pres-
ence of Police Chief Mike Card. The incident
occurred in an anteroom of the council chambers,

Again this week, the mayor verbally insulted Mr.

mayor described as a “young reporter” — no doubt

The mayor is in a profoundly influential position,

with or about Mr. Mitchell, others in positions of
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Mayor Jekyll,Mr. Hyde?
·  Kinskey should have
more manners, respect;
especially in dealings
with Press reporter

Viewpoints

Four Guernsey cows filed into the
barn and jammed their heads into stan-
chions.

I had painted their names on the
beam above the stanchions — Spot,
Pet, Buttercup and Polka Dots — and
each cow knew her place.

They began eagerly munching from
the grain boxes I had filled before
rolling the door open. I peered through
the open barn door while I milked and
saw the curtain of night drawn back.

Opal tints climbed up the eastern
heavens and changed to mother-of-
pearl before breaking into streams of
rose and crimson.

The top edge of the sun showed
above the horizon, and suddenly the
shocks of wheat in the field near the
barn cast long shadows across the
foot-high brownish-yellow stubble. 

I hurried this Saturday morning in
late August, and creamy foam rose in
the pail as I milked. The air, clean and
cool, carried the pleasant musky aro-
ma of ripe wheat stems dampened by
dew.

I finished milking in near-record
time, took the milk to the house and
poured it into the big tank on the old
DeLaval cream separator.

I turned the hand crank, and bluish-
white skim milk poured down from
the lower spout into a galvanized milk
bucket. Rich, yellow cream formed a
smaller stream flowing from the top
spout into a shiny clean gallon can,
which once had been full of Hills
Bros. coffee.

When the last drop of milk had
passed through the discs of the separa-
tor, I poured skim milk into four buck-

ets and took them to
the calf pen to feed the
bucket calves.

I took the remainder
of the skim milk to the
hog pen and dumped it
over the fence into a
long trough made from
2-by-12s nailed together
in the shape of a V.

I watched for a
moment while the eight
young pigs crowded
around the trough and
noisily slurped.

The day should have been special
because it was my birthday, but the
wheat harvest was in full swing, and the
importance of a birthday paled in com-
parison to the significance of getting the
wheat safely in the bin before the next
rain.

Neither my parents nor any of my
five siblings remembered my special day
during a hurried breakfast. I decided to
not remind them. Birthday spankings
were a strange tradition in our family,
and I wanted to lessen the chance of get-
ting one by being silent.

On this 12th birthday I would get 12
lashes with my father’s belt and an extra
one, or more, to make me grow.

I always regarded birthdays with
mixed emotions, happy to be a year old-
er while dreading the strap my father
blissfully laced across my backside.

After breakfast I jumped onto Babe’s
bare back and drove the milk cows to
pasture. Babe was really a draft mare,
but I often used her to drive the
Guernseys.

I didn’t run the cows on the half-mile

trip but brought
Babe back to the
barn at a swinging
trot. I threw the har-
ness on her and
Muggins, her
matched brown work
partner, and hitched
them to a low-
wheeled bundle
rack.

I turned Babe
and Muggins over to
my older brother. I
wasn’t old enough

yet to handle a team around the threshing
machine.  Neighbors with teams and
bundle wagons started rattling into the
field.

The neighbor to the east had finished
threshing yesterday, and today the har-
vest continued at our place. Mr.
Plummer had pulled his big Rumley
grain separator into our stack yard late
last evening.

I grabbed my favorite three-tined
bundle fork — one with a brand-new
handle — walked to the nearest wagon
and started helping a neighbor pitch bun-
dles into the rack. Two workers loaded a
wagon twice as fast as one. 

I liked being a spike-pitcher. Spike-
pitchers didn’t have to drive a team and
take charge of a wagon but did one of
two other jobs: pitching bundles from
the shocks onto the racks or feeding bun-
dles from the racks into the thresher.

I especially liked throwing bundles
onto the long feeder and watching them
disappear through the twine cutters into
the jaws of the machine.

Mr. Plummer stood like the captain

of ship atop the big noisy Rumley. In
one hand he had a big oil can with a long
spout and routinely squirted oil onto
sprockets and chains.

When he gave the signal to power up
the machine in the morning, he didn’t
want to shut down until noon, and after
noon he didn’t want to shut down until
dark.

He became very upset if he ever had
to shut down to wait for a wagon. A
spike-pitcher did an important job in pro-
viding the help to eliminate shutdowns.

I kept busy all day and distanced
myself, as much as possible, from mem-
bers of the family. At noon I took my
plate outside and sat on the steps of the
well-house to eat.

I was one of the first ones back at
work after dinner. I pitched bundles until
about an hour before sundown and then
walked to the pasture to open the gate
and drive the Guernseys to the barn.

I repeated the chores I had done in the
morning. By the time I had finished,
most of the horses had been unhitched
and unharnessed, so I helped pack hay to
a yard full of hungry horses before I
swallowed supper and fell into bed.

I grinned before falling asleep grateful
that nobody had remembered my birth-
day and immensely thankful there had
been no birthday whipping.

I got up early Sunday and Monday,
and those days were, to a large extent,
duplicates of the day before. Still nobody
had remembered my birthday.

When I left for the first day of school
on Tuesday morning, feeling incredibly
self-satisfied, I told my mother, “I turned
12 last Saturday.” I still remember her
blank, mouth-open stare.
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Happy when no one remembers a birthday


