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Shop Lexington Farm 
Supply for all your 
gardening needs.

In stock now:
 13-13-13

Potting Soil
Assorted Vegetable Plants and 

much more!

LEXINGTON
FARM SUPPLY   

Store Hours: Mon. - Fri.   8 a.m. - 5:00 p.m.
Sat. 7:30 a.m. to 5:00 p.m.

Highway 12 E 	 834-3388 	 Lexington

We also stock a large assortment of 
mosquito repellents!!

Court Square 834-2721 Lexington 

Hallie Murtagh
Bailey Rutledge

May 25

Anna Weems
Reid Sumrall

June 2

Time 4 A Change
Don’t forget to turn your 
clock ahead one hour this

 Sunday, March 11 at 2:00 a.m.

109 Carrollton   Lexington   662-834-9007

Lexington Lawn and Garden Center 
will have you ready for Spring!

The many friends of Mrs. 
Katherine Cagle are very 
thankful she is improved af-
ter being a hospital patient 
for several days in Jackson. 
She is now recovering at the 
hospital in Kosciusko. Love 
and prayers are that she will 
be home with her family 
and friends, most who have 
been at her side during her 
illness.

Mr. and Mrs. Donald Bro-
yles have enjoyed being with 
family members during the 
week. Those visiting with the 
Broyles were Ann Robinson 
of Pineville, Arkansas, Dar-
rell Robinson of Woodworth, 
Louisiana, Minnie Robinson 
of Biloxi and Barbara Staf-
ford and brother-in-law of 
Pensacola, Florida. From 
here they went to Parris Is-
land, South Carolina for the 
graduation of Tembo Robin-
son from Boot Camp for the 
Marines. They were glad to 
get to spend time with him. 
He is to report to Camp 
LeJuene in North Carolina 
for about a week’s training. 
Tembo is also the grandson 
of the late Netherlena and O. 

Durant News
by Rowena Hill

B. Byrd, Jr.
Mr. and Mrs. Joey Hill 

spent Friday night and Sat-
urday with the children of 
Jamie and Warren Conner 
while they were away for a 
few days. They enjoy their 
grandchildren a lot.

Remember all our sick 
and/or homebound residents/
former residents.

Prayers and concern con-
tinue for Lewis and Lucy Al-
exander. They haven’t been 
well for some time. May 
God bless and give heakling 
to them and others in our 
area.

A note for Buck and Nell 
Burrell is that we miss see-
ing and being with them. She 
is almost bed ridden. Buck 
is very attentive but not too 
well himself. Pat and wife 
are there to help out and help 
with cooking and whatever. 
He also isn’t too well. They 
are not forgotten and remain 
in the hearts and minds of 
those who know, care and 
are concerned about them 
and their needs.

The Ladies Night Out met 
Saturday evening at Kaffay 

Mile O Way with a large 
number in attendance. All 
enjoyed a good program.

Prayers and concern con-
tinue for Mr. and Mrs. W. R. 
Martin and others who aren’t 
well and may be facing sur-
gery. May God bless each 
and every one of you.

Mark Underwood celebrat-
ed a birthday Sunday and 
received calls from several 
friends including former res-
ident Francis Brantley from 
Conway, Arkansas.

Prayers and best wishes 
to Mrs. Eddie Ruth Boat-
man. She hasn’t been feeling 
well for some time. We miss 
her in church and Sunday 
School.

All at First Baptist Church 
are thankful former resident 
Sara Jo Kealhofer Guion has 
played for the services sev-
eral times lately while our 
pianist Mrs. Stanley Ellis has 
been with her sick mother 
and during the loss of her 
mother. Sympathy is extend-
ed to the family.

Mrs. Beth Blanton Mo-
mand of Fort Smith, Arkan-
sas visited with her mother 
Mrs. Dot Blanton during the 
week. All like to hear from 
Beth. She is a blessing with 
her singing and talents..

To celebrate the birthday of Dr. Seuss, March 2, 1904, Jennette Moore, librarian for 
the Goodman and Pickens Public Libraries, read and spoke about Dr. Seuss’s books to 
Ms. Coleman’s Kindergarten Class, KB, at Goodman-Pickens Elementary School, on 
Thursday, March 1. Theodor Seuss Geisel, who died in 1991, was an American author, 
political cartoonist, poet, animator, book publisher, and artist, best known for author-
ing more than 60 children’s books under the pen name Dr. Seuss. His work includes 
several of the most popular children’s books of all time. 		  (Photo submitted)

Last week I celebrated 38 
years with my wife. With this 
memory, I bring back an old 
favorite.

It was the funniest sight 
the other day. At daybreak a 
tom strolled down the path 
to a small field just in front 
of me. There he strutted and 
gobbled and listened for any 
hen that might be close and 
interested in watching him 
flex his muscles as if he were 
in a pose-down at an Arnold 
Schwarzenegger Classic. 
He paraded in one direction 
and then the other as if he 
were practicing in front of 
a mirror in anticipation for 
the real thing. It was not too 
long until some movement 

to my left caught my eye. It 
was 5 young jakes who had 
heard his call and decided to 
team up and try to run him 
off. That’s what they do. 
The younger males are not 
fit enough to take on a full 
grown gobbler by themselves 
so they form a gang and 
team up to push him away 
from any hen that might be 
around. The problem how-
ever, was there were no hens 
in sight………… yet. As I 
watched I was impressed 
how the older tom stood 
his ground. While the jakes 
looked formidable, their 
tactics mostly amounted to 
nothing but a good bluff. So, 
there they were; 5 jakes and 

a tom bickering among one 
another in the middle of my 
little field. And then it hap-
pened. She showed up. Yes 
she did. And she must have 
looked really good because 
every one of the boys sud-
denly stopped and looked, 
and never flinched one tail 
feather. They froze for what 
seemed like eternity, just 
watching her saunter across 
their dance floor.  It was as 
if each one had so practiced 
this moment but now that it 
was here, they were totally 
unsure of what to do. Do I go 
over to her? Do I flex again? 
Do I punch one of my friends 
in the face? I sure hope I 
don’t have anything hanging 
out of my nose. And while 
she moved gracefully to the 
center, they were afraid to 
budge, fearing a monumen-
tal stumble.

I laughed at how my feath-
ered male friends were so 
like me and my non-feath-
ered male friends. I was re-
minded of my own pursuit 
of my wife years ago, and 
how my rehearsals were so 
much more suave than the 
actual performance. The 
deep and handsome gobble 

I had practiced was hard to 
replicate with sweat running 
down my forehead and a big 
apple stuck in my throat. To 
say anything at that moment 
would give away the fact my 
voice was still changing.  So, 
like my turkey brothers, I 
simply stood still, and made 
sure my knees were slightly 

bent because I had heard this 
would keep me from passing 
out. As she passed by I gath-
ered up all the testosterone 
that had been slowly leaking 
out and finally posited the 
question; “Do you want fries 
with that?” And we have 
been together ever since.

gary@outdoortruths.org


