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age to the trees supplying it. Leveling
the home place on the farm by firc
and now is the cause of me being
temporarily out of my home because
of fire and smoke damage; that is, if
things like these are related o lem-
ons.

My column, “Sweet end Sour,”

. pretty aptly covers the subject. The
lemons in my life have been dealt
with. Sometimes with tears, often
frustration, ller,uenlly patience and
impatience view for space 10be heard
and listened to. When 1 lost several
acres of imber, ready. for harvesting,
to a violent windstorm; my first
thought was, “The Lord Giveth and
‘TheLord Taketh, Blessed be the name:

“of the Lord.” Maybe he has a beuer
use for this land he just cleared by
wind. The very:next year another
violent wind leveled another section
including large oaksclose tothe house
and worry about losing my liveli-
hood began o take precedent over
patience. One more spring with its
strong winds, followed the next win-
ter with the worst ice storms to ever
hit this arca practically destroyed all
timber left on our farm. It was when
I was driven through ascene of intri-
cate ice covered trees, the beauty of
which could be likened to fairyland,
then onto my property, where the
devastation of the ice storm was evi-
dent in acres and acres of pines, the
trees that had escaped the windstorms,
broken down and uprooted by the
weightofthe ice, my prayersof thanks
for Your Blessings tumed 10 onc of,
“Wha have 1 done God to deserve
this?" His answers was, “Lo [ am
with you always.”

Since | don’t have the patience of
Job, nor his faith, the next blow hit
me the hardest of all, when Polly and
Chuck wold me carly, Sunday mom-

ing, 20, 1997, my house:
ground

it? Tt was then 1 began counting my
blessings and not only found sugar
lﬂnkyhnnuspmnfhmuymgwu
tional sweetening and the extra
Iﬁvmoﬁlmcy(onbmm
When the fire machines pulled

‘away and | was told it was O.K. for

‘me 10 go back inmy firsi concerm was
for my treasured antique book cases,
wvanity, and china cabinet. And sur-
prisingly, they had not been touched
by the fire'or water. The only visible

was smoke-which was cx-
tensive, butcould be (a) by

Often there are people behind the
scenes of everyday life who contrib-
ulglochzn@cx ina person attitude of
which incident, or tragedy 10 some,
was a lemon or a chance to make
lemonade. Such a person was Dr.
McElwain and his nurse, Vickie
Whitcley. After my first night in the
motel room ai Kastie Inn was spent
slecpless when the reality of the situ-
ation dawnedon me, that this was the
first time in my life T had no place of
my own 1o lay my/head. [t was then

expert hands. It was then the better
tastcof| ind gave way tooncofl

Iusted thebiterness of agreenlemon
rind. The timber Mat treasured and
had watched grow 10 maturity -was
gone. The home we built and raised
our three children in was gonc. The
tiome way from home for any and

< all relatives and friends who came,
year afler year, to partake of the hos-
pitality of, Mat andZi’s home, where
they knew the welcome mat always
greeted them, is gone. Those days are
now yesterdays.

The last lemon dealt me by faic is
the one I'm making into lemonade,
with both the “Sweet and Sour” of
my title column uscd.

This episode of my losing a bout
with fate began in my kitchen when [
forgot to tumn off the bumner under a
pan with a small amount of cooking
oil in it. When 1 rewurned from the
mailbox the kilchen was in flames.
Now where does lemonade fit into
another disaster in my life? Well,
cnough is cnough, so 1 again asked
God, “Now what do [ do?" The an-

swer was clear; “Look around you .

and sce what is there.”

What I saw was neighbors, onc
calling the fire department, one call-
ing the school to notify Polly, two
women unwinding my lawn hose to
spray on the outside of the house until
the firemen arrived. Then the arrival
of fire trucks with volunteer firemen
1aking over and doing a wonderful
job of extinguishing the firc beforc it
reached other roomsor theroof. 1 was
already beginning to make lemonade
out of these lemons fate had dropped
from the lemon trec. 1 my fate was o
be one of losses there surely had tobe.
a message hidden somewhere in the
wreckageandhere it was, in the smoke
filled housc 1 have called home for
ten years,"If life deals you lemons,
make lemonade.

I had been dealt the lemons, now
wherc could I find the sugar o sweeten
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sweetness when | gave way to the
peace ofkmwmgGod had blessed

rearcd its ugly head and [
thought of Dr. McElwain and his
wisdem of ing (instead of a

accept as a neighbor or friend. They  ciated the invitation 1o do so
tidy up my room if I don’tobject, and  till in & few minatcs when [ heard a
lnvcniasu,lflukﬂmd?. If they mmmmlﬂclluiupi-d
b nty of it)
we get a litde chatting i m Andif 1 mmmumymm
necd anything such as ice, onc of  big red bows and tinscl ropes. That
them brings it to me. act of responding o an old lady who
I don't know where or how Lamry  wantod t0 share some of the beauty in
found such a wonderful crew. If they  bier life” brought tears of happiness
were mine I'd putasign on each onc us into a family like
saying, “Privale Property” withname. 50, that a huge
auached - Hazel, Snndy Kllhy. Christmas stocking with, Granny
Pauline, Geneva and Mi Graves on it is hanging with the oth-
NGWM|sonly|hnhalronL ers on the counter they are using asa
The other half is at the Kastle Inn mnnllc.
i from & d my window

nerve shot). A couple of hours later [
was saumg in his office, my distress

me by not allk 14 ything (0 go
up in smoke and now I notonly had a
few picces of treasurcd furniturc left,
I had fricnds and neighbors offering
a kind of concer and love that |
hadn’t taken time Lo discover before.
So, Bea Hensley, Becky Hammons,
both made emergency phonc calls,
Alta Bullock, Jewell Aian, The
Renners - all close neighbors, the
firemen who protected the furniture,
yet extinguished the fire quickly, all
share in my thanks and the beginning
of the “Pitcher of Lemonade™ 1 am

making from the tree of lemons fate
has harassed me with.

Each of these neighbors offered
for me in their homes. There were
sincere offers of love and kindness.
Sweetening for the lemonade.

Polly and Chuck, being old hands
ataddingsweetening lomy life, came
to my rescue quickly and 1ok con-
trol of things. Her home was my
abode for several days, then a few.
days with Verna, my sistcr-in-law,
“another cube of sugar in my lemon-
ade,” brought the reality of where do
1 go now? I can't keep going from
place to place looking for a place o
sleep? Even though I knew [ was
welcome 1o stay as long as I liked at
citherplace, orgoto Bessie Cromer’s,
my dear friend whose invitation 10
come and stay as long as | liked, with
her had come as soon as she heard
about the fire, was seriously consid-
cred before [decided I needed aplace
1 could call mine, whether it be my
house on Tevis St or a room in.a
motel. Bessie has sweetened my li'e
with her love and kindness for 50
years or so. But right now in all the
turmoil and decisions on where do [
sleep tonight, 1 decided on a motel
room. Thanks Bessic, your offer did
add another spoonful of honey to my
drink,

cvident, h
ing immediately calming my imag-
ined fearsof homelessness and there-

 fore. the necessity of, by a quirk of

me. When I first began going there |

didn’tknow a soul and was quite shy

aboul cating alonc. Now when 1 go in

cveryone greets me with a smile and

1 have began to share bits and picces

urcmlchauslcalormadmemn
s

wm: Dnv:d and Tammie Jamison,
Felicia Cameron, Kandice Jamison,
Kathy Owensand JesseOwens. Soon
others were coming over 10*look and
soe” oh and oh. Then my very dear
friend, Alice Cloud (nou wailress)

fate, spending my time r
inamotel that

could happened. Yes, Dr. McElwain,
Ihave, ly read the “Book of
Job." Also the life of “Jesus Christ,”

His birth, His death. They all have
strengthened my faith, yet I have my
ownproblems - Huh? Yourkind talk-
ing too and reasoning with me, then
includingme in a casual and personal

conversation cleared my thinkingand -

added more sweelening to the big

\
\\container of lemonade. I am making

Arom the fruit of the lemon tree and
sweetened by human kindness. Vicki;
you have also contributed 1o that re-
freshing drink. Your duties as a “per-
fect”™ nurse has gone beyond that and
has become Lo me, the attention of a
friend. Your invitation to have dinner
with you and Chelsea the other night,
added a big spoonful of honey (o it

Now that | am at peace with my-
self, atleast ily, I'll getbusy

“This finally broke the ice between an
old lady cating alone and scveral
wajlruscskmpmgbusy(urhﬁng)
So now I never fecl there is:
comradeship building that [hhmwn
grandma - looking over a bunch of
happy grandchildren - doing their
daily chorcs.

Lich their love and care the other

n|gh|whenumyhadmpomedman.

invitation (o “come scc my pretly
Christmas trec Polly gave me.” One.
of the maintcnance men, Tim, had
moved a Lable under the big window
m!semupmalmanmg.wum
wo pretty o keep to myself. The
malticolor lights lashing as lhcml-

some
blown loose and rumt them, She is
always there when | need her. More
sugar for the pot of lemonade.

Now why shouldn’t I makc lem-
onade from the temons of disaster
that has hounded me when there is so
much love being converted Lo sweet-
ening for it and I appreciate all the
sugar and honey available.

The others Laking part in my new
family and friends, therefore helping
with my lemonade stand are from the
restaurant Mark Thomas, Janet
Robinson, Ruby Mink, Jill Davidson,
Melissa Miller, Kathy Brown, Angie
Abncy, Bum Powell and Heather
Rigsby. From the motel, Louise,
Chark.t Kenny, James.If -1- have
1am sorry. My brain

orson the
md\owrplclnyellowwusmmg
with others whom [ had only recently
met. They came, they saw and appre-

space for new names and faces is out.
oforder. “Perhaps | ranoutof Chads.”

with other events shaping my future.
I have no idea what is going on in the
house on Tevis St. I've wmed that
over to the clean up crew (but please
hurry up).

I'am in a clean comfortable room
with excellent service all the way
from the office where Larry Carter is
supervisor, probably owns, the mo-
tel. Hot coffee is available il 11:00
a.m. and I enjoy a cup along with a
pleasant and beautiful walk when 1
can enjoy the scenery and walch the
constantly moving trafficon I-75 as |
get my needed exercise,

By mid morning maid service is
busy cleaning up the mess left by
occupants of the night beforc, |
haven't met a one I wouldn't gladly
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