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ACF Earth Day Celebration
Stewardship Event

T
o celebrate
Earth Day,
A l a c h u a
C o u n t y

Forever staff are
organizing a day of

stewardship at the soon-to-be-opened
Lake Alto Preserve.  Participants may
choose from three team projects:
• remove trash and exotic

plants from the beautiful
swamp surrounding the new
boardwalk

• remove trash from the edge
of Lake Alto and near the
newly refurbished dock

• install interesting interpretive
signs along the trail system

All of the projects will allow
participants to get their hands (and
feet) dirty, and gussy up the Preserve
for its grand opening.

What:  ACF Earth Day Celebration
Stewardship Event
Where:  Lake Alto Preserve (meet at
the Lake Alto County Park, 17800 NE
134th Place)
When:  Saturday, April 20, 2013
9:00 – 12:00
What to wear:  Wear long pants
and close toed shoes that can get
dirty (folks working on the edge of
Lake Alto may wish to bring water
shoes).  
What to bring:  Bring a water
container (drinking water will be
provided from coolers), snacks, bug
spray, sunscreen, a hat and work
gloves.  If you want to pick up trash
on Lake Alto by boat, bring a boat
and enough personal floatation
devices for your team.
Questions?  Contact Susie
Hetrick – 352.264.6835 (desk) or

352.213.1217 (mobile) 

American Flag
Disposal Box

By Fred Donaldson

I
f you have noticed the flag
disposal box at the Waldo
post office, it is the result of

efforts of WW2 Iwo Jima veteran
Bob Gashe of Gainesville.

Bob is a very patriotic ex
Marine who organized the Iwo Trio
group made up of three ex
Marines (one since deceased) who
fought in the Pacific battle during
WW2. They meet once a month
with ex-Marines and other
interested veterans at Jason's Deli
in Gainesville.

Bob and his helpers have
placed the flag boxes all over
Gainesville and surrounding area
businesses.
  The flags are collected
periodically and given to the VFW
for proper disposal according to
the Federal Flag Code. Google that
and you can find all sorts of
information relating to our flag
including its proper disposal.  Flags
that are faded, torn or just worn
out should not be placed in the
trash and can be taken to the VFW

or placed in our disposal box.  We
have had several already placed in
our Waldo box.

Bob spoke at our Waldo
Veterans Memorial park dedication
several years ago and we have
been good friends ever since.
While having lunch a few weeks
ago, I mentioned to him that
Waldo may be one of the few
communities that does not have
one of his flag collection boxes. 
Needless to say, it didn't take but
a few days before he had a box
ready for Waldo. Our thanks to our
postmaster for allowing the box to
be placed there.  If you have any
questions, you can contact me at
468-1726.

SUBMITTED BY
THELMA BAY

F
riday, May 17th from 5
p.m. until 8 p.m. in the
Family Life Building Waldo

Baptist Church to benefit our
school safety patrol.

Once again, we will serve
spaghetti, green beans, bread, tea
and dessert for $5.00.

All money will be donated to
the patrols for their trip to
Washington, D.C.

Please come out and join us
for this worthy cause and a
delicious meal.

Call Thelma at 339-6956 for
more info.



The Waldo Concerned
Citizens for the

Community, Inc.
Annual Cultural Affair
February 18-23, 2013

T
his year’s theme,  “Glimpse
of the Past” was held at the
Waldo Community Center.

This year’s Cultural Affair was
unique because Waldo Principal,
William Powell, allowed the 3rd, 4th

and 5th grade teachers, H. Howell,
K. Powers, T. Jester, D. Powell, S.
Daniels, and S. Schumacher, 
students and Johnny Ingram, the
bus driver,  to attend the event
during the week.

Presentations were made by
Wayne Sparkman (Historian),
Stephen Lawrence (Tuskegee
Airman), and Vivian Filer (African-
American Story Teller).

The students were very
attentive, each day, asking
questions and making comments.

The Affair ended on
Saturday with a day of show and
tell as well as food tasting.
Members of the Waldo community
and the surrounding area brought
and displayed artifacts long held in
high regard by family members
and passed down from generation
to generation.

Randy
Adams (The
W a y w a r d
Potter), a self
taught potter
w i t h  a
r e l i g i o u s
theme and his
wife, Theresa
Adams, (Tea’s
C h i r r e n ) ,
m a k e  a
w o n d e r f u l
team. She

started making black dolls because

the little black children didn’t have
any dolls they could identify with.
They come complete with native-
style attire and a unique birth
certificate.

Buddy Thompson talked
about the many years he and his

f a m i l y
h a r v e s t e d
cane with
the Watson
family. There
was a display
of how cane

syrup was made. He brought the
tool used to cut down the cane.
There was a sample of home made
cane syrup on display as well as
other tools used at that time.

S a m u e l
Sande rs ,  o f
Gainesville, had
a variety of black
articles, “Back in
the Days,” that
he accumulated
over the years.
H e  s h a r e d
i n f o r m a t i o n
ab o u t  e a c h
ar t i c l e .  The
audience was
captivated by his
presentation.

Robert L. Hill, a native of
Waldo, now living in Gainesville,
showed pictures of soldiers from
the Civil War, mess kits and even a
weapon carrier from the Spanish
American War.

Catherine Rivers brought
artifacts of her
d e c e a s e d
grandmother,
who lived to be
one hundred
and seven years
old.

The menu for the food
tasting: BBQ pig feet, baked

chicken, gizzards and rice, collard
greens, black-eyed peas, macaroni
and cheese, potato salad, roasted
sweet potatoes, cracklin corn
bread, sweet potato pon, cobblers,
ginger bread, jelly cake, ice tea
and water.

Cooks who prepared the
food: Lorene Carter, Shirley Ford,
Mildred Lawson, Chenetta Ross,
Fannie O’Neal, Bertha Platt, Flossie
Albert and Catherine Hill.

Thanks to Mr. And Mrs.
Lougene Hill, for donating Overall
for the young man playing
checkers.

Thanks to Joe Lipsey, our
M.C., prayer by Rev. James
Ramsey, welcome by Mayor Davis.
Additional thank you to Kim
Worley, Rodney Estes, Thelma
Bay, Millie Keirnan, Penny Dodd,
Bruce Steward, Melanie Aultman
for giving the items to make the
goody bags for each student (total
of 77 students in attendance).

Also, thanks to the Mayor,
City Manager, Board members and
Jeff Lee and Monica Kish of Elder
Care for allowing the Center to be
closed for the event the entire
week.

On behalf of the Waldo
Concerned Citizens for the
Community, Inc. (W3C’s), we
express our appreciation for your
participation in our Annual Cultural
Celebration. Let’s continue to make
this event a highlight in our
community. Until next year.

The W3C’s:
Larry O’Neal

Barbara Rainer-Lee
Christine Mays
Mary Ann Rich

2



TOAD - PART TWO
Eldon Darrah

M
y van was one of
those conversion
models, with two

large windows on the
driver’s side, and one
large window and sliding

door on the passenger side. And
this being the side I was looking
at, I could see the sliding door was
slid open a few inches. Whoever
was in there was using one of
those tiny flashlights. I was
guessing like you’d see on
someone’s key-chain. Maybe I
shou ld  ca l l  the  law I
thought---there were a couple pay
phones on the far front of the
store. Then I thought, maybe it’s
just some young kid who’s in need
of a good scare tactic that could
get them back on the straight and
narrow. Yea, that’s probably it.
Some young misguided kid I
reassured myself. What should I
do? Think Man, Think! Ok, ok.
What if it isn’t some young
hoodlum in need of a lesson in
life,. What then! What if he’s A 250
pound drug-crazed maniac!?! 
Capable of ripping one of my limbs
off, and beating me to death with
the bloody end!?! Easy now, easy
I tell myself. I’ve got to pull myself
together here… All right, let me
think. I’m smart enough to know
how to deal with a situation like
this. I must analyze this. Hmm,
he’s using an awfully small
flashlight. What do I have in there
that anyone would want to steal?
Change in the ashtray? A little
emergency tool kit under the
driver seat? I’ve got my milk! What
could he be doing in there?!? Sure
wish he’d just come on outta
there! Why doesn’t he just grab
something and come on out. Then

I wouldn’t have to worry about
what to do. I could size-up the
situation real quick then. He’s still
shining that stupid little light
around!  What the heck could he
be doing in there!?! It’s been four
or five minutes now. My milk’s
going to ruin! Hmm, maybe if I yell
something from here he’ll drop
everything and take off. And if he
did happen to be a 250
drug-crazed maniac, I’d be one
happy camper if he did just jump
and run!

Alright, I’m a pretty shrewd
thinker. I need to strategy this out
a little more. OK, suppose he is a
big’ol Crazed KILLER!!! And
decides to come after me!!! What
then!??! Easy Now, easy fella,
calm down, I tell myself, no need
to get too stressed yet! LOGIC,
yea, that’s it, logic. I’ve always
prided myself on how I can
rationalize things logically. Whew,
that’s it, take a deep breath. OK, I
need to exercise some sensibility
here. Now, if he does turn out to
be a 250 pound drug-addict and
happened to be a maniac to boot,
then logic, and my superb
reasoning assures me that he’s
probably not a track star too. And
at this point, a track star is the
only kind of person that could
stand a snow-ball’s chance in hell
of ever catching me! So, with all
these superb deductions
masterfully deduced, HERE GOES.

“HEY!!!...YOU IN THE VAN!”
The light goes out!  My pulse
quickens even more. I wait a few
more seconds, hoping he’ll just
break and run! No such luck. “I
KNOW YOU”RE IN THERE”, I
reminded the thief. Nothing, not a
sound, looks like I was right. Some
kid scared out of his wits. My
anxiety beginning to subside a tad,
but nerves still on red alert! “GET

OUT, OR I’LL CALL THE COPS!!”.
OH NO!!..…what have I done!! I
should have said the cops are on
the way! I thought to myself. How
could I have been so stupid!!!! Still
nothing.

Well, I decide. Whoever is
in there can’t be all that
dangerous. I’m tired of waiting. I
start easing my way over to the
side door of the van. I gingerly
take hold of the door handle, my
body shielded from the interior of
the van by the sliding door. Still,
not a sound. There’s no way
anyone could have gotten out of
the van  without me seeing them, 
I thought. As I readied to jerk the
door open. With every nerve
ending in my body alert and fully
capable of removing me from the
vicinity at warp speed, I SLID THE
DOOR WIDE OPEN, and jumped
back to make sure there was
plenty of room for the thief to
jump and run. WHAT! NOTHING!
There’s no one in there! This can’t
be! As I stand there, reassessing
the situation, I notice a movement
in the van. Then ‘PLOP’!! WHAT
THE!!

What is this. A huge, fat,
ugly toad had jumped out at my
feet! And he’s holding a little tiny
flashlight in his right front foot!
Wait a minute, There’s something
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very, very wrong here. This has
got to be some kind of trick or
something. THAT”S IT! Someone’s
pulling a prank! Yea, that makes
sense. Well, I’m not about to be
the butt of someone’s prank, and
being the super-mental-navigator
that I am, I asked the toad. “Ok,
what is this? Candid Camera?
Hidden videos? Where’s Rod
Serling? Where’s the camera crew”
I added. I didn’t hear any one
laughing.

I looked down at the toad.
He looked up at me with that
goofy look that all frog type
creatures possess and said,”Hey
man, I was just catching those
flies that were in your van
windows.

At this point I’m thinking,
maybe I would’ve fared better with
a 250 pound crazed drug-addict
chasing me around the block, with
an ax.

Thinking quickly: as shrewd
at that as I am, and not about to
let this toad get the intellectual
uppers on me.. “Huh, you expect
me to believe that!” I snapped at
the toad. “What were you trying to
steal?”

“I wasn’t trying to steal
anything, Mister.” The toad
responded. “How could I steal
anything? I don’t even have any
pockets! And furthermore, most
people would consider I was doing
them a favor by ridding their
vehicle of flies.”

“You’re not going to talk
your way out of this that easy.” I
told the toad. Yet in the back of
my mind, or what was left of it,
what the toad was saying seemed
to somehow make sense. Wait a
minute! “I’m the smart one here!”

I remind myself. There’s
never been a toad that could
out-think me! So, I countered back

at the toad. “If you think for one
minute you’re going to weasel your
way out of this, toad, you’ve got
another thought coming! I know
you’re nothing but a thieving toad.
Do you take me for some kind of
idiot or something? Do I look like a
fool to you?”

The toad looked up at me
knowingly. THAT DID IT!

Ain’t no pock-marked
fly-stuffed toad going to do me
this way, and get by with it!

DON’T MISS THE EXCITING
CONCLUSION TO THIS

SERIAL IN THE MAY ISSUE
OF THE WALDO PHOENIX!

A Little Bird Told Me
Lucy Roe Cook

Little Bird’s
feathers soon
will dry.
See you bye
and bye.

SARAH EDWINA WYNN KELLY
J. C. HALL

IRA "SKIPPY" DAVIS

If you know Waldo citizens who
have passed, please call Millie
Keirnan 352-468-1378.

“Home” To Hogansville
Mary Sue Rister

R
ecently, two friends were
invited by Denise Burnham
Baun to go along on a “trip

home” to Hogansville, Georgia. For
those of you who recognize the
name “Burnham” from the 1960’s
Waldo era, you’ll understand just
how special such an invitation is.
And so with eagerness and
excitement, Linda Hall Vlacos and
I made plans to indulge in what
we knew would be a journey to a
place of familiar comfort and a
heartfelt welcome.

As has become my “normal”
over the past year, I was under
the weather. But I just couldn’t
think of postponing something
which I knew would ignite a spark
of reverent longing as we
embraced stories from decades
past. I couldn’t think of a better
remedy for my sagging spirit.

And so early one recent
Friday morning, the three of us
met, grabbed a Hardee’s biscuit for
the road and set out to find our
way “home” to Hogansville.

Denise, who is quite familiar
with the 6 hour ride, was the
designated driver with Linda riding
shotgun. I piled up in the back
seat and slept, hoping to recover
some of my waning energy. We all
knew that waiting for us on the
other end of the road, was a
home-cooked meal which would
warm our hearts as well as our
tummies.

It was COLD even in
Florida, and we were headed
straight north so it was bound to
get colder as we drove.

Sometime in 1963 the
Burnham family set their sights on
Waldo as the next stop in what
had been a series of moves related
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to W.C. Burnham’s work. Moving
from their most recent abode in
Pinnetta, Florida, they settled into
a 2-story home in Waldo which sat
behind a service station on the site
now occupied by the old Dollar
General store, across from
Hardee’s on Highway 301.

My family had lived there
previously to their arrival, while we
built the home in which my brother
Larry, still lives. Those of us who
lived and/or stayed overnight in
that 2 story house are convinced it
was haunted. For anyone who
doubts that, all I can say is I
believe!!

The Burnham family gifted
Waldo with a clan of six youths
who ranged in age from teens to
not much more than toddlers. It
didn’t take long for their home to
become a favorite hangout with
the locals. That was thanks largely
to a stunningly beautiful teenage
daughter named Omie, and two
strapping young sons, Randy and
Mickey.

WC and Jauny welcomed
the hoard of friends into a home
that was filled with an ever
present air of kindness and relaxed
warmth. The younger three
children, Denise, Donna and Stacy
assembled their own crew of
friends as well and so the
Burnham family developed an
“open door” policy in order to
accommodate everyone.

Omie drew in quite a gaggle
of eager young pursuers as did the
two older boys, and so it wasn’t
unusual for the house to be filled
with “extras” at any given time.
And in fact, most of the time.

Some of the regulars were
Linda Hall, Barbara Gwin, Randall
Beggs, Bill Desha, Larry Ganstine,
Jack and Mildred Ganstine, Larry
Holton, Susan Stallings, Gena

Dempsey, Sue Mullins, Patti Drew.
On and on the list goes. There was
no limit to the Burnham family’s
hospitality nor their capacity for
new friends.

When the Burnham family
left Waldo in 1969 to go back
“home” to Georgia, they left
behind the roots of many
friendships that would never be
forgotten. And a few broken hearts
that would be a long time
mending.

But on this particular Friday
decades later, two of us were
joining Denise in a reunion that
promised to be every bit as
cherished as the memory of those
days which now lived only in our
hearts and minds.

We finally pulled into the
Hogansville motel to check in and
get our things moved into the
room, knowing that it would be 3
VERY tired little girls who returned
there SOMETIME later on in the
evening. I had brought an
inflatable mattress along (and YES,
an electric blanket). Denise and
Linda would share the oversized
bed. 

With bellies that seemed to
know exactly what was ahead, the
3 of us headed for the “Burnham
compound” located on Hale Road
in Hogansville. Brothers Stacy and
Randy have homes on the
property. Mickey, Donna and Omie
all live close by. The family had
grown by one since their departure
from Waldo. A surprise which
came in the form of another son
named Chris who just happened to
currently be staying with Ms
Burnham in the family home. 

The wind was cold and
cutting as we stepped from the car
and raced through the front door.
We were literally warmed as we
entered, by the flames of a gas

stove/heater which sat in the front
room. And then our hearts were
warmed by a welcoming embrace
that can only be crafted and
perfected from years of “practice.”
One that can be authenticated only
through the love which lives in a
mother’s heart.

Greetings aside, we were
ushered through the kitchen to
ladle into our bowls the
DELICIOUS smelling soup which

f i l l ed  a
c o u n t e r
top crock
pot. Added
on the side
were large
slices of
cornbread
w h i c h
rested in

an iron skillet nearby. To top it off
was a glass of sweet tea. And thus
began a celebration, a reunion, a
reconnection between family and
friends.

We spent the entire
afternoon chatting, giggling,
remembering and telling old
stories. I was struck by the
profound “genuineness” of Ms
Burnham’s character. Everything
about her was gracious and
sincere, honest and genuine,
funny and endearing. It was
impossible not to be pulled into the
midst of her charm. And very
unlikely that I would ever forget
this feeling of “surrogate”
mothering from a lady who
reminded me so much of my own
mother who I had lost 11 years
earlier. The years had taken a bit
of a physical toll on the Burnham
family matriarch. But time, nor
distance, nor loss, nor pain had yet
managed to rob her of the beauty
that thrived at the core of her
being.
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The day seemed to fly and
soon stomachs were rumbling for
“more, more.” We opted to visit a
local Mexican restaurant for dinner
rather than have this precious lady
return to the demands of her
kitchen. After we had eaten far too
much, we returned home for more
giggles and silliness and
eventually, the 3 of us retired to
our motel room where we talked
for another hour before falling into
sound sleep.

Saturday morning was
COLD as we left the room and
headed back to “Mom’s” for
breakfast. We sneaked a quick visit
in with Omie on our way out. I
wasn’t at all surprised to find that
she is still a tiny bit of dynamite,
dressed in a BEAUTIFUL outside
package. WOW! That girl is STILL
rockin’ her looks all these years
after her Waldo teenage “best.” I
found myself needing to stave off
a ration of “envy.”

Biscuits, eggs, bacon and
coffee warmed our insides as our
hearts were again warmed by the
graciousness of this awesome
woman upon re-entering Ms
Burnham’s home.

Soon, with happy tummies,
we left her
there to rest as
the 3 of us
went out to
explore antique
shops and look
for treasures.
And indeed we
did find a few
that we could

stuff into the already burdened
trunk (including a blue mermaid).
Then we headed back to pick up
our shared “Mom” and into
LaGrange for a late lunch/early
dinner at Fried Tomatoes. I’m too
ashamed to tell you how much we

carried out of that place in our
bellies. The double buffet filled
with heaping servings of good old
country grub, was far too tempting
for us to resist. And so we over-
indulged and waddled out the door
to find that snow flurries had
shown up to greet the visiting
Florida natives.

A few stops for some local
shopping and then we headed
back to the “compound” to spread
out and let our food settle. More
stories, giggles, shar ing,
remembering and lots of coziness
as we sat there soaking up the
comfort we knew we would soon
be forced to leave behind. The fire
burned quietly, filling the room
with its welcome warmth. The
comfor tab le  sur round ings
beckoned sleep as we lounged
lazily in our chairs, unwilling to
surrender to its call lest we miss
one  momen t  o f  s h e e r
contentment.

Later, one of the
grandchildren dropped by for a
visit. She was the bubbly, chatty,
adorable daughter of oldest son
Randy. We were all charmed by
her outgoing perkiness as we sat
in our seats still feeling “heavy”
from our late lunch, and watched,
amazed as she and her son
feasted on left over, cold pizza and
homemade cheesecake. It would
be a good long while before we
felt the pangs of hunger again.

And then it was time to say
goodbye. Time for tearful hugs,
declarations of love, gentle kisses
and promises that we would do it
all again very soon. The heaviness
I felt in my heart had nothing to
do with the amount of food that
had been on my dinner plate. I felt
sad, knowing I was walking away
from something that felt
comfortable and familiar. There

was a part of me that wanted to
cling to this piece of the past I’d
managed to stumble upon. I
wanted to carry it along with me
and not leave it here miles away
from my reach. But with a final
hug and one more look back, we
braved the night which remained
filled with white flurries of snow,
and made our way back to our
room. There, after recapping our 2
days of delight, the 3 of us fell into
sleep, snug and warm in the
embracing comfort of “home,”
which seemed to have joined us
there in the unfamiliar setting of a
motel room.

I can’t thank Denise enough
for inviting me into her family, her
home, her past and the undeniable
joy found in the presence of her
Godly mother. Thank you for the
gift of your friendship. I am so
thankful that life led you back
“home” to Waldo to marry your
childhood sweetheart, Mark Baun
(A love story in itself best saved
for another day).

Thank you Linda for being a
part of this trip and our journey
through yesterday. I have come to
appreciate the wonderful friend
I’ve found in you. And thank you,
Ms Burnham for being who and
what you are, and for having the
willingness to let your kindness
flow beyond the boundaries of
your family. It is through this kind
of love that the world is changed.
One heart at a time.

Waldo Commodities
Tuesday, April 2, 2013

Waldo Community
Center

1 -2 p.m.
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Information Please!

Waldo Phone Numbers You Might Need
(Cut out and place by your phone)

City Hall 468-1001
After Hours Water Emergency 258-3110
Fire Emergencies Call 911
Police Department 468-1515
Police Non-Emergencies 955-1818
Waldo Library 468-3298
Waldo Community Center 468-2336
Waldo Post Office 468-1970
Waldo Community School 468-1451
Waldo Phoenix 468-1910

April Birthdays
1 Hilda Ross 1 Lumanda Davis
5 Dusty Harrison 5 Lindy Crews
10 Christine Hill 11 Elmore Taylor
11 Heather Bedford 12 Ciara Minnix
16 Lillie M. Anderson 16 Melanie Aultman

17 Ardell Davidson 18 Robert Abbott
22 Jonna Jackson 22 Amanda Edge
22 Earth Day 23 Lawrence Grant
26 Mary Aikin 26 Bridgette Hill
26 Jim DuBois

Subway of WaldoSubway of WaldoSubway of WaldoSubway of Waldo

Present this ad for $1 off a FOOTLONG™
OR $.50 OFF A 6" SUB!

Located on NE HWY 301 next to Dollar General
Call 352-468-1163 or fax 352-468-1153

RANDOM FACTS:
Unlike many other fishes, seahorses swim upright,
and their eyes can move independently.

Bonus Fact:
The female seahorses deposits up to 1,500 eggs in
the male's pouch, which they are supposed to carry
until fully developed, tiny seahorses are emerged.
Seahorses never nurture their young after birth,
leaving them susceptible to predators.

Philadelphia
 Missionary Baptist

Church Services

Rev. James W. Ramsey - Pastor
2nd and 4th Sundays 11:00 am

Mid-week service
every Wednesday 6:00 pm

 taught by Minister Bernard Carter
Awesome Sunday School
every Sunday 9:45  am

taught by Bro. Bobby Hill
or Minister Bernard Carter for adults

and Sis. Josie “Jackson”
& Sis. Monique Taylor for the children.

Men’s Day service will be held
on the 4th Sunday in July at 11:00 am

Always remember that
Man is Mighty but God is Almighty

First Baptist Church, Waldo
Hwy 24

352-468-1721
Sunday Schedule

9:15 - 9:45 Refreshments
9:45 Bible Study (all ages)

11:00 am & 6 pm Worship
11:00 am & 6 pm Children’s Worship
6 pm Youth Praise and Worship

Wednesday Schedule
5:45 - 6:15 pm Dinner
6:30 pm Children’s, Youth, Adult

Programs
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PLEASE SUPPORT OUR ADVERTISERS. THEY SUPPORT US
AND HELP MAKE THIS NEWSPAPER POSSIBLE

Overhead Door Company of Gainesville
POST OFFICE BOX 568
GAINESVILLE, FL 32602

OFFICE: (352) 468-2733
FAX: (352) 468-1453

Waldo Phoenix
Advertising Rate Sheet

(effective date: March 1, 2010)

Your 8-1/2" x 11" or smaller flyers will be
inserted @ $25.00/250 per month.
We will work with you to create your ad.
We can add clip art, photos or your logo.
Call 352-468-1910 - Advertising Editor

email: HistoricWaldo@gmail.com

Reminder!
The next Waldo Historical
Society meeting will be held on
Thursday, April 25, 2013 at 7
pm at the Waldo Community
Center. Refreshments always available
More than just coffee. Good food to enjoy
during the meeting.

Thank You for Supporting Your Waldo Historical Society
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