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W.H.S. News
by Penny Dodd

GOOD NEWS!

S
omething wonderful is
happening. Y o u  m i g h t
notice more stories than

usual in this month’s issue. It
seems they are coming to us from
everywhere.

Are we becoming “THE
PLACE” to get published? We have
a story from a writer as far away
as Clinton, Connecticut, and
several from local writers as well.
We might have to consider
increasing the size of the Waldo
Phoenix to accommodate
everyone. Actually, nothing would
make me happier, if we only had
more advertisers to help with the
cost.

MORE GOOD NEWS!
Your Waldo Historical

Society recently applied for a
501(c)(3). For those readers who
are unfamil iar with that
designation, it means that we will
now be able to apply for grants,
and you will now be able to donate
all you want to us (that you’ve
been holding back in the past)
because now it will all be tax-
deductible.

AND STILL MORE!
Last month, several

members of the W.H.S. visited the 
Interlachen Historical Society, to
see how they have done their
caboose. The Waldo Caboose,
believe it or not, is still coming
along. We are going to re-paint
inside, as the paint we used

originally is too dark. Interlachen’s
paint is a much lighter shade of
green, which makes it much lighter
and brighter inside.

We will be installing an air
conditioner for the protection of
the displays and the comfort of
those railroad enthusiasts who
want to see our collections and
learn about the history of Waldo’s
railroad and its people.

The roof needs work, and
Mr. Mike Montenera, who has
retired from CSX, will be
supervising the repairs soon.

In our SPARE TIME, we are
working diligently trying to file all
that we are moving from other
places to our semi-permanent
storage area.

Waldo Commodities
Monday

(Yes, Monday)
November 18

1-2 pm
Waldo Community Center

Thanksgiving Banquet
for Waldo Seniors

Thursday, November 21
Waldo Baptist Church

Family Life Center - 6pm

A
ll Waldo Seniors are invited
to come enjoy Thanksgiving
Dinner, prepared and

served by members of the
C h a l l e n g e r  C i r c l e  w i t h
entertainment by the church youth
group.

I Do
by Eldon Darrah

He tells her he loves her
She says the same
Nearly children themselves
Caught in life's crazy game
They plan for a wedding
He buys her a ring
They start on their journey
Their hearts filled with dreams

One baby later
One more on the way
Their passions subsiding
Hearts begin to sway
They still say I love you
But getting further between
Still children at heart
In the midst of their dream

What do you do when the new
Wears off I love you
When foolish pride wants to say
We're all through
What do you do when the new
Wears off I love you
Hug the babies and their Moma
And remember, I do.

 "Life is the sum of all
your choices."

– Albert Camus

I used to be indecisive,
but now I'm not so sure.



The Chocolate Shoes
by Shirley Korik

Clinton, Connecticut

I
t was the 1930s and the
country was trying to
“bounce back” from “the

Great Depression.”
Many families were in a

state of extreme poverty. Mary’s
family was one of them. She was a
shy, sensitive nine year old, and
the youngest of nine children.

Although there wasn’t
enough food to feed them
adequately, fuel to keep the house
warm, and sometimes no electric
(oil lamps had to be used), they
were surrounded and covered with
their mother’s love. She just knew
things would get better.

However, it didn’t help Mary
even though her mom was so
optimistic. Mary needed toothpaste
and shoe polish now!

She hated the first school
day of the week - Monday! It was
known as Health & Appearance
Day! Each row of students was put
in competition against the others to
see which had the highest score on
a Health & Appearance Quiz.

The questions:
1. What did you have for

breakfast?
2. Did you brush your teeth?
3. Then your hands were

examined for  c lean
fingernails.

4. Were  you dressed
appropriately?

5. Was your hair combed
neatly?

6. Finally, were your shoes
polished?
Mary could fake the

breakfast one. She wasn’t going to
explain that she only had a cup of
cocoa and plain toast for her
breakfast, but question #6, that
was the problem! Her shoes were
brown and badly scuffed up. There

was no money to buy shoe polish,
so she could not polish them.

Each week, Mary’s row had
a low score. Finally, a couple of the
girls told her, “Stop making us lose
each week, just because you’re too
lazy to polish your shoes.”

Mary thought, “What am I
going to do?”

The following Monday, she
feigned being sick, and her momma
let her stay home. Mary realized
that she couldn’t skip school every
Monday. How could she make her
shoes look better?

Wow! She had an idea! If
she could find some leftover paint
in the cellar, she could paint her
shoes. She lived in a two-family
house and the family above was
always painting something and
putting the leftover paint cans in
the cellar. Sure enough there it sat.
The can was marked light brown.
She opened it, and it looked like
chocolate syrup. It certainly would
do.

After getting permission
from them to use a little paint for a
school project, she figured she
would paint her shoes early Sunday
morning. They should be dry for
school on Monday. Problem solved!

Monday morning, she
dressed carefully, because her
shoes were not quite dry. “No
problem, she thought. They’ll
probably be dry by the time I walk
the several blocks to school.”

Success! Her room won that
week and all went well until she
noticed later in the day that there
was brown paint on the wrought
iron base of the desk! She didn’t
know what to do.

Finally the bell rang,
signaling the end of the school day
and as usual, everyone hurried to
the dressing room, got their coats
and left, while she still sat at her
desk.

Mrs. Flynn, the teacher, 
looked up and said, “I know why
you’re still sitting there, Mary. I
noticed the brown paint earlier, but
I didn’t want to embarrass you
about it. Would you like to explain
it to me now that we are alone?”

After the sorrowful
confession came out, Mrs. Flynn
said in a very calm voice, “Don’t do
that again, Dear. I’ll have the
janitor take care of it, but don’t
leave yet. I want you to take a
letter to you mother.”

Mary waited nervously for
the letter. Mrs. Flynn put it in the
envelope, sealed it and handed it to
her student.

Mary thanked her for not
being “mad” at her. Instead, she
gave Mary a hug, and said,
“Everything will be okay!”

Mary dreaded going home
with the letter. How could
everything be okay, she thought,
when she was in so much trouble
and the shoe problem was bigger
than ever?

Momma read the letter while
Mary sat nearby, not knowing what
to expect. She noticed her
momma’s face becoming sad and
tears started to flow.

“Mary,” Momma said, “You
should have told me your problem.
Promise me that you will tell me
when something is bothering you.
I will always be willing to listen and
help you, and Mary, you have a
wonderful teacher and friend. Mrs.
Flynn put enough money in the
envelope to buy you a pair of new
shoes and two cans of shoe polish!”

Mary couldn’t believe what
she was hearing. “Wow!” she said.
“What a lucky kid I am to have
such a loving, understanding
mother and the greatest teacher in
the world!”
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Weather
by Catherine Hill

R
emember when the weather
for the first twelve days of

January told
us what we
could expect
the weather to
be for the next
t w e l v e
months? If the
ground hog
s a w  i t s

shadow, there would be six more
weeks of cold weather. If March
came in like a lion, it would go out
like a lamb, or vice versa.

April showers always
brought May flowers. Remember
when we had the long hot days of
summer? If you lived in the deep
south, the afternoon rains would
cool us off. You would know what
the next day’s weather would be
because you knew the old saying
“red in the morning sailor’s
warning; red at night sailor’s
delight.” 

We knew some years we
could expect an Indian summer.
That was when the summer days
would linger just a little longer, so
farmers could harvest their crops
and children could play outside
way into the evening.

Don’t forget that “Harvest
Moon” would also allow farmers to
work long into the night to gather
their crops because that clear sky
meant the cold was on the way.

Then when you looked to
the northern sky and saw a flock
of birds flying south, you could bet
your money that Fall was on the
way. If this was not good enough
for you, it was a done deal when
the old lady next door told you
that her arthritis was acting up.
When we still hunted game for

food, such as raccoon, rabbit,
opossum and deer (Ronnie
Russell’s dad would always bring
us a ham), we knew winter was
here and also how severe the
weather would be based on the
thickness of the animal’s fur. You
knew when winter was about to
turn us loose, when we looked to
the southern sky and saw the birds
making their way back north.

Now we turn on the
television, computer, cell phone,
Ipad or some other electronic
device before we get out of bed, to
tell us if we need sunglasses,
raincoat, overcoat, or shorts, no
matter what day of the year it is.
We wait for the meteorologist to
tell us how to plan our day. Some
days they get it right and some
days they get it wrong. Oh well,
that’s progress for you.

Randy’s Rib Shack

S
een at Randy’s Rib Shack one

day in October: several Waldo
people getting together to
share stories and good food.

Linda Vlacos, Rama and Larry Haines,
Millie Keirnan, Penny Dodd, Mary Sue
Rister and Bill Allen, Denise Baun,
Cheryl and Gary Johnson, Laura
(Shearouse) Finck, George and
Georgetta Matt, and Mary Ellen
(Haines) Johnson.

Turkey farmer 

A
 turkey farmer was always
experimenting with breeding
t h e  p e r f e c t  t u r k e y ,

specifically one with more legs to
satisfy his family's preference for
dark meat. After many frustrating
attempts, the farmer was telling his
friends about his recent success.

"Well I finally did it! I bred a
turkey that has six legs!"

His friends all asked the
farmer how it tasted.
I don't know," said the farmer. "I
never could catch the darn thing!"

For Dreams To
Come True

by Eldon Darrah

I've built a hundred mansions
On as many a favorite hill
I've climbed the highest mountains
And I've sailed the seven seas
I've loved the perfect woman
And She loved me
All this and more, in my fantasies

In our dreams we help all the
needy Children
In our dreams we feed the hunger
in their eyes
In our dreams we can dream on
forever
Till it just crumbles down
In the canyons of our minds

For our dreams to come true
We have to wake up
Nothing can be done until we do
We can dream such mighty things
If we won't act it's all in vain
It'll all just crumble down
In the chasms of our minds
~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

A Little Bird Told Me
Lucy Roe Cook

I
have to stay in the pumpkin
p a t c h  u n t i l  a f t e r
Thanksgiving to protect

myself from people looking for a
beautiful bird. See you in
December.
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A Stubborn Rooster Meets
a Loaded Axe Handle

Mary Sue Holton

M
a m a  w a s
“passionate”
about only 2
things in her

life. Her unwavering
faith in God, and her
family. I’m convinced that nothing
could ever have caused her to
reassign the priority of either. She
walked through some dark years
and hard times, and she often
struggled with the challenges of
poverty. But never did I hear a
“woe is me” inflection in her voice,
nor was it ever apparent to me that
she felt anything less than
“blessed.”

She was gifted in her ability
to be thankful and gracious and it
just wasn’t in her character to feel
entitled to anything….EVER!

Just shy of “passion”, Mama
held a real fondness for many other
enjoyments. She loved music and
often sang, accompanied by her
own piano or guitar playing. She
was a great cook and spent each
Spring and Summer canning her
own vegetables and homemade
jellies, relishes and pickles. She
loved sitting on the porch swing,
reading her Bible or humming a
favorite song. She loved the
crackling sounds of a fire in the
fireplace, the sounds of her children
and grandchildren’s voices filtering
through her home, the excitement
of a bobber dancing on the water at
the end of her fishing line, the bark
of a loyal watch dog alerting of
possible danger, and the Grand Ole
Opry on the radio. And then, there
were her chickens.

In all of my life I don’t
believe I’ve known anyone other
than Mama who “bonded” with their
chickens. She never had a foo, foo
lap dog begging for attention. No

fluffy kitty cat winding its way
around her legs. She only had eyes
for her prized laying hens, her
proud, cocky roosters, and the
clusters of baby chicks running
through the confines of the
oversized chicken pen. She LOVED
her chickens. I HATED them. I
loathed being made to gather the
eggs, change the water, put out the
scratch feed or laying mash. I
thought they were ugly, stupid,
mean and good for NOTHING other
than contributing to the rounding
out of a good meal. 

When I was about 5 years
old, I was sent into the chicken pen
to change out the water in the
watering can. As I bent over to pour
out the old water, the rooster
proceeded to jump square in the
middle of my back digging both
spurs into my tender hide. He was
latched on GOOOOOD, and I
couldn’t shake or persuade him to
give up his hold.

As I ran toward the gate my
bare foot slid down the glass of a
broken fruit jar, slicing open the
space between my big toe and the
one next to it. My screams brought
Mama flying out of the house and
down the steps to rescue me from
the clutches of what I was certain
must be the Devil’s own bird of
prey. My dislike of chickens
suddenly escalated to intense
HATRED!

But Mama truly loved her
chickens and spoke to them with
the kind, mushy, sweet sounding
voice of a mothering protector. She
praised the hens for producing
beautiful brown eggs. Babied the
chicks with food held in her hand
for them to peck at, and stroked the
ego of her proud roosters by telling
them how beautiful they were. And
strangely enough it seemed that
those crazy chickens responded to
her in like fondness. 

There was one particular rooster
however, who insisted on crossing
the line of correct behavior, pushing
Mama’s tolerance to its limits. He
must have been REALLY loco to try
Mama, because she was fairly
stubborn when it came to insisting
on nothing less than proper respect.

He would make a running
charge at her every time she walked
through the gate. And so she began
carrying a big stick with her
(actually it was a broken axe
handle), to fend off his feisty
attacks. With plenty of fair warning
to the overly aggressive bird, she
would proceed on her usual and
customary rounds through the
chicken yard, keeping a keen eye
out, lest his courage get the better
of him. I assure you that Mama’s
“stubborn” ran much deeper than
his “bravery”, but she wasn’t certain
he was smart enough to recognize
that.

“One of these days, Mister”
she would warn, “you’re gonna
wind up in a pot of dumplings if
you’re not careful.”

The standoff continued for
months with increasing aggression
on his part and waning patience on
Mama’s. And then, as predicted, he
made one charge too many and
wound up with the full force of
Mama’s “stubborn” coming at him in
the form of a loaded, broken axe
handle. A quick, sharp whack across
his head brought an end to the
battle.

Without a hint of hesitation,
Mama bent over, grabbed the now
dead bird up by his feet and said “
I TOLD you that one day I’d bog
you up in a pot of dumplings.”

“Mary Sue,” she hollered out
to me as she came through the
back door, “Put on a pot of water to
boil. We’ve got a rooster to clean.” 

Did I mention that I LOVE
chicken and dumplings…….????
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The Quilt Whisperer
Thanksgiving Quilt

Teddy Pruett

T
he days are shorter, the air
is crisper, and it won't be
long before we get the

quilts out of the closets. When we
reach for a favorite quilt, we
already know the softness, the
smell, the weight that comes with
that quilt. As we feel that familiar
warmth and peace soothe our
bones and our soul, we might say
“Thank goodness for that quilt
grandmama made.” But are we
truly thankful?

Everything comes easily to
us today. It is hard to imagine the
role that quilts have played in
history and how truly thankful
people could be. If you were a
knight in the Middle Ages you
would be very thankful for the
quilted clothing known as an
aketon which protected your body
from the full suit of armor you
would be wearing.

If you were part of a wagon
train, migrating west in the 1850's
or 60's, there was a very good
chance that a child or family
member would die on the long,

arduous journey. A family would be
thankful if they had a quilt to use
as a shroud for the loved one they
left behind in a shallow grave.

Sometimes it is the making
of the quilt, and not the quilt itself
for which we are thankful. In 1933,
a woman wrote to the Detroit News
“Quilting Club Corner” that “This
winter was the most discouraging
time for us. We were unable to
spend money on anything but the
barest necessities, and I was
starved for something gay and
pretty and new. I started
something to fill that need – a quilt.
When I look at the finished work I
see things in the stitches that will
always be there for me. I never
hurried because sewing rested me
when nothing else seemed to
help.”

During WWII, Nancy
Washbu rn  o f  Ca l i f o rn ia ,
experienced a catastrophic reaction
at the death of her nephew. Her
mother died when she was three,
and a series of deaths followed
rapidly. After the nephew was
killed, her daughter said “She was
inconsolable. She declared war on
everyone, going window to window
down the street looking for
enemies and threatening to shoot
anyone who “didn't look right.” My
father, in an attempt to help her,
made her the quilting frame she
had always wanted. It took her
mind to something needing her. It
saved my mother's reason, as well
as that of the rest of the family.
She became normal again after
making that quilt.”

An elderly Texas woman
tells of her husband's long bout
with measles when he was six. His
mama “set him to piecin' a quilt. It
had lots of red polka dots in it, she
called it his measles quilt.” I'm sure
that mama was thankful to have

something to entertain a miserable,
cranky six year old!

A few years back, I took a
commission to make a life story
quilt in memory of a friend's
mother. I asked her to write a
story, telling me everything that
said “mama” to her. A while after
the quilt was installed, I received
this note: “You have brought my
mother's spirit to me, and she now
fills not only my heart but my
home. I cannot seem to stay away

from the quilt, I find myself sitting
for the longest time, over and over,
smiling and crying and thanking her
for her life and for giving me mine.
To say thank you for this quilt is
only a shadow of what I feel.”

Thank you. Thankfulness.
Happy Thanksgiving from the Quilt
Whisperer.

The Mold Killer

H
ave you ever washed a load of
clothes and forgotten to dry them? I
have. A pile of wet clothes sitting in a

closed, dark place for eight or twelve hours will
lead to one thing...mold. Sometimes even
detergent won't take out that smell. 

But there is a simple way to get rid of
that musty, moldy odor...put a cup of white
vinegar in the hottest water you can use with
maybe a few drops of laundry soap and run
the load through the washing machine.
Vinegar has a slight acidity which acts like a
disinfectant. Works like a charm to get rid of
the funky smell.
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Waldo Community
School News

Holly Burton - Principal

W
ow! The school year is well
underway, and the children
at WCS are learning so

much! It is such a joy to see
happy, smiling children and parents
in the hallways everyday!

Our first nine weeks is
ending on October 21st, and we are
looking forward to some exciting
events ahead. We hope you join us
for our annual fall festival on
Thursday, October 24th from 6-9.

November is a very busy
month with UF Homecoming
(11/8), Veteran’s Day (11/11), and
an entire week off of school for
Thanksgiving (11/25-11/29). With
all of that time out of school, we
are still able to accomplish a lot of
learning.

Our Altrusa Readers will be
visiting to read to our primary
classes on 10/29.

Our 5th grade students will
be competing in a school spelling
bee on 11/22, and our winner will
move on to the district competition!

Our primary classes will be
taking a field trip to watch the
Ladybug Ballet on 11/15.

Waldo Community School
has also been fortunate to have
some upgraded security fencing
installed in recent weeks. Once
completed, this fencing will direct
all visitors to enter the school
through the front office. Once in
the front office, all visitors must
present an ID and be scanned into
our Raptor system before entering
campus. This wonderful technology
has been adopted by schools
district wide to ensure that all
adults on our school campus have
been background screened. We are
very fortunate to be able to provide
a safe and secure campus for our
teachers, staff, and children.

As many of you know, the
school gates will also be locked
after school hours. School Board
E m p l o y e e s  a n d  R e c
Department/City Officials will have
access to the campus at all times.
The decision to close the campus
after school hours was not an easy
one, but was made due to repeated
vandalism of school property and
grounds. Unfortunately, we have
had locks broken, basketball rims
broken, swings in disrepair, and
many unsafe items left on the
grounds. These conditions have
gotten worse since the beginning of
the school year. Our children are
coming back to school on Monday
and finding items such as alcohol
and drug paraphernalia, unsanitary
adult items, food remnants, and
bullet casings. For this reason, and
also to discourage unsupervised
children from playing on campus,
we must close campus at night and
on the weekends. If you have any
questions regarding this decision,
please contact Holly Burton at 468-
1451.

We thank you so very much
for supporting our school and the
children of Waldo. We welcome
community volunteers. If you are
interested, please stop by our
school office and fill out a volunteer
application. We have many fun and
rewarding ‘jobs’ for our volunteers!
Best Wishes and Happy Fall!

W
aldo Area Recreation is
proud to announce that four
of our Wildcat football

players have been given an invite

to participate through the Boys
Club to represent North Central
Florida at the ALL STAR Football
Tournament in Atlanta, Georgia in
November over the Thanksgiving
break.

Any  don a t i o n s  o r
sponsorships will be greatly
appreciated.

Please help us to get to All
Stars in November over
Thanksgiving break. Any donations
or sponsorships will be greatly
appreciated.

Don’t Forget the W3C’s
Annual Seniors

Thanksgiving Dinner
Saturday, November 23

12 Noon
Waldo Community Center
15538 NE 148th Avenue

Anthony Mauldin, Quadre Dixon,
Geno Gerging and Damien Rotella
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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

November Birthdays
1 Mildred Keirnan 20 Nakavion Robinson
3 Cali Bedford 20 Marie Gilliam
6 Glen Johnson 22 Marlene Adkins
8 Jo Dortch 25 Ray Charles Jackson Jr.

11 Wyatt Davis Jacobs 25 Calvin Mitchell
11 Marvin Fraiser 25 Betty Peters
11 David Howard 27 Mabel Vernon
12 Leota Cook 27 Cody Ankney
13 Brian Keirnan 27 Pauline Hill
16 Robin Keirnan 30 Jim Holcomb
20 Ginger Andrews

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

“I learned that Jehovah’s Witnesses will
not participate in Halloween. I don’t
know if it’s part of their religion. I guess
they just don’t like it when strangers go
up to their doors and bother them.”

– Bruce Clark

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

RANDOM FACTS
Flu viruses can live up to 48 hours on hard,
nonporous surfaces such as stainless steel and
up to 12 hours on cloth and tissues. They can
remain infectious for about one week at human
body temperature, over 30 days at freezing
temperatures, and indefinitely at temperatures
below freezing.

Thank You for Supporting Your Waldo Historical Society
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