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I answered the phone and of 

course it was for Lana.  ñMay 

I ask whoôs calling?ò I asked. 

ñLana Riddle,ò she said. 

ñLana Riddle?ò 

ñYes...uh...Lana Armstrong.ò 

I was mortified!  Shame on 

me!  I have known Lana 

about all of her life, but I 

didnôt even know her married 

name!  She grew up before 

our very eyes! 

A few weeks later, I was in 

the Sunday School office 

working with Diane Bryan.  I 

had seen the name Tedro a 

number of times. 

ñDiane, Who are the 

Tedros?ò I asked. 

Diane would never say any-

thing unkind to anyone, but 

she gave me one of those 

ñYou goofy old manò looks. 

About that time, it hit me.  

The Tedros are Russell and 

Samantha.  Iôve known 

Samantha about all her life, 

too, but I have known her as 

Samantha Head, not Saman-

tha Tedro.  She grew up be-

fore our very eyes! 

I remember Ross Armstrong 

from the time he was born 

until he became that scrawny 

little boy to whom I used to 

give foreign coins for his 

collection.  The last time I 

saw Ross, he was at home on 

leave.  My scrawny little boy 

was a man over six feet tall, 

muscular, strong; a Marine I 

wouldnôt want to cross.  He 

grew up before our very eyes! 

Think back a few years to the 

time when Savannah Head 

was the darling of the whole 

church.  She was Little Miss 

Personality Plus.  A few Sun-

days ago, she sang another of 

her specials in the Worship 

Service.  As usual, it was 

beautiful.  This teen-ager is 

growing up before our very 

eyes! 

Then there are those who 

were teen-agers when I met 

them. 

Chris, Shelly, Hunter, and 

Spencer are the Hall Family.  

When we moved to Spring-

field, Chris was a single teen-

ager with a reputation.  I 

think he and my mother 

could have been good friends.  

Any time you asked my 

mother, ñWhatôs your favor-

ite car?ò she would always 

reply, ñA fast one.ò  Chris 

liked fast, too, and he was 

given plenty of room on our 

local roads.  But then he mar-

ried Shelly.  If he didnôt do it 

on his own, she slowed him 

down.  Thanks, Shelly! 

Do you remember the first 

time Jason Choate played his 

trumpet for us?  He was a 

student at White House High 

School.  Today, he is a dea-

con with a family of his own. 

And there is Jeff Privett.  He 

was my Jamieôs best friend, 

her ñBubba,ò when they were 

teen-agers. 

Iôll never forget the first time 

Jeff said anything to me.  

Shortly after we moved here, 

Lisa Cobb drove some teens 

to a youth function and they 

came by to get Jamie.  As 

Jamie and I approached the 

car, Jeff hopped out and said, 

ñNow I wasnôt the only one 

who did it!ò  He was refer-

(Continued on page 5) 
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Announcing Autumn?  

Crows cawed overhead as I watched two 

wild turkeys rummage through our front 

yard.  They were fearless.  Bailey ran (he 

never walks) by them on his way to wait 

for the school bus with Paige and Chey-

enne.  The turkeys ignored him.  Lana 

went out and took their picture.  Rather 

than flee, they posed.  It was fascinating. 

It was mid-August, but the early morning 

air was a good 15 degrees cooler than it 

had been throughout July and the first 

part of August.  Was this an early an-

nouncement for Autumn?  I hoped so!  

Autumn is my favorite time of the year, 

and I wish it could last a little longer than 

it does. 

Thereôs nothing like a brisk autumn 

morning, followed by a cool-to-pleasant 

day, when brightly colored red, yellow, 

and orange leaves cling to the trees as 

long as they can, finally turning loose and 

floating to the ground.  In millions, they 

do! 

So if Autumn wants to invade September 

and even August, I say, ñHave at it!òð

Ken Kimbro 

The technical knowledge of our young 

(very young) children simply amazes 

me.  Todayôs ñWisdom of Childrenò 

features Lucinda Love, Sandra and 

David Loveôs granddaughter.  Sandra 

writes, ñLucinda is almost 6 now.  Her 

Daddy travels a lot and she is a very 

modern girl.ò  She certainly is! 

Sandra mentions Skype in her 

ñWisdom of Childrenò story.  As I 

keyed it in, I remembered that we sen-

iors are not as technically adept as are 

our children and grandchildren.  So 

most of our seniors probably wouldnôt 

have a clue as to what she meant. 

Therefore, Iôm offering a brief explana-

tion.  Skype is a computer system that 

allows two people to talk to each other 

through their computers.  They can 

even see each other. 

Whether you know it or not, your lap-

top computer probably has a built-in 

camera.  The big deal with Skype is 

that by using your cameras, two users 

can have visual communication.  You 

can see the person you are talking to.  

Itôs free as long as both of you are 

Skype users. 

If you could see me in the mornings, it 

would be such a fright that you might 

lose faith in the system (Lana is used to 

me and is fearless).  So I donôt Skype.  

But obviously, Lucinda does! 

ðKen Kimbro 

Our Seniors Yesterday  

Johnson Privett in Vietnam in 1967, be-

side his truck, ñThe Judy P.ò  We appre-

ciate Johnson and all of our vets who 

have served our country. 

 

The girls and I were 

reading a bedtime story and Lucinda 

started asking questions about heaven and 

what it will be like.  I talked about how 

we get to be with God and all our loved 

ones who died before us.  Lucinda asked 

what it will look like and I said we wonôt 

know for sure until we get there, but the 

scriptures talk about heaven being the 

most beautiful place ever.  Lucinda then 

asked something about who would get 

there first.  I said, ñHopefully, me and 

Daddy, before you girls.ò 

ñWell,ò said Lucinda, ñcall us when you 

get there and tell us what itôs like.  Weôll 

see you on Skype!ò 

Contributed by Sandra Love. 

Wisdom of 

Children  

Tens of Teens?  

Evening news is where they begin with 

ñGood Evening,ò and then proceed to 

tell you why it isn't . 

A bus station is where a bus stops.  A 

train station is where a train stops.  On 

my desk, I have a work station. 

You do not need a parachute to sky-

dive. You only need a parachute to 

skydive twice. 

Knowledge is knowing a tomato is a 

fruit.  Wisdom is not putting it in a fruit 

salad. 

Contributed by Raymond Knowles 

If someone told me that we had ñtens of 

teensò and youth for some activity, I 

would think 20, 30, maybe 40.  But we 

didnôt have tens of teens for Bethlehemôs 

ñBack to School Rallyò on Saturday, Au-

gust 20.  We had hundreds!  Yes, there 

were over 200 youth from across our 

community who came to the event!  Our 

granddaughters were among the two hun-

dred, as were most of the youth at Bethle-

hem. 

Since Iôm not a teen, I donôt know what 

they did , but I do know that they had fun.  

I have a couple of witnesses.  And I 

would also guess that there were youth 

present who do not go to church and who 

did not know that you can actually have 

fun at church.  That was a mission activity 

if there ever was one!  We need to keep 

Chad Diehl in our prayers as he leads our 

Youth.  He is working hard to build Beth-

lehemôs future, and it looks like God is 

rewarding his efforts. 

ðKen Kimbro 



Good Grief!  Good Grub!  

I know that Lana thinks I concentrate on 

food too much, but my question is this:  

Why not?  Iôm too old for most things!  

Good grief!  Whatôs better than good 

grub? 

Bethlehem is blessed with an abundance 

of great cooks.  Lana and I have had the 

privilege of eating with Gatha Traylor on 

a number of occasions.  I believe I could 

eat myself to death at her table! 

So all you good cooks, how about sharing 

some of your favorite recipes?  Iôm hop-

ing this column will become a monthly 

standard. 

It was Pat Sedilloôs idea.  She asked if I 

would put a recipe in Senior Moments.  

Pass up a Pat Sedillo recipe?  Iôm really 

not as goofy as I look! 

I told her to bring the recipe and I would 

put it in.  She pulled it out, handed it to 

me, and here it is.ðKen Kimbro 

SUMMER FIESTA CORN SALAD  

1 (16 oz.) can whole kernel corn, rinsed, 

and drained 

1 cup chopped fresh tomato 

1 cup chopped cucumber 

1/2 cup diced celery 

1/4 cup diced red or green bell pepper 

1/4 cup sliced green onion 

1/2 cup fat-free Catalina dressing 

1 tsp. chili seasoning 

1 tsp. dried parsley flakes 

In large bowl, combine corn, tomato, 

cucumber, celery, bell pepper and onion.  

Add Catalina dressing, chili powder and 

parsley flakes.  Mix well to combine.  

Cover and refrigerate at least 30 minutes 

before serving.  Stir gently again just 

before serving.  Makes 8 (1/2 cup) serv-

ings.  Each serving equals: 2 PointsPlus. 

The Picker  
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Howdy, howdy, howdy, howdy, howdy, 

howdy, howdy!  That is a seven-fold  

howdy.  Count them. 

Thatôs how Cleveland Baker greeted eve-

ryone.  As I grew older, I dubbed it the ñ7

-howdy hello.ò  Although I didnôt know it 

at the time, Cleveland was a distant rela-

tive, as were most of the people in Eno 

Community in Dickson County.  I didnôt 

like him when I was little.  He picked at 

me.  A few events happened that he kid-

ded me about until the day he died. 

I once received a reprieve, though, from 

one additional kidding by an unexpected 

source.  We attended Eno Community 

School for a year and a half until it was 

closed.  I was in the fourth grade and our 

teacher was Sarah Cowan.  I didnôt like 

her, either.  I got in trouble one afternoon, 

so she called me up to the front of the 

room to get a paddling.  As I slowly made 

my way to the front, she glanced out the 

door and saw Cleveland sitting in his 

truck waiting to pick up his niece.  She 

said she didnôt want Cleveland to see me 

get a paddling.  Neither did I!  So she 

would punish me ñin the morning.ò  

Dreading an early morning paddling all 

night was much better than getting it over 

with in front of Cleveland Baker! 

As I grew older, my attitude changed.  I 

think it began when I overheard Cleve-

land talking to my Dad.  I was in trouble 

with Dad for fighting and Cleveland knew 

it.  He had witnessed the whole incident, 

and I couldnôt believe he was taking my 

side!  He talked Dad out of punishing me, 

insisting that I was only defending my-

self. 

Cleveland never stopped bugging me.  

Even after I was grown and would go 

back to Dickson, he would always remind 

me about some event in my childhood.  

But by then, I realized that he only kidded 

the people he liked.  I always sought him 

out when I saw him in a crowd.  He was a 

good man and I liked him.ðKen Kimbro 

Big Brother is alive and well in city gov-

ernment.  A few cities are forcing 

McDonaldôs to choose from the cityôs list 

of ñhealthy foodsò for Happy Meals.  If 

the burger giant does not comply, then 

they cannot put toys in with the chil-

drenôs meal.  These cities call their pro-

gram ñNo Child Left With A Behind.ò 

Shirley Head, 

above, and 

Mary Ann 

Boney, right, 

at 5 Chefs 

Chafed By the Chefs!  

The food was good, but not as good as 

the Cracker Barrel.  It was buffet, but a 

Cracker Barrel breakfast is more than 

enough to fill you.  The setup was ex-

cellent, but our room at the Cracker 

Barrel is almost as good.  You get as 

much for less at the Cracker Barrel.  To 

summarize, I think our next breakfast 

should be at the Cracker Barrel, or per-

haps Bottom View Farm, or even Love-

less. 

I was surprised by 5 Chefsô payment 

procedures.   They irritated me.  It was 

never mentioned that it would be 

ñimpossibleò to give us separate checks, 

or for us to pay separately.  Even Love-

less does that! 

I knew they would add a gratuity, but 

20%?  Thatôs higher than my income 

taxes! 

But you can teach an old dog new 

tricks!  I have learned some new ques-

tions to ask the next time we plan some-

thing like this.  Iôm sorry if I made some 

of you run short on your cash. 

In previous visits, I have been well 

pleased with 5 Chefs, but this visit left a 

little to be desired! 

Now that thatôs off my chest, I feel bet-

ter, thank you! 

ðKen Kimbro 



The next day in class my teacher asked 

me what my favorite live animal was.  I 

told her it was chicken.  She asked me 

why, just like she'd asked the other chil-

dren.  

So I told her it was because you could 

make them into fried chicken.  

She sent me back to the principal's office 

again.  He laughed, and told me not to do 

it again.  I don't understand.  My parents 

taught me to be honest, but my teacher 

doesn't like it when I am.  

Today, my teacher asked us to tell her 

what famous person we admire most.  I 

told her, ñColonel Sanders.ò  

Guess where I am now...???  

ðContributed by John Turner 

Walking to Israel  
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Walking to Israel?  I got your attention, 

didnôt I?  Actually, itôs not walking, itôs 

driving, unless you walk to church on 

Sunday nights.  Come join us as we take 

ñThe Journeyò again this fall. 

Gary DiOrioôs class is usually smaller 

when it ends than it is when it starts.  

Same people though!  He teaches ñLean 

Start,ò a class on healthy eating habits.  I 

havenôt been to Garyôs class.  I was afraid 

it might involve something like not eat-

ing.  But those who have, look good! 

Bret Brashear is teaching a class on 

ñMenôs Fraternity.ò  Iôm not sure what 

Bret teaches, but all of us know Gordo, 

the resident church nerd.  Youôve seen 

him in a lot of our skits.  Gordo approves 

of ñMenôs Fraternity,ò and if Gordo says 

itôs good, itôs good! 

Doesnôt it gall you to see these people 

who like to workðespecially if you are 

retired?  ñWork,ò you know, is a 4-letter 

word!  But David Dever has figured out 

how itôs only ñ48 Days to the Work You 

Love.ò  Now, if I were still in forced la-

bor, I would have to take this class! I 

know his secret works because David is 

always smiling. 

If you donôt get enough of the pastor on 

Sunday morning, then come take his 

class, ñOutliving Your Life,ò on Sunday 

night.  I took it during the Spring Semes-

ter and it was so good, Iôm taking it again.  

Or did I flunk the first time?  I donôt re-

member!ðKen Kimbro 

My Favorite Animal  
Our teacher asked us what our favorite 

animal was, and I said, ñFried chicken.ò  

She said I wasn't funny, but she couldn't 

have been right, because everyone else 

in the class laughed.  

My parents told me to always be truthful 

and honest, and I am.  Fried chicken is 

my favorite animal.  I told my dad what 

happened, and he said my teacher was 

probably a member of PETA.  He said 

they love animals very much.  

I do, too, especially chicken, pork and 

beef.  Anyway, my teacher sent me to 

the principal's office.  I told him what 

happened, and he laughed, too.  Then he 

told me not to do it again.  

Suppose you were alive in 1919 and saw this poster.  If you took a little nip every now 

and then, would it make you quit?  If you were a teetotaler, would it make you start 

nipping?  Notice that a couple of the ladies have already puckered. 

You get some wings, a halo and, of course, 

your hair back. 



ring to my yard that had been rolled the 

night before.  Until that moment, it never 

crossed my mind that Jeff had anything to 

do with it, but I suppose he ñshot himself 

in the footò with that one.  It was all I 

could do to stifle a big grin, but I tried. 

Like Jason and Chris, Jeff is now a fam-

ily man and a deacon. 

Last summer, my own Jamie married Eric 

Pistel.  Today, she has two beautiful step-

daughters and a handsome son.  But often 

I still think of her as that teen-age girl 

who called me collect from 

London, England to see if she had any 

phone messages. 

They all have grown up before our very 

eyes! 

Now we are watching another group of 

young people.  Our church is blessed to 

have so many, but they all are growing up 

before our very eyes! As Bob Hope 

would have said, ñThanks for the memo-

ries.òðKen Kimbro 

(Continued from page 1) 

Global Warning  
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Today is August 26 and the nation is 

nervously awaiting the impact of Hurri-

cane Irene.  Itôs due to hit the Carolina 

Coast before the day is over; a major dis-

aster in the making.  Weôre told that it 

will travel up the coast from South and 

North Carolina all the way through New 

York and New England!  As many as 85 

million people may be affected! 

Do you think there is a message here?  I 

do!  Look at what all is going on: torren-

tial rains and mudslides in California, 

tsunamis along the West Coast, massive 

fires all over the West, drought in the 

Southwest and Midwest, tornadoes and 

floods in the South and Midwest, earth-

quakes where there are not supposed to be 

earthquakes, massive snow storms across 

the North, hurricanes along the East and 

Gulf Coasts, and excessive heat over the 

entire country. 

You think this is global warming?  Hog-

wash!  It may be global warning, but not 

global warming.  Ruth Graham stated it 

best when she was asked why God al-

lowed Hurricane Katrina to happen.  She 

replied that ñwe have told God to get out 

of our lives, and being the gentleman that 

He is, He has taken His protective hand 

away from us.ò  It is not going to get bet-

ter; it will get worse! 

In 2 Timothy 3:1-5, Paul says, ñBut know 

this: Difficult times will come in the last 

days.  For people will be lovers of self, 

lovers of money, boastful, proud, blas-

phemers, disobedient to parents, ungrate-

ful, unholy, unloving, irreconcilable, slan-

derers, without self-control, brutal, with-

out love for what is good, traitors, reck-

less, conceited, lovers of pleasure rather 

than lovers of God, holding to the form of 

godliness but denying its power.  Avoid 

these people!ò 

Look what we have done to God in Amer-

ica.  We have banned Him from our gov-

ernment, our courts, our schools, our pub-

lic places, our public events, and in many, 

Will our nation repent?  I doubt it, but I 

pray that I am wrong.  I think the naysay-

ers are too arrogant and bold, while we 

Christians are too timid. 

Lana made a rather astute observation 

about Hurricane Irene.  She commented 

on how the mayor of New York has 

kicked God out of the 9/11 memorial ser-

vices in September.  ñMaybe,ò she said, 

ñGod decided to come on through a cou-

ple of weeks early.ò ðKen Kimbro 

many of our homes.  We are accepting 

and coddling false religions.  In Psalm 

119:104, the Psalmist says, ñI gain un-

derstanding from your precepts; there-

fore I hate every wrong path.ò  Are you 

listening?  He will tolerate our insolence 

only so long.  Then He will punish us. 

I know when I make these statements, 

there are many who will label me as 

stupid, ignorant, uneducated, mis-

guided, perhaps even blithering; a reli-

gious kook, or more kindly, a senile old 

man.  They may call me what they like, 

but just as surely as I am writing this, if 

we donôt change our ways, our nation 

will be destroyed! 

Can I prove what I say is true?  Iôm not 

smart enough to do it without my Bible, 

and the naysayers scorn the Bible.  They 

have no faith, and faith is the key.  I 

unquestionably accept the Bible as 

Godôs Holy Word.  I accept it on faith 

and it doesnôt have to be proven to me. 

If you want to see what is going to hap-

pen, READ YOUR BIBLE.  Read the 

book of Revelation.  It is all laid out.  

You will see that many of the events 

that God describes have already taken 

place; others are taking place now. 

Can we stem the flow and stop the com-

ing Tribulation?  God may postpone it 

for us, but we cannot stop it. 

2 Chronicles 7:13-14 says, ñIf I shut up 

the heavens so that there is no rain, or if 

I command the locust to devour the 

land, or if I send pestilence among My 

people, and My people who are called 

by My name humble themselves and 

pray, and seek My face and turn from 

their wicked ways, then I will hear from 

heaven, will forgive their sin, and will 

heal their land.ò  It is as simple as that! 

And donôt think that because this is Old 

Testament scripture that it is irrelevant.  

This passage illustrates the nature of 

God, and His nature does not change.  It 

is the same today as it was thousands of 

years ago! 

Our Very Eyes (cont.)  

Kentucky Bound!  

This coming Thursday, September 22, is 

our senior trip to the Mennonite and 

Amish country around Scottsville, Ken-

tucky.  The bus will leave the church at 

9:00 a.m.  This is your chance to shop a 

little and buy some jams and jellies, bulk 

spices, sorghum, honey, and other good 

stuff.  If weôre lucky, we may see them 

making sorghum at Spring Valley using 

mule power, not electricity.ðKen Kimbro 



workers.  A fourth young man, Willie 

Woodridge of Port Royal, was killed. 

A third bridge was built in 1904.  It lasted 

until 1955 when it was replaced with a 

fourth bridge. 

The 1955 structure lasted a mere 17 

years.  It deteriorated and collapsed in 

1972. 

The fifth and final bridge was finished in 

1978, but was severely damaged by a 

tornado on June 6, 1998.  Half the bridge 

was torn out and used to build a barn.  

The other half still stands, but people are 

not allowed to walk onto it.  The original 

pillars still rise from the river bed but 

they support nothing. 

Now, I ask you, what is a ghost town 

without a ghost?  Port Royal has not one, 

but two ghosts. 

Shortly after Port Royal became a state 

park and the Masonic Building was reno-

vated, the first ranger moved into living 

quarters on the second floor.  He had a 

few ñencounters,ò but nothing like those 

of Mark Swann, the second ranger. 

Mark said that he and his wife would 

come home at night and all the furniture 

would be moved around.  At first he 

thought someone was playing a prank on 

him, so he had all the locks changed.  

Still, the furniture was moved. 

They would hear strange noises down-

stairs, but when he went down to check, 

there was nothing. 

(Continued on page 7) 
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1791, it was said to be the only church 

within a 200 mile radius.  In 1871 the 

church moved to Adams, Tennessee, 

where it is located today. 

The townôs post office closed in 1941 

and soon afterwards, all citizens were 

gone, leaving Port Royal as a ghost 

town.  In 1972 the Port Royal property 

was deeded to the State of Tennessee, 

and in 1978 the State named it as a state 

historical park. 

The most tragic part of its history came 

in 1838.  Port Royal was the last Tennes-

see stop for the Cherokee Indians on 

what became known as the Trail of 

Tears.  Forced to leave their homes in 

Tennessee, Georgia, Alabama, and North 

Carolina, over 4,000 of the 15,000 who 

began the trek perished on the way to the 

Oklahoma Territory.  This is perhaps the 

most serious blot on Americaôs history.  

In 1987 the National Park Service desig-

nated Port Royal State Park as an offi-

cially certified site on the Trail of Tears 

National Historic Trail. 

Although foundations of other structures 

are clearly visible, only one building 

remains intact in Port Royal.  The Ma-

sonic Building was built in 1859 and 

used as a meeting place for the Masons, 

a general store, a doctorôs office, and a 

post office.  Since the formation of the 

state park, it has been used as a ranger 

station, housing a museum and office on 

the first floor, and living quarters on the 

second. 

For many years, Middle Tennesseans 

have had a love affair with Port Royalôs 

bridges.  The old steel truss bridge across 

Sulphur Fork Creek was built in 1887 

and looks as good today as it ever did.  It 

remains open for foot traffic. 

But the covered bridge has had a long 

and hard history.  The original bridge 

was built just before the War Between 

the States, but it was washed away in the 

flood of 1866. 

It was replaced in 1903 when a new 

bridge was built on the original pillars.  

As workmen were removing false sup-

porting timbers under the bridge, it gave 

way, came crashing down, injuring three 

Our 

Tennessee 

Our Local Ghost Town  

Normally we look in the Wild West to 

find our ghost towns, for that is where 

most of them are located.  But Tennessee 

also has a few, one of them in our own 

neighborhood.  Port Royal is just across 

the Robertson County line in Montgom-

ery County, and it is much older than 

most of its Western counterparts. 

What is now Port Royal began as a 

Longhunter camp site as early as 1771.  

The town was settled in 1782 and incor-

porated in 1797 by a man who had previ-

ously lived in Port Royal, South Carolina.  

(Now, where do you suppose it got its 

name?) 

By the early 1800ôs it was booming and 

was the largest town between Nashville 

and the Ohio River.  It was the only stop 

in Tennessee for the ñGreat Western 

Roadò stagecoach line that ran from 

Nashville to Golconda, Illinois. 

Sulphur Fork Creek and the Red River 

converge at Port Royal.  Thus, the town 

became an important port for river travel.  

In fact, Red River was the biggest river 

between the Cumberland and the Ohio. 

That may leave you scratching your heads 

for the Red River is not very big.  Back in 

its heyday, it was, but TVA projects have 

reduced the river to what some call a 

ñmere trickleò of its former glory.  Back 

then, it was large enough to support 

steamboat travel. 

Port Royal reigned supreme until the rail-

roads came to Tennessee in the 1850ôs.  

Both the Louisville & Nashville and the 

Nashville, Chattanooga & St. Louis by-

passed Port Royal for routes through Ad-

ams, Tennessee, and Guthrie, Kentucky.  

This spelled doom for the town and began 

its decline. 

The only institution to survive the demise 

of Port Royal was Red River Baptist 

Church.  At the time of its founding in 
Port Royalõs Masonic Building in 

1899 
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Bored or just stuffed? L to R: Tina Brash-

ier, Lana Kimbro, Melissa White, Thelma 

Tate, Beth Allen 

Ghost Town (cont.)  

The most chilling phenomenon occurred 

precisely at four oôclock in the mornings.  

While lying in bed, he and his wife would 

feel something unseen sitting on the bed 

beside them.   

ñYou could feel the bed kind of sink 

down,ò he said.  ñLike I said, we never 

saw anything.  But the feeling would tend 

to wake you up.ò 

There were other instances when park 

visitors would drive by the building and 

report seeing a face in one of the second 

floor windows. 

At other times, people drove by the build-

ing at night and would see a little lady on 

the front porch sitting in a rocking chair.  

But when they checked it out, both she 

and the rocker were gone. 

Who were these apparitions and how 

were they connected to Port Royal?  It 

took a college student from Austin Peay 

State University in Clarksville to tie some 

loose ends together.  She discovered the 

possible identities of the ghosts. 

When the covered bridge fell in 1903, 

Willie Woodridge was severely injured.  

He was taken to the doctorôs office on the 

second floor of the Masonic Building 

where he died at four oôclock the next 

morning.  That is exactly the time that 

Mark Swann would be awakened by 

someone sitting on his bed. 

The second ghost is Willieôs mother.  

When  she heard of her sonôs injuries, she 

ran as hard as she could to the doctorôs 

office.  Reaching the front porch steps, 

she collapsed and died of a heart attack. 

If you visit Port Royal, you have to know 

what to look for.  Of course the Masonic 

Building, the river, whatôs left of the cov-

ered bridge, and the stone pillars are obvi-

ous.  But if you look harder, youôll see the 

stone foundations of other old buildings, 

the old stagecoach road, and the Trail of 

Tears.  There is also a picnic area on the 

grounds. 

(Continued from page 6) 

The drive from Springfield to Port Royal 

is very pretty.  If you decide to make the 

trip, mid-to-late October is the best time.  

The weather has cooled and autumn 

leaves turn a pretty drive into a beautiful 

drive. 

ðKen Kimbro 

References: 

ñTN History for Kids,ò 

www.thistoryforkids.org/places/ 

port_royal. 

ñTennessee State Parks, Port Royal,ò 

www.tennessee.gov/environment/ 

parks/Port Royal. 

Haunted Tennessee by Charles Edwin 

Price, The Overmountain  Press, John-

son City, Tennessee, 1995 (pp. 79-83). 

Deacons Elected  

August 28: Four new deacons were 

elected to replace Jason Choate, Gary 

DiOrio, Wayne Eidson, and Johnson 

Privett who rotated off as active deacons. 

After a yearôs absence, Terry Boney and 

Ken Kimbro were elected to return to the 

active list.  On September 18, Ernie 

Harper and Keith Overby will be or-

dained as new deacons. 

Our deacons for 2011-2012 are Terry 

Boney (chairman), Jeff Privett (assistant 

chairman), Cecil Nicholson (secretary), 

Trent Cobb, David Dever, Ernie Harper, 

Larry Ingram, Ken Kimbro, Raymond 

Knowles, David Love, Jeff Mundy, and 

Keith Overby. 

How would you pronounce this child's 

name? 

ñLe-aò 

Leah??  NO. 

Lee - A??  NOPE  

Lay - a??  NO  

Lei??  Guess Again.  

This child attends a school in Kansas 

City, MO, and her mother is irate be-

cause everyone is getting her name 

wrong. 

It's pronounced ñLedasha.ò 

When the Mother was asked about the 

pronunciation of the name, she said, 

ñThe dash don't be silent.ò  

Contributed by Raymond Knowles 

Your Name, Please  

Some of our ñAdopted Seniors:ò Bro. 

Mike and Carol Cummings, Lori Talley 

At 5 Chefs  

Undy Sunday  

Sunday, October 23, will be our second 

Undy Sunday.  As we did last year, we 

are collecting underwear for the Nash-

ville Rescue Mission.  A collection box 

is located in the hall leading to the CLC.  

How about picking up a few sets and 

dropping them in?  Last year, we col-

lected over 500 pieces.  Can we do more 

this year?  Monday, October 24, I will 

take what we have collected to the Mis-

sion.  This is a simple, inexpensive way 

to help someone in need.ðKen Kimbro 


