
THE CHIMES 

Those words cut through the still of 
the day 

Like the blade of a sharpened knife. 

I haven't seen you since that day 
Of snow and warmmg cold, 
But no matter how new my new love 

IS, 

It will never blot out the old. 

There 1s always a feeling down deep 
mside 

Of a half reluctant bhss. 
You don't want to remember-you 

can't forget 
That exc1t111g first love kiss. 

If you ever returned, and I know 
you won't, 

For you are fight111g across the sea, 
My heart would Jump-then settle 

down. 
What was, can never be. 

But if it could, by the hand of Fate, 
And an untold prophecy, 
I would turn away and tell the truth 
That my new love is all to me. 

A Winter on a 
Western Ranch 

VIRGINIA TERRETT 

I th111k our ranch is the most won­
derful place to be both summer and 
wmter Of course, w111ters are cold 
and sometimes, not very often, we did 
get snowed in for a couple of months. 
Perhaps to some people that prev10us 
statement would sound dry and color­
less, but, to me, it bnngs back pic­
tures of my childhood, especially the 
last winter I spent on the ranch, when 
I was 111 the seventh grade. 

That particular w111ter we were 
snowed in, and I wasn't off the place 
for two months. We only got our 
mail once a week, and every Tuesday 
morning, about ten o'clock, I eagerly 
watched the bend of the road to look 
for the mailman, either horseback or 
on snowshoes. 

There was never a dull moment, and 
although some mormngs 1t was sixty 
below zero, we who could stay 111 the 
house never suffered, because my fa-

ther had kept the fire up 111 the fur­
nace dunng the mght, and 1t was 
warm and comfortable when we got 
up. The men did freeze their faces 
one fiercely cold, wmcly day while 
they were out on the hay wagons, 
stacked high with pungent smellmg 
hay, which daily 111 wmter is feel to 
the large bunches of white-faced 
Herefords. 

Many Saturday mornmgs my sister 
and I, and sometimes our teacher, 
would go out with the men to help 
feed and call the cattle down from 
the high, snow-covered hills to the 
waiting hay It 1s really a beautiful 
picture on a bnght mornmg, with the 
sun making chamonds on the crystal 
white snow, to see the cattle so peace­
fully eatmg their daily meal 

Dunng the week my sister and I 
went to school 111 our own home to 
a pnvate teacher Although the en­
rollment was extremely small, our 
school and chsc1plme was conducted 
much the same as a larger school. 
Each afternoon, after school was over 
and Pnscilla and I had fimshecl our 
piano practtcmg, we went out to play 
for about an hour before 1t turned 
dark. While there was snow, we skied 
or went toboggan111g On the warmer 
afternoons we either rode horseback 
or went for long walks, cl1mbmg hills 
and look111g for 111teresting rock for­
mations. When we came 111, we could 
smell supper 111 the process of bemg 
cooked. Often I would help Mother 
cook. When we heard the bell of the 
separator from the back porch we 
knew supper should be finished, for 
the men were through with their clay's 
work. 

I thmk the evening was the most 
looked forward to part of the clay 
After we had fimshed the dishes ( and, 
oh, how we cltcl hurry with the chshes), 
the whole family, 111clud111g teacher 
and maid, would gather around the 
fireplace and radio to listen to our 
favorite program or to have Mother 
read to us. No one with the weekly 
picture show to see could ever enjoy 
the radio quite as much as we did. It 
has seemed to me that programs have 
never been as good since that last 
year I spent on the ranch. 
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Saturday mghts were eagerly wait­
ed, for on those mghts Daddy allowed 
the boys from the bunkhouse to come 
over VI/ e had wild and exc1tmg pmg­
pong games out on the back porch, 
p'ayecl never-endmg monopoly games, 
or perhaps made fudge or had taffy 
pulls. Daddy is an expert taffy puller 

Sunday was a l<ind of lazy day 
We rose later and always had an ex­
tra special breakfast of pancakes, eggs 
and bacon. Although the men had to 
feed the cattle 111 the mormng, they 
had a long, restful afternoon. Dad­
dy's whole week is upset 1f he doesn't 
have that particular Sunday afternoon 
nap. 

Some people might thmk them­
selves terribly deprived if they had 
spent more than half of their lives on 
a large ranch, some sixty miles from 
town, had a pnvate teacher and only 
a sister as a playmate, not I, though. 
I feel that I am one of the extremely 
lucky to have had the experiences that 
I have had, and to have formed such 
a close compa111onsh1p with my sister 
My only hope and wish 1s that I may 
have the opportumty to spend many 
more or at least one w111ter aga111 on 
the ranch. 

Sure I Love Him 
(Contmuecl from Page 10) 

cours,e, he'd been through a pretty 
tough tune. It's hard to ,encl up as a 
pilot in the Air Force. You have 
to have brams, spmt, 111testinal forti­
tude, and mighty good health, but 
Bircldog came through. I might acid 
-with fly111g colors. Naturally, he 
was a little cross and beansh, after 
such a stram. Still, he was cockiet 
and more conoe1ted than ever He 
started orclenng me around, and, like 
a goose, I Jumped qmcker'n lightning 
to do whatever he said. He called 
up girls to go out, and they broke 
elates for him. He knew they would, 
but, just the same, 1t put the final 
touch on his already highly mflatecl 
ego. 

Ha Funny thmg-one mght he 
called a girl ( she was engaged, by 
the way) to ask her for a elate. She 
had already gone out. That irked him. 


