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WE HAVE AN AMAZING MAKITA POWER ASSISTED
WHEELBARROW WITH YOUR NAME ON IT!

THIS LITTLE 6UY IS EXPENSIVE,
BUT MIGHTY!

2 BATTERIES, 1 CHARGER, AND YOUR CHOICE OF A
FLAT CAGE FOR HAULING HAY OR A STANDARD
WHEELBARROW BUCKET

STANDARD WHEELBARROW BUCKET..... $999.99
PIPE FRAME...... $1,299.99

{é% HOLIDAY BREAK »jé%}

We will be CLOSED Saturday, December 24th
at 1:00pm and will reopen on Tuesday,
January 3rd at 7:30am.

Just a little side note about our closing for the holiday. I
brought up the idea of closing our retail store at the holiday
time so that our employees would have a chance to be with
their families that are spread across the country. Folks with
way more retail experience than I have told me not to go
ahead with the idea because it would really hurt our business.
Well, if it is going to severely affect our business, it better
start soon. We have been "HOLIDAY CLOSING"
the same time for over 25 years now! Thank
you for your patience and loyalty. Have a
wonderful Holiday with your families!
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ORCAS CAR TALK .

For several years now, [ have
been watching "THE CAR WIZARD"
on YouTube. I think that I am
drawn to him because he may be
more eccentric than I am when it comes to older
automobiles. Here is an example of things to be
learned from him:
BEST USED DIESEL PICKUPS TO BUY
1. 2007-2008 Chevy Dura Max
2.1989-1998 5.9 Cummins (great engine stuck in
a crappy Dodge body)
3.1994-2003 Ford 7.3 Diesel (a monster if you
can get it started)
4.1983-1987 Ford Diesel IDI
Did you get his drift? NOTHING after 2008.
Those are just too complicated to keep running
economically, thanks to the EPA!

MONEY RULES

D

As far as managing his money, he has
no equal. Here are twelve of his rules to

follow to help us manage our money. These items
are especially germane at present since we are likely
entering a recession of indeterminate length or
strength.

1. No Credit cards with a credit balance. If you

can’t pay it off monthly, CUT IT UP!

2. No drinking in a bar. Cost is many times mixing
it yourself.

3. No constantly upgrading gadgets and devices.
4. No spending too much on clothes. Rotate what
you have got.

5. No buying NEW cars. You should never spent
more than 10% of your yearly NET pay.

6. No gym memberships that you do not use at
least twice weekly.

7. Cancel subscriptions that you are not using at
least weekly. Review your habits at least every 3
months.

8. Avoid expensive skin products.

9. No spending on restaurants, bars, or movies
most Friday nights.

10. No gambling.

11. No junk food. It costs more than fresh fruits,
veggies, or raw foods.

12. No smoking and vapes. If you need a reason
not to do this, well, good luck.



CHRISTMAS EVE

I had finished my last minute
Christmas shopping and driven
back to where [ was staying through
the gathering darkness and the
monotonous numbing noise of my
windshield wipers.

There was still time to tell my
year and a half-old son another story
about Santa Claus. The thought
once again passed my mind that
my son was probably too young to
have taken him to the shopping mall
to sit in Santa’s lap. But [ knew |
wanted to do for my son what had
never been done for me when I was a
young child.

This was going to be a difficult
Christmas because my wife was off
on a trip that couldn’t be avoided.
My son and [ were staying with
friends over the holidays so that
it wouldn’t be too lonely in the
apartment with my wife gone.

I had wrapped a few presents
the day before and would put them
under the tree after [ put my son to
bed. Now it was time to hold my
son in my arms and help him hang
up his stocking. This was done with
a few hidden tears that were hard to
conceal and a sparkle in my son’s
eyes. I explained one more time
how Santa Claus would arrive in
his sleigh pulled by eight reindeer
and miraculously come down the
chimney and leave him all kinds of
nice things.

By seven o’clock my son was in
bed, a hasty dinner was eaten, and |
said good-bye to my host and hostess
and drove down the long hill into the
real world once again. In the trunk
of my car were presents that had
yet to be delivered. Before the night
would be over, I would drive over a
hundred miles, stop at five different
houses and leave my selection of
toys for the children of my friends.

It seemed to me as though only a
minute or two had passed until I was
finally stopping at the last home I
was visiting. A friend of many years,
I knew that the man of the house
would be up late putting his three
kid’s Christmas toys together.

And he was, but I didn’t realize
it until it was too late, as [ rang the

doorbell and glanced at my watch,

it was already 12:45, Christmas
morning. I also had forty more miles
of surface street traffic to drive
through to get back to where I was
staying and try and catch a little sleep
before my young son woke him up.

“Come on in!” my frustrated friend
said, as he appeared at the door with
a wrench in one hand and a pair of
pliers in the other. A new bicycle lay
in disarray on the living room floor
alongside of a wagon that still had to
be screwed together for the younger
of his two boys. My friend had spent
most of the evening putting together
the kitchen set for his daughter and
sipping a lot of eggnog while doing
it. By this point in time, the slots for
the screwdriver were a lot smaller
than the end of the screwdriver,
so I took over from my friend and
completed the wagon first, then
tackled the bicycle.

Not an easy task when your eyes
are red and swollen from a lot of
crying and driving on Christmas Eve.
Tears of sadness without my young
wife and of regret for not being able
to even send her a Christmas card.
This would be our son’s second
Christmas and his first without her
to help with the unwrapping of the
presents and cooking the turkey
dinner. (This year we would have
had enough money to buy our own
turkey and all of the trimmings.)

By the time the bicycle was
finished along with a lot of
conversation about how fate had
taken my wife away on this long
trip and it had to happen so close to
Christmas, too. All of us had tried
everything we knew how to do to
avoid it, but in the end it had to be.

It was after two a.m. when I got
back in my car and headed across
town to be with my son when he
woke up on Christmas morning. By
now, the heavy rain had backed off
a little but at the same time the wind
had increased to about twenty miles
an hour.

The traffic lights on the street [ was
driving down had been turned off
and they were only yellow caution
lights at this time of the morning. The
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Christmas decorations hanging across
the street in front of the mall were
whipping back and forth in the heavy
wind and pouring rain and the many
multi colored lights were reflected in
the water in the deserted streets.

About fifteen minutes into my
drive, an uncontrollable wave of
remorse overcame me. I missed
my wife more than [ ever thought
possible. I had tried everything that I
could think of to somehow soften the
grief that [ knew would really come
crashing down when dawn came
Christmas morning. My year and a
half old son would be opening his
presents and she wouldn’t be there.

I knew I was sobbing hysterically
and I had to pull over and stop because
I could no longer drive as retching sobs
convulsed my entire body.

I pulled over, stopped, leaned
back, and screamed as though
this might help me find an answer
somewhere—some sort of an answer
to explain why my wife had to go
away. She had died in the mounting
agony of spinal cancer in nine short
months at the age of 26 and left me
and our eighteen-month-old son
behind to somehow try and build a
new life without her.

When [ finally got control of
myself and was able to see once
again through swollen, red, tear-
strained eyes, [ caught a little
movement of something out of the
corner of my eye.

On a rain soaked bench at a bus
stop in howling wind at 2:30 on
Christmas morning was a man with
a long white cane and a seeing-eye
dog. They were waiting for a bus that
might not be running on Christmas
morning.

Two blocks down the street, 1
came out of my self-pity induced
stupor and spun my steering wheel
to go back and give the blind man
and his dog a ride to wherever they
wanted to go. As I approached the
intersection, a red bus pulled away
with only one passenger on board. A
blind man and his seeing eye dog in
a bus that was being driven by a man
with a long white beard and a snow
white hair.
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