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By Loran Smith

There is hardly anything 

home-made anymore. Every-

thing, for the most part, is store 

bought unless you are into inter-

net shopping which can bring 

to your doorstep a milkshake if 

you like.

Everything we need today 

pretty much comes in a box or 

a can. We can do wonders with 

that mouse on our computer, but 

we would we be hard pressed 

to fashion something functional 

with a handsaw and a hammer 

which our grandfather would 

do. Or our grandmother with a 

needle and thread or a rolling 

pin.

What will life be like for our 

great grandchildren? Will arti-

sans, technicians and craftsmen 

become extinct? My guess is 

that gardening will survive and 

flourish. Nonetheless, I fear 

what technology will bring 

about. The reason we hark back 

to the past; the reason we remi-

nisce with such affection is that 

life was simpler then.

Recently, I read a story in 

a regional magazine about a 

long-standing tradition, now 

extinct, with which I was very 

familiar—hog-killing. This time 

of the year was for hog-killing 

which brought several families 

together for this ritual which 

was critical for helping feed ev-

erybody the coming months.

Hog-killing days came about 

before refrigeration which 

makes you aware of the impact 

of that old saw, “necessity is 

the mother of invention.” Meat, 

to be put up for the subsequent 

months, had to be cured. There 

were a few refrigerators. Rural 

folk couldn’t afford such appli-

ances anyway. Freezers would 

become standard with the pass-

ing of time, but hog-killing 

remained a way of life into the 

fifties.

When you killed hogs, it was 

often a community affair. Neigh-

bors and families joined hands 

to butcher and dissect the pig, 

finding use for everything in-

cluding the old boy’s feet. Pick-

led pig’s feet were considered a 

delicacy with many. “Many” did 

not include this farm boy.

I did not care for chitterlings 

either. Maybe you have never 

heard of chitterlings, but “chit-

lins,” the colloquial expression 

or to be more graphic—the 

hog’s intestines. Blood pud-

ding? Forget that. I didn’t even 

care for eggs scrambled with 

the pig’s brains, worrying that I 

might wake up one morning and 

start rooting around the flower 

bed.

Even the women folk en-

joyed brains and eggs. I took a 

lot of good- natured ribbing but 

was happy being a finicky eater 

when it came to pork products 

unless it were sausage, bacon, 

ham and pork chops.

The hams were smoked, 

rubbed down with salt and 

hung in a smokehouse to cure. 

Simple enough, but you had 

to worry about the skipper fly 

which could infest and ruin a 

whole shed full of hams. Farm-

ers have always had to worry 

about some natural nemesis. 

There was the boll weevil which 

destroyed their cotton, there was 

the chestnut blight which killed 

off the chestnut trees. Chestnuts 

once fatted their hogs better ‘n 

any food known to exist. Skip-

pers often invaded a cured ham, 

which would go a long way to-

ward feeding your family when 

the crop was laid by. The infect-

ed hams were thrown out to the 

birds because a dastardly inset 

found its way into your smoke-

house.

Today we don’t have to worry 

about most of the insects which 

threatened our way of life back 

in the old days, but as the coro-

navirus heavy-handedly made 

us aware, some things are worse 

than fighting an uphill battled 

with crop and food threatening 

insects.

At the time, I didn’t realize it, 

but now appreciate what those 

family and community exercis-

es did for the rural society. When 

we came together to build a 

neighbor and his family a house, 

via a log rolling (forerunner of 

the modern day Habitat for Hu-

manity), hog-killing to help feed 

families, quilting parties to make 

quilts for the winter, we were 

giving of ourselves for others.

Those were social outings—

we enjoyed ourselves while we 

worked to be good neighbors—

and we invested in community 

service without realizing it. If 

was natural. Many folk learned 

to read by reading the Bible. We 

gained the ultimate in satisfac-

tion in making do.

We expected ourselves to 

share, to be good neighbors and 

to be inclined to help get our 

neighbor’s ox out of the ditch.

For the record, however, I 

would have been willing to 

starve before I would eat chit-

lins, souse meat and pickled 

pig’s feet. A country boy knows 

how to survive and to live off the 

land, but he can also find a way 

to sustain himself without eating 

the worst parts of a hog.

Loran Smith is a syndicated 

columnist and a longtime Uni-

versity of Georgia radio person-

ality. 

Hog-Killing

By Jay Bookman

Let’s say it straight:

Every Georgia Republi-

can who votes for former 

Sen. David Perdue in next 

year’s gubernatorial pri-

mary is voting to strangle 

American democracy and 

replace it with an arrange-

ment in which elections 

can be overturned on a 

whim, just because some-

body says so. There is no 

other rationale for Per-

due’s candidacy, no oth-

er reason for him to have 

launched a campaign 

against an incumbent 

governor of his own party.

That, and to try to pla-

cate the implacable Don-

ald Trump.

That incumbent, Brian 

Kemp, has served for al-

most 20 years as a Repub-

lican state senator, a Re-

publican secretary of state 

and now as a Republican 

governor. From a conser-

vative Republican per-

spective, the only blemish 

on Kemp’s record in that 

time, the only plausible 

reason for a primary chal-

lenge, is Kemp’s refusal 

to take part in Trump’s 

conspiracy to overturn the 

2020 presidential election 

in Georgia based on false 

claims of fraud.

There is zero evidence 

such fraud occurred. It is 

a complete fabrication, no 

more real than Santa and 

flying reindeer, invented 

to give a thin sheen of 

legitimacy to an effort to 

silence the votes of Amer-

ican citizens and return a 

man to power whom vot-

ers had clearly rejected. 

And yet, like 10-year-

olds who cling to the San-

ta myth long after they 

deep-down know better, 

Trump voters refuse to 

let reality intrude on their 

fantasy. They do it for the 

same reason too: They 

want the presents to keep 

coming.

Well, grow up, people. 

Santa Claus is a fun little 

fantasy for children, and 

Trump lost the election 

fair and square.

Last January, Perdue 

made clear that if he still 

had a vote in the U.S. 

Senate, he would have 

cast that vote to decertify 

the results of the Georgia 

election, in which Trump 

lost by almost 12,000 

votes. In effect, Perdue 

would have used his pow-

er as a senator to void the 

10 million votes cast by 

his fellow Georgians and 

substitute his own politi-

cal preference for theirs.

Today, the entire basis 

of his new campaign is 

his eagerness to use the 

power of the governor’s 

office to do next time 

what Kemp would not do 

in 2020, which is to ig-

nore Georgia law, tear up 

the Constitution and rein-

stall a loser in the White 

House against the will of 

the people. In a very real 

sense, Perdue’s candidacy 

for governor is a continu-

ation of the coup attempt 

and insurrection that 

Trump launched on Nov. 

4, and if it succeeds it will 

forever be a black mark 

on Georgia’s reputation.

Imagine an outcome 

next fall in which Per-

due becomes governor, 

Burt Jones or Butch Mill-

er is elected lieutenant 

governor and Jody Hice 

is elected as secretary 

of state. To their credit, 

the Republicans now in 

those positions – Kemp, 

Geoff Duncan and Brad 

Raffensperger – all de-

fended Georgia voters last 

year when Trump tried to 

take away their voice. All 

three would be replaced 

by men who would be not 

just willing but publicly 

committed to do the op-

posite.

As senator, Perdue 

took an oath to “support 

and defend the Constitu-

tion of the United States 

against all enemies, for-

eign and domestic,” yet 

he was willing to violate 

that oath on Trump’s be-

half. As governor, Perdue 

would take a similar oath, 

promising to “preserve, 

protect, and defend … 

the Constitution of the 

United States,” and he 

has already made it clear 

that he would violate that 

pledge as well.

It’s up to you, Georgia. 

Decide wisely. This is a 

vote that you will have to 

justify to your children, 

to your grandchildren, to 

history and to your con-

science.

Jay Bookman cov-

ered Georgia and na-

tional politics for nearly 

30 years for the Atlanta 

Journal-Constitution, 

earning numerous na-

tional, regional and state 

journalism awards. He 

has been awarded the Na-

tional Headliner Award 

and the Walker Stone 

Award for outstanding 

editorial writing, and is 

the only two-time winner 

of the Pulliam Fellowship 

granted by the Society of 

Professional Journalists. 

He is also the author of 

“Caught in the Current,” 

published by St. Martin’s 

Press.

Perdue’s candidacy ‘a 

continuation of the coup 

attempt and insurrection 

that Trump launched’

By David R. Altman

In dire straits for a Christmas 

gift?

Tired of empty shelves at 

Walmart or Target? Can’t find 

that PS5 or Pikachu or Purrble?

How about gas prices? Are 

they making you think twice 

about heading to the mall?

Welcome to the club. But, 

don’t distress, you have options.

The one gift that is often 

overlooked—and perhaps, in 

many ways, the most fun to 

give—has been around for 

thousands of years.

To paraphrase what Glinda 

the Good Witch told Dorothy 

at the end of Oz “…you’ve 

always had the power to go 

back”—but in our case it’s not 

to Kansas, it’s to one of our first 

gifts.

That gift is the gift of reading. 

Not on a tablet. But an actual 

book, you remember, right? 

With real paper and real illus-

trations and, most importantly, 

real joy.

Yes, I mean joy. It’s a gift for 

ourselves (or for others) that 

keeps on giving.

It’s been said that books serve 

as portals to newer worlds. 

They give us perspective and 

teach us and entertain us. But, 

they have a modern-day draw-

back: they take time.

When is the last time you 

really had time? Everything 

seems marginalized—so we 

default to a quick fix.

Look, I get that it’s interest-

ing when a neighbor posts a fa-

vorite recipe or you’re Facetim-

ing with the family out West or 

when Matthew McConaughey 

tweets about his political ambi-

tion. And, we can’t forget about 

brain-preserving Apps like Sol-

itaire or Words With Friends 

(although I can’t yet see the 

results).

Seriously, do you need a 

break from the nightly news? 

What about Facebook or Tik 

Tok? You Tube got you going? 

Just stop.

Try this: turn off the televi-

sion and put down the devices 

(this could shatter marriages, I 

know).

What would it mean to 

spend a night without a Hall-

mark movie or Walking Dead 

or Ozark or Equalizer and yes, 

(forgive me, Lisa) even Yellow-

stone.

If you won’t read for plea-

sure, read for your health.

An Emory University study 

found that reading increases 

“connectivity in parts of the 

brain that were related to lan-

guage.” Another study pub-

lished in the Journal of the 

American Medical Association 

(JAMA) Psychiatry found that 

dementia is 2.5 times less likely 

to appear in elderly people who 

read regularly, while TV was 

presented as a risk factor.

Plus, there’s this: research in 

the U.K. found that six minutes 

of reading can reduce stress lev-

els by 68 percent (think you can 

get that sort of stress reduction 

by watching Hoarders?).

The television shows of our 

American upbringing are for-

ever burned into our collective 

memory, including Ed Sullivan, 

Bonanza, M.A.S.H., The Cos-

by Show, Seinfeld, The Wire, 

Lassie, The Sopranos, Family 

Ties, Monday Night Football, 

Cheers or, just choose your fa-

vorite.

As great as many of these 

shows were, and as influential 

as they have been on our Amer-

ican psyche (did they drive our 

culture or simply reflect it?), 

there has been no stronger in-

fluence on our evolution than 

books.

I won’t go into detail here—

but let’s start with the biggest 

selling book of all time, The 

Bible. Civilization changer? I’d 

vote yes.

A few years ago, PBS did a 

poll that found To Kill a Mock-

ingbird was America’s all-time 

favorite novel. Think how that 

single book has contributed 

to the national consciousness 

about justice or race or family. 

Now, I’m not knocking those 

(few) television shows that 

have also contributed to socie-

tal good, shows like All in The 

Family and Modern Family or 

any Ken Burns documentary).

And to be sure, we can’t 

leave newspapers and periodi-

cals out of the mix. There is no 

comparison between reading 

a newspaper vs. watching the 

news. One makes life (and us) 

more interesting and one makes 

us (like Thanksgiving evening) 

more lethargic.

But if you are asked “what 

is your favorite book,” can you 

choose just one that you real-

ly loved and can vividly recall 

how you immersed yourself 

into its pages, that created your 

own highly personalized ex-

perience? The intensity of that 

experience is something that is 

just not possible while watch-

ing a screen—which is so often 

interrupted by other screens.

Like television, you can 

choose your escape vehicle. 

Get the best-selling Ree Drum-

mond ‘Pioneer’ cookbook 

(number one on the non-fic-

tion best seller list) or read The 

Judge’s List by John Grisham 

or curl up with the latest nov-

el from Nicholas Sparks (it’s 

okay, I won’t judge).

Don’t forget the classics. 

If you are a reader, my guess 

is that there is a copy of The 

Great Gatsby or A Farewell 

to Arms or Little Women or 

Slaughterhouse-Five or Gone 

with the Wind somewhere on 

your bookshelf. Do we really 

even look at our bookshelves 

anymore? Talk about a place of 

neglect.

Let’s go back to what 

brought us to the (mostly) 

civilized nation that we have 

become (American Ninja War-

rior, notwithstanding). Give 

yourself an early Christmas gift 

that isn’t connected to a remote 

control—and isn’t measured in 

clicks.

Start reading. Keep reading. 

Feel the joy.

David R. Altman is a member 

of the National Books Critics 

Circle and the American Acad-

emy of Poets. His second poetry 

collection will be published in 

2022. He and his wife Lisa live 

in Hoschton.

Gift giving made easy (no clicks allowed)

By Ronda Rich

After a country supper in the 

days of my growing up, Mama 

would often stand up from the 

table and say, “Ronda, you clean 

up the kitchen. I need to call 

Idell and see how she’s doin.”

There was not a telephone by 

any bed in our house. We had a 

table phone in the living room 

and two wall phones: one in 

Mama’s sewing room (sister’s 

old bedroom) and one in the 

kitchen.

The cord to the rotary dial 

beige phone had a stretched out 

to about 12 feet long. Mama 

didn’t even mind that it dangled 

into a pool on the red and white 

kitchen tile. When it bothered 

her or she needed to sweep, she 

picked it up and wrapped it sev-

eral times around the phone. It 

looked nice but the first time you 

had to answer the phone in such 

a state, you had a tangled mess.

“Bessie,” Mama would say. 

“Hold on a minute. I got the 

cord tied in knots. Give me a 

minute.” Then Mama would 

pull the phone into the bedroom, 

lie down on the bed and talk for 

hours, twirling the long cord 

through her fingers.

In the family I grew up in, I 

was taught early the importance 

of a phone call or visit to those 

who were lonely or sad. Until 

I was a 7, we had a party line. 

Now that was a treat. For me but 

not my elementary teacher who 

a line with us.

When I was 5, the teacher 

said, ‘Ronda, hang up the phone. 

This is a private conversation.” I 

didn’t know that. I thought she 

could listen to us and we could 

listen to her.

“Mama,” I asked as she fried 

okrie, “Mrs. Coltrain said I 

wasn’t to listen to her conversa-

tions.”

“She’s right. That’s rude. We 

share. When you hear her voice, 

put down the phone.”

I sighed. I sure liked to hear 

how her husband thought more 

of his new bull than of her. But 

I did stop.

Daddy made a practice of 

calling and checking on widow 

women, those who grieved and 

those who were sick.

There was a younger woman 

called May Ann. She had two 

children about six and eight 

years old. Her father was a close 

friend of Daddy’s. So, Daddy, 

dedicated to being the kind of 

preacher man that the Good 

Book expects, would call week-

ly. Her husband was likeable, 

but from Friday at 5 until 6 a.m. 

on Monday, he drank away a 

week’s pay. May Ann took in 

cooking, sewing and child keep-

ing, whatever it took to feed her 

babies.

Daddy and May Ann enjoyed 

talking about people they knew 

in common and complexities 

of the Bible. But Daddy’s call 

was always for one purpose and 

that was to end the call with this: 

“Well, what can I do for you? 

Got enough for light bill? Need 

groceries?”

I doubt she took a cent but 

perhaps she did and it was kept 

secret but paid back. Or may-

be not. When Daddy died, she 

cried, whispering, “That’s the 

best man I ever knowed. I don’t 

how I’d ever raised my children 

without him. Every time he 

called, he prayed with me.”

To this day, I believe in the 

power of a call. Not a text or 

email, mind you. A call where 

the listener can feel warmth of 

voice and personal connection. 

I make those kinds of calls 

regularly. Especially to widow 

women.

When I was 9, the local Bell 

Company ran a TV ad that fea-

tured Alabama coach and icon, 

Bear Bryant. He was a tough, 

no nonsense man with a hand-

some craggy face and a beauti-

ful Southern voice.

The commercial ended with 

the gruff voice commanding, 

“Don’t forget to call your mama 

today.” A swallow. “I sure wish 

I could call mine.”

I teared up always. That’s 

when I first understood the 

emotional power of a phone 

call.

Ronda Rich is the best-selling 

author of Mark My Words. Visit 

www.rondarich.com to sign up 

for her free newsletter.

Calling to keep in touch


