Lions
hand out
goodies

This 1s 50th year
club has filled
Christmas boxes

TheNorton County LionsClub
delivered Christmasbasketsfilled
with food and toys to 107 needy
familiesthroughout thecounty for
the 50th straight year Saturday
morning.

Several dozen Lionsworked at
the National Guard Armory sort-
ing food and toys, and filling and
delivering baskets, said Project
Chairman Tom Baumann. This
year $1,500wasspentinlocal gro-
cery stores to buy food for the
project.

“Theresponsefromthecommu-
nity wasfantasticagainthisyear,”
hesaid. “Donationsof food items
wereabout thesameand donations
of cashincreased thisyear.

“|1 thank all of the Lions who
assistedwiththeproject aswell as
the many individual, businesses,
clubs and organizations for their
donationsof toys, food, clubsand
useof their timeandfacilities.

“It'salwaysgreat to seetheway
the community workstogether to
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The Norton Lions Club spent Saturday morning at the

National Guard Armory making Christmas baskets filled
with food and toys, which they delivered to 107 needy

serve those in need during this
time of year.”
The Christmas Basket Project

beganin 1954 under thedirection
of Lions Club President Dale
Brunson with assistance from

families in Norton County. This year was the 50th anni-
versary of the Christmas Basket Project.
— Telegram photo by Veronica Monier

many other community organiza-
tionsand individuals, he said.
Turn to the Lions' advertise-

ment on Page 5 of today’sedition
of The Norton Telegram for spe-
cial thanksfromtheLions.

THE NORTON TELEGRAM

Page 3

Man had
stolen
Weapon

Oberlin Police officers had been
looking into acase about aweapon
inthepossession of an Oberlinman,
but thecasewill gono further since
the man was shot and killed in St.
Francison Sunday, Dec. 13.

Police Chief Wade L ockhart saic
thedepartment acquiredagunfrom
William Joseph Schwab, 43, that the
officersfound had been stolen back
in 1985. Chief Lockhart said there
isnotellinghow Mr. Schwabgot the
gun.

Anyone could buy a stolen gun
fromaprivateindividual, hepointec
out, andthebuyer might never know
it wasstolen.

Chief Lockhart said the depart-
ment got the gun a couple weeks
ago, but hedidn’t want to say how.
Hesaid he couldn’t say much more
about the case.

Mr. Schwab diedintheCheyenne
County Hospital about 11:30 p.m.
after being shot accidentally by aSt.
FrancisPolice officer.

A statement from the Cheyenne
County attorney said that he was
shot during an undercover felony
investigation by the St. Francis Po-
liceandtheK ansasBureau of Inves-
tigation.

On Monday, Cheyenne County
Attorney Kevin Berens said there

(Continued On Page 5)

No one ever leaves and who are these little strangers?

By DOYLENE QUENZER
FOREMAN

Somewherebetweentheagesof
40 to 50, Christmas, which had
always been my favorite holiday,
began to feel somewhat empty.
Please don’t misunderstand, |
cherished every moment that | got
to share with my loved ones, but
some strange phenomenon had
begun to occur.

Each Christmas the family
would gather their chairsinto a
circleand wait patiently, but with
great anticipation to open their
packages. Each time | looked
around the circle | began to won-
der who these strangers were sit-
ting amongst us. | would scan the
faces of the growing number of
family membersand wonder qui-
etly to myself, “who are these
people?’

It stung at my heart, that those
with whom | had shared my most
impressionable early years were
missing and these new littlefaces
had emerged intheir place.

Where were my grandparents
and uncle, who alwayscreated so
muchexcitementontheir arrival ?
Where was the stomping of loud
feet that my father made when he
came through the front door,
knocking snow off his boots?
Wherewas my mother whofilled
theroomwiththesmell of hot stew
and baked ham, fresh bread and
pies?

Wherewasmy stepmother who
brought chocolate cake, smoth-
ered in chocolate icing? When |
would look up at the Christmas
stockings, | would count then re-
count. Everyone in our family
hung a Christmas stocking, no
matter their age. Oneby onel had
watched asthe stockings of those
| was most familiar with, disap-
pear. But, thenumber of stockings
was growing.

Who were these people? Had |
cometo thewrong address?No, |
recognized at | east three of thefa
miliar faces, however there were
even changesintheir appearance.
All of thismay sound quitestrange
and foolishto you, but thereisno
way toexplainit; excepttosay that
there was a growing number of
little strangers amongst us. They
only appeared as strangers, be-
cause they were new and some |
had only gotten to see once or
twice ayear. In reality, | knew
everyone's name and many were
blood kin.

That was when Christmas be-
gan to loose its familiarity and |
had evengonesofar astofeel that
my favoriteholiday hadlost some
of itsflavor.

My memoriesof Christmashad
begun with four of us, a brother
and three sisters. Eventually the
changesbegantooccur as we each
married and our spousesjoinedthe
circleandreceivetheir ownstock-

ing. Thiswasfollowed by thebirth
of eight children.

Before | barely had turned
around, thechildrenwerebringing
in more strangers and these too
were called spouses. To confuse
even more, some of the spouses
disappeared and werereplaced by
others.

Thank goodnessfor thespouses
of hardy stock, who hadtheendur-
ancetoremainlong enoughto be-
comeafamiliar part of theholiday.

Then theroombegantofill with
thechildrenof our children. These
new little strangers were called
grandchildren. | questioned this
act of God, for | thought grandpar-
entswere, you know — older.

There was no onein thisroom
wholooked qualifiedfortheposi-
tion; wewereall tooyoung. ltwas
asif one Christmas morning, |
awoke to find that when we all
gathered in the circle to open our
gifts, the circle had grown to fill
the entireroom, and chairsbegan
to squish closer together.

| could remember atime when
wewatched each personopentheir
gifts, and everyone “000’d and
awed.” Thegiftwouldbeheldup
or demonstrated and then an-
nounced at amoderatevoicelevel,
whoitwasfrom. But now that was
only amemory, foryouwerelucky
justtoseethat someonewasopen-
ingagiftfromacrosstheroomand
ittook ashout toannouncewhothe
gift was from. This problem
greatly devel oped when the floor
inthemiddleof thecircleof chairs
was covered with all these little
heads, bobbing up and down, and
tiny little hands and feet that
rustled the wrapping papers, run-
ning their toy trucksup and down
your legs and begging for help to
setuptheir Barbie Beauty Shopor
cryingbecausedaddy wouldn'tlet
them open thebox of their 10,000
piece Lego set.

Possibly some of this problem
could havederived from what we
referredtoastheSnack Table. The
Snack table had begun when the
four of us were small children.
There had been little bowls of
chewy candies, china plates of
confection with nuts, Chex-Mix
freshfromtheovenand plattersof
frosted Santa cookies, all placed
on atablecloth. As children we
waited to receive permission to
reach down and grab one— | re-
peat, one of thetreats. You could
have another later that evening.
Today the Snack Table had
evolved into metal tins of thick,
rich chocolate brownies,
Tupperware containersloaded to
thebrimwithfrosted cookies, bags
of chipsinall flavorsandsizes, just
ripped at thetop and placed onthe
cardtable. Therewereheated pots
of cheese dip and plastic contain-
ersof chip dip and more nutsand
cookies and Chocolate Santa

suckers, pretzels, and Oreo cook-
ies.

No onehastaken over the posi-
tionof tablemonitor. They, mean-
ing child or adult, can just slowly
passby reachinand grab handfuls
of what they so desire, at anytime
they desireit. The little ones are
flying onasugar high.

Wherehadthey gone, thosethat
| was most familiar with, where
hadthesenew littlestrangerscome
from?1 sat back many atime and
asked, “Whoexactly was| having
Christmaswith?

No | have not gone senile, itis
just merely athing called change
and sometimes change brings
momentsof emptiness, evenatthe
very sametimeit adds morelove
to your life. So much love, as a
matter of fact, we could nolonger
spendtwotothreedaysinthesame
housetogether without sometype
of Psychiatric help. Yes, it wasa
slow growingshock tothesystem,
to watch your favorite holiday,
withyour favoritepeople, become
a moment designed only for a
Prozac user.

ItwassuchaChristmascelebra-
tionafew shortyearsagothat | had
anepiphany. | wouldliketobeable
to tell you that the epiphany oc-
curredasl satinsilencegazingout
over alandscape of clean white
snow, which sparkled under the
moonlight; forit seemsthat would
beaperfect settingfor anepiphany
tooccur. But alas, it cametomein
amuch less flattering setting. It
happened as| watched theback of
my brother crossingtheroom. You
seeasmy father had aged hisonce
tight fitting slacks began to bag
through the rear and my step-
mother wouldfrequently repeat an
old-time adage, “I think the fam-
ily moved out of the back of his
pants.” Now out of themost faith-
ful of loveand admiration for my
brother, | have to acknowledge
that my epiphany arosewhen| re-
alized that the family had moved
out of the back of my brother’s
pants. Itwasthenthat | recognized
somethinginhiswalk and hisges-
tures and expressions that made
me smile, for they had once be-
longed to my father. At that very
moment, from behind me came a
hardy laugh from one of my sis-
ters, had | shut my eyes and not
turned around, | might have be-
lieved my grandmother wasthere.
Caught inamoment of newfound
awareness, out of thecorner of my
eye, | spotted one of the children,
whohad now growntoadulthood.
Shehadlongthick hair whichfell
in waves down her back, the hair
wasmy mother’sand full likemy
sisters. Sitting on the floor at her
feet wasanew little granddaugh-
ter withred curls, also, agift from
my mother. Another one of the
children sat with her palm turned
toward her cheek asshebit her fin-

gernail, something | had seen my
mother dotimeandagain. Butthis
young girl had never known my
mother, her grandmother, and
wouldnever haveseenmy mother
holding her hand in such a posi-
tion. | gazed further around the
room. One of the boys sat on the
couch, leaning forward with his
elbows on hisknees. I’m not cer-
tain what it was maybe his round
full faceor hissleepy browneyes,
but he looked like pictures of my
father asayoung man, withhishat
cockedtothesideof hishead. One
of the granddaughters sat on the
floor with her short dark hair and
there was no denying that her ev-
ery action was a pass down from
one of my sisters. A couple of the
childrenandacoupleof thegrand-
children carried thelaid back de-
meanor of my grandfather. Oneof
the boysresembled my brother at
ayoung age, which, in turn re-
sembled my uncleat ayoung age.
One of the grandchildren’s six-
year-old photos was an amazing
imageof my ownmother’'s6-year-
old photo.

My father whohad beenasales-
man, had a personality that drew
people to him. One sister was a
salesperson, who, when in her
workingenvironment, my father’s
voicefluctuationsflowed fromher
mouth, as she used his deal mak-
ing techniques. One of the other
sistershad recently beenobserved
putting together acomplete meal
fromtheleftoversinherrefrigera-
tor and then was heard saying,
“ Areyousureyoudon’twantany-
thing moreto eat? Heredon’t you
want a piece of pie?” Well hello
Grandmom! Just like her grand-
mother, she had alove for an-
tiques, and the knack for decorat-
ing, and creating withthem. Then
apart of her father came through
when she discovered she could
sell. Her selling may have come

through more advanced technol-
ogy, but nonetheless she could do
itwell.

Creativity had been a mark of
this family early on. My grand-
mother, who was good with her
hands, could create decorations
from items around the house and
knit sweatersand coatswith atre-
mendous talent. My grandfather
wasapoet and awriter and aman
who found great enjoyment in a
crossword puzzleand couldquote
poemswithsuchperfection,itwas
likelistening to music.

My father too wasawriter who
wrotefull-pageadsfilledwithen-
tertainment, hewasan athleteand
amanwhobelievedinbeingactive
inhiscommunity and served hon-
orably inthemilitary. My mother
wasamusician, who could play a
variety of instrumentsand likemy
unclewasasi nger, whobothcould
sound out anotein perfect pitch.

Sitting in this room was one
brother and two children who
servedinthemilitary, and another
of thechildren held the position of
sheriff. Therewasonesonandone
daughter, alongwithtwo children
andthreegrandchildrenwho sang
and onewhowassoontosingwith
the church band. One of the chil-
dren created pop-up cards by the
first grade and won ascholarship
inart.

While two other children aso
did outstanding drawings, onebe-
ing featuredin acalendar. Two of
thesechildrenhad atalent for rig-
ging something out of nothing
whenthemood struck. Therewas
at least one brother and one sister
inthefamily whohad anability to
write and another sister, who | eft
everlastingmemorieswithapoem
called “The Weed” asachild. A
brother and oneof thesisterswere
athletes, whilethreeof thesisters,
two children and two or three
grandchildrenplayedinstruments.

There was a sister that was &
dancer and a child that was &
dancer and asonwho could swing
likethevery bestonABC'sAmeri-
can Bandstand. This room alsc
contained at |east four who hac
done public speaking. Yes, it was
aroomfilled with creativity. But,
beforegoing any further | feel the
needto apol ogi zeto anyonewhose
talent | haveaccidentally omitted.

This amazing group of family
membersisonly at its beginning.
Asthe years pass we have yet to
seethetalentthatisstill toemerge.
On the horizon maybe morewrit-
ers, morereaders, moremusicians
and singers, more artists and ath-
letes. Every adultand childthat sat
in this room had some character-
istic beit aphysical trait, person-
ality trait, or formof creativity that
wasagift passed downthroughthe
family line.

Some of you may be thinking,
what’sthebig deal! Why wasthat
suchan epiphany — most families
have handed downtraits. But that
was not the epiphany. For me it
wastherealizationthat noonehad
left, they wereall still there, itwas
justindifferent shapesandforms,
those no longer with us, could be
seenintheeyes, actions, and phys-
icsof al thelittlestrangers—who
werereally not strangers, for they
wereapart of thosewho camebe-
fore. So today, when we gather
together and arrange our chairsin
acircle to open the gifts, | see
mother, father, grandmom,
granddad and our unclefor | now
understood that there are no little
strangers unfamiliar to us, for
when you look closely you know
that no oneever left without leav-
ingapart of themselveswithinour
ever-growing circle.

Doylene Foreman, Nov. 11,
2003. Doyleneisthe daughter of
the late Doyle and Audrey Fay
Quenzer.
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Coming to Norton!
The Award Winning Musical

FIDOLER ON THE BOOF

Featuring: Stanton Nelson, Long Island, Kansas

Norton High School Auditorium

Sunday, January 11 at 2:00 p.m.

Presented by: The Theatre of the American West

REPUBLICAN CITY, NEBRASKA

Tickets on Sale at: First State Bank—Norton, Hill City and Plainville

Ticket Prices: Adult-$9.00 in advance and $10 at the door
Student-$6.50 in advance and $7.50 at the door
Children 12 and under-$4.00 in advance and $5.00 at the door
First State Bank Golden Passport Members-$8.00
An additional $1.00 off admission price with donation to local food pantry at time of purchase
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