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True Tales from the Mississippi State University Extension Service

Tales of goats in briefs, a
missing finger, and “au naturel” homeowners are also
among the stories told by Extension agents.
There’s also the case of
the man who, tired of trying
to remove algae scum from
his pond with a shop vacuum, was delighted when
the county agent informed
him the job could be done
better with a simple chemical treatment.
While the questions or situations at the center of most
of the stories in this book
are often funny or just plain
odd, the individuals seeking
help are usually sincere in
taking their questions or
problems to someone they
believe has a wealth of
knowledge. Likewise, the responses are intended to
help or inform, even though
one county agent notes he
did once inform a lady that
his areas of expertise did
not include removing a tick
from her back.
For almost 100 years, dedicated men and women have
served on the county and
state staffs of the Extension
Service in Mississippi. These
are their stories told in their
words.
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Edited by Vance H. Watson & Glynda C. Fulce

Most everyone has an
idea about what Extension
agents do. What usually
comes to mind is answering
questions about things that
come up in everyday life in
rural America.
There was a time when the
topics mainly concerned
crops, pests, raising a family,
or preparing food. Times
have changed, and today’s
Extension personnel are
often well versed in the latest
technology, maintaining a
healthy lifestyle or financial
management, but people still
look to their county Extension
offices for help with the traditional topics.
What most of us don’t realize are the variety, and sometimes the unusual nature, of
the help people seek when
they call or drop by their
county Extension offices.
This collection spotlights
some of the most interesting
and unusual encounters Mississippi State University Extension Service personnel
have had with individuals who
are sure their questions can
be answered by someone
from “State College.”
The result often is, as one
agent states, “My education
started after getting my
degree.”
At least one agent has
been called to a home to help
residents deal with what they
were sure was the aftermath
of a visit by an alien spacecraft.
(cont. back flap)
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Foreword
One of the unique and beneficial agricultural organizations in the world is the
Cooperative Extension Service system. Often emulated but never duplicated, it is
the envy of many countries around the world.
One of the early proponents of outreach efforts by Mississippi State University was
its first president, General Stephen D. Lee. General Lee often declared that
Mississippians must try new things (research) or others will own our lands. The
early form of “Extension” in Mississippi was the Farmers Institute, a system through
which off-campus short courses were taught throughout the state by professors of
Mississippi A&M (see photos pages 36 and 37).
Part of early Extension efforts promoted demonstration farms from a vision of
Dr. Knapp of the U.S. Department of Agriculture. The first three farm demonstrators
in Mississippi were located in Grenada, Greenville, and Natchez in 1905.
A 1964 summary of Extension by Duane Rosenkrans, Jr., prepared for the 50th
anniversary of the Extension Service in Mississippi described one of the more
significant events that took place in 1907 in Holmes County. The federal government
sponsored the first rural youth organization, which was a boys’ corn club originated
by W. H. “Corn Club” Smith, then Holmes County superintendent of schools, later
state superintendent of education, and finally president of Mississippi Agricultural and
Mechanical College. These were the first federal dollars invested in youth programs
now known as 4-H programs. It also emphasized the now-familiar “three way cooperative extension” relationship among federal, state, and local governments.
In March 1908 the Mississippi legislature pioneered in passing a far-reaching act
providing for county departments of agriculture. Mississippi’s first state boys’ club
leader was appointed in 1909, and that same year the first boys’ pig club in the nation was organized. Girls’ and women’s demonstration work was encouraged in
1911, a cooperative creamery was opened in 1912, and the number of employees
had grown to 13 women and 65 men.
In 1914 the National Congress passed and President Wilson signed the SmithLever Cooperative Extension Act that established the service in its present form.
The state headquarters for this work was moved from Jackson to Mississippi A&M
College on January 1, 1916 and has remained here.
Employees of this unique agency have the opportunity to expedite the most gratifying professional and personal experiences that can ever be imagined. This book
is an attempt to collect some of those experiences that have been shared with us.
We respectfully dedicate this book to all of the past, present, and future employees
of the Mississippi State University Extension Service.

Vance H. Watson
Glynda Fulce

About the Editors
Vance H. Watson is the 14th Director of
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the Mississippi State University Extension
Service. Born and reared in the bootheel of
Missouri, he and his wife, Jo Ann, came to
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of graduate school. He was appointed as assistant agronomist, later received a PhD in agronomy from Mississippi State University, an
appointment in teaching and research, and
directed the work of 35 graduate students. He
has served in numerous roles in administration,
including vice president of the Division of
Agriculture, Forestry, and Veterinary Medicine, dean of the College of Agriculture and Life Sciences, and director of the Mississippi Agricultural and
Forestry Experiment Station. He has published more than 300 papers, including six chapters in textbooks, and traveled in 53 countries representing Mississippi State University. He and Jo Ann have three children and
seven grandchildren.

Glynda C. Fulce, special projects coordinator, was born and reared in rural Choctaw
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Mississippi State University in 1991 was in the
office of Dr. Verner Hurt, director of the
Mississippi Agriculture and Forestry Experiment
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the Food and Fiber Center, State Program
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Some of the MSU-ES agents volunteer for the Catch-A-Dream annual
fundraiser. Celebrities abound at the fundraiser, which excites the Extension
volunteers. One year, an Extension volunteer invited a friend of his who was
interested in several of the auction items and just happened to be a Mississippi
State University baseball player. Just like the Extension volunteer, the baseball player had his picture made with the celebrities. All the while, the Extension volunteer joked that they would want this picture when his friend became
a famous baseball player one day. He even convinced several other Extension volunteers to have their pictures made with the MSU baseball player.
Three years later, the former MSU baseball player made All-Star with the
American Baseball League and one of the professional baseball’s young stars.
Catch-A-Dream’s Extension volunteers are busy searching for their picture
with Boston Red Sox closer Jonathan Papalbon.
Steve Cummings
County Director, Yalobusha County

Soil Test
He was a small, thin, elderly man when he entered my office one spring morning. He was taking very small steps to the chair in front of my desk. He sat
down, dressed in overalls and a worn out hat and held a soil sample box filled
with soil. It was a very busy gardening season, so I just reached for the soil
sample form to fill it out. I said, “Sir, are you having any specific problems?” Before I could clarify my question, he quietly and thoughtfully answered, “Well, I’ve
got high blood pressure.”
Kerry Johnson
Area Extension Agent, George County

Joy Riding
When working in Bolivar County, I had a request from Dr. Pete Walker at Delta
State University. Dr. Walker wanted me to get Jim Thomas, ag engineer, to
look at the golf course at Delta State University. Jim came over one day in
early February, and we went out and visited with Dr. Walker. After explaining
to Jim what they wanted to do to the golf course, Dr. Walker suggested that we
ride over the course to look at possible changes. Dr. Walker said his car was
full of stuff and suggested we go in my truck. I agreed, and we started down
the cart path. I looked in my rear view mirror, and a campus policeman had his
blue lights flashing right behind me. I stopped. He walked up to my side of
the truck to see what I was doing out there joy riding on the golf course, but
when he saw Dr. Walker in the truck, he did not give me a ticket. First time I
have ever been pulled over on a golf course.
Don Respess
County Director, Coahoma County
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Playing at Work: When you work, work hard; and when you
play, play hard. The perfect career is when you can find a
way to make hard work like play. Just don’t make play hard
—Kelly Bauer
work.

Vision Test
Many of our county offices serve as sites for the Mississippi Highway
Safety Patrol to issue driver’s licenses. I heard a guy walk in the front
door and ask our receptionist, "Is this where you get a driver's license?
I just moved here from Arkansas and need to apply." Well, it was Friday on a delightfully cool autumn day, and I was feeling especially
good, maybe a little too good. As I walked into view of him I said, "It
sure is!" As I held up two fingers, I said, "And we can start with the vision test; how many fingers do you see?" He looked at me with a scowl
that would have made a child cry out loud, and I knew I had made a serious error. He replied, "Do I look drunk to you?" I have been much
more careful with how I introduce myself to strangers ever since.
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Famous and Future Famous

Don Bales
Extension Forestry Associate

Gender, Please
I got a call one day from a grower asking why his persimmon trees never
produced any fruit. I explained to him that, unlike most trees, persimmons
were either male or female. So he had one or the other . . . or had a female tree and there were no male trees around to pollinate it. He then
asked if there was a way to tell when you purchase one if it’s male or female. I told him yes . . . to pick it up out of the pot and look underneath it.
He got really quiet and then asked if that would really work. We were both
laughing as I told him that no, that wouldn’t work at all.
Andrew J. Londo
Associate Extension/Research Professor
Forestry

Coughing His Way Out
Most of you young folks won’t know this, but about 45 years ago Tommy
Taylor and I used to work together in Leflore County. Mr. Grissom was the
head of the Animal Husbandry Department, as it was called back then,
and he used to take Tommy and me down to the Dixie National Livestock
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Virgil Wells, Retiree

Mr. Nice Doggy
I was asked by one of our clients to go out to his house and check out a weed
problem in the yard, pull some soil samples as well, and take a look at a magnolia tree in the front yard. I had been to this client’s home before, looking at
various plants and trees and offering advice. I also remembered that he had
a Great Dane. During the last visit, the Great Dane was very playful and nice
mannered. He didn’t bother me in the least bit, much less show any aggression. So off I go, soil sampler in hand. I figured I would be out there for about
30 minutes, since I would be by myself (the client was at work). I pulled up in
the driveway and got out of my truck and prepared to head to the side yard to
begin pulling samples. I got to the spot to pull the first sample, and I’m about
100 feet away from my truck. I look up, and sleeping in the backyard was the
Great Dane. He casually raised his head and looked at me. I uttered the
words, “Hello, puppy.” At that point, the whole Mr. Nice Doggy changed. He
jumped up with a growl and a bark and ran up to me. He stopped about 15 feet
away and proceeded to show me that apparently he had just had his teeth
cleaned. Now normally this wouldn’t bother me, but this dog weighed about
150 lbs., I’m guessing. I froze. Soil sampler in hand, I started backing up, and
every step I made backwards, he would make two toward me. Thoughts are
racing through my mind as to just how fast I remembered I could run, which
by the way, isn’t very fast. I glanced backward, and I’m backing into an empty
lot beside the house that leads to the road, and I think that if I can make it
across the lot and get to the road, he will stop and leave me alone.
Wrong . . . He continued to take two steps toward me as I take one step
back. This process seemed like it took an hour, but I gradually started increasing the distance between the two of us. I must have been taking very
large, slow steps. Well, I made it to the road, and I remembered that my truck
was parked in the driveway just a short 50 feet away. I walked briskly toward
my truck, determined to reschedule whenever the owner could be at home. As
I approached the truck, guess who was waiting for me at the end of the driveway. . . the dog I referred to as puppy.
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Now here’s where it gets interesting. I began backing up, again this time
in the middle of the street. The dog at this point has returned to the yard,
but I don’t believe he has any intention of letting me get back to my truck.
Just about this time, a UPS truck comes barreling down the street. I did the
only thing I could think of. I began flagging him down, still clutching my soil
sampler. As you may well know, UPS trucks normally leave their side
doors open. So when he pulled beside me, I jumped in the truck and proceeded to elaborate to the driver what was going on. It must have scared
him, seeing a man jump in his truck with a silver pipe looking thing in his
hand, because he came up out of his seat and said, “Hey, buddy, you can’t
be in my truck.” I frantically relayed the story again and stated that I just
wanted him to pull up in the driveway beside my truck and then I could
jump out and quickly get in and make my escape. He agreed and eased
up into the driveway. I spotted the dog lying down by the front steps of the
house and made a break for it. Of course, my keys were in my pocket, and
as I was fumbling with them, the dog got up and made a beeline toward
me. Then . . . I dropped the keys . . . realizing my mistake, I grabbed them
from the ground as quickly as I could, unlocked the door, and jumped in
the truck. With a sigh of relief I left the premises.
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Show when it was in its infancy and help with that every year. As part of the
perks, we would go to those big livestock shows’ annual meetings and steak
suppers. One night we went to the National Polled Hereford Annual Meeting,
and they had a big steak supper. Mr. Grissom, Mr. Buckley, and Tommy and
I were sitting right down front, next to the head table, and we had a big steak.
Then they had all those big speakers going to talk. Tommy tells Mr. Grissom
that he is going to leave; there must have been 300 people there. Mr. Grissom says, “You can’t go.” Tommy says, “Watch me.” As the speaker got up,
Tommy got his handkerchief and started a hacking cough and started down
that aisle of 300 people coughing – right out that back door.

I saw the owner later that day, and of course he said . . . “Well he’s
never done that before.” I stayed in the office and worked on reports
for the remainder of the day. All in a day’s work.
Patrick Poindexter
County Director, Alcorn County

Patrick Poindexter, county director, with Alcorn County Cattleman M. D. Phillips.
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One night I was working late trying to get caught up with some of my work,
and suddenly I heard a disturbance at my side door. Before I could get up
to check on it, a lady with scratches and scrapes on her head, neck, and
arms ran into my office and asked me if I was the county agent. I told her
that I was and asked how could I help her. She told me that her husband
had just abused her and wanted me to arrest him. I told her that I worked
for the Extension Service in Rankin County and handled agricultural problems and situations with clients. I further explained that I didn’t have the
legal authority to handle domestic disputes. I gave her directions to the
Brandon Police Department and she told me thanks – jumped back into
her truck and left. I haven’t seen her since.
Houston Therrell
Area Agent, Animal Science/Forages
Rankin County

The following letter received by Dr. Vance Watson, Extension Director, is an
example of some of the more unusual requests the Director receives. The
sender was verified as an inmate in the correctional facility stated. Names
and other information have been changed. (Otherwise, it is as written, totally unedited.)
To: Cooperate Extension Services, MS. State University
Dear Sir,
I just found out my biological father (Tom Smith, Jr. - not the real name) who
died early 2001–had a pending asbestos lawsuit. Since his death he was
awarded over two million dollars. The latest information I got concerning this
money was the court in MS (XXXXXX, MS) had ordered my fathers’ body to
be exhume for DNA testing since others’ claiming to be off-springs are contesting this money too. My father had no children by his wife; whom he married just a couple of years before his death. But like myself and maybe four or
five other out-side children may prove to be his when tested. But for right now
the judge is not going any further untial DNA can be done. (Maybe you could
search this case on inter-net??) My problem is I need a arbitrator to submitte
a petition to the court to inform the judge that I’m the oldest child - who wants
to contest this money also. (But since I’m incarcerate here in **. I need someone to work on my behalf and have the court to award them payment (fee’s)
when it all settle. My DNA is in ***** Division of Correction data base. I am his
oldest child (54-years old) and probably 8-10 years older than the next oldest
one – when proven to be Tom Smith Jr. kid. (But NONE by his wife - - all by
other women when he was very young.)
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Be advise however-far this case has proceeded the judge said he
could not go any futher untial DNA is done . . . (so I’m assuming everything has been put on hold.) The way I look at it – the wife and myself
should be entitle to a larger portion than the other ones. Allthough DNA
would have to prove or substitute my claim also. (My DNA is in the
****** Department of Correction Data Base\ if needed!)
This case is in the State of Mississippi: ******** County, Clerk of the
Chancery\Registrar, ********, MS
This case is basically stop; therefore just maybe if I can get you to look
at the facts in this\asbestos money\case then you will see that it is
worth the chance to intervene on my behalf and have the courts award
you attorney fees. Once it has been established that I am Tom Smith
Jr. oldest living air – except for his living wife.
Sir, I am 99.9 percent sure that I am Tom Smith Jr. son and when he
died he did not have a will of any kind. (My mother told me!) However,
she is decease too. Sir, a long term out-look would be to accumulate
wealth to one-day use such money to hire a lawyer to help get my lifesentence suspended. (???)

TRUE TALES OF EXTENSION

Help, Police!

Again my sister in St. Louis who did not inform me that she had some
lawyer contesting the asbestos settlement – saying she was my father’s daughter but she honestly know her father is. (Therefore she
won’t get anything when its all decided!) This maybe a long shot but
maybe a person who writes petitions could file papers in the court, asking the judge to add my name to the list of people who are to be tested
through DNA to determine who is related and who is not.
Sir, thanks for your cooperation in this matter, also hope to hear from
your law firm soon.
Respectfully yours,
P.S. Just maybe you or some of your students could go on to the internet to research information needed to reveal what steps needed to be
taken in order to pursuit this money on my behalf. Also I’m sure there
will be plenty of money for your time and cooperation in this matter. In
addation, Tom Smith, Senior died a few years after his son and did not
have a will\no known relavites\this case is in blind trust too — the same
judge is handling it too I think? (He had 40 acers of land\house and a
safty-deposit bos\all I blind trust)
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—Thomas Dreier

Typo
During my career as a secretary, I have made many typing errors, but this one
was particularly embarrassing. I was asked to send out an e-mail message
asking for award nominations. The last sentence stated, “If you haven’t already
sent your nomination in, you have a whole month to do so.” There was only
one tiny typo at the end of the sentence. I typed a “d” instead of an “s” in “so,”
telling them they “had a whole month to do do.” This letter went out to “all,”
compounding my embarrassment. Of course, the agent who asked me to send
the letter was given credit for the error. Good thing agents can’t fire the secretaries; I would have been gone! Two weeks later, we sent out a reminder letter, changing that last sentence to “If you haven’t already sent your nomination
in, you have only two weeks left to do so.” I made sure I didn’t make the same
mistake twice in the actual letter I sent out. But just for fun, on the copy I gave
to the agent, I did make the same mistake and also changed our return address from Constitution Avenue to Constipation Avenue. Sometimes we just
have to laugh at ourselves.

A Three-Hour Course in Economics
In the late 1950’s I was working as an associate agent in Pearl River
County. I was making a farm visit to one of the cooperating farmers in the
eastern part of the county. When I arrived, the farmer was just driving up
and invited me to look at his operation. We proceeded about a half a mile
into the woods where he had built a large hog pen/trap. There must have
been 60 to 70 hogs and pigs in the pen and he was feeding them ear corn.
What he told me was that he was trapping them in this pen in the woods,
then transporting them to his barn where he had another large pen constructed. From this he would feed them a few days and carry them to the
livestock sale. He continued to trap and pen them until he had a load of
hogs to carry to the sale. We discussed his operation, and I suggested
that he vaccinate and worm his hogs and feed them a little along. I
said,“Have you ever thought about that?” He said yeah. He said “Tom,
let’s go in the house and drink coffee.” So we went to the house and drank
some coffee. He said, “If I spend $3 to $4 worming a pig and another $2
to $3 for vaccinating him and that pig dies, that is a complete loss. But
if I take them to Hattiesburg to the sale and sell them, it is all profit.”
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If we are ever to enjoy life, now is the time – not tomorrow, nor
next year . . . Our beliefs in a rich future life are of little importance unless we coin them into a rich present life.

That’s my economic course.
Tom Loftin, Retiree

Judy Spurgeon
Office Associate, Noxubee County

Striped Hogs
This story relates to Greene County. First off, you don’t just stop by
Greene County; you have to be going there. Howard Breland was the
county agent. One of his clients, a giant of a man, was in the office one
day and found that I had a background in animal science. He asked me if
I had ever seen a striped hog (he pronounced it strip-ped). He told us to
come out this afternoon and see my “strip-ped” hogs. Meantime Breland
tells me that when baby wild hogs are young, they will have brown stripes.
So we get out to the man’s place and walked behind the house. He told
us, “You boys wait a minute; I got to see where the sow is.” Breland asked,
“Why is that?” He answered, “You sure don’t want to get between her and
those pigs.” So we walked a little, and Breland said, “Did that ever happen
to you?” He said, “Yep, one time and she came at me.” “What did you
do?” Breland asked. The man replied, “I just put one foot on my leg and
she thought I clum a tree.”
Ed Elliott, Retiree
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An elderly man who lived south of Lambert had a fine Hereford bull. One
night the bull got out of the pasture and was in the road, and a man passing through ran into his bull. The driver, knowing the owner of the bull,
went to his house to tell him he had hit the bull. When the elderly man answered the door, the driver told the owner of the bull that he had hit his bull
but did not think it had hurt him. The elderly man’s stuttering reply was,
“sssson ifffy I sssssee where hhhhit hel-helped him any, I’ll ssssend you
a check.”
Mack Young
County Director, Quitman County

Excerpts from The Extension Workers Code
The Extension Workers Code is an early K-State Extension Bulletin, written in 1922 by T.J. Talbert, who held the position of Superintendent of Institutes and Extension Schools at the time. It contains instructions on how
Extension employees should conduct nearly every aspect of their work,
from appropriate attire to appropriate ways of thinking. Below are some of
my favorite passages. I hope you find them entertaining if not useful…. Jeffrey M. Peterson, Associate Professor, Department of Agricultural Economics, Kansas State University
On how to dress
Dress according to your job. Nothing is likely to leave a worse impression
. . . than a corset-fitting coat, silk socks, a loud necktie and other regalia of
a faddish nature. Discard the freakish and stylish duds; they are entirely out
of place in extension work.

On how much to talk
Some workers literally talk themselves to death, while others may not
talk enough to attract attention which their work deserves. The trouble
is usually with those who talk too much.

A Winner, Again
Many years ago when we had the Fair in Winston County, Nancy
(Bearden) and I always registered the canned goods. One precious
senior citizen lady would enter every year. She could hardly get around,
and someone would always have to bring her, but every year she
would always bring her canned beans. Of course we could tell that
they weren’t fresh canned beans, because she would bring the same
cans every year. How could we tell? Well, the lids were always rusty
and we would remember those lids. Of course we entered her products
and didn’t mention to her that those were the same beans she brought
for the last five years! She took great pleasure in bringing her canned
goods to the Fair, and she would almost always win a ribbon! I think
she liked making that little bit of extra money, too!
Sharon Kennedy
Office Associate, Winston County

“Loved My Work…”

Don’t be ashamed of your dress. Good clean clothes do not make a worker
or his position, but they add immensely to his appearance and dignity . . .
No worker can offer a good excuse for wearing shabby, badly soiled, outof-date, and untidy garments . . .

Early one Monday morning, among the hustle and bustle of a normal Extension manic Monday, a contract painter and three jail trusties appeared.
Finally, our Extension workspace was going to be painted. The three jail
trusties were young men who had good manners and did not seem like the
stereotypical jail inmates one would imagine. Since I knew one of the
trusty’s mothers, I was very comfortable working around these young men.
The youths’ incarceration was never questioned because they were so
nice and likeable.

On tobacco use
Don’t hold a cigar–or worse– a cigarette in your mouth while giving a lecture or demonstration . . .

Two weeks of painting passed without an incident, and the paint job was
looking fantastic. The third week was to be the final week of painting; nevertheless, the only persons to arrive were the sheriff and his two deputies.

On personal finances
Don’t overdraw your bank account and embarrass yourself and fellow extension workers . . .

The law enforcement folks informed us that our trusted trusties were waiting transportation to Parchman for stealing county tools. The sheriff requested that he and his deputies be allowed to search the premises for

But at the same time:
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On how (not) to talk
Some workers frequently use profane or vulgar expressions before
their audiences and in conversation with individuals and groups of people . . . Even though the members of the audience may themselves be
proficient in such language, they object in hearing it from a speaker.
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I’ll Send You a Check
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As the search continued into the storage room, the sheriff called me from the
back of the room. He wanted to know if the books and magazines stacked on
the back shelf were ours. I reported to him that all those magazines were my
home economic magazines that I used for research, news articles, workshop
ideas, and planning. They insisted that I verify the articles found.
There in an obscure section of the storage room, neatly stacked under a few
home economics magazines were 147 issues of Playboy Magazine carefully
hidden by my sweet and friendly trusties. The sheriff and deputies, holding the
evidence before me, chuckled and asked exactly what kind of research was I
going to do with these magazine copies and when was my next workshop.
Being somewhat of the Pollyanna that I am, I was sure that those young guys
were just keeping those magazines for the articles and NOT the pictures. The
sheriff did not buy it!
Sharon Busler, Retiree

4-Wheeler Riding
I will never forget one particular day at the very beginning of my time in Pearl
River County. I believe it was about one month after I began working in 2004.
One of my 4-H families invited me to their place to look at their cows. Not
knowing a thing about livestock before coming to Pearl River County (I’m definitely from the city), I jumped at the chance to go, ready and willing to learn
as much as I could. I watched my 4-Her and his mom clip their cows and feed
them. A little later on, my 4-Her’s mom decided she needed something from
the house. You see, we were out at the barn, so the house was a little way
away. So my 4-Her jumped on his 4-wheeler to go up to the house. I offered
to come along, and I guess he didn’t expect me to want to ride up to the house
with him, because when I jumped on the 4-wheeler with him, he looked
shocked! He didn’t really say anything then, just looked at me kind of funny.
After we got what we needed at the house, I told him we should go 4-wheeler
riding. So we did. We talked, and this was my first real opportunity to get to
know him. We had the BEST time! And yes, we both came back wet and
muddy because it had just rained. (Since this particular day we have been riding several more times.) Before I left that day, I asked him why he was so
shocked and surprised that I’d wanted to go 4-wheeler riding with him. He
looked at me very matter-of-factly and said, “’Cause you wear makeup!”
Meagan Scott
4-H Agent, Pearl River County
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Why not smile? It takes only 13 muscles. A frown takes
112.
—Unknown

One Man’s Perspective
A favorite county agent of mine used to give me advice whenever he saw
me. He was about 25 years my senior, and I had great respect for his ability to get things done in a very rural county of Tennessee. I believe he was
the most respected person in the county, and some folks speculated he
was the most educated, too, after he had completed his master’s degree
by going to the Ag Extension winter program.
Anyway, this agent gave me lots of solid advice. One day following inservice training, we were lamenting the perils of the most recent administrative changes in the university. We talked with some frustration
about the changes, and he told me to just do what I was told. He went
on to explain in no uncertain terms that he works hard every day and
does whatever the Extension directors and the university brass tell him
to do, because . . . ”if you screw up they will make a specialist out of
you” . . . Obviously, he never wanted to leave his county.
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the missing items. Since I was sure that OUR Extension office was clear
of stolen goods, I graciously gave permission for the official search.

George Hopper, Dean and Director
College of Forest Resources, Forest and Wildlife Research Center

Tales from the Ag Incubator
In January of 1990 I was hired as director of a new project called the
Winston-Kemper County Ag Incubator. A 68-acre tract of land was acquired, and I went to work turning broomsedge fields into a vegetable
production site for training and support of low-income farmers. I was
fresh out of graduate school and fortunate enough to find a small house
to rent near the project.
After weeks of living alone in what the locals called God’s Country, I realized that I needed a little company. That “company” became a beautiful
Springer Spaniel puppy named Bonnie. Bonnie was a great companion
and went to work with me every day. Bosses Bob Williams and Ronnie
Hartness never seemed to mind that Bonnie was at the Incubator.
One fall morning Dr. Williams and Jim Thomas arrived at the Incubator. Months of planning for an irrigation system were about to become
reality. The three of us headed to the fields, putting marker flags at
each point where an irrigation head would be placed. Bonnie was in
dog heaven, a cool morning and open fields to run.
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Rebecca Bates
County Director, Lincoln County

About the first or second year I was county agent, I had a call from a
farmer who had a pine tree problem. I inspected the problem. It looked
like a fire swept through the crown. I finally found a lot of beetles had
swept through the some 10 acres. By some Extension worker, I was referred to a professor in the Biology Building. I found the professor and
introduced myself, but I didn’t tell him my position. He studied the beetles, looked at various books, and said he really didn’t know which beetle it was. We talked on, and he finally said if I would take them to a
damn good county agent, he probably could tell me something about
them. He finally said he thought it was the eucalyptus beetle. I’m not
sure I was talking to a damn good entomologist. The tree put out new
needles and did just fine. I never have had this problem since.

We Can Do Anything

O. F. Parker, Retiree

To my relief, both Dr. Williams and Jim doubled over with laughter.
I will never forget what Dr. Williams said. “Well Rebecca, after all, she is
a retriever.”

When working late one night, I heard a noise outside the side door to the
building. I got up to check on the noise and saw a lady and child outside
in the yard. I identified myself and asked how I could help her. She said
“You say you are the county agent – right?” I proceeded to answer yes to
the question. Then she said “My man and I want to get married and
thought you could help us by performing a marriage now.” Before I could
say anything she blurted out, “We are in love but we don’t have any money
to pay you but thought you might just marry us tonight and let us leave from
here – married.” When she gave the opportunity, I explained to her that I
wasn’t an ordained minister, and I couldn’t perform the marriage ceremony.
I told her that she would have to wait until the next day to get the justice of
the peace to marry them. She told me that she was really disappointed because she thought the county agent could do ‘bout anything, but she
guessed they would have to wait ‘til morning to get married by the J.P. I
haven’t seen her since.
Houston Therrell
Area Agent, Animal Science/Forages
Rankin County

If you could sell your experience for what it cost, you would
—Ben Bergor
never need social security.
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A Good County Agent Needed

TRUE TALES OF EXTENSION

It was lunchtime. We were hungry and already discussing what would be
on the buffet at Lake Tiak O’Khata. As we turned back to the office, to my
horror, Bonnie stood with every irrigation marker in her mouth! She had followed behind us, collecting up every flag we had placed and was so proud.
Every inch of her body wiggled with excitement. All I could think was, “what
is Dr. Williams going to do to Bonnie and me?”

“I Do Not Drive”
Dr. Billy Moore was one of the best specialists Extension ever hired.
They came along and took in Patel and made him a specialist. About
the time Patel was made a specialist, we were getting in the soybean
nematode thing where we were trying to eliminate them. Dr. Moore
came up to the office and brought Patel. We worked it out so Dr. Moore
and Bill Chilsom were going up to Smithville area on the east side of
the county and start pulling samples and work down the east side of the
county. Patel and I got in my old red stick shift, overdrive truck. Now
some of you remember that you had to put that overdrive truck in reverse or it would roll off. That is the way you park. We came up to Nettleton and got out there in the bottom and were going to soil sample
down the west side of the county, which included the prairie. Patel and
I were working just as hard as we could go. Got down about middle
ways of the county and run up with a fellow named John Sherrod Allen.
Of course he was highly interested, a good Extension cooperative.
When he found out what we were doing, he wanted us to go through
this fellow’s pasture, through his pasture, over into Cow Pen Creek and
sample his soybeans. Yes, of course we are taking samples all over
this side of the county. So we drove up to this real good, what we call
a bull gap, where they are made of about six or eight strands of wire
and takes a real man to open it, so a bull couldn’t go through it. I turned
in on a 90-degree turn and left the wheels cut to go through the gap.
Patel bailed out of the truck to open the gap. There was no way! The
gap was nose high to him, and he couldn’t get it open. So I killed the
truck, got out, and by main strength opened it. I stepped back and told
Patel, “Patel, drive through.” Patel says, “I do not drive, Mr. Doss; I do
not drive.” I thought, what is the matter with him? “Patel, just drive the
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After I insisted (not thinking I was making Patel drive), he said all right. The
truck was still cut at the angle, it was in reverse, Patel hit the starter, and it
scared him when it cranked, he slapped it wide open in reverse, it was spinning, and clouds of smoke were coming out, and he was making an arc
going backward while I was standing there holding the gap post. I saw that
he was not lying; he did not drive. I dived through the window, cut the switch
off, phomp, phomp, phomp; it came to a stop. The back bumper was about
yeah close to a huge oak prairie tree. Patel looked at me and said,
“Mr. Doss, I do not drive.” I said, “I understand, Patel. Scoot over. I’ll drive
through the gap; get out and put up the gap, and we will go on.”
Later Dr. Billy Moore explained to me that they had taught Patel that when
you come out to the county, you do what the county workers want you to
do as specialist; they are in charge and you help them out. So Billy explained it really well to me when he explained, “Roy, Patel thought you were
making him drive.”

Gaddis Who?
Betty Gifford had left a note on my door saying that Gaddis needed his
tomato plants checked on that afternoon. There is only one Gaddis in
the county that I thought about, and that is Gaddis Moore. I said tell him
that I will go by his place on my way home. So I did go by there about
5:15 p.m. and went out in the man’s garden, and started looking at his
tomato plants, and they were real healthy, couldn’t find a thing wrong
with them. The man came out on his back porch and kept watching what
I was doing, even looked a little perturbed at me being out in his garden.
I walked up to his back porch, and I said, “I can’t find a thing in the world
wrong with your tomato plants.” He said, “I don’t reckon there is anything
wrong with them.” I looked at my note and it wasn’t Gaddis Moore but
Gaddis Eden on the opposite side of town. So sometimes we assume
that when a person has an unusual name it is just one person, but it happened to be another Gaddis. I called Mrs. Eden and let her know I would
be there first thing the next morning.
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truck through the gap; I’ll put the gap up. I’ll get back in and we will drive
on.” Patel: “I do not drive Mr. Doss; I do not drive.” Well, I couldn’t understand that until later!

Dalton Garner, Retiree

Short Growing Season
Roy Doss, Retiree

The Agriculture Building
I had been working at the Prentiss County Extension office about six years.
About 2:30 in the morning the phone rang, and the police officer said,
“Mr. Garner, the back door of the office is open, and I’m waiting for you. If
you will get out here, we don’t know if anyone has broken into the office or
not.” Connie and I jumped in the car and got to the office as fast as we
could and pulled up to the building, but the police car was not there. I
thought he was probably chasing the person who had been inside and had
not caught him yet. I checked the doors, and all the doors were locked,
and I couldn’t understand why he had called me. I said, “Connie, we need
to go over to the Farm Service Agency; they probably got us by mistake.”
And there was the cop waiting at the Farm Service Agency. Well, I was a
little perturbed that I got called out of bed at 2:30 in the morning for a false
alarm, but I got to thinking about agriculture in Prentiss County and Extension throughout the state, and Extension’s being identified as the “agriculture building” in the county; it made feel pretty good that the cop called me
that morning.
Dalton Garner, Retiree
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Friday afternoon after five is a really good time to get prepared for the
weekend programs and Monday. The phone rang and I answered it.
This was 30-something years ago. The person identified himself as
being with one of the Midwestern universities, and they were celebrating their 100-year anniversary and wanted to have an example of
everything in agriculture and wanted an example of cotton in different
stages. I’m thinking this must be someone from Stoneville playing a
prank on the rookie on the block. I’m thinking they just don’t know that
I was raised on a cotton farm. I asked this person a few questions, and
it became very, very obvious that this man wouldn’t know a cotton plant
if it came and kicked him in the rear end. I explained to him that cotton requires a long growing season, needs hot weather for a long period of time. Basically he thought that with a two-month growing
season he was going to have all stages of cotton for everybody to see.
I said, “Are you for real?” He said, “Yes I am.”
I told him I had a friend in Stoneville and that we could ship him some
cotton in pots, but if you think that you are going to grow cotton for
everybody to see in two months, you’ve got a problem.
Patsilu Reeves, Retiree
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—Jeffry A. Timmons, entrepreneurship expert and educator

Tommy Taylor, Retiree

Best April Fool Ever
I was in charge of the Catfish Festival. A week before the festival, I had a
call from Marilyn Whitehead from the State Health Department in Jackson.
M Whitehead: Are you in charge of the Catfish Festival, the cooking department?
T Taylor: Yes.
M Whitehead: Well, we’ve had some complaints about the cooking.
T Taylor: Yes ma’am.
M Whitehead: We need to go over the health end of it.
T Taylor: Yes ma’am.
M Whitehead: Do you have pen and paper?
T Taylor: Yes ma’am.
M Whitehead: You all are chewing tobacco around the cooks.
T Taylor: No ma’am. We’re not chewing tobacco. (I had a big chew of tobacco right then.)
M Whitehead: You all need to wear caps or nets.
T. Taylor: Yes ma’am, we wear caps.
M Whitehead: Every one of the cookers needs to have tents over it.
T Taylor: Yes, we can handle that.
In my mind I’m getting funeral tents to go over those cookers. It’s too late
to call it off. I’m going through writing all this down. Yes ma’am, yes ma’am,
yes ma’am.
M Whitehead: You can’t set those baskets on the ground or on the back
of the truck.
T Taylor: No ma’am.
I’m lying all the way through. No ma’am, yes ma’am, no ma’am, yes
ma’am, no ma’am, yes ma’am.
M Whitehead: We have to have a signed form Monday morning saying
that you will have this done.
T Taylor: Yes ma’am, we will have that down there Monday morning.
My heart is thumping, thumping, thumping wondering how I’m going to do
it. This was on Friday. But I agreed to everything she said. She wanted me
to read the list over to her, so I did.
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Unusual Camera Angle
We had a photography workshop over in Leflore County. I guess it
was Ralph Ballew teaching the course. We were at least learning how
to cut the camera on and off. This was a long time before digital cameras. We were all sitting around, and one of our county agents was sitting at the table with the camera in his lap, and the camera went off.
There were men and women at the table. So we got a really good
view. That picture showed up at a lot of places, but at least we couldn’t see the top. This was an interesting agent training.
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Always do what you say you are going to do. It is the glue and
fiber that binds successful relationships.

Then about that time she said, “April Fool.” And to top it off, Citizen’s
Bank had it on the loudspeaker down at the bank and they were having so much fun with that. That is the best April Fool that I have ever
heard in my life.

I tell everybody my education started after I got my degree. Extension
taught me a lot.
George Alley, Retiree

Health Department Next Door Please!
It was an unusually quiet afternoon in the Winston County Extension
Office. I was the only one in the office, and this very sweet, well mannered young man came in the door. He was smiling so big and said
“Hello.” I returned the “Hello” and asked him if I could help him. Still
smiling, he said, “I’m here to pick up my condoms.” I thought I heard
correctly, but just to be sure, I said, “Excuse me?” He then repeated,
“I’m here to pick up my condoms. This is the Health Department, isn’t
it?” Well, by that time my face was red as blood, and he knew that he
had messed up BIG TIME! He said, “They told me to go next door!” He
had gone to the Department of Human Services first, which joins our
building. He assumed he was at the Health Department, which is a
parking lot over from our building. We have people coming in asking
where the Health Department is all the time, and I always direct them
where to go. But this time I was so speechless, all I could tell the man
was “It’s over there!” He didn’t waste any time getting out the door and
getting to the Health Department!
Sharon Kennedy
Office Associate, Winston County
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4-H Leaders and Moonshine
My Extension career began February 1, 1968. I was hired by Mr. Milton Edwards, district agent for the southeast district. At that time, the district agent
did the interviewing and hiring for his district.
The first two months were spent in Pearl River County working with Freddie Bayliss as a trainee. That was an interesting two months. One day we
were visiting 4-H leaders. I don’t remember this particular leader’s name,
but the community was called Steep Hollow. After a short visit, as we were
preparing to leave, the leader said, “Wait a minute boys, we haven’t had refreshments yet.” He then led us to a storage room, where he had moonshine in gallon jugs stacked from the floor to the ceiling. This didn’t seem
to surprise Freddie, however.
James Richmond, Retiree

Right Time, Right Place, Wrong Meeting
I was hired as Lincoln County 4-H youth agent in May 2006. My county director, Perry Brumfield, thought it would be a good idea if I came to the
county executive committee meeting. I was not from Lincoln County, so
this would be a great opportunity to meet community leaders.
A couple of weeks passed, and Perry didn’t mention anything about the upcoming meeting. Before I left the office for the day, I remembered the meeting
was to be held that afternoon at 6:30 in the county courthouse. I arrived at
6:15 and saw several people standing in the hallway outside our offices. I
asked one of them if this was the executive committee, and she said yes.
Perry never showed up, so I let them in our office for the meeting. I stood
up in front of everyone and told them that Perry wanted me to come to the
meeting to introduce myself. I went through the whole spiel of telling everyone where I was from, what I will be doing in my job, and plans I had for the
future. (I was right out of college and as green as anybody could be.)
I finished my introduction and sat down, and the group clapped. Then the
president of the committee stands up and says the Democratic Executive
Committee meeting has now been called to order! I was thinking that this
couldn’t be right; this can’t be the meeting Perry wanted me to come to!
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Reid Nevins
4-H Youth Agent, Lincoln County

Naked Lady
One day a lady called me, and the first thing she said was, “Baby, I need
you to . . . would you do it, and sweetie I sure would appreciate it, and
just anytime you can get out here would be great.” So I took her number
and told her it may be a few days before I can get out there. But I had the
note in my truck, and in my Extension work mode of getting things done,
I just happened to be in that part of town and decided that I could knock
this one out now. So I went over there and went down the driveway and
pulled up in the yard of an older house, and of course they didn’t know I
was coming. I looked around and in the door and around the yard, and
it was pretty clean. But apparently a pretty big party had taken place the
night before. There was a 55-gallon drum full of beer cans in the yard. So
I walked around and in the meantime, this little dog was eating me up,
and I drug it around to the backyard. And I happened to gaze into this
field; it was a warm spring day. Then I started to hear giggling behind
me. And I turned around and looked and there were two ladies, and I use
that term generously, that were in the backyard without a stitch on. They
were sunbathing. I thought, my gosh what am I going to do. This is the end
of my career. I’m history. I didn’t know what to do. Go forward, backward,
or get out there with them or what. It was a terrible feeling. I thought I was
going to die. I hear this voice behind me. “Mister, if you will give me a
minute, I will get up and get some clothes on and be right with you.” So
in a few minutes she walks up behind me and all she has on is a man’s
shirt with the sleeves cut out and sweat is pouring off her. She said, “Baby
you will have to excuse me, I’m hot.” And before I think about what I was
saying, I said, “Yes ma’am, I can see that.” So she had a yellow legal pad
and it was like nothing had happened and we walked all around the yard
with her in her shirt and me answering her questions and she wrote down
everything I said. The last thing she said was, “Baby would you please
come back and see me sometime.” I said, “Ma’am I’m afraid I’ve seen too
much already.” This was something to see – the Harley Davidson motorcycles and the tattoos in different places. This is one day that stands out
in my career with the Extension Service.
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Plan Ahead: No date on the calendar is as important as
tomorrow.
—Roy W. Howard (1883-1964)

I finished the meeting with the “Democratic Executive Committee” and
went home. I called Perry, who fell out laughing and said, “Didn’t I tell
you our meeting was moved to next week?” Well, I didn’t think it was
very funny at the time. But one thing I learned from this experience is
to make sure future meeting times and dates haven’t been changed!

Lee Taylor, Retiree
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There was a new county agent trainee in our office for a short time. The
phone rang, and the county agent was out, so we gave the trainee the call.
The farmer on the other end asked him what he could do about Cherokee.
The trainee hesitated a minute and asked, “Is that some kind of ground
cover?” We tried not to laugh in his face. Cherokee is a kind of briar that
you definitely do not want!
Bettye Plitt, Retiree

I Wouldn’t Have Said That
We had a dairyman who was just on the verge of being cut off. So the FHA
got Stinky Edwards and me to go visit with him. He was the kind of fellow
who got up each morning with the intention but by dark had the same intention. We had made all kinds of plans and laid it out for him. Just as we
were about to get through, his wife came in and was carrying a gallon of
milk. Stinky said, “What are you doing buying milk when John is in the dairy
business?” She said, “You don’t think I would let my children drink milk out
of John’s barn do you?” That kind of put an end to it.
J. W. McKie, Retiree

High on Extension
Lamar Adams was at the district livestock show. It was a cold night, and it was
getting late. Lamar was announcing, as anyone who knows Lamar knows
he does a good job announcing, very good with his words and pronouncing.
All of a sudden at the end of the show, he starts coming on the microphone
singing and carrying on. As you know, the PA system goes all through the
barn from one end to the other. When he got through, he was thanking everybody; anybody that had anything to do with the show, the ring man, God, the
Governor and everybody else. We asked Lamar why he was doing all this. I
was rooming with Lamar at this time. Lamar had a high temperature of about
105 degrees. He had all his medicines up on the front row, his antibiotics
and doctoring. To tell you the truth, I think Lamar was high as a kite.
Charles Waldrup, Retiree

Smiles reach the hard-to-reach places.

—Steve Wilson

Where Are They?
Something happened to me and Virgil (Wells) as we were listening to
the radio. The D & R Department Store had an advertisement on the
radio; it said, “Ladies panties, half off.” Said that on the radio! Me and
Virgil couldn’t believe that, so me and Virgil went to the D&R Department Store and asked where they were. The people at the store said,
“Where what was?” The ladies panties, half off!
Tommy Taylor, Retiree
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Cherokee

Tomatoes or Tomato
Fall of the year had approached, and frost was being forecast for the
late October night. A call came in around 4:00 from a lady wanting to
know all the ways she could preserve tomatoes and how long they
would keep before they began to ruin. It took over an hour to get
through every preservation method and recipe that Extension had. I
suggested that she come to the office the next day and get a copy of
the information we had discussed. She thanked me so much for my
help and indicated how pretty her tomatoes had been this year and
how she hated to see them get killed with the frost. Then she made a
profound statement that I thought I must have misunderstood. She
said, “I guess I better get off the phone and go out on the patio and take
one last look at the pretty green vines and pick my tomato that is almost
ripe.” At that point I asked the question I failed to ask at the beginning
of our hour-plus conservation, “How many tomatoes do you have?”
Her reply, “Oh, I just have one; but it will be so good when it gets ripe.”
Lesson learned: Ask, ask, and ask again! I just envisioned my farm
days and all the hustle and bustle we went through to pick bushels of
fall tomatoes when the first frost was forecast.
Linda Mock Wilemon
Area Agent-Health, Northeast Region
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This was the first and last time I used a firearm in a television program.

Planting Peas
I went to work in Lauderdale County in 1973. Bobby Sims was the county
agent there, only the second agent county agent that Lauderdale County
ever had; he had been county agent 40 something years. Bobby got a
phone call one day right after I started to work there, and he comes out
and is telling us about it. This guy wants to plant his garden. He was trying to plant some peas. He asks if he could plant them on a dark night.
Bobby is giving him the standard Extension answer, “Sir, we go more on
soil temperature, when it warms up enough you can plant your peas.” The
guy just kept on, “Well I’ve always heard about planting them on a dark
night. Do you think that is when I need to do it?” Bobby said once again,
“Our recommendation is that when the soil temperature gets right, you can
go ahead and plant peas.” The guy just wouldn’t let it go, just kept talking
about the dark nights. Finally Bobby says, “Well sir, if you’ve got a good
flashlight, you can go ahead and plant them on a dark night.”
Robert McNeil, Retiree

Firearm Safety TV Program
After serving as a trainee for two months in Pearl River County, I was assigned to Wayne County as assistant county agent. After about five years,
the 4-H agent position was established, and my title was changed to 4-H
agent. Johnny Pigg was county agent in Wayne County. Mr. Pigg had been
in Wayne County for just one month before I arrived. Four home economists served Wayne County during my tenure there. They were Delores
Parker, Betty Williamson, Gloria Altman, and Margaret Jones.
Somewhere during the nine years I spent in Wayne County, we started
doing television programs. We would go to Channel 5 in Mobile every three
months to tape the programs. The programs usually consisted of three 8minute segments. The other 6 minutes of the 30 minutes were commercials
and station breaks. Usually the county agent would have one segment,
the home economist one segment, and the 4-H agent one segment.
My part of this particular program was on hunter safety. I was to open by
handing the emcee one of the 22 single-shot hunter safety rifles. He was
to take the rifle, which was loaded with a blank, ask, “Is it loaded?” and
then pull the trigger. Everything was good until the rifle fired.
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James Richmond, Retiree

Show Pig Hold-Up
Leading up to the story I have to tell, I had called a swine producer in
the hospital who had been injured by his herd boar. He gave me permission to go to his farm and pick out four show pigs and deliver to
two 4-H members. I wanted to mail him a check.
A few days later a 4-H parent and I made a trip down to the hog farm to
select some show pigs. Upon arrival we found that the gate to the loading chute and barn were locked. We climbed over the pen fences and
looked through the pens of pigs. After picking out four pigs, we were
ready to load. The pigs weighed approximately 75 lb. each, and it took
both of us to lift and carry the pigs over several fences and load in back
of the truck. We were dead tired after wrestling three pigs and had the
fourth pig halfway to the truck when a man came flying up in his pickup
truck; he jumped out with a shotgun and started screaming at us to put
the pig down. This man was noticeably upset as he was pointing the gun
at us, screaming and physically shaking all over. I tried to tell him who I
was and what we were doing, but he kept screaming at us to get the
pigs out of the truck and put them back in the hog barn. Seeing that we
were in a situation where we could not compromise with this man, we
started unloading pigs and returning them to the barn.
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The freedom to make mistakes provides the best environment
for creativity.
—Author Unknown

We had forgotten to tell the woman operating the camera that the rifle
was going to fire. When the gun fired, the camera girl gave the camera a shove, and out the back door she went. Needless to say, we had
to regroup and start over.

After all the pigs were unloaded, the man had settled enough that he
could talk to us. I explained who I was and that we had permission to
get four pigs for some 4-Hers. He asked me several questions about
the farm owner, and I was able to answer. After convincing this man
that we were not stealing pigs, he told us to go ahead and get the pigs.
We were so tired and scared by now that we left the farm with an empty
hog crate on the truck.
Unfortunately, a few days later the farm owner died when a blood clot
moved from his leg to his heart.
Chuck Grantham
County Director, Forrest County
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Acquaintance Renewed

My secretary, Margaret, informed me that we had a good one on the line. The
lady on the phone informed me that something possibly momentous had happened at her house over the night. She stated that she had reason to believe
that her family home had been the site of the landing of visitors from another
world. I asked her to explain why she thought this had happened. In other
words, what were the signs that had been left by the craft. (Remember the
wheat fields in England?) She said that there were strange sooty marks in the
yard that appeared to be burns in the grass from the exhaust ports from the
alien ship. Also there was a broken branch in the pecan tree that the ship must
have broken when it landed. (I’m thinking, lady you are off your medication
again!) This was before smoking crack became so popular. I tried to firmly but
calmly reassure her that her situation was not a visitor from outer space but
Sooty Mold, a very common fungus that occurs on grass in hot weather after
a rain. All she had to do was brush it out with a broom or wash it off with the
hose. I could tell that she was not happy or convinced with my response. Later
when I came back to the office from a visit, Margaret told me, “Lee, you really
may have to take that alien call a little more seriously.” After you hung up with
her, she called the fire department, the police, Camp Shelby, and WDAM TV.
None of them could figure it out, so they all want you to come look and say
what caused the marks. I called the lady and told her I would be by late that
afternoon. After making some other calls, I got to the house about six that
evening. The lady ran down the steps and said, “It’s about time you got here,
it could have rained and all this important scientific evidence could have been
lost.” The entire family followed me to the back yard where the blackish gray
spots were. I bent down and took my hand and brushed one completely out.
The family let out a collective gasp and jumped back! Come to find out, they
had convinced themselves that anyone who touched one of the spots would
be immediately vaporized and (get this!) transported to the Enterprise. (Maybe
I should have radioed ahead and asked Captain Kirk for permission to board!)
Scott from the T.V. station convinced me to be interviewed concerning the incident. Sure did hurt me to disappoint all the Star Trek fans. But, another case
solved and in the record book…

I received a call and made a visit to a landowner in a remote region of
Wilkinson County known as Possum Corner, a community of about ten
residents on a dead end road. As we discussed his wildlife and forestry
issues, we returned to his porch to visit with his wife and have a glass
of lemonade. This lady looked so familiar, but I could not determine
why. We discussed his work and hers and how they had traveled
across the country and that he had once lived and worked in my hometown. It then hit me and I pointed to this lady and said, "And you were
my 9th grade science teacher, weren't you?" She was, indeed. What
are the odds of renewing an old acquaintance like that, all the way
across the state in a little place like Possum Corner, Mississippi.

Lee Taylor, Retiree

Don Bales
Extension Forestry Associate

TRUE TALES OF EXTENSION

Alien Visit

L.S.M.F.T.
I had not been working long as a 4-H Club agent in Pontotoc County
when a training meeting was scheduled. The meeting was held in Jackson in the Police Department, where we were seated on some wooden
bleachers. All 4-H agents for boys were required to attend.
Some expert (he talked and acted like he was a real important person)
had been talking a long time on several subjects, and those wooden
bleachers were getting hard. He called one from our group up front
and made him look bad on tying a rope. Then he started talking about
slogans. He said if you come up with the right slogan it would become
a household word. He asked if there was anyone there who didn’t
smoke. I hesitantly held up my hand. He said “You don’t smoke?” I
said no. “Well,” he said, “what does L.S.M.F.T. mean?”, referring to the
1940-era cigarette slogan that was Lucky Strikes means fine tobacco).
I said, “It means let’s stand, my fanny’s tired.”
He didn’t know what to say when the crowd roared in laughter. Nobody there ever forgot that day.
G. W. (Willie) Gilliam, Retiree

A Run-in with the Cops
Some people are worried about the difference between right
and wrong. I’m worried about the difference between wrong
—P. J. O’Rourke, Humorist
and fun.
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This story is sure to blow your mind! Jefferson County was one of the
counties participating in the First Impressions Program. Our fair city of
Fayette had already received an anonymous visit, and in return, our
First Impressions team agreed to visit the city of Wesson to conduct the
same visit.
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The morning of August 16, 2007 was a beautiful summer day. Eight members of the Jefferson County First Impressions Team gathered at the Jefferson County Extension Office to depart for Wesson. Before departing, the
county director made sure that everyone was equipped for the task. “Cameras – check, notepads – check . . .” Everyone knew to be as discreet as
possible without drawing attention once in Wesson.
After we arrived, our team split up into two groups. A male team member
drove vehicle #1, and I drove vehicle #2. We divided the list of “chores” between the groups and proceeded with our visit. One group was taking pictures of community entrances while the other group walked and took
pictures downtown. We were being as discreet as possible, visiting with
people we saw. We were not doing anything out of the ordinary.
After about an hour into our visit, I received a phone call from a member in
vehicle #1 telling me to come to the police station. “Come to the police
station for what,” I asked. Several business owners had called the police
to report strangers taking pictures downtown. Once at the police station, I
was later informed that vehicle #1 had been followed by the police and finally pulled over and questioned. Each team member had to register his
name with the chief investigating officer. Once it was determined that we
were not a threat, we were allowed to complete our visit. This experience
will be one that I will remember for the rest of my Extension career.
Thelma C. Barnes
County Director, Jefferson County

Entering a Man’s World
I had been a 4-H volunteer for many years in Wayne County under the
leadership of Roy Higdon, Bill Mailey, and others. I was excited but nervous about taking the job as 4-H program assistant in March 1993 and having such great footsteps to follow in. To add tremendously to this, my first
week on the job included a close encounter of the scariest kind that I will
never forget.
There was an elderly farmer in the county who had grown children who
came through the 4-H program. When he heard the news that there was a
new person doing 4-H in the office, he made it a point to pay a visit. He arrived in the front office bright and early in his overalls and loudly announced
in a gruff voice that “I am here to meet that new woman that is taking the
man’s 4-H agent position.” It was obvious from the sound of his voice he
had more than a few concerns that I would not be able to handle the job.
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The secretary pointed him in my direction, and I braced myself. As he
loomed in my doorway, towering over me with a gloomy glare, I greeted
him with my nicest smile and a warm handshake, inviting him to come
in and have a seat. He refused the seat and quickly informed me that
Wayne County had always had a man for a 4-H agent. He immediately
wanted to know what I thought made me suitable to hold a “man’s job.”
Next came a line of questioning that would make most attorneys shiver.
After determining that I was indeed raised on a farm, had experience
driving a tractor, farming, working cows, and wasn’t afraid of work, he
lightened up just a bit and sat down. He continued with his questions,
and I politely and patiently answered each one. Finally he asked if I
was ready to ride out to the farm and help him catch, pen, and work his
cows. I responded that I would be glad to help if he needed me, just to
let me know so that I could come dressed for the occasion. Apparently
I had passed the test and was found a suitable replacement or at least
one with potential. After this visit he was quite pleasant when he came
by the office and was quick to offer his assistance if I needed it. By
keeping my cool and remaining polite, I had converted one of my most
doubtful clients into a new fan.

TRUE TALES OF EXTENSION

To set the stage, let me describe the gentleman. He was an elderly farmer
who was definitely old school in his thinking. He was quite tall, always
wore overalls, had a scratchy, booming voice and possessed a somewhat abrasive personality. He was quick to speak his opinion, always had
an opinion, and felt a woman’s place was at home raising children.

Lanette Crocker
4-H Agent, Wayne County

In believing in others, we are believed. In supporting others,
we gain followers, and in recognizing the value of others, we
are honored.
—Solon B. Cousins
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—Robert Urich ( 1946-2002) Actor

4-H Parent Cons Hog Buyer
During my tenure in Wayne County, Johnny Pigg was able to organize a
feeder pig sale, which grew to be the largest in the state. As a result of the
feeder pig program, showing hogs became the dominant part of the livestock show.
There was a family who was active in the 4-H club at this time. The father
raised registered Durocs, and his children showed hogs. The district show
was held at the arena. A sale of champions was held for the winners at that
time. This particular year his children had a hog in the sale.
I can’t remember the name of the buyer who bought the hog, but he intended to have the hog slaughtered for the meat. This is where the con
began. Once a hog went to the state show, it was sold and sent to slaughter. It couldn’t be carried back home. The father convinced the buyer that
if he allowed the hog to be shown in the state show, he would bring it home,
feed it for a while, and deliver it to the slaughter house.
The hog was carried to the state show as agreed, and the hog was sold according to the rules and was sent to slaughter. The buyer from the district
show was never contacted or received an offer to replace the hog.
The following year that family had another good hog that was sure to make
the sale. I contacted the buyer from the year before and asked him if he still
wanted his pig. He said he did, so I told him to come bid on this hog. He
could bid whatever it took to buy the hog, and it wouldn’t cost him anything.
He did, and I delivered the hog to the slaughter house for him.
The man never said a word.
James Richmond, Retiree

Interesting Extension Experiences
Many of my memorable Extension experiences occurred when I was a
state specialist in Louisiana. One that stands out is the time I was called
on to meet with the Louisiana Turtle Growers Association to explain to them
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The county agent took me to the meeting, somewhere below Paintcourtville, on a dark winter night. We drove through the woods to a clearing where a fire was burning, but no one was in sight. He told me not to
worry, just follow him. We walked over to the fire, and men began drifting
out of the woods, remaining in the shadows. Finally, a Cajun came forward and was introduced as the president. He called the meeting to order,
and I attempted to explain the dangers of Salmonella, and the proper way
to boil the garbage.
By the time I finished, most of the turtle farmers had disappeared back
into the woods, and the county agent and I were left with only the president to talk to. He thanked us for coming and closed the session by telling
me: “Doctor—I thinks my members heard what you say, and dat they will
try doing what you say. But—I’m afraid that ain’t going to solve the problem. You see, what you met with tonight was the highest class of turtle
farmers dere is, and I hate to tell you, but deres some outlaws out there
dat ain’t nere going to boil dere garbage before they trow it over the fence!”

TRUE TALES OF EXTENSION

We can’t always control what happens to us, but we can always
control how we react to it.

why their little green turtles were no longer legal for sale outside the state.
It seemed that the little boogers carried Salmonella, and the only way to
lift the embargo was for the turtle farmers to boil the garbage they fed to
the mama turtles they kept in mud holes behind their houses along the
bayou before feeding.

I have many happy memories of Extension experiences in Mississippi, but
my first one after being employed here comes immediately to mind. I was
hired in September 1969 as head of the Department of Forestry. I had
known Ralph Robertson, Extension forester, for years, and he very soon
called to get me some exposure out in the state. At that time, the associate county agent in Pike County was Mr. A. Marks. For many years,
Mr. Marks had organized a forestry field day for the African-American
landowners of the county, and Ralph arranged for me to present a session
on timber sales for those in attendance.
We met in a pasture surrounded by well-managed pine forests, and the attendance was great! It was a family affair, held on Saturday afternoon, and
included everything from sack races for the kids to chopping contests for
the men. One of the highlights after a huge lunch was a rolling pin throwing contest for the ladies, and I can assure you that no one there wanted
to have any of the contestants angry with them. All in all it was a most enjoyable day.
Some weeks later, I ran into Mr. Marks at the Extension annual meeting,
and he thanked me for attending his field day, said my talk was well received, then ended with one of the finest compliments I’ve received for
such things.
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Rodney Foil, Vice President Emeritus
Division of Agriculture, Forestry and Veterinary Medicine

You do not determine your success by comparing yourself
to others; rather you determine your success by comparing
your accomplishments to your capabilities.
—Zig Ziglar

Not in My Truck You Don’t
I was the first person in the Union County office who got a pickup truck.
Back then everybody in all the counties were high on the feeder pigs;
everybody had feeder pigs. Union County had the feeder pigs sale at our
place. So I decided with a new pickup truck the best thing for me to do the
first day I went to work in that truck was to have an understanding with the
men. I came in the office, (I happened to have an office with an outside
entrance), and when I got in the main office, I hollered out, “I want everybody to listen up to what I am going to say because it is important.” So all
the men stuck their heads out of their offices – back then we had four or five
men. I said, “You may use my pickup truck for anything you want to do, but
if I ever catch a pig in it, I’m going to kill you.”

Watermelon Lover
One of the local county agents loved watermelon. It was well known
throughout the county that he loved watermelons. When watermelons
were ripe, he made a lot of farm visits. One day he stopped in at a local
store, a gathering place for the farmers in that area. They were sitting
around shooting the bull, and up comes the county agent. He visited for
a while, and when he got ready to exit, they told him that right down the
road on the left-hand side there is a watermelon patch, just go in there
and help yourself. It turns out that watermelon patch did not belong to
the farmer(s) who directed him there. And it turns out, he got challenged when he went into the watermelon patch.

TRUE TALES OF EXTENSION

A. Marks said: “Dr. Foil, you did a good job. I believe you’re the first
white guy who has ever ranked above the rolling pin contest on the evaluation sheet!”

So nobody ever used my pickup that I remember.
I. W. McLarty, Retiree
Bobbye Ann McCollum, Retiree
Bobbye Ann attended the October 2007 Extension retirees’ meeting and died as
a result of injuries from an automobile accident in late November 2007.

In Both Black and White
I had a good secretary, but she did not know anything about insects and
disease. Folks would call there, and she would never know. She got another job. And I told the county agent that the next person you hire we need
to give them some training about what folks call here for and want to know.
So another secretary was hired, a white lady. People would call there or
come in and she would tell them (she knew what she was talking about)
what they needed to know. But they wouldn’t leave; they would just sit
there. A person came and wanted to know what to spray peas with. She
told him what to use, but he stayed there until I got there. When I got in the
office, he asked me what to spray his peas with, and I told him what to use,
and he left. The secretary said, “I told that man that. Now why didn’t he believe me?” I told her, “I guess he wanted it in black and white.”
Thomas Coleman, Retiree
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Getting Rid of Candidates
If you ever have a candidate you don’t want to talk to, we actually had this
to work for us this summer (2007). Frank and Donna Corban came over,
and we were at lunch at a little restaurant in Carrollton. A candidate for a
state office was over at the Courthouse giving his spiel, and we could see
him coming over. Frank and Donna didn’t want to go through all that. I
told them I can take care of that. They asked how? I told them to just
watch me, I can handle it. The candidate started over, and my wife went
out and spoke to him. She told him, “My husband Tommy Taylor is sitting
right there in that chair.” He came right on in and stuck his hand out and
I stuck my hand out, my bad hand (faking a bad hand, of course), and I put
a dead stare on him. He just looked at me and said, “How are you doing
Mr. Taylor?” and kept on walking.
Tommy Taylor, Retiree

Huge Watermelons
On one occasion a client and his wife stopped by our office to show us
their huge watermelons. I suggested that they take their melons to The
South Reporter and the paper would run a story about them and their wa-
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should be provided, how to care for them if they got sick, where could
she buy the animals, and how many could she have in her backyard.

The next week there was a photo of the client with his watermelons.

The lady further explained that she was born in the city but just loved
animals and wanted to have some of her own. I have an office visit set
up when she comes to Mississippi in a few weeks.

Mary Minor
Office Associate, Marshall County

Breaking a Tradition
I got a call from a nice lady who asked me to come and prune her trees—
not demonstrate how to prune but just to prune them. I immediately decided that I could set a dangerous precedent by doing so. I came up with
some excuse not to come out. You need to know that sound carries in our
office and to the office next door of the county forester, Bendix Glasgow,
and his secretary. This lady did not give up that easily. Every few days she
would call, and I would come up with some excuse.
In the meantime, I went by her house and noticed that she had a very large
area with every tree and shrub known to man. Brendix would constantly
shame me concerning all this and just laugh. He knew the lady. One day
Brendix told me that the lady had called him really complaining about me.
The former county agent, Percy Stricklen, had always been good to come
out and prune her trees and shrubs, and she thought that I should, too.
WELL, there were two county agents between Mr. Stricklen and myself. I
later found out the rest of the story. This lady and her husband were active members of the community and Extension supporters. Several years
previously the gentleman had been killed in an accident. I’m sure
Mr. Stricklen knew them well and pruned their plants out of respect for him
and the desire to help. I never did get out there and prune her shrubs.
She passed away a few years later, and I have felt guilty ever since.
Danny Owen
County Director, Tishomingo County

Helping Those Outside the State
After completing an ag tour on August 23, 2007, guess who walks in –
Dr. Vance Watson. As I retrieved my voice mail messages, there was one
of particular interest. I asked Dr. Watson to come listen to this request from
North Las Vegas, Nevada. The lady had picked up my name from a client
in south Rankin County who told the Nevada lady to call me and I would
help her with her questions. The Nevada lady had lots of questions about
all types of livestock and poultry. She wanted to know everything from the
types of pens needed, what grasses they would eat, and how often each
species needed to be fed, what kind of feed or hay to buy, what type shelter
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Houston Therrell
County Director, Rankin County

Almost Arrested for Wood Arson
One afternoon in October, a 4-H parent and I were on our way to a hog
farm in the south part of the county. As we were driving through an
area with longleaf pine trees, we came upon a fire that had just been
set in the edge of the woods. I stopped, and we both got out and broke
pine limbs and tried to put out the fire. We soon discovered we were not
going to be able to stop the fire and headed for the truck. As we approached the truck, a small pickup drove by real slow, then sped up.
We continued down the road just a couple of miles to the hog farm and
called to report the fire. After our visit at the hog farm, where we were
looking for show pigs, we headed back to town. Several miles up the
road we passed a sheriff’s deputy. About a mile down the road, the
deputy’s car came flying up behind us with his lights flashing. I pulled
over to let him go around us, but he stopped his car and came to my
window. He told me that this truck was described as the vehicle driven
by the person responsible for setting the forest fire.

TRUE TALES OF EXTENSION

termelons. They did just that and afterwards came back by the office to take
my picture with their watermelons as a way of saying thanks.

I had to explain that we stopped to put the fire out and that I was the
person who reported the fire. I even had to show the officer the broken
pine limbs we used to try to extinguish the fire. After this he was convinced we were innocent and released us to continue home.
Chuck Grantham
County Director, Forrest County

Mr. Sam Lawrence
The nursing home in Lawrence County is like no other. There are only
60 patients and probably 60 or more visitors each day. The residents
all sit in the front lobby (right outside the administrator’s office) or on the
front porch and watch all that goes on in Monticello each day. The
nursing care is usually good, and the patients are happy. The workers
are all related to someone in the nursing home, and the patients are
treated more like family members than “patients.”
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When my grandmother moved into the nursing home, she became great
friends with Mr. Sam Lawrence, who she refers to as “Uncle Sam.” Uncle
Sam, as I am instructed to call him by my grandmother, is her new best
friend. Uncle Sam was a prominent banker here in Lawrence County and
served in the Navy during World War II. His son, also named Sam
Lawrence, is the pharmacist here in town and is involved with Lawrence
County Forestry Association.
Every morning, Sam Lawrence (Uncle Sam’s son, the pharmacist) goes to
the nursing home to see his father and help him with shaving. He does this
early in the morning before Hudson’s Pharmacy opens. Well, once he
learned that Mrs. Ruth was my grandmother and Uncle Sam’s friend (who
loves bananas for breakfast), he now arrives many mornings with a banana for her. This proves that relationships in a small town are really important. I doubt anyone will ever know how grateful I am for that banana.
I always make it a point to see Uncle Sam when I visit. Once in awhile, he
will send me out to get him a cheeseburger or send me up to the kitchen
for a snack. My grandmother and Uncle Sam sit by each other in the dining room. Uncle Sam has a philosophy on life, which he once again
shared. It goes like this:
“I am 91 years old with a good start on 100. After I turned 90, I quit worrying. Every day is equal to everybody and waits on nobody. You come into
this world with nothing and you go out with nothing. You can’t take your
suitcase with you in the hearse. All I have to do each day is eat and sleep,
so somebody better wake the cook. Always remember, you know it is a
good day when you wake up on the right side of the dirt.” As an MSU graduate and well-trained Extension agent, until this day, I never knew that dirt
had a “right” side.
Amanda Walker
County Director, Lawrence County
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Judge a man not by the words of his mother, but from the
comments of his neighbors.
—Jewish Folk Saying

Creature
County Agents Chuck Grantham, Clayton Rouse, and I had finally gotten a day off and decided to fish at an old gravel pit lake near the mysterious Mahned Bridge (that’s Denham spelled backward) in Perry
County. We were having a great time when something swam under
the boat at a high rate of speed. The boat lurched up in the air, and the
water got very muddy. Bubbles started to rise in the wake, and some
type of fog rose from the water. Whatever it was made another pass,
and waves rose from one end of the lake to the other. Chuck, the fisherman of the group, cast his lure in front of the thing, and the bait was
immediately hit. Chuck set the hook, and what ensued was terrifying.
The thing took off on a run, pulling the boat and us at a high rate of
speed. I can only describe it as a Nantucket sleigh ride in whaling days
when the crew harpooned a whale. After two or three trips around the
lake, Clayton and I pleaded with Chuck to cut the line and let it go (he
still wanted to catch it). Before Chuck could cut the line, the thing
turned toward the bank and shot out on land like a torpedo. It was the
most hideous creature we had ever seen. It was extremely hairy and
bristly, with webbed feet and long claws. It had the lure lodged in its
mouth that contained rather long dagger like teeth. With a roar, not
unlike a lion, it slung its head, and the lure fell out on the bank. The
creature then stood up and walked like a man to a nearby tree! This
thing quickly climbed the tree, jumped out sideways from the tree, and
flew off to the west! …… Now I know many of you will think that the
three of us had gotten to the bottom of the ice chest or had been smoking some left-handed cigarettes. However, this only served to begin
more personal encounters with the creature and those of others. He,
she, it has become known locally as the Beaumont Booger.
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About a year and a half ago, my grandmother fell and broke her hip and
now requires full-time nursing care. She was living in Jackson at the time
with my mother. Upon exploring the nursing homes in Jackson, my family
was greatly dissatisfied with the choices, so I suggested we place her here
in Lawrence County. I knew that if she were here, she would be well taken
care of, and I could look in on her on a regular basis. I consider this one
of the greatest benefits of living in a small town and working for Extension.
I am able to work with the local community so closely and serve local people and provide programming that really does make a difference.

Lee Taylor, Retiree

Speed Her Up, Please
Working in a southern state has its own set of advantages and disadvantages, not the least of which is a southern accent, which can work
for or against you. Distance education has become such a viable part
of the Mississippi State University Extension Service and has proven
time and time again to be one positive way to educate clientele.
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Just to show you that sometimes a southern Extension educator does not
need to slow down to be understood.
Carla Stanford
Area Agent, Child and Family Development
Pontotoc County

Commonsense and good nature will do a lot to make the pilgrimage of life not too difficult.
—W. Somerset Maughan (1874-1965)

Forgotten Teeth
I worked in the Extension Service with the nutrition program. After the
program one day, one of the ladies got hungry. We weren’t cooking
that day—just talking about nutrition, vitamins, and minerals and things.
After the program she told one of the ladies to go to Fred’s and get her
some peanuts. She wore false teeth. When she got the peanuts, she
opened them up, offered all of us some, and throwed a handful in her
mouth. She said, “Oh Jesus, I don’t have my teeth in!”

Potential Politician

Helen Love, Retiree

A few years back, we had a meeting with a large group of our homemaker
ladies. We invited Administration, and we were fortunate that several were
able to attend. The meeting went well. We had several local supervisors,
and it was good PR. One of our administrators spoke for several minutes.
Later this individual, we won’t call his name, but he is retired now, walked
up to one of our homemakers, shook her hand, and began a conversation.
She stated to him, and I quote, “You’d make a good politician. You stood
up there and talked for a long time and didn’t say a **** thing!” I am a good
friend with this administrator, and he asked me later if I knew which one
would have said this to him. I said, “Actually, it could have been three or
four of them.”

The Bee Sting

Danny Owen
County Director, Tishomingo County
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I enjoy conducting distance education and am very careful to pronounce my
words carefully. For this reason, I tend to speak slower than I normally
would at face-to-face educational sessions. On one occasion, I was conducting a distance training with about 12 sites from across the state. One
of the county directors, Mike Tynes (Pike County), was serving as facilitator. A lady raised her hand and asked, “Sir, can you speed up the tape?
Her voice is very slow.” Mike paused for a moment and replied, “Ma’am, I
can’t speed up the tape, this is distance education. It’s live.” This was his
tactful way of saying, “Sorry, that’s just the way she talks.”

When I first began the job, an older lady called to ask what to do about
yellow jackets that had built a nest in the ground. Trying to be helpful,
I told her to wait till late afternoon and find the entry hole and drench it
with insecticides. Again, trying to help, I asked had she noticed a lot of
activity where the yellow jackets were entering the ground at the house.
“OH NO,” she says, “this was at the golf course. I got stung between
the one and two holes.” Without missing a beat and still trying to be
helpful, I asked, “Did it swell?”
Needless to say, she hung up the phone, and I never knew if the nest
was destroyed.
Tim Needham
County Director, Tippah County

Pond Scum
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A Worldwide Authority

A guy called me one day all hot and out of breath. He said, “Mr. Taylor, I’m
worn out. I just can’t take it anymore.” I asked him what was wrong. He
said, “I have run my extension cord as long as I can down to my pond; I’m
out of extension cord but doing the best that I can. My pond has pond scum
on it, and I have got my shop vac down there and I just don’t believe I can
get it all.” I told him, “Sir, you really don’t have to do that. You can just
use some Q3Plus® and put the shop vac up.” He was really pleased.

A lady made a donation to the local garden club. When she received a
thank-you note from me, the treasurer of the garden club, she told her
mother she was going to frame it. She had heard her grandmother
say, “Miss Henrietta says . . . ” and since her grandmother put so much
stock in what “Miss Henrietta,” the home demonstration agent said,
she thought Miss Henrietta was a worldwide authority.

Lee Taylor, Retiree

Henrietta Miller, Retiree
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—Walter Mosley, Writer

So That’s How It’s Done
I had a visiting scientist from Humbolt University in East Berlin, Germany,
who came to the Delta Research and Extension Center in Stoneville to
study rice production for one year. Holger studied English in England before coming to Mississippi, and that in itself created a communication problem. I had taken German in college, but he could not understand German
with a southern accent. Although we had a communication issue, we
worked through it.
His initial visit was in December to get acquainted with the area and find a
place to live before moving his family here. Being just before Christmas, my
wife had gone to a “cut your own” Christmas tree farm and identified a tree.
I thought that since the Christmas tree is believed to have originated in
Germany, Holger would identify with the Christmas tree and would enjoy
going with me to cut the tree and take it to my house. We went through all
the procedure of cutting and preparing the tree for transport, and Holger
watched every step with great interest. After we were in the truck, his comment was, “So that is how you do it in America; in Germany they come on
a big truck.”
Joe Street, Head
Delta Research and Extension Center

The Missing Finger
We received a call from a very persistent lady who wanted to know what
to do with a “petrified” finger that her boyfriend found in a debris pile. The
lady would not identify herself but gave us her boyfriend’s contact information. To our puzzlement, we did not know what she meant by petrified.
The way she described it was that it was hardened and not fleshy.
We all speculated in the office. It could be anything from a preserved specimen that floated from a doctor’s office to remains of a Katrina victim or
possibly an injury from a chainsaw operator. It very well could have been
a volunteer’s body part! Here’s the question: would you call the coroner?
Health Department? Or hospital? (We figured the Health Department
would just send it right back.)
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One of our staff members decided to contact the sheriff’s office. Who
knows? This may have needed to be reported. Reluctant to talk to the
unidentified lady again, the boyfriend’s contact information was provided to the coroner. We don’t know whatever became of the missing
finger, and I guess we never will.
Gwen Smith
Former County Director, Hancock County

Good Pictures, Accidentally
We were in school at Greenwood and were sitting at tables. It was a
communication course. One day we were to bring our cameras and
film and go out and make pictures of specific things and come back
and look at them the next day. I was holding the camera in my lap and
didn’t have film in it (I thought). Well, it was an old camera where you
roll it and snap it, and roll it and snap it three times. Well, I did that
while I was listening. I got some pretty good pictures, very accidentally. But you know, some of those people still don’t want to talk to me
because they think I am a dirty old man.
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Every day that we wake up is a good day. Every breath that we
take is filled with hope and a better day. Every word that we
speak is a chance to change what is bad into something good.

Don Skelton, Retiree

That Is What You Call Bad!
Walthall County planted a lot of acres in millet and Sudan sorghum crops
graze and green chop. We had problems with armyworms every year.
One summer day I got a telephone call from one dairyman wanting to
know when the crop duster was going to be in the county. I asked him why
he needed a crop duster. He said, “I have armyworms in my millet.” I
asked a dumb question like a good county agent, “Are they bad?” Joe
said, “Mr. Crawford, if half of them wasn’t down at the creek getting a drink
of water, they all couldn’t get in the field.” I said that is what you call bad.
I got him the crop duster.
Louis Crawford, Retiree

What Not To Wear
A client asked that I look at a tree that had died suddenly in her yard.
The day I went to visit I called about an hour and a half in advance to
set the meeting time. When I got there, I could not get to the front door
because of potted plants blocking the way. I wandered my way through
the carport to a side entry door and knocked on it.
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I always keep a respectful distance between female clients and myself,
and in this case I tried to place the tree between us.
I was explaining the tree was dead and possible reasons for its death when
she turned her back to me and said: “Look on my back and see if there is
a tick on it and get it off.”
I started backing farther away at this request and replied that I did not see
a tick. To this she replied, “Are you sure? I had one on my back earlier.”
By this time I was 20 feet away, but I assured her that no ticks were on her
back. There could have been a fully swollen dog tick on her, but I was not
going near her.
When someone came out the door, I was relieved to know there were other
people at home.
Wayne Porter
Area Horticulture Agent, Lauderdale Co.

An Unusual Job
At one time, our town was made up mostly of senior citizens. Many of the
women were in the local home demonstration clubs, so their husbands were
quite familiar with our office. Each year, when the time changed, husbands
would show up at our office for the secretary to change their digital watches.
One day, Mrs. Edna was out of pocket, and Mr. B. F. was getting dressed.
Since he was used to coming to the office to get his watch fixed, he saw
no problem coming to the office to get help getting his shirttail untangled
from his pant’s zipper.
Pamela R. Lee
County Director, Carroll County

The past gives us experience and memories; the present gives
us challenges and opportunities; the future gives us vision and
—William Arthur Ward, Journalist
hope.
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Roundup Ready
A retired grower came in for help to get back into corn production. I
recommended a Round-Up Ready hybrid and explained the benefits
and how it worked. We calibrated his planter and sprayer and had
everything ready to go. He called during the growing season, saying
the Round-Up didn't work and the company should pay him for his lost
crop. I visited the field and found grass and weeds were taller than
the corn. When asked what rate of chemical was used and when he
sprayed, he replied that he hadn't sprayed anything. He thought
Round-Up Ready meant the seed was treated with Round-Up and all
you needed to do for weed control is plant and walk away and you
would not have any weeds in the field. Sometimes we have to make
sure growers understand the technology changes that have occurred
over the years.
Bill Burdine
Area Agronomy Agent
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The female client answered the door wearing a two-piece bathing suit. Erase
any pleasant visions from your mind because she was not a pretty sight! She
walked past me, leading me to the sick tree while talking nonstop.

Radio Survey
We were asked to help with a radio survey by, I think, the Extension Information Department. The survey was quite lengthy, and it covered
only one community in the county. I started on the survey by telephone,
and I first got a lady. I began asking her questions, and she gave me
good answers. I asked her when she turned the radio on. Her answer
was when Travis Palmer came on. Travis was a popular radio personality and had the early morning show. I asked other questions and
finally asked her when did she turn the radio off. Her answer was
when Travis went off. Very thought-provoking answer.
O. F. Parker, Retiree

A.M. or P.M.?
Those of you who know me know that livestock production (all phases
of it) was my main expertise. (Sandra calls it a “passion.”) If a 4-H’er
showed a club calf representing Lawrence County, I wanted to be the
person selecting that calf.
One of my 4-H’ers needed a horned hereford bull to show. I contacted
Mr. McLendon, then president of Hinds Junior College. He had a select
herd of horned herefords located near the Raymond airport. He told
me that we could have first pick of any of his bull calves.
I told the 4-H member’s father to come by my house at 4:30, pick me
up, and we would go and see if he had a calf that suited us. He agreed
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I told them to come back that evening and we would start all over. Incidentally, the bull calf that we selected ended up being chosen Reserve
Grand Champion Hereford at the 1964 Southeast District Livestock Show
in Hattiesburg.
The bull, named “Mac,” was defeated only by a bull I selected for another
4-H’er.
Ted Preuss, Retiree

Almost anything is easier to get into than to get out of.
—Agnes Allen

Contact Who?
One day in early April, a lady called our office in Cleveland with a question.
She stated that her husband was in the penitentiary in Parchman. She
wanted to know if she could claim him on her state income tax form or did
the State of Mississippi get to claim him?
After saying she was sorry that her husband was in prison, my secretary
gave her the name of a good CPA in town.
The lady said that man (the CPA) should be in prison.
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to this. At 4:30 the next morning, I’m awakened by the beating on my front
door. I couldn’t imagine what this was. You guessed it! The father and his
son were there ready to go. Now mind you, the Raymond airport is one
hour away. We would be there by 5:30. That’s one hour before daylight!
But as he reminded me, “you didn’t say a.m. or p.m.”

Don Respess
County Director, Coahoma County
Ted Pruess, Retired Extension Agent - Lawrence
County, now raises daylilies.
His first registered daylily is
“Bluegrass Memories.”

Specific Instructions Needed
A senior citizen called, asking about the rotten ends on her tomatoes and
what to do about them. I told her that the problem was due to a fluctuating water supply to the plants and that she needed to supply one inch of
water to her tomato plants every 5 to 7 days.
I then told her to take an empty tuna can and catch the water from her
sprinkler. When the can was full, she would have applied one inch of
water. At this point she asks: “Do you think it is the oil in the tuna that
stops the rots?”

Fearful Orchard Owner
Mr. E. H. White was county agent in Grenada in the 1920's, and he was
later director at Mississippi State and ended his career in Tennessee with
TVA. He moved back to Grenada and had a few cows. He told me one of
his earlier experiences. One of his jobs was to teach people how to prune
their orchards. A man had his orchard out to the side of his front porch. He
had Mr. White to come out and prune his orchard. He got out there, and the
orchard had not been cared for in many years and was in bad shape.
Mr. White had to take off about half the wood to get it in any condition; the
tenant hands were picking up the limbs. The orchard owner chewed off the
end of his pipe, sitting on the porch watching, just knowing that his orchard
had been destroyed. But he later said that was the best crop of fruit he
ever harvested.
Don Skelton, Retiree
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I quickly replied that I did not do a good job explaining the watering procedure and reinforced that it was an “empty” tuna can. I managed to get
the phone hung up before I began laughing.
Wayne Porter
Area Horticulture Agent, Lauderdale Co.

Apple Specialist
Christy Daughtry brought me an envelope one morning that was addressed to our “Apple Specialist.” I work on our Apple computers, so she
brought it in for me. I left it on my desk for a bit until I had a chance to go
through my mail. A little later I opened it up and found a letter and a ziploc
bag stuffed with some bad looking leaves. Not the kind of “Apple Specialist” they had intended to open it.
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We sent the letter and the leaves on to Plant and Soil Sciences so they
could track down a person to help out.
Jason Musselwhite
Extension Associate, Computer Services

Recollections of a County Agent
I began my career with the Extension Service following graduation from
Mississippi State University. My service began in Union County in 1950. Union
County was known as a “dairy” county. Because of its industry, I spent a lot of
time with 4-H dairy projects, preparing and showing dairy cattle. We also
worked with beef cattle projects.
I trained a livestock judging team in 1952 that I believed was worthy of winning
a first-place title in the state. In April of that year I moved to the Holmes County
office and trained a livestock judging team there. We competed in the 4-H Club
Congress and won first place. The team I had trained in Union County won
second place.
The following year the Holmes County team that I trained in meat judging won
first place in the state competition. Soon thereafter, I began work with the Balanced Farm and Home Program. This continued until I moved in December
1957 to become the county agent for Tate County, Mississippi.
Tate County was a diversified county with cotton, soybeans, dairy and beef
cattle, and corn as its major agricultural industries. There were 85 dairy farms
in the county. Although the office had a dairy specialist on staff, I devoted some
time to the dairy farmers.
The county farms ranged from large to small, and owners were racially diversified, white and black. I made it a priority to spend equal time with all as their
county agent.
George Rone, Retiree

Optimism is an intellectual choice.

—Diana Schneider

Oops!
When I was the county agent in Wilkinson County, a very dear lady
called and asked me to come by her house to determine what was
wrong with her pine tree. As we approached the tree, she was explaining that the needles were turning brown and falling off, but only on
one side of the tree. As we arrived at the tree, I immediately noticed the
problem. After giving me a moment to diagnose what she thought was
a disease or nutrient problem, she said, "OK, Mr. County Agent and
Forester, what is your verdict?" When I asked her how long it had been
since she had burned the pile of dead limbs and other debris under
the tree, she looked at the pile of ashes and up into her pine tree, and
said, "Oh ----, I am so embarrassed.”
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The letter explained that the person had sent in some leaves in hopes of
finding out what kind of pest was bothering their apple trees. If a letter
shows up in Computer Applications and Services addressed to “Apple Specialist,” we naturally think computers, but they had meant trees.

Don Bales
Extension Forestry Associate

Oops, Wrong Line!
The typical “hill county” Extension office can be quite an exciting place,
especially on Monday mornings. Our clientele must spend the weekends thinking of questions to tax the minds of Extension agents. Of
course, these questions are what made my job so interesting and challenging for some 30+ years. It also provided me with an occupation
that was far from the doldrums of the typical assembly line job.
Early one Monday morning the telephone was ringing as usual – we
had three incoming lines at the office, and many times all lines would
be holding while I answered the calls in the order they came in. This
particular Monday morning, the secretary had two lines holding while
I was on the other. She had said over the intercom that one call was
one of my beef producers who always addressed me as “Ole Heifer.”
After finishing the call I was on, I pushed the button on the line that I
thought was to be “Ole Heifer” holding. Picking up the call, I answered
in my Monday morning cheery voice – “hellllo ole heifer!”

We are mere journeymen, planting seeds for someone else to
—Wallace Thurman (1902-1934) Writer
harvest.
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Much to my shock, amazement, and most of all my embarrassment, a
lady’s voice answered my greeting by asking if the home economist
was in. After digging myself out of the hole in the floor, I answered her
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What a wonderful and blessed career God gave me - a chance to work
with the wonders of His creation each day and to experience all the personalities who crossed my path. It is my wish that those working now, especially those young agents, will have the same blessed experience that I
enjoyed each day.
Perry Lee, Retiree
State Senator (District 35)

Haircut
We were at a livestock show. I was at one of those nice fall shows that
gets warm once in a while. Had a young man who was a member of the
Morton FFA, was a freshman at East Central College in Decatur, but was
still eligible to show cattle. And he had hair down to here. He said, “If I
don’t get a haircut before I go home my Mama is going to kill me.” I said,
“You want one?” He said, “Yeah.” I told him to sit on that bale of hay. I
went to the grooming box and got out the sheep shears, cattle clips and ear
trimmers, and the scissors and the comb. When I got through with him, he
had a haircut! He told me a couple of weeks later that when he went home
his Mama asked him where he got that haircut. He told her he got it at the
meeting in Decatur. She told him he should go back over there and use
him as your barber all the time. He did a pretty good job. I gave that fellow
a haircut sitting on a bale of hay.
Curlee Green, Retiree

Too Much of a Good Thing
In June of 1968 I was a fresh, bright-eyed, MSCW graduate. I was hired
with Extension as an assistant home economist trainee housed in
Poplarville (Pearl River County). I learned my very first lesson I ever
learned in Extension: Not to drink coffee at every “home visit” the home
economist, Mary Nell Greenwich, and I made that first day on the job! I was
as sick by 5:00 p.m. as I have ever been . . . then it dawned on me that it
must have been the coffee! You have to understand that in Pearl River
County the clients drink STRONG, chicory coffee!
Marilyn L. Bailey
Area Leadership Development Area Agent
Southeast Region
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The purpose of life is a life of purpose.
—Robert Byrne, Writer

Why the heck am I here?
As aquaculture Extension specialist I visit many catfish hatcheries each
spring to monitor their progress and help diagnose any problems they may
be having. Not being a native Mississippian, I have, of course, asked myself many times why I have spent 30 years here with the catfish industry.
On one routine visit to a large hatchery, I was told by the manager how he
always really enjoyed the process of hatching out millions of channel catfish fry every year. And further that he took a great deal of satisfaction in
the fact that without his efforts, “these fish would not be here.” I remarked
to the manager that ironically “if it weren’t for these fish, I wouldn’t be here!”
As the French say, we all have our raison d’etre. Some are fishy, it seems.
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by saying I thought so and would transfer her. But, the best part of it, especially to those who found amusement in it, was that she also just happened to be president of the Extension Homemaker Council!

Jim Steeby
Extension Aquaculture Specialist

Letting Go
One night we had severe thunderstorms to move through our area. When
I went to bed around 10:00 p.m., I could only imagine the numerous calls
that I would receive the next morning. I didn't anticipate receiving any calls
‘til I got into the office, but around 2:00 a.m. the phone began ringing off
the hook. The first thought that I had was that something had happened
to one of my family members. I answered the phone, and a man on the
other end said, "Are you the county agent?" I wondered why would someone call me and wake me and the rest of the family up at 2:00 a.m. to ask
me this question. As I began to awake from my deep sleep, he began to
explain, “You know that we had those severe thunderstorms to move
through our area last night, and it broke one of the main limbs off my
largest live oak. It's still attached to the tree, so I was wondering if I could
hoist it back up into place, tie it up, and save it.”
By this time I was fully awake and able to respond back to him. I said,
“Sir, if you would be kind enough to give me your number and name
(it didn't register on the phone I.D.), I will call you around 7:00 a.m. and
get directions to your house and check the tree out.” He stated that will
be great and gave me his information.
At 7:00 a.m., I called him back and told him I would be at his doorsteps in
30-45 minutes because he lived on the south end of the county. Upon
approaching his driveway, I noticed that he had his tractor with a front-end
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He hated to let it go but called me back several months later and told me that
the smaller limb was beginning to take shape and that he thought it would be
better than the old one.
Billy Joe Lee
County Director, Pearl River County

Climbing the Walls
One of the most difficult tasks was when we had an anthrax outbreak and had
to vaccinate all the adult cattle. We were asked to assist in the endeavor. All
the vets available were helping. My team was myself and Dan Glover, the assistant county agent. We appeared at a small dairy at Sessums one morning.
The lady we knew real well took us to the barn where the cattle were penned.
Dan was a good, husky cattleman. He began to catch them, and we went
through them real fast. When we finished, the lady said she had a bull in the
barn. We went in the barn, and the bull was in a 4-foot high pen. The lady and
I were standing down the hall. (She was not an athletic type.) Dan said that
he would catch the bull. We were standing a good distance down the hall, and
we heard some timbers breaking and a bull coming down the hall. I went up
the wall of the barn, and I looked around, and she was higher up the wall than
I was. We did finish the job.
O. F. Parker, Retiree
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Every year it takes less time to fly across the Atlantic and
more time to drive to the office.
—Author Unknown

Beef in a Can
In the early years of Extension, livestock producers depended on us for
help in solving their livestock health problems.
By the time I came to Lawrence County in 1961, most counties had
trained and licensed veterinarians. This was not the case in our county.
It was very rural, and they expected Extension agents, along with some
other unlicensed veterinarians, to help them.
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loader with some cable attached to the limb lifting it off the ground, attempting
to put it back into place. He said that he had been working on it several hours.
When I looked up at the area where the limb attached to the tree, I noticed that
the only thing holding the limb attached to the tree was the bark. He said,
“What do you think? Will it work?” I asked him to come back to where I was
because I felt that the limb would pop loose anytime, making it very dangerous for anyone standing where he was. As he walked over toward me, I told
him, “Sir, I know that you don't want to hear what I am about to tell you, but I
feel that it’s my job to make sure that you or no one else is injured from this
limb. What you have is a real safety hazard, an accident waiting to happen.
This limb is history because it can no longer get food or water from the tree.
The only connecting point you have is the bark, and that will not be enough to
support growth and healing. Have you got a power saw?” He looked at me
just as serious and asked, "What about all that time I have already involved
with it attempting to save it?" I told him, “Sir, some things are out of our hands
and are meant to be. This is one of those situations that you have got to let
go and let nature take its course and maybe one of those smaller limbs will develop into a nice large limb like that one. Nature has a way of self pruning
plants that we don't prune.” The man finally agreed to unhook his cable and
let the limb fall.

I recall one client calling the office complaining about a 3- to 4-monthold calf that he had, that had been limping for several weeks. Hoof rot
usually caused this, but not in that young of an animal. He said he just
couldn’t tell what was wrong.
I went out on this farm call. The farmer and I hemmed up the calf in a
muddy stable, got a rope around its neck, and then snubbed it to a
post. Upon closer inspection, to both of our dismay, the calf had
stepped on a vienna sausage that fit snugly around the two toes.
The muddy conditions kept the farmer from being able to see what
was wrong.
I guess you can have “beef in a can” in more ways than one.
Ted Preuss, Retiree

Christmas in the Cow Pasture
This event took place while I was serving as county agent in Alcorn
County. It was Christmas Day of 1994. I was living in Kossuth and getting ready to go and spend the day with my parents in Pontotoc.
I got a call about 8:00 a.m. from a lady who called to say that one of
her cows was lying down and maybe even dying. Debbie lived by herself and had no one to help her. She had tried to get the cow up, but
according to her, it was too weak to move. She asked if I had any antibiotics and could I give the cow a shot. I told her that I didn’t have any
medications, but I would come see what I could do.
I drove to her farm, and we walked down into her pasture where the cow
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Brad was a great friend, and we enjoyed a good working relationship. He
not only agreed to open the store but also volunteered to help me give the
cow a shot. He lived in the area and came by and picked me up, and I rode
with him to the Co-op. We had a nice conversation about how our Christmas Day was shaping up. Brad and I had experienced many adventures
while making farm visits together, so this was just another day; it just happened to be Christmas.
When we got back to Debbie’s farm, it looked like the cow had taken a turn
for the better. She was sitting up and chewing her cud. When we got out of
the truck, I grabbed a rope and told Brad that I would slip the rope over the
cow’s neck, and hold her, while he gave her a shot.
Things seemed to be going fine. Debbie was kneeling down next to the
cow’s head, talking to the poor heifer, Brad was putting the medicine into
the syringe, and I started putting the rope around the heifer’s neck. It was
a quiet and sweet moment. It might even vaguely resemble a manger
scene, if you tilted the story a bit. Heck, it was Christmas. And that is the
moment when the fireworks began. The heifer suddenly bounded upward
and forward as if lifted from the ground by some unseen force. Debbie was
knocked backward on her rear. The rope was ripped from my hands by the
force of the leaping hamburger meat. The sudden rush of movement startled Brad. He dropped the syringe and ran for the end of the rope that was
about 75 feet long. He gripped it with all his might. Brad is a tall, skinny,
lanky fellow and weighs about 175 lbs. He was no match for the suddenly
healthy and bounding 1500 pound heifer. As the force of the cow and the
end of the rope came together, Brad was lifted into the air like a kite on a
blustery, windy day. He flew about 20 feet and then came to an abrupt landing, still holding the hope. He then became the first cow pasture human
body sled. The cow was in a fast trot, dragging Brad across the pasture and
the frozen cow patties. Apparently, Brad thought if he hung on long enough,
she would get tired, or maybe he was thinking that after all this effort, the
cow was going to get her shot of antibiotics whether she wanted it or not.
Anyway, the cow took a sudden left turn around a light pole. The physics
of the event with the rope and the light pole and the angle of drag created
a whiplash effect, increasing the speed of the drag. Brad was headed for
a crash helmet moment if he continued on his course of action.
I yelled at Brad to let go the rope. He dropped it about 5 feet before ram-
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ming the light pole with his prematurely grey-haired head. The cow was
now running at a full gallop across the pasture, heading toward the rest
of the herd. Debbie was running behind, pleading for her the stop. I
helped Brad off the ground as he surveyed his damage. His face was
a little red, and his pride was wounded, but no serious injuries.
Laughter was then the order of the moment and it seems Debbie did get
the old heifer to stop. Actually, Brad had succeeded in his efforts, as the
rope had finally choked down on the cow’s neck and caused her some
distress, to which she succumbed. We finally got the heifer tied to a fence
post, gave her a shot, and wished her a Merry Christmas.
The following year, at the Alcorn County Co-op’s annual meeting, I
gave Brad a special award: the Kossuth Cow Catcher’s Award. The
award proudly hangs on his office wall, and we have had many fun
memories from that day in the life of a county agent.
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was lying. We could see the cow’s breath in the morning cold from a good distance. The poor cow looked deathly ill, was lying on her side, and breathing
heavy. Debbie was the type of cattle producer who babied her cattle. She got
down next to her and talked softly and tried to sooth the sick heifer. I felt sorry
for Debbie and the cow and told her that I would call the Co-op manager and
see if he would open the store and let us have some antibiotics.

Stanley Wise,
County Director, Union County

Sterilizing Manure
Several years ago, when I worked at the Adams County Extension office
in Natchez, I saw this older woman drive up in a small station wagon and
park. She got out of her car, went to the back, and opened the back door.
She came in the office and said she’d like for the county agent to come out
to her car and look at the horse manure to see if she’d heated it enough
in her oven to sterilize it! Of course, I had to keep a straight face, and of
course with my luck, Don Smith, who was the county agent at the time,
was at a horticultural meeting with most all the other agents and horticulturists in the state. When I told her he wasn’t there, she said she’d like to
bring it in and leave it for him to look at when he got back! But I asked her
to please wait and let me try to find a horticulturist! He had some info and
mailed it to her. Thank goodness he saved the day! If I hadn’t been able
to find anybody, just think what a BIG surprise it would’ve been for Don to
go in his office and find horse manure on his desk!
Patricia Beard,
Office Associate, Jefferson County

My riches consist not in the extent of my possessions but in
the fewness of my wants.
—J. Brotherton
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—William Arthur Ward, Writer

Fudge Fair
I have many wonderful memories of Dr. Marilynn Purdie, former state leader
for Home Economics, but this one from years ago is one of my favorites. Much
earlier in my career as an Extension secretary, I was working in the Home Economics Department on 4th floor of the Bost Building. My bosses were Barbara
McLaurin and Melissa Mixon, but my BIG BOSS was Dr. Purdie. Her office
was down on 2nd floor, and we secretaries did not have much contact with
her—except when we did something wrong. In fact, we were all pretty much
deathly afraid of the woman. All correspondence and paperwork were carbon
copied to Dr. Purdie, and if we let a typographical error slip by, we were sure
to get the copy sent back to us with whatever mistake we had made circled in
RED. We lived in absolute terror of this.
These were the days before computers and word processors and spell
check. All I had was my trusty typewriter. Every week, I had to type an itinerary to send to the director’s office and to Dr. Purdie. The itinerary form
showed the current week as well as the following three weeks. So there
was a month’s worth of lines for “DATE” and “PURPOSE” on the form. It
was summertime, and Melissa was scheduled to judge lots of food-related
events at lots of county fairs that month. On almost every line in the “PURPOSE” column, I had to type “Judge fair.” Judge fair, judge fair, judge fair.
Well . . . I messed up. On one line I made a typo.
I received the copy back from Dr. Purdie with a big red circle on it.
Oh -----!Out beside the circled error she had written a note. In amongst all
the “judge fair” entries, I had hit the wrong key and typed “Fudge fair.”
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Madeline Golden
Accounting Assistant, Ag Communication

How Could You Forget?
In my first year as assistant county agent in Leake County, the county
agent was, I thought, a fine one. A poultry farmer called and asked for
information about a sick hen. The county agent told him to bring the
hen in, as he had to go to the college and would take her for examination. The man brought the hen in, and the county agent said to put
her in the storage closet and he would get her when he left. The next
week the janitor came to the county agent’s office and told them there
was a dead hen in his closet and she (the hen) had started to smell.
Leake County went on to become one of the state’s most outstanding
poultry counties.
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The Mistakes To Avoid:
• Remorse over yesterday’s failures.
• Anxiety over today’s problems.
• Worry over tomorrow’s uncertainty.
• Waste of the moment’s opportunity.
• Procrastination with one’s present duty.
• Resentment of another’s success.
• Criticism of a neighbor’s imperfection.
• Impatience with youth’s immaturity.
• Skepticism of our nation’s future.
• Unbelief in God’s providence.

Dr. Purdie had circled it in red and written beside it, “CAN I GO????”
I love that woman!

O. F. Parker, Retiree

Buckets
The state fair was going on in Jackson. Dairy and livestock animals
were being shown by 4-H club members. Pontotoc County dairy animals were housed in the main barn. A tent was set up for some of the
counties, since there was not enough room in the main barn.
Winston County had to put their animals in the tent. Rains came, and
the tents got flooded. After they showed their animals, they let them
take their animals home. Charles Twitty (4-H agent for Winston
County) went to carry a load of animals home and had to leave his
feed and equipment to come back for. He asked me to watch his stuff
while he was gone. In the meantime, some cowboys with their horses
moved the tent. I went over to check on his feed and equipment and
found they were messing up his feed, so I gathered up his feed buckets and carried them to my place.
Other 4-H contests were being held, and I had Glen Davidson (now
Judge Davidson), one of my members, scheduled to enter another contest, as well as help me with the cow. We went to the contest and he
won first place. We came back to the barn to change clothes to go to
the banquet, where the awards would be presented. Just as we entered the barn, one of those cowboys came running over to me, all
worked up, and told me (in no uncertain terms) to get those buckets
back over to the tent and he meant now. He kept telling me off; I was
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narian. I’m going to get me a real veterinarian.” This was after we had
been doctoring about five or six years.

What was discovered was that Mr. Twitty had come back after their other
things, while we were at the 4-H contest, and probably got their buckets.
After settling down, the cowboy bought some milk from us. Former coworkers still ask me about their buckets when I meet them now. Judge Davidson tells the story a little different.

Law Enforcement

G. W. (Willie) Gilliam, Retiree

Can’t Play That Tape
In the late 60's through the middle of the 80's, I went to Wisconsin, Indiana,
Kentucky, and Tennessee and bought more than $3 million worth of Holstein cows for Walthall County dairymen.
One year at the county livestock show, Ansel Estess, county agent, liked
to make tapes with people at the show. Later he would play them on his
radio program. One of the registered Jersey dairymen didn’t like Holstein
cattle. Mr. Estess asked Mr. Carter what he thought about the show that
year. Mr. Carter’s response was, “Mr. Estess, it looks like the damn fire ants
and Holstein cattle are taking this county.”

George Weaver, Retiree

As a county director, I had an office visit from an undercover officer
with the state drug unit. The unit was working undercover at a dairy
operation in a nearby county. They were trying to catch drug thieves
who were stealing the farmer’s fertilizer to make drugs. When they
caught someone on the property, he didn’t have fertilizer. He had been
gathering mushrooms. They believed they were Psilocybe mushrooms—the kind of mushrooms you cook to get hallucinations.
I understood what the man was talking about. I had to figure out how
to spell the name before I could put it in a search to get a picture. I
don’t want to admit how many ag agents I called before I found a specialist who could advise me. Dr. John Guyton knew exactly what I was
talking about. We were able to print pictures to assist the officers.
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not getting to say anything. Finally, I got a chance to tell him, “if it makes
any difference to you, we whoop one another where I come from.” I could
tell a difference in his attitude right away. I told him the buckets I got are not
going back over there.

Karen Benson
Area Extension Agent, Child and Family Development
Southeast District

The Serious Side
Mr. Estess didn’t get to play that tape.
Louis Crawford, Retiree

Real Veterinarian Needed
Back in Jeff Davis County, I was a 4-H agent and had been there about a
year. The local veterinarian had gone off to Georgia. The district agent
said we need some county veterinarians. Back then we didn’t have many.
The district agent came over and introduced us to the Board and told them,
“We are going to change this up. R. L. Caves is going to be your county
veterinarian, George Weaver, Forrest Hill, and Franklin Hughes will work
with him.” From then on out we were the county veterinarians. We did all
the veterinary work. From one calf or 150 head, they would call us, and we
would set up appointments. One day Caves came in and he said, “I’ve got
to get to hold of Dr. White, the veterinarian.” I said, “What’s the matter,
Caves.” He said, ”My cow is sick.” I said, “Oh she has milk fever or calcium
deficiency.” I told him to come on and I would go with him and we will give
her some drip. He said, “Hell no, I’m not going to use a jake-leg veteri-
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The first public job I ever had was checking cotton in the AAA days. It
formed an everlasting impression on me. I would go from farm to farm
observing the overall farm layout while verifying cotton acreage. There
was such a wide variation in the per acre productivity among the farms,
and in those days practically all farm families lived off the produce from
the farm. One of my major plans was to bring the lower-producing
farms up to the standard of the best-producing farms. I could imagine
what a difference could be made in the way of life for all the under producers. What it would mean to the farm families, the county, and state.
Well, after the some 50 years, I ride up and down the roads and still observe this condition. Somewhat better, but greatly missing my target.
I think—what worked? What didn’t work? The big difference was
in the man and not the land, even though better land did help. I believe
the biggest factor in bringing up the lower producers was government
financial assistance of payment to improve farm practices, Soil Bank
payments, and conservation reserves. I know people are still working
on this problem, but would a massive push help?
O. F. Parker, Retiree
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I was at the local newspaper office talking to the owner—Mr. Biggs. He and
some of his workers—his wife included—somehow started talking about
this elderly lady who happened to be one of the homemakers. I won’t tell
her real name. We will use Ms. Smith. They were saying that Ms. Smith
seemed to enjoy working in her home and sometimes around the home –
IN THE NUDE. I was naturally stunned and asked who is this lady.
WRONG THING TO ASK. “You mean you don’t know Ms. SMITH!!” How
long have you been in this county? Why do you need to know?” And this
went on and on and on. Everyone at the paper office was having a good
laugh at my expense. It just so happened that the county fair was coming
up, and Mr. Biggs stated that Ms. Smith would surely be there and for me
to look her up. I just laughed and went on my way. The next week, one
night during the fair, I was walking through a very crowded foyer inside the
buildings and I noticed that this sweet-looking, little white-haired lady was
staring at me as I walked by her. She was smiling from ear to ear and
never took her eyes off me as I was going by. I was telling someone about
this, and everyone standing around just fell out laughing---YES. I had my
first encounter with Ms. Smith.
I know Mr. Biggs had contacted her and said something. We have continued to laugh about this for years. But not too long after this incident,
Ms. Smith called the office and NEEDED me to come out and identify these
bugs. I was trying to come up with some answer so I wouldn’t have to go,
but what she was saying made no sense — and she really NEEDED me
to come out and LOOK. My secretary was really enjoying this. I could
hear her laughing in the next room. I finally agreed to visit Ms. Smith. As
I was leaving, I told my secretary, “If I’m not back in an hour, CALL 911!!”
I made it back. Ms. Smith was fully clothed and very polite. I PROMISE.
NOTHING HAPPENED!!!
Danny Owen
County Director, Tishomingo County

To be happy is easy enough if we give ourselves, forgive
others, and live with thanksgiving.
—Joseph F. Newton (1880-1950) Clergyman and writer

An Unusual Evaluation
Many years ago, as a new agent, I started a lunch and learn program
for people who worked in town because there were not many places to
eat in town. People come at lunch and eat lunch before the short educational program. Our first program was for women and was successful. The men didn’t want to be left out, so we had a program for
them the next week or so.
The first topic was on lamb – how to cook it, the nutrition, and the 4-H
lamb project. We served grilled lamb, baked potatoes, salad, rolls, and
dessert. We did not tell the women [or the men] what we were serving and
waited until after they had eaten to tell them it was lamb. One of the
women was most adamant that the meat was not lamb because she did
not like lamb and would not eat it and she had even had seconds – it just
could not be lamb!
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Ms. Smith

Naturally, the word got out about our serving lamb before the men’s lunch,
but we still had a room full. Because we had used all the chops for the
women, we used other cuts for the men, and we were expecting some
scraps, which the county agent wanted to take to his dog. So after the program, we were going through the garbage, hunting for scraps and finding
very few. Suddenly what looked like a baked potato in foil fell into the second garbage can with a thud. Our first thought was that it was a bad potato, so we dug it out to check. Wrapped in the foil and potato skin was
the whole piece of lamb, untasted. Someone else didn’t like lamb.
Pamela R. Lee
County Director, Carroll County

Women’s Lib

Lose as if you like it; win as if you were used to it.
—Tommy Hitchcock, Polo player
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In May 1950, my wedding invitations had been mailed and leave approved when I received a call from Miss Earle Gaddis, associate state
leader. She wanted me to postpone my wedding and attend a special
training for a special program Extension planned to have in my county.
I said “no” and was told that I might not have a job (just a threat). Later,
Miss May Cresswell, state leader, told me “there is still a rule on the
books that a home economist cannot marry.” But I did!!!
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How Did That Happen?

Talk about “Women’s Lib” – I started it with the Mississippi Cooperative Extension Service!!!

I am the only agent in history to win a mare class with a stallion horse.
How did that happen? I put the horse in the wrong class, and Peewee
Stacy put him first. This was at my first horse show.

Genevieve Harris Berry, Retiree

Bill Goodwin, Retiree

Experience My Last Day on the Job

He’s in a Meeting

The last day I worked in Tallahatchie County (January 1972), I was cleaning out my office, and one of the two dairy farmers came into the office very
upset. One of his best Jersey cows had milk fever and could not get up.
He had contacted three different veterinarians, and they could not come
until later that day. He asked me if I could give the cow a drip though the
vein. I went with him to the pasture and immediately found a vein and gave
the cow a bottle of drip that would help cure milk fever. We pushed on the
cow, she got up, and beat us to the barn. The farmer said he would never
forget the last day I worked in Tallahatchie County.
Kenneth L. Cook, Retiree

The Equalizer
One situation happened in Pascagoula years ago when we were having a
horse show. Peewee Stacy was a judge. Peewee was noted for kinda
controversial-type situations. So he was out there judging, and some of the
dads up in the bleachers started hollering down at him, and they got to
bickering back and forth. So I went out to the arena and told him, “Peewee, ignore them. Don’t worry about what they are saying.” Peewee was
a short fellow. Peewee said, “Don’t worry about that. I have my equalizer
in my pocket.” He had his pistol in his pocket to take care of any situation.
So we had to tell the fans to calm down, too.
We finished that show at daylight the next morning when the roosters
were crowing.
Lex Mason, Retiree
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Determination + Patience = Success

A farmer came in and needed some questions answered. So I called
Rupert Johnston’s office because I needed to talk to him and get a
question answered. As you know, he was head of a department and
was in a meeting. Always in a meeting. I waited a little bit. The farmer
is sitting there waiting, and in about 30 minutes I called back. “He’s in
a meeting.” It just made me furious; fact of business, I was mad. And
I did that three times. This was when Dr. Giles was the head man. After
the third time the secretary asked, “May I tell him who called.” I said,
“Yes, tell him Bill Giles called.” Never did tell him any different. I’m
sure they tried to find out what Dr. Giles wanted.
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When I became pregnant with my first child, Miss Gaddis, then state leader,
and Margaret Cresswell, district agent, told me I had to resign. I talked to
my county board of supervisors. The president called the district agent and
the state agent and told them that if I had to resign, they could remove the
entire Extension Service from Copiah County. So, I kept my job for 35
years, had three children (but was told I better not have any more), and
became president of the National Association of Extension Home Economists in 1976!!

Tommy Taylor, Retiree

It Can Happen in a Small Town
I started working for the Extension Service in 1961. At that time we
worked 5½ days a week. I was in the office this Saturday morning and
the phone rang. This lady wanted to know if I knew anyone who wanted
a skunk. I told her that I didn’t know anyone who needed a skunk, but
if she gave me her telephone number and I had someone wanting a
skunk, I would have him or her call her. She thanked me and hung up.
I laughed all morning after the call.
Ten years later the Garden Club of Tylertown wanted me to have a program. The program was to be on the funny things that have happened
in your work. County agents have plenty of funny things to tell about. I
started and had them all laughing after about 10 minutes. Then I told
the story about the skunk. The ladies really laughed, then they stopped.
A lady in the back raised her hand and said, “Mr. Crawford that was
me.” I felt real small. The lady saw the skunk go in the garbage can
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You can’t tell a story like that in a small town.

More and more these days I find myself pondering on how
to reconcile my net income with my gross habits.
—John Kirk Nelson

Louis Crawford, Retiree

An Extension Adventure
A client came to my office early one morning who had a complaint against
the road foreman in the north end of Sunflower County. I introduced myself, whereupon he sat down and waded into his story. I tried to interject to
tell him that his problem is a “county supervisor problem” and he should
contact his supervisor. He ignored this information and began to explain
that the road foreman had destroyed a dam that held water and fish that he
and his young son had been enjoying for some time.
I asked the man if he had talked to the road foreman. He stated yes, but
the road foreman told him that the dam was backing water onto a public
road and the water had to be controlled by breaking the dam. I decided to
go the supervisor route again, and he said that he had talked to him, but
he did not show up to really look at the problem. I listened for over two
hours because this guy led me to believe that people were damaging his
pond. I asked several questions about draining his fields and how he could
address the problem by controlling the water himself. I tried to counter his
complaints with every reasonable idea I could come up with to help him
find a compromise with the county officials.
After more time with the guy (over another hour), he still wanted me to do
something because I was "The County Agent." I finally tried to end the conversation by explaining that the county road drainage was not my responsibility. He then changed his angle…….he told me his son had been in trouble
with the law. He thought that since we deal with youth, he felt we were the
people in charge. I told him we did 4-H programs for youth, but the youth
court officials handled problem children. I inquired, yet again, if the county
was destroying any of his crops going to and from "his pond." He casually
stated that the land around the pond, as well as the pond itself, belonged to
someone he didn't even know. I then realized that he had been trespassing!
He said that because he felt he was keeping his son out of trouble by taking
him fishing he had the right to go where he wanted to go.
I politely informed him I had work to do, but I would talk to the road foreman for him. This seemed to be all he wanted from the beginning. It was
obvious that he didn’t have a clue.
Tommy Baird
County Director, Sunflower County
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Simplifying the Question
Not long before I retired in 1995, I received a call from a Delta county Extension leader. He explained that a farmer was in his office seeking information about some sick chickens that were in his small, backyard flock. I
tried to determine the cause of the illness by asking the leader about various symptoms and the appearance of the affected birds. The agent, in
turn, would relay my questions to the farmer. Though I could hear the
farmer’s answers, the leader would repeat the farmer’s answers to me. I
asked questions about symptoms that occur as a result of poor management, viral diseases, and bacterial diseases. Infectious Coryza is a bacterial disease that causes head swelling and a clear or purulent discharge
from the nostrils, and it is a fairly common disease in backyard flocks. I
asked if there was any nasal exudate. As soon as I asked the question, I
realized the farmer probably would not know what that meant. So I quickly
added, “Is there any discharge from the nostrils?” The leader, who was
more familiar with the farmer than I, of course, simplified the question further. He asked the farmer, “Is there any s*** running out of their noses?”
The farmer knew exactly what that meant. And we proceeded to solve the
cause of his flock’s illness!!
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and ran and put the lid on top of the garbage can. She didn’t know what to
do after that.

Bo Haynes, Retiree

Rabbits, and More Rabbits
You never know what is on the other end of the phone when it rings in the
Extension office. I had several that helped add a few laughs to my job.
One day a gentleman asked to speak to the county agent. Since this was
just after reorganization, as county director, I got the call. The gentleman
said that he had some rabbits that he needed to sell. I started making “pet”
suggestions such as area pet stores, etc. He quickly explained that they
were “meat rabbits,” not pet rabbits. I suggested ads in local papers, radio
sale/swap programs, and other such available resources. I was left
speechless …for a few minutes…when he said, “You don’t understand, I
was under contract with a producer in Portland that had closed. I have
80,000 rabbits.” After a pause, I did suggest the marketing division of the
State Department of Agriculture.
They were able to help him, but this was a shocking way to start my
new job as “county director/county agent”!
Patty Draper, Retiree
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Someone is trying to kill me!

I was sitting in my office on one of those rainy days several years ago and
received one of the oddest calls I had ever received. Most county agents
are aware that the odd calls come in during the days that nothing else can
be done. We receive a lot of calls from people who just want to talk to
someone. This was one of those days. I answered the phone, and the voice
on the other end asked if I was the county agent. I spoke back and said yes,
that would be me. At first I felt that it had to be one of my fellow agents
playing a trick on me, so I played along as if I thought it was a client.

Last year a gentleman rode up to the office on a bicycle and asked to
speak to the agent. I invited him into the office and asked him if I could
help. He told me that someone was trying to poison him because they
had put a white substance on his tomato plants. He then asked if I
could identify the substance. I told him that I would have to look at his
plants, and he told me no problem, just follow him. I asked him if he
would like to load his bike in the back of my truck, but no, he said he
would ride it. So I followed him across town (he had to get off and push
the bike up a hill), and when we got to the house, his sister met us on
the porch. She wanted to know what we were doing, and when he told
her about the powder, she slapped him and called him a few choice
names. They began fighting in the yard, and I was standing there
watching, trying to find the garden so I could leave. There were two
tomato plants, on the front porch, and the sister had put Sevin dust
on them. I quietly excused myself and left laughing all the way back to
the office.

But the further along we went, I was sure that if it had been a fellow agent
that they would be rolling around in the floor with laughter. The caller stated
that she needed to know why her cat had not produced any kittens. I answered her back and stated that she would have to answer a few basic
questions for me before I could answer her question. She seemed shocked
that I would have to ask her questions before giving her an answer, but she
stated for me to go ahead.
I stated the question, "What kind of cat do you have, male or female?" She told
me that she “didn't know and wanted to know how she could tell.” I told her to
grab the cat by the tail and lift the tail up, and if it had two slits, it would be a
female, and if it had one slit and down between the legs has a small sac-looking structure, it was a male. She asked me to hold on a minute, and I heard
the phone drop on her end. All of a sudden, I heard a cat squeal out.
She came back to the phone and asked me what it was if it had two slits
under the tail. I gladly told her that it was a female from her description.
I felt that we were about to solve this. I asked her how old the cat in question was, and she stated that she had it for over one year. I asked her,
"Where do you keep this cat?" She replied, “In my house, where do you
think?” I stated you mean you never let this cat roam outside the house;
she replied, “No, what would I want to do that for?” I asked her if she had
ever heard of the birds and the bees, and she stated that she had plenty
of them outside. I said, “No, I mean in reference to sex.” The phone got really quiet, and she said nothing. After a minute of silence I told her that if
she wanted her cat to have kittens she would have to either get a boy cat
in the house with her or turn her cat out and she would find the boys and
have some kittens.
She hung the phone up on me, and I never heard if she took my advice or
not. Judging from her voice she had to be in her late eighties or nineties.
Billy Joe Lee
County Director, Pearl River County
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Male or Female?

Tim Needham
County Director, Tippah County

Resourcefulness
As a really new agent with Extension, I was the only “professional” in
the office when a call came in from a gentleman wanting to know how
to get rid of the sand burs in his yard. I knew there was a fairly simple
answer, so I put him on hold and called several specialists on campus,
using the second line in the office. When I realized no specialists were
in, I was more determined to find the information for our client on the
phone. So, using a technique I had noticed our county agent use, I
called the Co-op and asked what to use in the yard for sand burs. The
gentleman replied in a weary voice, “I don’t know, ma’am, I’ve got the
Extension Service on the other line trying to find out.” I quietly hung up.
Lisa Stewart
County Director, Webster County

Extension Needed
A couple of years ago my secretary, Glenda Jenkins, and I were eating lunch when the phone rang. “Mississippi State Extension Service,
Carroll County,” she responded into the phone. The caller then asked
if this was the Extension Service. Once confirmed, she wanted to talk
with someone about her water bill. Glenda said that this was not the
water department and was, in fact, the Extension Service, as indicated
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As soon as the phone was on the hook, we both burst out laughing at our inability to understand and to communicate the fact that we did not control water
bill extension in the city of Carrollton. The best part of the call was that the
caller was serious and really convinced that we were the agency she needed
to contact to “extend” the water bill.
Kipp Brown
Area Extension Agent, Animal Sciences/Forages
Carroll County

High Tea
I received a call one day from a prominent doctor’s wife. She was
having afternoon “tea” with one of her friends, and they had stumbled
across a question that they decided to ask the county agent. I could
tell by the way the kind lady was slurring some of her words and giggling
that there was more than tea being consumed. She told me that they were
looking out in the front yard and noticed some mushrooms growing next to
the sidewalk. They wondered if they were to gather a handful and eat them
would the mushrooms kill them? I replied, “Graveyard Dead.”
At this point she thanked me and hung up the phone. Neither she nor her
friend appeared in the local obituary column.
Scott Cagle
County Director, Chickasaw County
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Most Important Words:
The six most important words: I am sorry; please forgive
me.
The five most important words:
We can work this out.
The four most important words:
I will help you.
The three most important words: I love you.
The two most important words:
Thank you.
The most important word:
Us
The least important word:
Me

Extension Service – The Problem Solver

TRUE TALES OF EXTENSION

earlier. She further explained that information on the water bill would most
likely come through the city of Carrollton, and we were the Extension Service,
not the water department. The caller said, “That’s right, I want to talk to the
Extension Service,” and again wanted to talk about her water bill. Glenda tried
to explain once again that this was the Mississippi State Extension Service.
“Yes ma’am, I want to talk to the Extension Service about my bill,” she explained. By this point I was getting involved in the conversation and was trying to assist with any information I could provide. I offered that maybe she
needed help understanding her water bill, maybe she needed us to contact the
city for her, or maybe she wanted to know if there was a program to assist her
with paying her water bill. Glenda was doing all she could to be of assistance.
The lady caller again confirmed that the Extension Service was exactly who
she was trying to contact about the bill. Once again the secretary tried to explain that we did not collect water bill payments. At this point the caller said, “No
ma’am, you don’t understand. I need to talk to the Extension Service about
getting an extension on my water bill. I can’t pay it this month.” We gave her
the number to city hall so that she could talk with someone who might, in fact,
be able to help her. Glenda explained that we were the “Mississippi State University Extension Service,” not the “city water bill extension service.”

One fine day, I received a call in the Director’s Office. The lady calling explained she was having a problem with “bugs in the house.” According to her, bugs had invaded her house and were everywhere –
walls, cabinets, furniture, bedding; her husband had even been bitten
– and she was very explicit about the location of the bites.
Of course, by this time I realized this lady had problems other than
bugs in her home. After assuring her that I would make some inquiries,
I contacted the county office and learned they were very familiar with
this person.
While I’m sympathetic to this lady, whatever her problems, I often think
of her and her unique problem and her confidence it could be resolved
by the Extension Service!
Glynda Fulce – Retiree

Sick Chicken
I am an FNP program assistant in Tippah County. I have worked in
this program for five years. There have been many funny moments.
The one that sticks out in my mind is when a resident of the county
called in to find out about his sick chicken. He said the chicken was
vomiting and seemed a little disoriented. He also said the chicken
would not stop coughing. I thought it was joke. When I realized he was
serious, I asked if he might have intended to call the vet. He said he did
not have much money to go to the vet. He was calling us to find out if
he needed to check the chicken’s temperature. He thought the
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chicken was disoriented due to a possible fever. I took his number, and told
him I would ask our county director to call him. I am glad this is meant to
be humorous, because my thought was how exactly do you check a
chicken’s temperature (which end)?
Lori Storey
FNP, Tippah County

Live TV
In the northwest district, we began TV programs (I think it was in the late
60's or early 70's) at the Greenville TV station, using county Extension
workers. One of the assistant county agents chose to use his state-winning
4-H sheep-shearing team to put on a sheep-shearing demonstration. The
program was taped ahead of time. Just as the 4-H boys were completing
the demonstration, the sheep chose "to go to the bathroom—in BIG TIME
way right in front of the camera.” The TV director hollered "cut” and said,
"We will have to re-tape this." The perplexed 4-H'ers, who were almost crying, looked at the pile of sheared fleece and said, "But there is no way we
can put this back on the sheep!" With a big smile, the TV director stated
he would use the taped demonstration anyway—in spite of the "sheep's
grand finale."
Joyce Cleveland Sellers, Retiree

My Experiences
As a young Extension 4-H worker I was trained to treat all parents and
young people the same – whether they were well off or poor. This included
the president of MSU, deans’ children, professors’ children, or doctors’ children, all of whom I had as 4-H club members of local clubs. One 4-H club
was on campus at MSU. As a county agent I had one farmer who asked
would I get an agronomy specialist and go with him to visit several leased
farms that he operated.
Daniel Glover, Retiree

A “Fair” Trade
This story is about a young man, Jon Paul Whitlock, who was about four
or five years old at the time of the story. This is funny because this young
man was later very active in 4-H and even served on the Awareness Team
one year. It was my first year in Tishomingo County. Jon Paul’s dad, Paul
Whitlock, was serving and still serves on the County Fair Board. Paul
tended to let Jon Paul run loose during the fair because Paul was always
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Danny Owen
County Director, Tishomingo County

You Say Amaryllis . . .
A lady called wanting to know how to kill an amaryllis. I suggested that
the easiest way would be just to dig it up. She said that wouldn’t work.
She went on to explain that the “amaryllis” was digging up her plants,
and she didn’t think it was underground. After a few more minutes of
her description of plant damage and the “amaryllis,” I suggested that
she might be meaning “armadillo” and that trapping was the best
method. “No,” she said before hanging up, “it was an amaryllis.” Who
knows what a phone call will bring?

TRUE TALES OF EXTENSION

working somewhere. One night he gave Jon Paul a little money to go
out in the carnival and ride some rides. Apparently, Jon Paul liked the
rides. A while later he walked up to a group conversation, which included his dad. He was barefoot! Paul asked, “Jon Paul, where are
your boots? ” “ Well Dad, I needed some more money to ride, so I
traded,” he replied. Paul asked, “How many rides did you get for
them?” “Just one.” “Can you take me to where you traded?” So they
both took off down through the midway to find Jon Paul’s boots. They
found them. Jon Paul actually did trade with one of the carnies for
a ride.

Patty Draper, Retiree

Surprise Appearance
When my mother-in-law died, my secretary sent out an e-mail to all of
the Extension offices. On the subject line she wrote: "Mrs. Ethel Miller,
mother-in-law of Henrietta Miller, died Friday, October 11." At that time
the subject line would hold a very limited number of characters, so the
e-mail went out with the subject: "Henrietta Miller died October 11.”
Calls came in, and she realized the problem and sent a correction.
In November I attended annual agents meeting at MSU. When I
walked into a restroom near the conference room, I thought some of
the home economists were going to jump out the window. I have never
seen such big eyes. I said, "The report of my demise has been greatly
exaggerated."
Henrietta Miller, Retiree
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The Bible tells us to love our neighbors, and also to love our
enemies, probably because they are generally the same
people.
—G. K. Chesteron

As a new agent in my county, I was not prepared for one of the most
unusual experiences of my career. The meat goat project was still new.
Horns could be tipped instead of disbudded or dehorned. A volunteer
whose children showed meat goats called and said that she wanted me
to look at her goats to get my opinion on whether they should be dehorned or if they could get away with just tipping. She said she would
bring them by the office.

An Unusual Experience
I came to Randolph in Pontotoc County as vocational agricultural teacher
in 1947. This was just after the close of World War II. The government had
set up a Veterans’ Farm Program to train young men who wanted to become farmers.
I had been on the job only a few weeks when one of the men in the Veterans Training Program came and said he was having trouble with one of his
sows. (At that time there was no veterinarian living or practicing in Pontotoc County.) He wanted me to go out to his house and help him, because
the sow was having trouble giving birth. Now agricultural teachers are not
trained to do veterinarian services.
I went with him out to his farm. The poor sow was in trouble. He asked me
if I could operate on the sow and take the pigs. I told him I didn’t have any
experience in anything like that. He said, “Well, she is going to die
anyway.” He begged me to try. I said, “O.K., I’ll try, but I don’t know what I
am doing.”
I borrowed Mr. Bramlett’s big pocketknife and went and got some ether
from Dr. McGregor to knock the pig out. By that time it was getting dark,
so I pulled my car up close and turned on the lights. I began trying to cut
into her side. The skin was tough, and the knife didn’t cut too well. I finally
delivered the pig; there was only one, but it was big for a newborn. I set it
down and it said, “Oink-oink.” Lysol was all I had to use on the cut to help
keep down infection. I used that. I sewed her up, and she was up and going
the next day.

It was an experience I’ll never forget. By the way, the mom with girls
on the modeling squad decided she wasn’t the one for the position.

It was so hot infection set in and she died. Before she died, though,
Mr. Long left the pig with her, and she lay on it and killed it, too.

Hens and Roosters

All we got out of it was some experience. No one has asked me to operate
on anything ever again.
G. W. (Willie) Gilliam, Retiree
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When she arrived, I was talking to another volunteer whose daughters
had joined our modeling squad. She was interested in becoming a
leader for the modeling squad, and I was excited at the possibility of assistance with our largest club. The mother with the goats asked me to
go outside. Her goats were just out front of the office. As I left the building, I looked around for a truck and/or trailer, but there was none. The
mother was walking to a huge old Buick, so I followed, as did the mom
interested in leading the modeling squad. In the back floorboards of
the Buick were three good-sized goats with good-sized horns. Much
more interesting than the horns, however, were the Fruit of the Loom
briefs they were wearing. All three goats had on a pair of men’s underwear. I was shocked, to say the least, but not knowing this mom
very well, tried to hide it. She asked what I thought of the horns (like I
could focus on horns at that moment!). Somehow I gave her my opinion on the horns and discussed the goats a few more minutes. As she
was getting into the car to leave, she called out with a giggle, “Bob (not
his real name) doesn’t know I put his drawers on the goats!” The first
question that popped into my mind was if she was going to wash the
underwear before returning them to Bob. The second question doesn’t need to be shared.

TRUE TALES OF EXTENSION

Goat Briefs

Kimberly Wilborn Sullivan
4-H Agent, Lamar County

As county agent, your whole function is to provide information for people. If you don’t know the answer, the next thing is to know where to
find it. Most county agents have those little pigeon hole files near their
desk, with information on most subjects, they can reach and get if they
need to.
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and all of a sudden I heard something running. A Shetland pony ran
right between us and stopped. She looked at me and said, “Never get
between me and him; he gets jealous. He thinks he’s supposed to live
in the house.” Now I was starting to sense something wasn’t right about
all this.

G. W. (Willie) Gilliam, Retiree

I told the lady that I would be glad to sign the forms and her horses
looked good. She said the forms were at the house. I could see a
house trailer about a hundred yards away. When we got there, I noticed
the trailer was sitting almost on the ground, and a wool army blanket
was the door. She said, “Wait here.” She pulled the blanket back and
walked in, and the Shetland pony walked in right behind her. In a
minute she came back with a kerosene lamp and told me to come in.
When I walked in, the smell took my breath away. It made a chicken
house or hog house or veal barn smell like roses. The place was covered with cats. They were everywhere. Not 10 or 20 cats; more like
150 or 200. She had removed all the inside walls from the trailer. I
couldn’t see good from the light of the lantern, but the lantern flame
made shadows of the cats moving about all over the walls. We entered
by the kitchen area, and cats were all over the cabinets. I could hardly
walk because there were so many cats on the floor. I remember a
couch and a bed with cats all over them. We came to a desk with cats
all over it, and she made them move, opened the desk drawer, and
pulled out the forms. By this time I made sure that I didn’t turn my back
on this lady. I didn’t want to get knocked in the head and turned into cat
food. She held the lantern, and I signed the forms as the Shetland pony
stood between us. She told me that she had the power company turn
the power off in protest of the power company charging people too
much. She said she was a truck driver, but I never saw a truck or any
other kind of vehicle. It was a long way to the nearest house. I don’t
know where she called me from to start with, but she lived there.

The Cat Woman
The Bureau of Land Management has an adopt-a-horse or burro program.
The horses are removed from government land to prevent overgrazing
and are adopted to people for a small fee. One requirement is that a veterinarian or county agent look at the animal after about a year and sign a
form that verifies the animal is apparently being well taken care of. Folks
always call their county agent to sign off on the horses, since we don’t
charge anything.
Along about 1996 when I was serving as an area ag agent, a lady called
me on a Wednesday and wanted me to inspect her horses “Now!” She
lived in south Pearl River County. I already had all I could handle for the rest
of the week, but I asked if Friday evening around 6:00 would be okay. She
said that would be fine, since she would be leaving over the weekend. She
told me she was a truck driver.
I followed her directions and came to a gate at the dead end of a county
road not long before dark that Friday. The woman was waiting at the gate.
“Leave your truck here, and we’ll walk the rest of the way,” she says. After
walking a little way, I understood why. We would not have made it up the
hill in the truck. She had eight or ten acres fenced in, and every square foot of
it looked like a cow pen does when you work cows just after a rain. The place
was overstocked with animals, to put it lightly. It looked like Noah’s Ark had
unloaded. There were all kinds of animals: goats, sheep, ducks, chickens,
guineas, geese, some rake-straw cows, pigs, and more.
When we got to the top of the hill, there was a pen made of peeled pine
saplings. Four horses were in the pen. She said, “There they are, what do
you think?” They were in good shape, better than most I’ve looked at. She
told me that she takes good care of all her animals and feeds them good.
I thought to myself that she must have some kind of a big feed bill.
Then she starts telling me some bizarre stories about a pack of wolves and
a couple of panthers that come out of the woods for her to feed each morning. By this time it was all but dark. She was telling me about the wolf pack,
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One day a woman called and asked how long she needed to leave the
rooster with the hens to make their eggs hatch. I thought I might better
look that up, and said “just a minute” as I reached for the book. She said
“thank you” and hung up. She didn’t say who she was, so I don’t guess she
will ever know the correct answer to that question.

I told her that I had better go, since it was getting late. After leaving I
made my way back down the slick hill in the dark and have not seen
or heard from the lady again.
This really happened exactly like it’s written. I have not seen a situation like this before or since. Words could never do this story justice.
You would have had to be there to fully appreciate it.
Clayton Rouse
County Director, Lamar County
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Several years ago a lady called my office and demanded that she be immediately connected to speak with the county agent man. As I greeted her
on the telephone, she began lamenting about serious concerns that arose
in her life in the aftermath of her being bitten in the ear by a Pakistani spider. She further explained that friends and family were strongly advising
her to get the county agent man to verify that the critter causing her woes
was indeed of the origin she wholeheartedly believed it to be.
I asked her if she was able to retract the culprit from her ear and retain it
in an identifiable form. She said she had the spider in a bottle and would
bring it to my office for a forensic inspection. I advised her to bring it in.
Upon arrival, the lady commenced to explain to me how she had been
under the care of a local physician for a couple of days to treat the physical discomforts and emotional distresses triggered by infliction of the auditory spider bite. She further indicated that my positive identification of
the spider was needed so her doctor could prescribe appropriate medical
treatment and to enable her to document from whence the critter came –
as this information would come in handy in development and pursuit of
other schemes that might be appropriate for a lady experiencing her discomforts and stressors.
The lady reluctantly handed me the aspirin bottle housing the departed spider. My initial inspection of the arachnid in question revealed it simply to
be a common jumping spider. I explained that this particular type of spider
is found all over the country – and is quite accustomed to life in our rural
Mississippi environment.
She begged to differ, not insinuating—but firmly stating— that I did not have
a clue as to what I was talking about. She, nor her husband, nor her attending physician, nor anyone else she had consulted had ever seen such
a creature. Then, she boldly announced to me that she indeed knew that
this was a “Pakistani spider.”
Intrigued, I asked the logical question of, “What leads you to that conclusion?” The explanation ensued that she had purchased a lovely comforter
for her bed from the local establishment of a national discount store on the
day of the spider’s dead-of-night visit that disturbed her deepest slumber.
She placed the comforter on her bed prior to retiring that evening and
drifted into blissful rest prior to being jarred awake by a pain in her ear.
She reasoned that since spiders had never previously taken up residence
in her home, this one must have hitched a ride inside the package containing her newly purchased comforter.
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I was told the comforter label clearly stated, “Made in Pakistan.”
Hence, the spider obviously had made a long journey from the linen
factory in Pakistan to her cozy cottage embedded in south Mississippi.
I again told the lady that, in my opinion, the specimen was simply a
common jumping spider. Again, she strongly questioned my knowledge and wisdom on such matters. Subsequently, I offered to take the
aspirin-bottle-entombed spider with me in a few days on a scheduled
trip to Mississippi State University to allow our Extension entomologists to take a gander at it and thereby make a more professionally
sound positive identification of the creature.
She was taken aback that I would suggest she relinquish custody of her
evidence to someone who did not know a Pakistani spider when he saw
one. However, I assured her I would take extra care to preserve the spider in its current state of dismemberment to the best of my ability while diligently pursuing an identification verdict from an expert. Reluctantly, she
agreed to allow me to transport the spider to MSU for further analyses.

TRUE TALES OF EXTENSION

The Pakistani Spider

I alerted Dr. James Jarratt to the fact that I needed his undivided attention to this most urgent task of telling me what kind of spider I would
be bringing into his laboratory. Upon arrival at Dr. Jarratt’s office, I gingerly produced the aspirin bottle and advised him to be extremely cautious as he inspected the specimen. Upon visual observation through
a hand lens, Dr. Jarratt quickly identified it as a type of jumping spider…“common all over Mississippi.” I stressed that I needed his assessment of the situation in writing to the lady. He gladly composed a
letter to the client advising her as to what the spider was and prescribed
some household management practices to reduce chances of more
spiders taking opportunity to settle in. As I gently regained possession
of the specimen in preparation for the trip back home, I told Dr. Jarratt
that I highly suspected the lady would argue with his diagnosis as well.
The next day, I called the client and shared the verdict with her. Again,
she could not believe that highly educated agriculturalists could not correctly identify a Pakistani spider. She advised me to maintain close
guard over her specimen until she could travel to my office to retrieve it.
She showed up at my office with several items of evidence to convince
me that a spider of Pakistani origin had indeed attacked her. She
began by showing me the comforter and the package it was shipped
in. Sure enough, the label read “made in Pakistan.” She then produced a world map she had retrieved from the Internet upon which she
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Again, I politely shared the conviction that Dr. Jarratt and I had about the
spider being a jumping spider native to the area. She glanced at the letter
Dr. Jarratt composed for her, clenched her teeth, and proclaimed that neither he nor I knew what we were talking about. She collected her aspirinbottle-entombed spider and abruptly left my office.
I haven’t heard from her since. However, a legal representative of the department store called me several days later to let me know this was not the
first time this individual had approached them with such frivolous claims.
He thanked me for my ability to differentiate between jumping spiders and
the variety that may hail from Pakistan.
Lamar Adams
County Director, Walthall County

Fairs and Shows
I had many interesting experiences while attending the fairs that Tippah
County participated in during county fairs in north Mississippi.
One of my greatest experiences that I had was during the Mississippi - Alabama Fair. One night, all of us had retired for the night, and I was awakened by my coworker, D. W. Morgan, calling my name – “Hey James, hey
James.” I was in the hay loft. I looked down and saw an 8-foot freak bull
that had gotten loose from the carnival midway and had come into the dairy
barn; his back was touching the top of the hayloft. After a short time they
got the bull put up.

Chick Embryology Program
In the mid 1970's I spent a lot of my time conducting the “Life in 21
Days” program developed by the Extension Poultry Department staff of
Bo Haynes and Tom Smith. I had streamlined it to be completed in
one week by using 18-day incubated eggs secured from the McCarty
State Pride hatchery in Forest. I had conducted an in-service training
for all interested elementary teachers. We had three incubators that I
would take to one of the elementary schools in Meridian on Friday and
remind the teacher of the instructions for using. On Monday I would
make the trip to Forest, then deliver one dozen eggs for each incubator. On Tuesday, Wednesday, or Thursday I would return to show the
class the slide show of Life in 21 Days. The chicks would usually hatch
by Thursday, and on Friday the process would start again.
In an effort to add learning experiences for the children, I learned how to
inject food coloring and have a few colored chicks to hatch. At one school
the hatch had begun by the time I was able to show them the slide program. About four chicks had hatched, with three being yellow, and the
first of the dye-injected eggs produced a little red chick. I asked the children how they thought we had one chick that came out red and the other
three yellow? The hand of a little fellow in the back of the room shot up,
and he stated emphatically, “You had a red rooster!”
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had circled the locale of Pakistan. Next to the Pakistan label on the map
was her handwritten declaration, “This is where the spider came from.”

Robert McNeil, Retiree

The next morning Mr. Morgan asked me if I heard all the commotion that had
gone on that night. I told him I didn’t hear a thing. There was no way I was
going to come down from the hay loft and face an 8-foot bull!
James F. Clark, Retiree

Success or failure in business is caused more by mental attitude even than by mental capacities.
—Walter D. Scott (1869-1955) Educator and Writer
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We were holding the annual Northwest District Livestock Show in January.
One of the 4-H members had a heifer that was due like any day. I was the
show manager, and the father came to me and said, “This heifer is fixing
to have this calf. Can you get the judge to come out back to look at her?”
I said no, that the rules were the animal had to be brought through the ring
in order to get a ribbon to go on to the Dixie National. Well, as things went
on, when it came her time to come in the ring, she was having the calf in
the back of the barn.
There were many children running around, and there was a tractor sitting
nearby. One little boy about eight years old climbed up on the tractor to
watch. His mother did not know he was taking in the view of this heifer
giving birth. The vet had to be called to assist the heifer as she gave birth
to twins. After the second calf was on the ground and doing okay, the little boy climbed off the tractor and walked over to where a group of us were
standing. Someone asked him what he thought about the heifer and her
twins. He looked up at us and said, “She did not have twins.” We all
laughed and said, “Yes she did, don’t you see the two calves over there?”
He replied. “They are not twins; they did not come out at the same time!”
Margaret Webb
4-H Youth Agent, Lafayette County

Did I Make the Right Decision? I Did!
I want to tell about my first day on the job as an Extension worker. I went
to work for the Extension Service in August of 1966. Mr. C. B. Duke was
the district Extension agent who hired me, and I still thank him each time I
see him. Anyway, he sent me to Ripley to work. I didn’t know where Ripley was and had to get a road map to see where it was. Anyway, I reported
up there a day before I had to go to work, and I didn’t know what time we
went to work. I grew up on a farm and was used to going to work in the
summertime by 6:00 a.m., 6:30 at the latest. So I figured they would to
work about seven o’clock. So I called one of the agents the night before,
and he told me they went to work at 8:00. I said to myself, “Oh this is going
to be really good. Don’t have to go to work until 8:00 in the morning.” So
the next morning I got to the office about 15 minutes ‘til eight, and still no
one was at the office. The doors were locked; I didn’t know if I was at the
right place or not, but finally about 8:00, some of the other agents came on
in. The first day on the job, we worked around the office and got orientated
there, made some county visits, and did a few other things. About the middle of the afternoon, we ended up at a community club, and they were having a county livestock show. We helped the boys and girls there get the
animals ready for the show, and it kept going on and on. We got the ani-
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mals ready, then had a show, and it really got to be late. I got home
about midnight that night. My wife and I had a discussion about
whether or not I had selected the right career to get into. But I would
like to say I really enjoyed my career with the Extension Service. I
spent about 32 ½ years working with Extension Service and cannot
imagine doing anything else during my career.
This was my first day on the job and my experiences that day and wondering if I had made the right decision. But as it turned out, it was a
great decision, and I had a great career.
Joe Baker, Retiree

Extension, a Great Family
Everyone talks about how significant we are as a family and the things
that happen to us and caring for each other. I went to work for Extension in December of 1977. About three weeks after we moved to
Starkville, Betty Sue noticed that she had a lump and she had to go to
Tupelo and have surgery. Clay and Caroline Simmons took care of us
during that period of time, brought food over. I had been with Extension
less than three weeks. Did not know Clay that well at the time, did not
know Caroline at all. But that kind of family relationship is a hallmark
of Extension. That is what I will always remember about the Extension Service. It is a family, and it is a great family.
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The Perspective of an 8-Year-Old

Joe H. McGilberry
Director Emeritus, MSU-ES
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Mouse in the House

I began my career in Extension as a 4-H agent/home economist in Union
County. At that time we were affectionately called “slash agents.” The 4-H program has historically tapped into the animal world to teach youth life skills such
as leadership, responsibility, and communication. With all the research showing the health and social benefits of animal companionship, it seemed a great
idea to combine the two and start a pet therapy program at the senior care
center in our county. We decided to partner with Lov-a-Pet so we would have
a constant source of cute, clean, and healthy little animals. Nickelodeon heard
about the venture and, to the delight of the 4-H’ers, decided to bring a film
crew from New York for a television special.

Some years ago, a lady placed a call to the office, requesting help with
rodent control recommendations. “I have mice in my attic, and my
husband wanted me to call you and find out how to control them,”
she stated.

The entire community was excited about our upcoming shot at fame. Lov-aPet even provided everyone with matching T-shirts. The big day finally arrived,
and the film crew, with bright lights shining and cameras rolling, followed the
youth from the pet shop to Graceland Care Center. We collected our usual
menagerie of puppies, kittens, birds, and even an iguana or two. The residents
were gathered in the lobby, eagerly awaiting our arrival. The 4-H’ers entered,
carefully carrying their assigned animals. Last through the doorway was a
small boy with a tall cage filled with tiny birds, ten to be exact. As he stepped
over the threshold, he tripped and went sprawling onto the floor. The cage
bounced twice as if in slow motion before the door flew open and the pretty little birds took flight. Chaos erupted. “Grab the cats!” “Close the doors!” “Somebody get a ladder.” Of course, all of this action was being captured on film,
including the loud sounds of laughter from the residents who seemed to think
it was all part of the show.
Fortunately the birds, all ten of them, were finally captured and safely placed
back into their cage. Puppies cuddled, kittens purred, and Nickelodeon got
some wonderful warm and fuzzy footage for their television special. 4-H Pet
Therapy in Union County made the local newspapers and television stations
in addition to our national exposure. In fact, the Nickelodeon producer enjoyed
the experience so much that we were invited as their guests to New York for
the premiere of a new show appropriately called “Catdog.” Of course we went.
When the producer called back to confirm the date, she said, “Linda, we are
looking forward to seeing the kids again, but please….don’t bring any birds.”
That was the first trip to New York City for us but certainly not the last. It was
such a great opportunity for the 4-H’ers that we’ve continued it every year. Following the Congressional Award Ceremony in Washington, D.C., each spring,
we take the Amtrak to New York City for a cultural shock and an energy boost.
We tour the history and soak in the arts. We may feed the birds in the park, but
we never bring any from home.
Linda Mitchell
4-H Technology and Creative Programming Specialist
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I went through a brief explanation of using the recommended anticoagulant rodenticides in bait form. “Just place them in the attic in several locations, usually next to a wall, since they are likely to travel along
those paths,” I said. There was a pause in her voice, and the lady said,
“Do you think it is safe?”

BUGS ‘N CRITTERS

The Birds Fly High

Without delay I said, “It would be; just handle the material according to
the directions on the label, and everything should be fine.” There was
another brief pause, and she repeated her question, “But do you think
my husband will be safe putting this out in the attic?”
Puzzled that I didn’t seem to be communicating what she needed, I
thought and said, “Well, if you are worried about him stepping through
the ceiling, he will need to be careful. Just remind him he needs to step
only on the ceiling joists, or lay some planks across them to step on;
otherwise he could step through the ceiling.”
There was another pause. This time she made herself clear, “No, I
mean do you think he will be safe up in the attic with all those mice up
there?” Now the pause was mine. Fighting to keep my composure, I
think I stammered something like, “He should be okay.”
Ed Williams
County Director, Oktibbeha County

Not Out of Bee Range
Ronnie Jones was 4-H agent in Clarke County, and I was 4-H agent in
Lauderdale County. Mary Welch was home economist in Lauderdale
County. Her husband Richard worked for the State Plant Board as area
entomologist. I had gotten involved in beekeeping. Richard found some
bees in Clarke County. Ronnie had identified this fellow who had bees
and decided that he didn’t want them anymore. So we went out to get
the hives. It was way out in Clarke County, so Ronnie went with us.
We went right at dusk because you want all the bees back in there and
settled down. We were smoking that hive. Ronnie didn’t like bees.
He said, “I have found y’all the bees, so I’m going back over here.” He
did and backed off 30 to 40 yards over there. The hive had been there
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Robert McNeil, Retiree

Intro to Fire Ants
I was Extension agronomist working primarily with forage crops in south
Mississippi. We had a class demonstration program that was widely recognized. One of the directors from Kentucky was in Mississippi. He was brought
to look at that program, as he was very much interested in it. We had a gettogether. He was not familiar with fire ants. All at once he started squirming
and hollering that something was eating him up. He had gotten into a fire ant
bed. It was right out in the open by the side of the road in the pasture. There
were eight or ten of us there, so we stood making a circle around him. He
took his pants off and beat those fire ants off him and one of them helped him
get them all out of his pants. Then he put his pants back on, and we separated
out and proceeded. But he did not get into any more fire ant beds after that.
J. W. McKie, Retiree

Don’t Call Me in the Morning
Back when I was in Clarke County about 1970, I had a county agent named
Jimmy Gibbs, and he wanted to go the veterinary school. So he was
known as the veterinarian in the county. Not long after that I was known as
the assistant veterinarian. One night about 12:30 I had a knock at my door.
It was a highway patrolman. He said there had been a wreck on Hwy 59
between Laurel and Meridian and it had some livestock involved. So I got
my little veterinarian bag – I’d already been there long enough. We got
over there and got to working on these two quarter horses. I gave them
antibiotics that would knock off any infection; actually gave one of them
about 20 stitches. We got through working on them about 2½ hours later,
and the gentleman asked me what he owed me. I told him about $5.30;
that was the cost of my materials. He said he didn’t know veterinarians
worked that cheap. I said, “I’m not a veterinarian.” “What!” he said. I said,
“No sir, I’m not a veterinarian; I’m the assistant county agent.” He said,
“Do you know how much that horse cost?” Now, here I am three hours
later after getting up at 12:30 in the morning. I did not care what that horse
cost! He said, “That horse cost $10,000 (this was about 1970-71). This
other horse I paid $15,000 for.” I said, “Well sir, I understand all that, but
I recommend that you spend the night in Hattiesburg and call the veterinarian in the morning.”
Ronnie Jones, Retiree
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The Donkey
A lady called the office sounding somewhat desperate for help. After I
asked her what the problem was, she proceeded to tell me this story. She
told me that her fiancé had been to the stockyard and had bought a male
donkey. He had brought the donkey home and had turned it out with the
cows. I asked her what was wrong with that, and she replied, “It’s the
cows; they’re afraid to come out of the creek. The donkey herded them
into the creek, and they just stand there and sweat.” To that I asked, “Why
do they just stand there and sweat?” Rather sheepishly she said, “When
they try to come out of the creek he tries to, well you know.” I said, “Ma’am,
you mean he tries to mate with the cows?” She said, “Yes, he does.” She
stated her fiancé had built a barbed wire fence, but the donkey had torn
through it to get to the cows. In the process he got cut up and had to be
taken to the vet. She further said she felt sorry for the two herd bulls, saying, “They tried to fight him off, but they finally they just gave up!” (I didn’t go any further on that one.) At this point I’m thinking this lady has to be
45 to 50ish and maybe missed out on the talk with her mother or needed
a crash course in animal husbandry. I asked her, “Ma’am, does the donkey still have his…..well is he unaltered?” She asked me what that meant.
I replied, “You know neutered, castrated, cut?” She seemed surprised
and said, “Why no, Mr. Taylor. That would hurt Honkey Donkey, and we
just don’t want to do that!” Rather exasperated, I replied, “Well if you don’t
arrange for Honkey Donkey to have a little operation, your cows are going
to get to spend a lot of time in the creek!”
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too long. They came all apart, and bees went everywhere! The first person who got stung was Ronnie, way off over there by himself. That was
quite an experience.

Lee Taylor, Retiree

Hungry Horses
Bill Moore, Frank Killebrew, and Patel – we were doing soybean assist/nematodes studies, and we had done a harvest up in Marshall County. A rain
started coming up, and they had to be stored. So we went back up the
road, this little field was off the road a bit, and we asked these people if we
could put our harvest in their barn until we could come back and finish
completing it. We turned around and worked real hard to get everything
in. The ole barn was ramshackled, and we wired it up the best we could.
About two weeks later Billy, Patel, and Frank came back up there. We
walked in. These people had three horses, and they didn’t feed them very
well. When we walked in there to finish our harvest on the soybeans,
these three horses had eaten all of it! Now I’ve seen Billy Moore do a lot
of things. He gets excited but has never got real upset or wanted to cry.
But he wanted to cry that day. Those horses had eaten every bit of what
we had worked so hard all season long to accomplish.
Ronnie Jones, Retiree
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I think one of life’s great milestones is when a person can
look back and be almost as thankful for the setbacks as for
the victories.
—Bob Dole, Politician

The Bat
Margaret, my secretary, said those unnerving words, “Lee, you’ve another
one on the phone!” I tried to beg out, but she said, “You’ve got to help this
little ole man!” This man stated that a bat would come into his room every
night and bite him or try to bite him. He said, “Mr. Taylor, right now I have
two little pin-prick-type bites on my thumb.” The man stated that he could
not sleep at night, as he was afraid of the bat. He said that he had to keep
every light on in the house in an effort to keep the bat away. The night before he had drifted off to sleep and was awakened by the sound of wing
beats. Luckily he was able to wake up and scare it off. He stated that before that episode he had heard wing beats and heard something plop down
on the pillow next to him. I asked him what it was. Without hesitating he
told me it was the bat; it looked like a little toad and started waddling toward
his side of the bed. Again, I asked him what he did to avoid being bitten.
He said he yelled and shooed the bat, which flew and landed on the wall
next to a framed picture. The bat then crawled sideways and went under
the picture frame. The little ole man was getting pretty excited by this time.
Being curious about what he did next, I asked him to continue. This is what
he said, “Mr. Taylor, I got up from bed and went over to the picture and just
smashed it against the wall and rubbed it around real hard.” He got quiet
and then the man said, “Mr. Taylor, you know what?” I said, “No, what?”
“When I pulled the picture away from the wall….there was nothing behind
it,” he said. “Mr. Taylor, is there any way you can help me? I can’t sleep
at night, and I am scared of getting bitten.” Fortunately a quick solution
came to me. I asked the man if his bed had four upright posts. He told me
the bed did have four posts. It was not far from his house to Hancock Fabrics. So I told the man to go to the fabric store and buy enough mosquitonet-type material (the stuff brides’ veils are made of) and tie this material
to the posts of the bed. It would be important that the top and the sides of
the bed would be covered with the net. I assured the man that after he did
this and got into bed there was no way the bat could get to him and bite
him. There was a silence, and then my new client said, “Mr. Taylor, that will
work.” Must have, because I never heard from him in the future. But then,
you don’t suppose the bat…..? Naugh!
Lee Taylor, Retiree
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One of my 4-H boys asked me if I knew what the bull was doing out behind the barn with his eyes closed. I said no, what was he doing? He
said bull dozing.
G. W. (Willie) Gilliam, Retiree

Henrietta
A lady at North Forrest called to complain that a turkey was trying to get
into her house. After establishing that she was referring to a feathered
creature, she told me this story. She stated a turkey was trying desperately to try and peck its way through her sliding glass door. She just
wanted the turkey to be gone. I told her I would like to have the turkey for
our farm. After assuring me she could not find the owner, Daddy and I
went to her home. After repeated failed attempts to catch the hen’s leg
(she told me it was a gobbler), we ran the creature into a corner and
caught her. In time Daddy and the hen became close friends. He named
her Henrietta, and she followed him around the farm all day long. She
loved to eat dry dog feed from his hand. The soil conservationist and his
technician (witnesses) were amazed that Henrietta followed them and
Daddy around the farm as they looked for a suitable location for a pond.
When the day was done, the hen would fly up to roost on the chimney. I
guess turkeys are not affected by sleeping in a smoky environment. Late
one afternoon Daddy left the house to deer hunt from the old oak in the
cornfield. He walked to the stand and climbed up. As he sat down and
looked out front, lo and behold there was Henrietta. She was following in
his footsteps, and he thought, “Lord, I hope she won’t see me up here.”
She scratched around a bit, looked up, and yep, she saw him. He thought,
surely she won’t, but she did. She took about three steps and flew up in
the tree with him. She landed next to Daddy on a 2x4 that we had nailed
across the back of the tree. She spent the rest of the evening clucking
and purring and craning her neck to look at him as if to say, “Thought you
had given me the slip, didn’t ya.” At dark Daddy started down the ladder
and said, “Henrietta you’re on your own.” The next morning she flew down
and made her way back to the house. The little hen had an enemy, my
mama. Henrietta attacked Mama every time she came out of the house.
Mama said the turkey had to go! But before any drastic action could be
taken, Henrietta disappeared, never to be heard from again. We looked
down the chimney, thinking she may have nodded off and fallen inside, but
she wasn’t to be found. All we had left was a memory. This is the end of
my turkey tail….I mean turkey tale.
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Short Observation

Lee Taylor, Retiree
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Frogs Eating the Trees

One day in the summer of 2006, an elderly gentleman walked into the office
for us to identify an insect in a bottle, given the appearance of white flat curled
worms. The man began to show us a close-up view (too close, I might add) of
where these creatures had been living. He showed us where the creatures
had been bedding under his fingernails, which he had dug out and left the fingernail separated and raised off of his fingers. While gross expressions
crossed our unbelieving faces, the man then rolled back his arm sleeves to
show us the exit holes from his arms and hand from which the creatures
crawled out. We tried to conceal our gasps. He explained that the creatures
were all in his bedsheets and FEMA trailer, and despite all of his bathing and
washing of clothes and sheets, he was unable to rid himself of the constant itch
and of their presence! He also had doused his body and clothes with Sevin
dust. We knew right then that this was no job for amateurs, and we tried to
refer him to the Health Department, but they had sent him to us. Being the
great Extension Office that we are, we had to help this man. Now think about
it. Is this question for a doctor? dermatologist? psychologist? or pest control
company? The answer is none of the above. This was above our intellect,
and we quickly engaged our great entomologist, Dr. David Held.

County Extension offices attract unique individuals with even more unique
perspectives on the actions and reactions in their environment. Case in
point: an older gentleman called the county Extension office concerned
about “frogs eating his trees.” These cannibalistic frogs were killing the
trees. After an in-depth conversation in which I shared the basic fact that
frogs did not eat trees and, in turn, the frogs were not killing the trees. He
was quite persistent that I do a home visit to actually witness that his extremely valuable shade tree was attracting these “killer frogs.”

We took pictures of the gentleman’s arms and hands. We also sent the creatures in a bottle to Dr. Held. After careful research, examination, and calls to
the medical profession, the answer was more sickening than the symptoms,
for this man’s solution could be found only in himself. You see, Dr. Held explained that the creatures in the bottle were not mystery insects or newfound
creatures at all; he termed them as Methbugs, a mythical creature that exists
only in the mind of a meth user. The creatures in the bottle? None other than
the man’s own skin that he shaved off with a pocket knife, which caused the
self inflicted wounds on his arms and hands. After Dr. Held sadly concluded his
findings to the man, we never saw him again.
Two thoughts on this one: 1) Our Extension network is the best there is
when it comes to finding answers for people, and 2) There go I but by the grace
of God.
Gwen Smith
Former County Director, Hancock County

Realize deeply that the present moment is all you ever have.
Make the Now the primary focus of your life.
—Eckhart Tolle, Spiritual Teacher
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After I understood the issue was not going to be resolved until I went
to his farm and witnessed for myself the attack of the killer frogs and
the sad demise of the shade tree, I traveled to the acreage in my pickup
and was met by the older gentleman at the yard gate. We traveled out
to the prized shade tree. Upon arriving I did notice that there really was
an over abundance of frogs surrounding the tree and under the forked
roots. Upon closer examination, the frogs were extremely healthy, and
the tree was actually dying.
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Mystery Creature

After viewing the situation further, I came to realize that the tree had termites. The frogs had come to feast upon the termites that were feasting upon the shade tree. The tree had met its demise some time
earlier, but the older gentleman’s next question was, “Do you know
where I can sell firewood?”
Terry Holder
Extension Associate, Animal and Dairy Sciences

Gasoline Prices Affecting Fire Ant Control
Back in the early 1990's, when I was an area agent on the Mississippi
Gulf Coast, I received a call from a gentleman who wanted to know if
the Extension Service had an economical recommendation for fire ant
control. He was reluctant to use commercial insecticides because they
were too expensive, so he tried grits, boiling water, and gasoline. I explained why the products he tried didn’t work and made a point to inform him that I could only make recommendations in accordance with
approved insecticide product labels. Hoping that he now understood
my position, I proceeded to inform him that, although gasoline would
kill the fire ants, I definitely could not recommend it, to which his response was, “I can see why. I quit using it when the price of gasoline
got higher than the insecticides.”
Drew Bates
Area Horticulturist, Hinds County

103

—Ernie J. Zelinski, Consultant

Insectophobia
An older gentleman came into my office several years ago and told me that
he needed to talk to me about a problem that he had been having with
“bugs.” I proceeded to ask him to have a seat and we would talk about the
problem he was having. He told me that his house was eaten up with biting bugs. His face was blistered all on one side from his hairline, down his
cheek and jaw area, and seemed to end on his shoulder. The natural question to ask was what had caused all the blistering on his head, face, and
neck. He told me that he had poured gasoline on himself to try to get rid
of all those bugs that had been biting him – but that didn’t work. I asked him
to show me some of those biting bugs, and he couldn’t find any on himself
at that moment. He proceeded to tell me that he would bring me some of
those biting bugs the next day. I told him that I would need some to identify so we could help him with his problem, but I would recommend that he
not put any more gasoline on himself to kill the bugs. The gentleman promised me that he wouldn’t and proceeded to leave my office.
The next day arrived, and lo-and-behold, what did I see walking down the
hall—the same ole gentleman with a facial tissue in his hand. He told me
that he had caught me some bugs and he wanted me to look at them. As
I opened the tissue, I found nothing but dried flakes of skin (no bugs). I proceeded to wonder what should I do and decided to call Dr. Jarratt. The situation was fully explained, and Dr. Jarratt told me that this man had
“insectophobia.” We decided to tell the man to get some soothing medicated cream at the drug store and come back if the situation didn’t get better in a couple of weeks. Well, the cream must have worked because I
haven’t seen the ole fellow since.
Houston Therrell
Area Agent, Animal Science/Forages
Rankin County

M&M
We restored an old concrete goldfish pond behind our office in Leakesville
a few years ago. The 4-Her’s, along with several volunteers and Extension
folks, had worked together on the project, and it turned out great. We were
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Marcia McLeod
4-H Youth Agent, Greene County
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Want a happy life? Find reasons to do the important things instead of reasons not to do them. Risk, experiment, and don’t
forget to have some fun while you are at it.

really proud of our pond and made sure to show it to lots of people who
came by the office. One day soon after the pond was ready for visitors,
the mayor stopped by. Marcia and I took our mayor out to show him our
newly finished pond, and while we were standing there admiring everything, a bird flew down from the sky and landed on top of Marcia’s head.
She panicked and scared it away, but it landed in a tree nearby. It turned
out to be a cockatiel, and we were able to get it down from the tree. We
didn’t know what to do with it, so we decided to take it inside our office.
The little bird was tame but really nervous, and as we walked into Marcia’s
office, we happened to pass by our motion-activated Billy Bob Bass, a
plastic fish mounted on the wall, that sang “Don’t Worry; Be Happy.” Billy
Bob started singing, and it just scared the little bird nearly to death. It
started flying in circles all over the office, and after several circles, it landed
right back on top of Marcia’s head. It was clinging there with its little bird
claws latched onto her hair, and she bent over and began yelling, “Marilyn, get this bird off my head!” I was laughing so hard that I was not able
to help her and had to go lock myself in the bathroom for a few minutes to
get over this really funny show. We didn’t find the owner of the bird, but
we did find a good home for it. One of our junior high science teachers has
several animals that live in her classroom, and she and her students
adopted our cockatiel. They named it M&M, for Marcia & Marilyn.
Marilyn Walters
Office Associate, Greene County

Super Hens
As a good Extension worker, I was determined to respond to every client’s
request for educational information with the best that Mississippi State
University had to offer.
The older gentleman came into the Calhoun County office in the early 90's
with a question on how he could encourage more production from his
backyard hens. Not knowing much about poultry, particularly layer production, I promised this man I would research the subject and respond
within the next 24 hours.
My research turned up an interesting fact that when the hens are subjected to longer periods of light, they will, in turn, lay more eggs over the
course of a week. Unknowingly to me after I shared this information with
the client, he proceeded to the local coffee shop to brag about the fact
that he had made this new discovery. So as any good coffee shop regulars would do, they decided to enter into a deal with my client that they
would buy all the eggs his hens produced because their wives would be
so pleased to have a regular supply of country fresh eggs to cook with.
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My client was amazed that with the installation of a few 40-watt bulbs his
production went up by 50 percent. As the next couple of weeks went by, he
proudly announced that with the introduction of the new hybrid sex link
hens and the additional light, his hens were averaging two eggs per day.
Everything was wonderful until one day my client was in a mad hurry to get
to the coffee shop to announce that his hens had hit an all-time production
of three eggs per day, but on the way into the coffee shop he dropped a
dozen of the eggs, and it did not take anyone long to figure out the eggs
were rotten. The odor was terrible, and the coffee shop gossip had to be
discontinued until the next day when the air had cleared.
Being a good county agent I kept abreast of the proceedings until the end,
so I began to wonder if I should avoid the prized poultry client for a few
days, but as it turned out, he caught me going into church the following
Sunday morning, and with a chuckle he said, “I knew them boys were up
to something, but I wonder if I messed up things when I changed out the
40-watt bulbs to 60 watts.”

People and rubber bands have one thing in common, they
must be stretched to be effective.
—John Maxwell, Writer

Buzzard Control
A retired farmer had moved from the farm to town and bought a nice
home in a residential area, with a large oak tree in the backyard with a
circular seat around the base of the tree. He called our county
Extension office, saying that he had a problem with buzzards roosting
in the tree. Now this might not sound serious, but when you actually
experience a buzzard roosting in a tree, you will find that it leaves a
residue that is sticky, wet, and smells extremely bad.
The retired farmer’s first question was, “How do we get rid of the buzzards?” After talking to the local ornithologist, his suggestion was to
place ten pie plates in the tree suspended by string. The farmer’s next
question was, “How am I going to get up in the tree to do that?”

Mike Howell
Area Livestock Agent
Northeast Region

After thinking about the options—the smell, the slipping and sliding—
the next option was to frighten the buzzards with a loud noise. Being
the resourceful person I am, I thought of gunfire. But it was against the
law to fire a gun in the city limits. But it was not illegal for law enforcement to fire a gun in the city limits.

Miracle in the Chicken House

After the farmer bought two boxes of shells for the local policeman and
after three evenings of firing practice, the buzzard problem was solved.

I accompanied a poultry company service man into a pullet-rearing house
where they were debeaking pullets before moving them to laying houses. The
birds were necessarily penned in a small area so they could be easily caught
to bring to the debeaking machine. Birds have a tendency to gather into a corner and pile on one another to avoid being caught. That day the birds did pile
into the corner, and although we quickly began to unpile them, some of the
birds on the bottom of the pile appeared to be dead from suffocation. I picked
up a bird in each hand and began to massage them to get air back into them.
All the while, a farm hand was watching this procedure closely. As I would get
life back into two birds, I would put them down and pick up two more. All told,
I was able to save about eight of these expensive birds. When I finished, I
looked around at the farm hand. His face was as white as a ghost. He exclaimed, “Oh Lord, I have just witnessed a miracle!!”
Bo Haynes, Retiree

106

BUGS ‘N CRITTERS

As the venture began, my client brought in three dozen eggs the first week
after the lights were installed, and the county agent was a true genius. The
group leader of the trusty coffee shop patrons collected all the eggs, and
when my client made his daily visit to the coffee shop, this guy would slip
down to the ole hen house and place about half of last week’s purchase
back under the hen.

Terry Holder
Extension Associate, Animal & Dairy Sciences

Measuring Southern Pine Beetles
The severe drought in 2006, coupled with damage from Hurricane Katrina, resulted in pine bark beetle outbreaks. We conducted a number of
pine bark beetle programs for forest landowners to inform them of what
to look for, how to tell pine bark beetle damage, how to identify the different types of bark beetles, and what they could do to reduce damage.
All of the pine bark beetles are small. To give the landowners an idea
of their size, I described the southern pine beetle as being about half
the size of a grain of rice. A landowner raised her hand; "Is that extra
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That night I learned that there are four classes of milled rice, according to
the USDA. Now I'm ready in case this question is raised again.
H. Glenn Hughes
Extension Professor
Coastal Research & Extension Center

Glenn Hughes, forestry specialist, points to pine bark beetle damage in Forrest
County in 2006, the worst bark beetle year in south Mississippi in more than a
decade.

Problem with Buzzards
A gentleman from one of the southeastern counties called me about a problem with buzzards. He said the buzzards arrived at his farm about a week
before. He was concerned about the potential damaging effect of the droppings on his barn’s tin roof. He told me that the droppings were also on the
roof of his house, on his car, and in the yard. When he placed dogfood in
his dogs’ food bowls, the buzzards would chase the dogs away and eat
their food. He had tried various ways to get them to leave, including shooting a gun into the air. But the buzzards always returned. I knew the buzzards were probably migrating and would surely be gone in a few days.
Plus, I could not imagine how a few buzzards could be such a big problem.
I had thought there might be five or six. So I asked him how many buzzards
he was talking about. His answer: over one hundred of them!!! When I
heard that, I told him the best place to call to get help getting rid of them
was his local game warden!!!!!

Chased by a Gander
Twice in my career I have passed two opportunities that I regret. One
of the things is not getting pictures of all the different gates and gate
latches that I encountered on farms through the years. The other is not
taking a camera with me when I went to prison and taking a picture
and writing a caption under each picture.
This is about a farm visit that I made. Got a call from one of the growers to visit and counsel him on his pasture program. I got directions to
his house and followed up on his request. When I got there, he took me
inside his house, and we talked for a ways. When we exited the house
he insisted that we go out the back way through the field and see the
pasture that we were going to work with. I was born and reared on a
farm, and we had just about all the different animals and birds that you
could think of, except geese. I had zero experience with geese. This
producer had a big goose. I did not realize this was a setup and did not
realize that farm animals can be trained to be watchdogs. We walked
out the back and started across the yard, and about the time we exited
the gate, here comes a big gander. That thing had a neck “that” long,
and it was a hissing and a snapping and carrying on, and it would have
scared anyone to death. I guess animal instinct took over about that
time. That goose got within about 3 feet of me, and it came to my
mind at that point that I was a bigger man than it was, and I was going
to kill him. The grower was standing there with a grin on his face, and
at that time I knew what was going on. At that time I turned and challenged that goose. And don’t you know that it turned and stopped in
its tracks, and he didn’t attack. But I thought I was a goner at that point.
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long grain rice, or some other grain?" Caught flat-footed, I said, "Gee, I
don't really know. I'm from the South; I just eat the stuff."

Now I might have stretched that story a little bit, but that truly happened. But one time I heard an announcer on a radio station interviewing Mississippi humorist Jerry Clower. The announcer said, “Jerry,
you make this statement ‘if I’m lying, I’m dying’ and you tell these stories about all the things that happened when you were growing up. Are
these things actually true?” Jerry hesitated just a minute, then responded, “I’ve never been accused of under telling a story.”
Fifty years ago the first day of September 2007, I started my Extension career. It has been a wonderful life, and I would do it all over again
if I had the opportunity.
I. W. McLarty, Retiree

Bo Haynes, Retiree
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Mrs. Lackey is from England, and she called me one day and in her British
accent said, “Mr. Taylor, my daughter is having a problem.” I said, “Mrs.
Lackey, you really need to talk to a doctor or lawyer; I’m a county agent.”
She said, “No, Mr. Taylor, I need to talk to you.” I responded, “Mrs. Lackey,
what’s the problem?” “Lizards, Mr. Taylor. Her house is full of lizards. Do
you think there could be a nest of them?” she asked. That’s when my horns
came up! And I kinda knew this woman, so I asked “Is that right.” She said,
“Yes, Mr. Taylor, and they are changing colors. They will go from green to
brown; does that mean anything?” I responded, “Not right now but that
means they are growing.” “How big are they going to get?” she asked. I
said, “About 12 to 15 feet long.” Mrs. Lackey asks, “Is that going to be a
problem?” So I tell her, “Put your threshold as low as you can, because that
is where they are going to come in. The only thing Mrs. Lackey, is with the
ones that are already in the house and growing, it is not going to matter, because when they have you in their mouths and headed back outside and
going out the door, it is not going to matter.” She said, “Oh.” I said,
“Mrs. Lackey, that was a joke.” She said, “Mr. Taylor, you jokester, you.”
I’ve been called a lot of things, but I’ve never been called a jokester.
Lee Taylor, Retiree

You Know You’re in Extension When . . .
• you can organize a livestock show in under two weeks.
• someone calls at 11:30 a.m. and says my noontime speaker fell through,
can you fill in?
• you show up at a meeting and think you’re a guest and find out that you’re
the guest speaker.
• you join a civic organization and you’re the program every month.
• it snows, rains or hails just before a major event.
• when a feed store owner calls and invites you to a special cookout for
just a few folks, and when you arrive, many local farmers have already
gathered in order to ask you unending questions and to get your insight
into their farming operations.
• the copier breaks just before your newsletter gets printed.
• a smiling co-worker approaches and you get the feeling they want you to
judge something.
• you are asked various gardening questions between Sunday school and
church services every week.
• you recognize farmers driving tractors from the back!
• you can discuss manure management, dead bird disposal, and various
animal diseases over dinner, and not even realize it may not be an appetizing topic.
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• you know someone in every community.
• you’ve explained the food guide pyramid so many times you begin to
hate anything triangular.
• you are qualified to give directions to the most remote parts of
your county.
• the secretary begins “I know you are not the agent to ask, but this
person wants to talk with someone about. . .
• you want to know how long the food has been out on a buffet.
• when your spouse drives on family vacations so you can read your
mail and write business letters.
• the caller starts out...”Can I speak to that man.”
• you get numerous phone calls from people who have an insect problem and describe the pests as brown, small and flying. Surely you can
identify these with that information.
• you call all over the state for an answer to your client’s question only
to find out he didn’t need it in the first place.
• you get a call on Thanksgiving morning from someone who wants to
thaw a 20 pound turkey.”
• the first words you hear from the Saturday morning caller are, “I hate
to call you at home, but....”
• just when you get organized, everything changes.
• you trade in your sports car for a minivan because you can haul
more 4-Hers.
• the only quality time agents spend with their children is at 4-H camp.
• people hide their carts when they meet you in the grocery store.
• you wear a disguise when you shop for food.
• you can never attend a party, church social or family reunion without
answering a stream of garden questions.
• you’ve considered getting a cot for your office.
• you panic when your car is stolen because your appointment calendar was in it.
• you have to clean off the seat for someone else to ride with you (front
seat only, too much stuff in the back.)
• your car has over 100,000 miles on the odometer and the loan is
not paid.
• you have vacation time left at the end of the year and not time to
take it.
• you actually believe there are no problems, only challenges
and opportunities.
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Lizards

Excerpts from You Know You’re in Extension When . . .
North Carolina Cooperative Extension Service,
North Carolina State University.
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One day, a tiny little lady brought in a tiny dead snake in a Cool Whip tub
to have it identified. The county director was not in the office, so I asked
her to leave it so he could identify it when he returned or else we would take
a digital picture of it and send it to MSU. She had written “S n a k e” on the
top in Magic Marker, but her “n” looked more like an “h,” so it looked like it
said “s h a k e” instead of “snake.” She wanted her grandson to see the
snake and asked us to keep it until she came back, so we just left the snake
in the Cool Whip tub on the counter. Everyone who came in gave that tub
a “shake,” then they would open it to see the little snake spinning around.
That poor little dead snake “shook” up many unsuspecting, nosey people
for several days.
Peggy Walker
Former Employee, Nutritional Food Safety

Horse Hair Worms
Several years ago I received a call from a woman who was frantically
screaming into the phone that her yard was covered with literally thousands
of snakes. I tried to calm her down so I could get a better understanding of
what she meant by thousands of snakes. She stated, "I'm looking out of my
side door right now, and I can see thousands of them across my yard and
driveway. I can even see them climbing up on the tires of my car. You have
to come out here and take a look at this and tell me what to do!!" Well, I was
finally able to get her address and a brief set of directions to her house. I
sort of knew the area, and it was a nice neighborhood in a residential area.
I thought to myself that maybe I should call an animal control officer because if I pulled up at her house and there were thousands of snakes
everywhere, I wasn't going to get out of my truck!
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in her yard. It took about 15 minutes for me to get my message across,
and when I left, I still don't think she entirely believed me.
Patrick Poindexter
County Director, Alcorn County

Did He Live?
In a run of a day, we receive several telephone calls requesting information. Each call is handled in the most professional manner and, of
course, in the order that they are received. But for one call, standard
procedures would not cut it.
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Shakes Alive

While I was on the phone, our office associate, with a frantic look on
her face, asked me to please take another call. The person calling casually asked if I could identify a poisonous snake. So I explained the
difference between poisonous and nonpoisonous snakes. In a calm
voice, the person stated that the reason he wanted to know is because
a snake just bit him, and he wanted me to tell him if he should go to the
emergency room or not. The snake he described appeared to be nonpoisonous, but I insisted he go to the doctor. I do not think he went, but
I did not read his name in the obituaries, so I suppose he was all right.
Don Respess
County Director, Coahoma County

SNAKES ALIVE!!

I quickly left the office and sped away with directions in hand. I was still a
little suspicious, thinking that this might be a practical joke, because things
like this have happened before. Eight minutes later I pulled up in the driveway and scanned the yard as well as the drive. I didn't see a thing. As I approached the door, the lady opened it up just a little and screamed, "Don't
you see them! They're everywhere!" Needless to say I still didn't see anything at first. I thought she might be having an "episode" or something.

In 1987 I was being interviewed for the position of secretary by our
county agent, Fred Baker. He asked if I was afraid of animals, insects,
etc. because—like it or not—people brought in strange things for the
county agent to see. I told him that the only thing in this world that I
was terribly afraid of was a snake. I could handle rats, roaches, alligators, and bears if necessary—but there was never room enough for
me and a snake (dead or alive) in the same room! I was hired and soon
found out that Fred and I pretty much had the same opinion of snakes!
I managed 15 years with Extension without having to come face to face
with a snake. Then….it happened!

Looking down once more, I did notice some movement. Lo and behold,
there were literally thousands of "horse hair worms" everywhere. We had
just had about a 2-inch rain, and they had come up from the soil and onto
the concrete of the driveway. I collected several of them and put them in a
coffee cup that I had in the truck. I tried to explain to the lady what they
were and that they could not hurt her and just what function they performed

We finally managed to get a new office building that was built in the industrial park. At the time the Extension office was the only thing in the
industrial park. It was pretty quiet around the office this particular Thursday afternoon. Everyone had spring fever and had taken leave for the
afternoon – leaving me alone all by myself in this big industrial park.
No problem! I was enjoying the quiet time until the phone rang. A man
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So…here I was ….all alone in this big industrial park, with a very inebriated
man who was holding a glass jar with a rattlesnake in it. The man was so
drunk that he could hardly stand up, and he kept poking the jar in front of me.
Pointing out markings and colors – all the while the very angry snake was displaying his forked tongue! I didn’t know if I should call the police or run for my
life. I quickly asked the Lord to PLEASE help me out of this one and to do it
quick!! I managed to get a hold of myself and began talking to the man,
steadily walking down the hall to the back door in hopes that I could get this
man and his snake outside.
All the while I was explaining to him that
Mr. Baker would be back in the morning, and I’d have him look at the snake
and give him a call. I asked him to just set it over in the flowerbed and it would
be safe there until morning. With great reluctance he put it down. He was really worried that someone would steal his “endangered species” snake, and
since he knew it was a very rare snake, he really may want to keep. So – he
left instructions not to kill it. As we walked back into the office, leaving the
snake behind, I then had to face the dilemma of what to do now with this drunk
man who was more interested in telling me how knowledgeable he was about
snakes than in going on home. I just had to remind him that he had told me
that the snake was dead. He laughed and said, “Well, I just kind of knocked
him out enough to get him in the jar. I know this is an endangered species. It
is a federal offense to kill endangered species, and I don’t want to go to prison
for killing it.” I thought – walking him to the back door worked – let me see if
I can walk him out the front door. It worked! They say God answers prayer in
His own time. This was one time in my life that I was very thankful that God
and I were looking at the same clock!!
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Friday morning came, Fred arrived, and I took him to the back door to
show him the snake. There it was, all curled up in that jar and still just
as mad as he was the afternoon before. The drunk guy was somewhat right in his knowledge of snakes. It was a pygmy rattlesnake that
isn’t found too often here in Covington County – but certainly not on the
endangered species list. Fred killed the snake, and we haven’t seen
that man again!
Every time I empty a mayonnaise jar, I think about that drunk man and
the pygmy rattlesnake!

BUGS ‘N CRITTERS

on the other end was trying to explain to me that he had found a snake that he
had never seen before. He admitted that he was very knowledgeable about
the snakes in Mississippi and he knew that this was a snake that was not native to our state. The man sounded as if he had a mouth full of cotton, and I
quickly thought that he was drunk. I was silently arguing with myself. Is this
someone pulling a trick on me? Or is it someone who really needs our assistance?!
But…trying to remain professional, I asked the appropriate questions, and yes, the snake was dead. Yes, he understood that I was really afraid
of snakes and he would put it in a bucket and set it under our porch. He wouldn’t bring it inside. I was nice to the man and had decided that he just had a
speech impediment and that I should be ashamed of myself for making the assumption that he was drunk. Oh boy, was I WRONG! In 10 minutes a truck
came flying in and stopping in a cloud of dust. A very red faced man stumbled
out of the passenger side of the truck with a glass mayonnaise jar in his hand.
I’m thinking – ok this isn’t the man with the snake! WRONG AGAIN! As soon
as the door opened I realized two things. My first opinion was correct!! The
man was most definitely drunk, and I would be, too, if he stayed in the office
very long because he had apparently used it for bath water as well as a drink.
And…he had a rattlesnake in that glass jar that was far from being dead!

Kay Smith
Office Associate, Covington County

Boys and Snakes
A lady called and explained that she had a snake she wanted Mike
(Skipper) to identify. Her son had almost stepped on it, and it almost bit
his foot. It was a baby snake and, naturally, if there's a baby, then the
Mama is close by! Mike was not in the office at the time, and she asked
if she could bring it by to leave for Mike to identify for her and let her
know if it was a poisonous snake.
Well, here she comes with the snake, thankfully in a plastic bottle with
the top on tightly. There was one problem, though. Her two sons did not
want to leave the snake behind. So there they sat, patiently waiting on
Mike, turning that bottle upside down, over and over, playing with the
top, holding it up, and admiring their prized possession! After looking
at the snake identification form and discussing it, the mom was ready
to go and leave the snake. The boys still would not budge! They weren't
leaving the snake behind. Finally I decided I better call Mike on his cell
and tell him he needed to get back to the office and identify this snake
for these two boys. Mike came on in and determined that it was a water
snake; it was not poisonous, and the boys could take it home! All I can
say is that I am so thankful that the Lord gave me girls! Behind my
smile, I was thinking, if those boys let that snake out of that bottle, what
in the world will I do! It made me think about the time a mouse ran by
my feet while I was walking down the hall. I literally was trying to climb
the wall! Everybody still laughs about that to this day! If that snake had
gotten out, I would probably be climbing that wall again! This just
proves that we do have fun, even with our scary experiences! Working
for Extension never has a dull moment! I love it!
Sharon Kennedy
Office Associate, Winston County
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The best way to motivate other people to help you fulfill your
goals is to help them fulfill their goals.
—Deepak Chopra, Physician and writer

SNAKE!
We had a “fly by night” circus to set up at the county fairgrounds in Iuka. One
of the jobs that some county agents have is to “look after” the fairgrounds. I am
one of the fortunate ones who has such a job. After the circus left, I went to
check on things. They had left the garbage in a neat pile except for the couple
of cans next to the building. I was going to pick up those sacks and put them
with the others. As I got close to the garbage, I saw a lot of flies, and the smell
was bad, but I didn’t think anything about it because we had recently finished
our livestock show, and we always have flies afterward. I grabbed the garbage
can liner to pick it up. I couldn’t get it off the ground. I thought, “What could they
have put in here that would be this heavy?” I opened the liner to look inside. I
am just glad the Lord was the only one around to hear what I said. The only
thing I could see was the body of a snake about as big around as a soccer ball.
It completely filled the 39-gallon garbage can. I had to have a little fun with
this, so I called the Fair Board president, Paul Whitlock. When he arrived I
said, “Paul, I need some help. I don’t know what they put in that garbage,
but I can’t lift it by myself.” He looked into the can and immediately jumped
back about 10 feet, started wiping his hands on his shirt, and started pacing back and forth. He asked, “DANNY, What’s that? Is that a SNAKE!!!” I
said yes. He said, “Well, uh, uh, Is it DEAD?” I said yes. He asked, “What
are WE gonna do with it?” I said, “I dunno. What do you want to do with
it?” He said, “I don’t know, but let’s get it away from HERE.” It took both of
us to load it into the back of his pickup. We took it to the county maintenance shed. Two of the workers took a backhoe and buried it. Another
worker stood on top of the hill (about a hundred yards away) and watched
them. They tried to get him to come down and look at the snake, but he
refused. They said it was a python about 8 feet long.
Hindsight is always 20-20. Paul and I talked about what we should have done
with it. The local newspaper is locally famous for putting pictures in the paper
of someone holding a large snake, usually a rattlesnake. We could have gotten great publicity!!
Danny Owen
County Director, Tishomingo County
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The Extension Service office moved to Main Street in Lucedale in the
fall of 1990. The Tax Assessor’s office was in the same building but
next door to the Extension office. Both offices had a glass front door.
One morning we heard screams from the Tax Assessor’s office and
then a call for the county agent. Help!!! Could we remove the snake
from the front door? The snake was trying to climb up the glass door.
No one could get out, and no one would come in. Kerry Johnson was
county agent in George County at that time, and he carefully approached to see the snake was not poisonous. He carefully removed
the snake and was proceeding to walk to the park with the snake in
hand. There are a few hills on the way to the park, and fall leaves were
everywhere, and Kerry slipped and fell with the snake. This was a bit
funny. But Kerry did not get hurt. He held the snake up high and never
dropped it. He continued on his way to the park to release the snake
in a safe environment. The county agent was quite a “hero” that day.

BUGS ‘N CRITTERS

Our Hero!

Lisa Landon
4-H Agent, George County

Snake Extermination Recommendation
Early in my Extension career I received a telephone call from an elderly lady. The lady said, “I need to talk with the county agent.” I replied,
“Ma’am how can I help you?” She said, “I just saw a rattlesnake go
into my carport. How can I get him to leave?” I thought about the situation for a moment and said to her, “Ma’am, if I could have your telephone number, I will call you back in 5 minutes.” She said sure.
I hung up the phone and began my search to find her an answer. The
panic button began to set in because I could not find the answer in an
Extension publication. It finally came to a recommendation that my
grandmother had given me. She would say there are many things that
you can handle with a cane pole. So I decided to call the elderly lady
back. When she answered the phone, I told her who I was. I asked her
if the rattlesnake was still in the carport. She said, “He sure is, and I
don’t know what I am going to do.” I said to the elderly lady, “Do you
have a cane pole?” She said, “Yes.” I said to her, “Ma’am, if you will take
your cane pole and hit at the snake, he will leave your carport. But make
sure that you keep the cane pole between you and the snake.” She said
she would follow my recommendations. We hung up.
Thirty minutes later the phone rang again. I answered it, and guess
who was on the end of the line, the elderly lady. She informed me that
the snake was gone. She said thank you for the excellent instructions
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on getting rid of the rattlesnake out of my carport. I then informed her to
purchase some sulphur and sprinkle it in the carport and around her property. I saw her several years later, and she informed me that my recommendations were still working.
Harvey Gordon
Extension Instructor, 4-H Youth Development

Snake Scare
I was assisting a client when from down the hall I heard a woman shriek,
followed by some commotion. I ran out into the hallway and down to the
office where the noise had come from. Reaching the door I peeked around
the corner, not knowing what I would find. One woman was on top of the
desk in a panic state, and her coworker stood next to the desk trying to
calm her down. When she saw me, my hysterical friend hollered, “Lookout, there’s a snake behind the door!” My heart took an extra beat as I
gently pulled the door to myself and looked around, expecting a moccasin
or even a copperhead. Sure enough, there it was, a baby gray rat snake,
maybe 5 or 6 inches long.
Kerry Johnson
Area Extension Agent, George County
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Sunset in Noxubee County
I climbed to Beaver Mountain’s top,
And saw the county at my feet
I was glad I climbed that hill that day
To see Noxubee’s beauty so complete.

Don’t forget Mahorner’s magic
And know Fairport a storied place
For all of us should honor milestones,
That are behind, still face to face.

I have heard Mashulaville’s whisper.
I have seen Hashuqua run.
I have stood out in the prairies
And I tell you, man, it’s fun.

Pinetucky shades her honored dead
And the tombs at Pilgrim’s Rest are still.
Where Noxcedar’s members walk His
grounds, Bound as one in God’s great will.

I have looked at Deerbrook’s tombstones
And seen old Hog Eye quiet and tough.
I have felt so sweet in spirit
Looking down Mohegan’s Bluff.

Amazing Grace, how sweet the sound,
From Hopewell Baptists’ warm brick nest.
Quietly spending time on earth,
Before there comes the final rest.

From Bigbee Valley’s clean green sward,
I walked alone to Gholson’s peak.
While Sunshine’s roads and houses neat
With drawling tones the old way speak.

Speak of Brooksville’s sun-warmed corners,
At Lynn Creek where Pope’s Chapel Stands.
Where greetings sprinkle like the rain,
On Dixie’s hill where hand shakes hands.

From Odd Fellows’ sainted ground
The dead do wave a saddened wand.
From Soule Chapel and Prairie Grove
So many cry from realms beyond.

In Shuqualak’s arresting presence,
Dusty brick and downtown tracks.
Where mystic footprints cover over
These thoughts we think of going back.

I’ve had muddy feed at Brooklyn Bend
And dabbled at Card’s Landing.
Here sits Concord, McLeod, May Springs,
Memory and respect demanding.

X-Prairie’s tombs, Paulette’s gray stones,
Dancing Rabbit beside the creek.
Where we were born and came to be
As history in its silence speaks.

I went to wade in Shotbag Creek
And worship well at Brush Fork Church
Around us lie unformed dilemmas
Whether far or near we search.

There is a gravel road that carries
To Conner Hill’s green tree-top height.
If we could sleep there in the sunset
‘Neath golden leaves on our last night.

Calyx offers brotherhood,
And Foxtrap folks dream back to then.
While Barnett’s graves wait in the grove,
And make us all just wonder when.

I see the early morning mists
Fairport and Butler, face to face.
My heart Is full, there is the time,
And Noxubee County is the place.

I have been to Toliver’s Chapel
I have touched a Drake Hill pew.
I have stood and watched Mt. Ary
Looking west to paint the view.
Pastel places near Brush Fork,
Autumn leaves touch Yellow Creek.
Magic moments surround Ravine,
That make my feelings inward speak.

Oh yes, I have heard the water
I have seen Old Plum Creek run.
I have searched Mount Nebo’s edges,
And I tell you, man, it’s fun.

—Broox Sledge - January 22, 1997

Jumping in the Deep End

As with all good Extension specialists, we have the idea that all knowledge
we have obtained needs to be shared with the general public or any audience we can get to sit still for 30 minutes, and we at times tend to forget to
understand our audience in our zeal to impart our wisdom.

Around 1975, State 4-H Convention was being held in Biloxi at the Sheridan Hotel right on the coast. The 4-H members were allowed time to swim
in the hotel pool after the afternoon meeting and before the evening meal.
I was sitting with a group of 4-H agents around the pool, since there was
no lifeguard on duty. That was OK back then. We all still had on our coats
and ties from the meeting. A young male 4-H member, from rural Calhoun
County, walked up to the pool edge, held his nose with one hand, and
jumped in the deep end. I watched as he went to the bottom and floated
back to the surface. While keeping his hand on his nose and his eyes
closed, he immediately started to sink back to the bottom. It was obvious
that this time he was not coming back up. I threw off my coat and dove in.
I got him back to the surface, and other agents pulled him from the pool.
When asked if he could swim he replied, “No, but I could see the bottom.”

It started as one of those days. I was given the opportunity to give a 30minute presentation to a group of international professionals who had come
to our campus to learn all about the Extension Service, with the goal of returning to their home country to develop an agency similar to ours.
It was also in the days when the expert could be described as someone at
least 30 miles from home with a slide projector. Well, I had my slide presentation; it was “perfect”… meaning I had an introduction, a well formatted
body, and a short and to-the-point conclusion, and, most important, all of
my slides were in the slide tray “right side up.”
I began my presentation full of enthusiasm and confidence, and 15 minutes
into my presentation my audience got up and walked out. Well, being the
curious person I am, I followed them outside. They were outside on the
grassy area on small rugs, praying…. Well, respecting religion as I do, I
respect their time of prayer, and after that was concluded they all moved
back into the classroom and we continued my “wonderful slide presentation.” At the end of my presentation, the group was very respectful and
arose and left the room, with the exception of one gentleman who came to
me and said, “Dr. Holder, I very much enjoyed the presentation… now I will
translate for my colleagues.”
Little did I know none of my audience spoke English. Lesson learned: take
time to know your audience before speaking.
Susan Holder
State Program Leader, 4-H Youth Development

4-H STORIES

Presentation to our International Visitors

Robert A. McNeil, Retiree

Holmes County – 4-H Has Deep Roots
Back in 1910, the Holmes County Corn Club, just three years old at the
time, won the County Corn Exhibit at the Mississippi State Fair. In winning
this exhibit, the club won for their leader a brand new 1910 Model A Ford
automobile. Their leader was John M. Kimbrough, my grandfather. My aunt
had once told that story to me, but I had never seen any documentation to
back up her story until one of my first days “on the job” as the new 4-H
agent from Holmes County. I was visiting the State 4-H Office on campus, and I was admiring the historic pictures displayed – there was THE
CAR! And Holmes County was prominently depicted over its front windshield, so I knew the story was true.
Now, some 97 years after his leadership, I have the privilege of working for 4-H in the same county. For those who have wondered why I
am often “so green,” now you know.

No Smoking!
As I was taking a group of junior-aged girls off to the 4-H horse judging
contest, they said, “Buy us some cigarettes.” I think they were just kidding,
since I had a little sign in my car that read, “Thank you for not smoking.”
They would always say they were going to do it, just picking at me. On the
way home, I stopped to gas up at a convenience store, and they yelled out
and said, “Buy us some cigarettes.” I did. I got them all a box of candy cigarettes. They had the best time with these, and today not one of the young
girls smokes, and they have never forgotten it.
Betty Mills, Retiree
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Holmes County
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Betsy K. Padgett
4-H Leader, Holmes County

4-H Club Congress, More Than You Ever Imagined!
Club Congress is always a wonderful experience for the youth of Mississippi, but as a first-time 4-H agent, it is not always such a wonderful experience. Having grown up attending Club Congress I did feel that Congress
would be three fun-filled days on campus with my new 4-H members.
Being an MSU alum myself, I could not wait to be back on campus. I just
knew this was going to be a chance to really become acquainted with the
youth in my county. I had fourteen excited youth, eleven smart, loud, and
eager young gentlemen, and three sweet, innocent young ladies. I was
overjoyed at the participation; this was the largest group Covington County
4-H had taken to Congress in more than 10 years.
I heeded the advice of tenured 4-H agents and started planning early. I rented
a 15-passenger van from a reputable company about two months ahead of
time. We had begun practicing for their competitions early in April, and as the
time drew closer to Club Congress, I realized just how loud my smart and
eager boys really were. Poultry judging practice was gossip central for “who
was dating whom” and “who had a new truck” and “where the prom party was
going to be.” Time continuously ticked down until it was the week prior to Congress. Having lined up my chaperones months in advance, I was surprised
when my chaperone had to change her plans at the last minute. Because of
a work related conflict, she would be unable to leave from Collins with the
group. She would be meeting us on campus. I thought this was not a major
problem; she would be there when we arrived, and I could safely transport the
14 youth and myself to Starkville in the 15-passenger van I had rented. On
Thursday, before we were to leave on Tuesday, the “reputable” rental company called concerning my reservation. They had accidentally over booked the
number of 15-passenger vans they had in stock. They would rent me two minivans for the price of one. This would definitely be a great deal, but there was
no way I could fit all 14 fantastic young people and myself in one minivan.
There was also no way humanly possible for me to drive both vans at the same
time. Because the registration deadline had passed, it was too late to add a
chaperone. I called around and luckily found another van. However, it would
not be available for pickup until 8:30 a.m. Tuesday morning. The state staff
graciously worked with us, as we would be a tad late for registration. Finally
after much anxiety and stress, we were ready to depart for Starkville. Upon
arrival at the rental car dealership, I was made aware that our van and just
been returned. They would clean it up, and it would be around shortly. This
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was no big deal because, after all, we would like a clean van. Forty-five
minutes later the van appeared, and we could now begin the paperwork.
One hour and twenty minutes later, I am frantically headed back to the Extension office to pick up the children. In my haste I had failed to realize that
a 45 minute cleanup job was apparently not enough to get rid of the smell
in the ten-year-old van I was driving in the pouring rain.

4-H STORIES

Granddaddy saw it through its first decade, or so; I hope to see it through
a few decades into its second 100 years. This year marks Holmes County’s
100th year in 4-H (or at least its root, the Corn Club).

I had a backup plan for luggage because I was sure this would be a small
issue. I had borrowed a travel bag that straps to the top of a vehicle. But
I had not planned how exactly to strap it down in torrential downpours. My
plan had also underestimated how much luggage it takes for one 16-yearold to survive for two nights. I was dreadfully unaware that this trip would
require a hanging bag, suitcase, makeup case, six pairs of shoes in their
own bags, not to mention the pillows and bed linens needed, and oh yes,
not to forget the stuffed teddy bear. There were children and luggage
crammed into that van. The luggage was under seats, in seats, and on top.
The kids, soaking wet, were actually sitting on their pillows. And at this
point I began to question why I had even bothered to iron my clothes. But
at last we were on our way! It did not take but about three miles before the
regimen of questions began. How long before we get there? Where are
we stopping for lunch? Can you turn up the radio? I cannot hear! Tell them
to be quiet! I forgot my pillow! What is that smell? This van stinks! I do
not like that station. Who am I rooming with? Two hours into our threehour drive the rain slacked off, and we thought we might have even seen
a little sunshine. The children were in better spirits and voices were now
two octaves below screaming in their conversation.
When the “check-engine-soon” light appeared, there was a horrible
burning odor coming through the air conditioner vents. I pulled over on
the side of Highway 15 and opened the hood. I was not really going
to be able to tell what was wrong, but it seemed like the right thing to
do at the time. I saw no fire, so I returned to the van and called the
rental agency. After being asked if my motor club would cover such an
event, I was told to turn the air off and just keep driving. If we ran into
any other complications, please let them know. With this great help we
continued on our merry way to Starkville in the Mississippi summer heat
with no air conditioning. Thank goodness some of us were still wet
from the early morning showers. As one would expect, the van really
smelled by the time we arrived in Starkville and unloaded. The whole
delegation changed clothes and started off on our Congress experiences. With the youth in workshops and contests, I had several of the
more mechanically inclined agents check out the “hoopty ride” as the
kids had so graciously named it. They could find no problems with it,
but the “service-engine-soon” light was still displayed. The consensus
of the group was to just keep driving while using the air conditioning.
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When I returned they all looked so nice all dressed up with coats and ties and
were ready to walk on stage to receive their awards, and I could not help but
feel proud of them. They loaded up, and we headed over to breakfast, still
complaining about the smell in the van. One ingenious young man pulled out
his cologne and sprayed everyone in the van, and as he went to place the
cologne bottle in the seat pocket, he solved the ever-turning question of,
“What’s that smell?” He reached in the pocket and pulled out three icky, smelly
bananas that had somehow been missed in the 45-minute van cleanup
process. Overall it was a great trip, one that I will never forget. I did learn a
valuable lesson: even the best-laid plans are subject to change. I also gained
a new respect for my former 4-H agent and county director.
Ellen P. Russell
4-H Agent, Covington County

4-H Camp
I think it was Art Linkletter who said, “Kids say the darndest things,” but it
should also go without saying that kids also “do the darndest things.” 4-H
camping experiences are always a time of gaining new experiences, meeting new friends, and always the adults have the opportunity to see the
world through “new eyes.”

4-H STORIES

The rest of the day went relatively well. Everyone went to bed with the mindset that tomorrow would be a better day and that they were to be downstairs
and ready at 7:30 a.m. for breakfast. No excuses would be accepted. I was
awakened at 5:30 a.m. to sirens followed by a telephone call from my male
chaperon, who was informing me that my 11 smart, loud, and eager young
gentlemen had set the fire alarm off in their dorm, and the whole dorm was
being evacuated. I immediately rushed to the dorm and instructed the gentlemen in question to have a seat in the van until I could speak with them.
They immediately denied any wrongdoing, of course. I then spoke with the
firemen, who assured me it was the steam from the showers in their suite,
not anything else. He instructed my young men to open the window slightly
when showering. The rest of Wednesday went well with only a few small
grumbles about the smell of our exquisite means of transportation. However, Thursday morning my roommate jokingly awoke me saying, “I hear
sirens; what have your boys done this time?” I just laughed and groggily
started getting myself ready. Two nights of no sleep was catching up with
me. All I could think of was, today we are going home! Then the dreaded
phone call. My charming boys had once again set off the fire alarm. Once
again I met the sweet little guys out in front of their dorms and had the
same conversation with the fireman as the previous day. I instructed my
guys to get dressed for the awards ceremony and pack their bags so we
could leave immediately after the awards program.

After the weekend of early morning wake-up rituals, the many workshops,
and multiple group bonding experiences, it was time to round up the
campers and send them home. As with most 4-H camps, the food was not
to be described as gourmet quality, and the eating utensils not the most
modern design. So after progressing through the cafeteria-style food line,
loading our breakfast food on the metal cafeteria plates, I sat down next to
a young man who was full of energy and enthusiasm.
The conversation went from, “how was your camping experience” to “what
did you enjoy the most” to “what could we do better.” To the last question
he responded: “Dr. Holder, I love 4-H, and I love camp, and I love 4-H
green, but don’t you think green eggs for breakfast is taking it just a little
too far?”
Well, as any soldier can tell you, when the eggs that we think are scrambled begin with powdered eggs and are put on a metal tray, they turn
green. So on our final morning of camp, we had green eggs and ham.
Susan Holder
State Program Leader, 4-H Youth Development

Quick Thinking
One 4-H’er did her visual presentation on child care. As she began to show
how to properly bathe a baby, she set the doll over in the plastic tub, took
the cloth, and got the bar of baby soap and realized she had forgotten to
remove the diaper. She looked up and smiled and said, “The baby is really shy.”
Betty Mills, Retiree

A 4-H’er, Now a Doctor
There are three ways to get something done: Do it yourself,
employ someone, or forbid your children to do it.
—Monta Crane, Humorist
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I think about that devilish plan of work we used to have to do. I found
out last week that one of my long range goals for Leflore County was
reached. That was to get the average soybean yield to 35 bushels.
They used to laugh at me back then when it was 22, sometimes 16.
But last year they made that goal. My long range goal got met about
20 years later.
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Carl Wilbourn, Retiree

I Believe I Will

The person who starts by saying, “Maybe I’m wrong,” is
often right.
—Unknown

Lesson Well Learned
Back in the 80's, top winners were honored at the 4-H Convention held in
Jackson at the downtown Holiday Inn. This was considered to be the
Cadillac program for the 4-H’ers who had achieved in their contests. This
was a dress-up affair. On the last night, several agents were sitting around
discussing a few issues, and four of us decided to go find our program director to get a few answers. In looking for him, we stepped off the elevator and headed to the room. We heard a loud female voice coming from
inside. One of our party said “be quiet” and, tiptoeing over to the door, we
all leaned over with our heads to the door. Just about that time the door
opened, and when we looked up, we knew we had the wrong room. And
to top it all, we were on the wrong floor.
We confessed to the party there and had egg on our faces. Lesson well
learned.
Betty Mills, Retiree

This goes back to the State 4-H Horse Show in Jackson. A paddock is
where you line the horses up to come in. We were trying to get the horses
moved out of the paddock area. And they were calling out over the PA
system for the horses to be moved. They called and called and called for
the horses to be moved, and nobody came to move the horses. Finally,
this agent walked over there and untied the reins of a horse and started to
move it. About this time this big ole guy walked up to him and says, “Don’t
you move my horse.” The guy said, “We have been calling for you to move
the horse; you need to move the horse.” The guy says “If you move my
horse, I’m going to whoop your ***!” The agent just looked at him and at the
size of him and said, “Looking at the size of you that may well be, and
you may whoop my *** when I move your horse, but when you get through
you are still going to move the horse.” The guy said, “In that case, I will
move it.”

4-H Congress

Ed Elliott, Retiree

O. F. Parker, Retiree
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After I retired from the Extension Service, I went to work for Farmers Supply, and there I met Allen Daves, who became a real good friend of mine.
Sometime after working there, his daughter came down with an illness.
They went all over, trying to get it diagnosed, to Mayo Clinic, New Orleans,
Atlanta, Jackson, Memphis, and all over, and finally some type of MS was
diagnosed. I kept up with Allen’s daughter and her condition. In later years
she was in a wheelchair and lost complete control of her eyelids and she
couldn’t see. They found a doctor in Jackson who would give shots in her
eyelids so that she could manage to raise her eyelids, enough to see. She
went there twice a year for several years. Allen told me he was taking his
daughter to Birmingham. I asked him why he was taking her to Birmingham. He said the doctor moved from Jackson to Birmingham, and he was
the only one in Jackson who gave that particular kind of shot. He took her
to Birmingham a couple of three times. On return from one of the trips, he
told me he had something to tell me. He said, “We went to the doctor in
Birmingham and got the shots and visited with him some. And he said,
you all just go out in the lobby and sit down. I want to show you all something.” In a little bit he came out with a picture of him and me and an Angus
heifer where he had won the Angus heifer championship at the Grenada
County Fair. This is Dr. Ron Braswell in Birmingham, and that picture stays
on his office desk wherever he goes. He met his wife, a Tallahatchie
County girl, on a 4-H trip.

During my time in the state 4-H office, I went to National 4-H Club Congress with the state leader to supervise the boys. We all stayed in the
Stevens Hotel. The boys were put in adjoining rooms. I thought the boys
were outstanding young men, and I didn’t stay with them every minute.
During my absence, and to my surprise, they got into a pillow fight. When
I came back to their rooms, I have never in all my life seen such a mess of
feathers. The adjoining room doors were open, and you could see through
the open doors through all the rooms. I knew something had to be done,
and soon. I went and got the state leader, and we contacted the housekeeper. We had braced ourselves to pay for the cleanup and pillows. The
lady was unusually nice and told the state leader and me that there would
be no charge for pillows or cleanup. She only said, “Boys will be boys.” We
apologized for the fine young men, who varied from good to bad boys.
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I have seen many changes in Extension during my lifetime. The reason being,
my father was an Extension agent the day I was born. I have been going to Extension meetings and workshops for the majority of my life as a child following
a parent, as a 4-H member, and later as an Extension agent. When I was a
teenager, if he wanted a demonstration plot for vegetables, I did it. This is
where I gained a great respect for farmers and learned that in some instances
they must take a second job to make ends meet. I learned to cut, tie, and pack
greens for shipping, grade cucumbers and peppers, as well as raise vegetables for the market. Along the way I picked up many skills that I use today.
I was a member of a 4-H club in Jones County for more than 10 years. At
one time, Jones County would have a big 4-H parade through the downtown streets of Laurel and rally at the old Civic Center. There were floats
and bands and just an all-around good time. All the girls were wearing
4-H uniforms with short-sleeved blouses and box pleated skirts made from
material purchased at J. C. Penney. The boys wore white shirts with black
pants and ties and a 4-H emblem pinned to their left shirt pockets.
I was the first-place winner in the very first Beef Cook-Off Contest in Jones
County. I was also a member of the Jones County Horticulture Judging
Team in 1969 that placed first at Club Congress. I did not go to National
4-H Convention in Chicago that year, since I was going to college at Hampton Institute, now Hampton University in Hampton, VA. Through my participation in 4-H, I gained many useful skills, such as public speaking,
demonstration techniques, the understanding that giving it your all will give
you a sense of accomplishment in everything you do and that helping others reach their potential is just as rewarding.

The year Hurricane Camille hit the Gulf Coast, Jones County 4-H members had attended one of the last 4-H camps held in Ocean Springs in
June 1969. My 4-H camp experience began when I was five years old
and hid on the school bus that was being driven by my father, A. H.
Moody, who was an Extension agent to Camp Flora Parrish outside of
Canton. I never missed a 4-H camp trip. As county director today, I
work with Title II Forestry, sponsored by a grant from the Perry County
Board of Supervisors, to award Tara Wildlife Camp Scholarships to 40
youth in Perry County to attend a week-long camp experience valued
at more than $600 per child. I know that these experiences will have
an impact on their lives for years to come because my camp experiences had an impact on my life.
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Extension Service - A Family Tradition and Career

Many things have changed since I was in 4-H, but there is one
constant, and this is the family. If a child is a member of 4-H, the whole
family is a member of 4-H, everyone working to help realize a goal.
Extension has changed, too, but through these changes the people
we work with can have instant responses to questions. Our use of technology brings more resources for Extension agents to use and choices
for clientele that will have an impact on their lives as well as the
communities in which they live. Extension has often been copied
but never duplicated by groups, agencies, and others who have seen
our success.
Florieda Mason
County Director, Perry County

Never Heard a Word
When I went to Monticello, I sometimes felt like I was a veterinarian
and did 4-H club work on the side. I had a 4-H group that was 8th
graders and up. I worked on a pasture program, on how to fertilize a
pasture, and I was really teaching this class. This little boy kept on
holding his hand up. I told him “Just a minute.” I would continue teaching. He would hold his hand up. “Just a minute, son.” I was patting myself on the back about what a good job I was doing. “Just a minute,
son.” And I kept talking and kept talking. “Just a minute, son.”
When I got through, I just knew I was really getting through to this young
man. “Ok, now son; what did you have to say?” He replied, “My daddy
caught a catfish in the pond the other day t-h-a-t big.” He never heard
a word I said.

Florieda Mason (left), Perry County; and Theresa Hand, Hinds County; Epsilon
Sigma Phi past presidents
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Tommy Taylor, Retiree
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If you want to be enthusiastic, act enthusiastic. Inner enthusiasm follows.
—William Ellis

Unexpected Visitor
One of our very talented 4-H’ers wanted to use a mannequin for her clothing visual presentation. As she pursued her subject, she had her mannequin and a black wig to practice with. On a Friday afternoon, there were
only two people in our office as she practiced with her visual and her visual
aid. As the day ended, she asked could she leave the mannequin over the
weekend. Thinking that the janitor would be in Saturday to clean, for fun
she set the mannequin with her black wig on the commode in the men’s
restroom. Monday morning, the mannequin had not entered our minds,
until the county agent opened the restroom door and immediately said,
“EXCUSE ME.” My office was the closest to the restroom; he stepped
there in the door and said, “Who is in the restroom?” It was sure hard to
keep a straight face as he waited for someone to come out. I believe he
was relieved to know it was just a mannequin. This 4-H’er is now a lawyer.
Betty Mills, Retiree

What about the Wether?
Being a 4-H agent, I have looked at and selected animals for 4-H members to
come to the location later and pick up.
One year when I was going to purchase lambs, one of my families asked me
to select a lamb for them and they would pick it up the following week. I told
them I would do that. So when I went with another family to select lambs for
their 4-H project, I also selected a lamb for the other family, as requested, to
pick up later. All the lambs were wethers.
The following week, the mother went to the farm to get the lamb I had selected
for her family. She called from the man’s farm where she was looking at the
lambs. She said, “I keep asking him about the lambs that you selected, and he
keeps talking about the weather.” I said, “Yes.” She said, “You don’t understand. I need to know which lamb is mine, and he keeps changing the subject about the weather.” I asked her if she had selected one to show. She
said again, “I have tried, but he wants to talk about the weather.”
By this time I understood and was almost on the floor laughing. I said, “He is
not talking about the weather; castrated lambs are called ‘wethers.’ ” She
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Margaret Webb
4-H Youth Agent, Lafayette County

Wildlife in the Refuge
Bill Goodwin and I were at 4-H Congress during the time Congress was
four days. Some days the kids would not have anything to do, so officials
started assigning them workshops. Bill Goodwin was driving the bus, and
I was one of the ones assigned to go with these kids. This particular workshop was a wildlife workshop, and we were going to spend the whole day
at the Noxubee Refuge. They didn’t tell them how much wildlife they were
going to learn that day, but they learned more than they thought they would.
About 2:00 in the afternoon, we were going down a road that was only wide
enough for one vehicle. As we came around a curve, there was a little
blue Volkswagen. Clothes were hanging off every part of that Volkswagen. The boy in the back of the Volkswagen is looking up, thinking a yellow school bus full of kids at 2:00 in the afternoon was the last thing he
was expecting to see. All the kids on the bus rushed to that side of the bus
and were hanging out the windows on that side. A little boy said, “I know
he’s ready for action. He don’t have on all his clothes!”
Gayle Tumey, Retiree

Wildlife in the Refuge II
During Club Congress I had the opportunity to take the students on field
trips or workshops. This time I drove the bus to take forestry contestants
to Noxubee Wildlife Refuge. Gayle Tumey can authenticate this. We were
following the Noxubee ranger. We don’t know where they came from or
where they went, but there was a vehicle with two occupants who were
“buck naked.” The students decided the occupants were ready for action.
The vehicle and the occupants left!

This was really an exciting time for many of these boys and girls, since
most of them had never been out of the state before. Miss Good realized this, and she was instructing these young people how to conduct
themselves and the precautions they should take in case they got lost
from their tour group. They were instructed not to talk to strangers but
to ask a policeman to call them a taxi to get back to the hotel. One
young fellow in the delegation, with eyes large as saucers and very
nervous, tried several times to interrupt her while she was giving these
instructions. Finally she recognized this young man and asked him
what he wanted. He said, “Miss Good, what would you do if you got
lost in the hotel?”
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started laughing and said, “Okay, I am going to get a lamb.” That has been an
on-going joke between us to this day.

Miss Blanche Good was a very dear friend of mine. I believe she had
more influence on 4-H club members (boys and girls) than any other
person I have ever known.
Harold L. Steward, Retiree

John Henry
In the rush to leave for a district 4-H competitive event, I asked a firsttime competitor to sign his John Henry on my only copy of the 4-H
health form. Guess what he did? He signed John Henry on the form.
When I got to the event and was turning all of my forms in, I suddenly
noticed that I had an extra child named John Henry whom I did not recall. After further investigation, I discovered that the young man’s information that I did not have was the 4-H’er whom I instructed to sign
his John Henry. I learned very quickly that you have to be careful with
your instructions. You might get what you ask for.
Harvey Gordon
Extension Instructor, 4-H Youth Development

Bill Goodwin, Retiree

It’s a BIG Place
Miss Blanche Good, former state 4-H club leader (girls) told me a funny
experience she had one time, when she took the state 4-H club delegation
to the National 4-H Club Congress in Chicago.The Stevens Hotel was designated as headquarters for Congress. The Stevens Hotel was one of the
largest hotels in the country. It covered an entire city block and was several
stories high.
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The most effective defense against temptation is this: Shut
your eyes.
—Solomon IBN Gabirol (1021-1058) Philosopher and poet
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—Gerald R. Ford, U. S. President

Betty Mills, Retiree

Guard Duty
We used to have to pull dorm duty during the 4-H Congress at the girl’s
dorm and make sure no one slipped in or slipped out. One night about ten
or eleven o’clock we were outside one of the dorms and saw some boys
run into some cedar trees to hide. Well, we just pulled up and set up camp
and began to talk. They would either come out or spend the night there.
Sometime later they did come out. It had rained a little bit, so the cedar
trees were itching on them a little bit. Come to find out they were baseball
camp students who probably had broken curfew. But we didn’t see them
back on our side of campus that Club Congress.
Bill Goodwin, Retiree

Proud of Him
Do you know how Bill (Goodwin) got to Mississippi State? I grew up with
Bill, going to school with him, and he was so shy, he wouldn’t talk to anyone. Bill went to Mississippi State with $50 in his pocket earned working
for the county supervisors during the summer, and he worked at a plant
where his uncle would let him stay at his house and work. He came home
with $150 or so, and his education had been paid for by staying up above
the cow barn. I was raised on a dairy. I know what cow barns smell like.
He lived up there, milked cows, and made reputable grades. Makes me
proud of him!

What’s the Difference?
On a trip to Oklahoma for the National 4-H Land Judging competition, it
was apparent that my daughter had not competed in livestock judging or
anything to do with livestock, for that matter. The group had stopped in
Texas to practice on the way to Oklahoma. Nearby there was a field of
beef cattle. One of the boys said the cows were all looking at them. My
daughter said they looked like they were about to attack. One of the other
boys spoke up and told her that she didn’t have anything to worry about,
because they were steers. He told her they would have to be worried if it
were bulls. When the others walked off, my daughter asked our 4-H agent
what the difference was between a bull and a steer. The agent told her
to ask one of the boys. When she asked him, he looked her straight in the
eye and said a steer was castrated. At first she didn’t understand what he
meant, and then as it sunk in she was shocked and her face turned very
red. Needless to say, she has not lived it down yet, because, of course,
everyone else on the trip found out. She was the only girl on the land
judging team, and the three boys were all in the livestock club. They have
really enjoyed giving her a hard time about it, as has her 4-H agent.
Connie R. Williams
Office Associate, Pearl River County Office

For Adventure in Roughing It, Try 4-H Camp

Notepads and Other Supplies

Last week was 4-H Camp Week at Sardis for DeSoto County kids. More
than 110 kids packed up their flashlights, flip-flops, and sleeping bags
and went to the woods of Sardis Lake for four days of fun, food, fellowship, sports, crafts, and learning.

The 4-H horse show speed event, the panty race, was always fun for the
riders. They had to ride the barrel, dismount from a horse and put panties
on, mount the horse again, and take the horse back to the starting line. To
make it easier for the rider to get the panties over boots, we would buy the
largest ones we could find. We had some new cotton scouts for the summer program, and they always needed notepads. We always put extra supplies in an old filing cabinet, and some of these supplies happened to be
the panties from the horse show. As we were eating lunch, the young fel-

We had our first call from the camp. You’re probably thinking that call
came from a homesick child, but you’re wrong. It came from one of our
adult volunteers. “Help! Send the plumber! Send the exterminator!
There’s a live mouse dancing on some stick paper in the pantry, and
there are lizards in the freezer room. There’s no shower in the leaders’
cabin, and there’s no hot water anywhere. I dropped my underwear in
the mud.”

Mrs. Bill Goodwin, Wife of Retiree
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Personal excellence can be achieved by a visionary goal, thorough planning, dedicated execution and total follow through.

low opened the file drawer, and we realized he would see the panties.
We said to him, “The pads are on the bottom,” as he picked up the blue,
pink, and yellow panties and saw the size of them. He immediately
closed the drawer and said, “I really didn’t need one today.” He was not
aware of the event in the horse show. He has never forgotten this.
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The first night was really exciting. Even though “lights out” was scheduled for
10:45 p.m., it was after one in the morning when the counselors and volunteers
finally managed to get the campers settled in for the night! I know that veteran
campers cannot really expect to sleep on the first night of such an adventure!
The adult’s answer to late nights was to keep the kids very busy the next day.
(Don’t give them a chance to rest.) The only thing that accomplished was to
wear out the adults who had to keep everyone busy.
I wish all of you could visualize the Sardis 4-H Camp. It was built more than
50 years ago and really has not changed much. Ceiling fans have been added
to the cabins and dining hall, but other than that, it remains the same. There’s
lot of room for improvements, but it would probably only detract from the primitive environment that our city kids seem to enjoy regardless of the weather or
the mosquitoes. It really is roughing it! The food is cooked and served in the
dining hall, and the campers have their cleanup assignments, including dishwashing. The only phone is in the residence of the caretaker, so there are no
long lines for calls from home! The cellular phones don’t work too well because
it is so remote.
Thanks to the commitment of our 4-H youth agent, Janet Jolley, and a handful of adult volunteers, this annual experience is a once-in-a-lifetime adventure for many of our county’s children. We’ll be looking for some more brave
adults to assist next summer. If you don’t mind the lizards, the mice, mosquitoes, and the mud, call Janet at the Extension office and tell her you’d like to
help at 4-H camp next summer!
Carol Sicilia is the “newest Mississippian” in this article, written by Martha
Gatlin, and featured in Southern Press in 1996.
Carol Sicilia
4-H Agent, DeSoto County

Never ruin an apology with an excuse.
—Benjamin Franklin (1706-1790)
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4-H Community Pride
The Chevron 4-H Community Pride Program provides an opportunity for
youth and youth groups to be involved in improving the environment
around their individual communities. This program began in Mississippi in
1970 as a partnership between 4-H and Chevron. It is offered to all youth
organizations and is administered by the Mississippi State 4-H Program.
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Those of us who elected to stay home and mind the office have really enjoyed observing the indoctrination of this newest Mississippian to summer
camp in the South. Prior to departure day, she had already promised a couple of the campers that she would take them to McDonald’s to eat if the
food wasn’t good. Strangely, upon her arrival at the remote 4-H campground, she remarked that she had not seen a golden arch on the way in
and wondered if any of us had noticed! During her phone conversation,
she later remarked how good the camp food was! We suspect it is because of the proximity of civilization.

In 2006, 113 groups from 50 counties representing people from all walks
of life joined together to better their communities by improving the environment. Thanks to the support of The Chevron Companies of Mississippi, scores of communities and more than 312,600 Mississippians were
benefitted by the grants distributed to youth-serving organizations by the
Chevron 4-H Community Pride Program in 2006. When all of the years of
work are compiled, it is a staggering number of individuals impacted.
4-H recognizes seven Chevron Community Pride Award winners each
year at the 4-H Legislative Luncheon. These award winners worked with
others to help turn their communities into better places to live. Each recognized club had to identify a need in its community and submit a grant application. Once the proposal was approved, the club received its
Community Pride Grant and began the project. Once completed, the club
submitted a progress report, which is reviewed by a group of independent
judges and ranked. Out of 114 projects, seven were judged to have had
the greater impact on their communities.
Community Pride is truly an illustration of the power of partnerships. The
grants given by Chevron, the community service projects of 4-H and other
youth serving groups, and the vision of helping Mississippi improve the environment have led to a positive future of 4-H, Mississippi State University
Extension Service programs, and corporate partnerships.
Susan Holder
State Program Leader, 4-H Youth Development

Visual Presentation
One of the 4-H’ers never could get the term “visual presentation” in his
mind. He had a mindset to say, “vision piss-sentation,” not trying to be
cute. We worked and practiced and felt positive that we had him on his
mission to present his presentation. As he began, all was going well.
Without us knowing he had taken his practice cards with him. He
started referring to them, and read, “this concludes my vision piss-sentation (visual presentation); are there any questions? If a question is
asked, answer the question if you can; if you don’t know the answer,
say ‘I’m sorry, I don’t know, and say thank you, and take your seat.’”
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Betty Mills, Retiree

National 4-H Congress Comes to the South to Stay
In 1995, the Southern state 4-H leaders and the Southern Region Extension directors made a commitment to honor the promises made to
4-H members to recognize their hard work through an award trip to National 4-H Congress. Up until 1993, National 4-H Congress had been in
Chicago, Illinois.
The stories and excitement of meeting with outstanding 4-H members from
across the nation, meeting major corporation executives, and experiencing
the excitement and adventure of traveling to Chicago held fond memories
for many 4-H alumni. But because of constraints, changes in priorities,
and level of commitment of several 4-H partners, the event was slowly waning away and had lost its true purpose. Many Mississippi 4-H members had
worked diligently toward a goal of attending National 4-H Congress as the
highlight of their 4-H experience. Their work included setting 4-H project
goals, journaling their work through a 4-H record book, and submitting their
record books for critique and judging. Several Extension staff felt strongly
that the promises made to these outstanding young people be honored.
Several of the young people invested from 5 to 10 years in their 4-H projects and recording their work.

In early 1995, a management committee of 56 professional and volunteer staff from 17 states from all walks of life within the Extension system came together to design “Youth Issues 95…A 4-H Congress.” This
event, held in Memphis, Tennessee, hosted more than 1,250 youth and
their adult chaperones. Highlights included a Town Hall meeting that
was telecast across the nation and gave young people an opportunity
to inspire other young people wanting to have a voice in the national
4-H program. It also included a series of community service learning
projects throughout Memphis that truly illustrated the power of youth
and the dedication of 4-H members to serve others. Other activities
were the traditional fashion revue, a cultural experience with the Nutcracker Ballet, and workshops that focused on the information participants collected on the real needs of young people across the nation.
The core planning committee came away tired but satisfied that they
had honored the promises made to the 4-H members across the nation.
The memories, friendships, and sense of accomplishment the participants gained will provide a life-long memory. At this writing National 4H Congress is held annually in Atlanta, Georgia. Young people from
across the United States gather to celebrate the Power of YOUth.
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After he repeated word for word the practice cards, the agents judging had
to turn their heads to keep from laughing out loud. Not long ago I saw this
young man, and he jokingly said to me, “You don’t do those piss-sentations any more, do you?” We laughed together.

Susan Holder
State Program Leader, 4-H Youth Development

It Should Be Everyone’s Pledge: I pledge my head to
clearer thinking, my heart to greater loyalty, my hands to
larger service, and my health to better living, for my club,
my community, my country, and my world.
—4-H Pledge

2002 4-H Centennial Parade
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Goatweed Garnish

One hot July day, a client called and told me that her deep freezer had gone
out while she was out of town but she wanted to know if the food inside was
still safe to eat. I asked her all the questions I could think of to be sure I gave
her the right answer: Was the freezer in an air-conditioned space? No, it was
on the back porch, which faced the west. Was it a chest or upright freezer?
Upright. What was in the freezer? Corn, butterbeans, peas, and some meat.
Were there any ice crystals left in anything? No. How long had it been out?
Didn’t know.

I was asked by John Coccaro to visit Warren County to make some
forage weed control recommendations on Ferris Farms. Ferris Farms
had hired a new farm manager who was not completely sure of himself
with weed control decisions. Plus, Mr. Ferris’ sister, an artist by training, and his brother-in-law, a playwright, had recently moved back to
Vicksburg from California to manage the 1100-mama-cow herd and
farm. As we rode around the pasture evaluating the weed issues in
various locations, I made a suggestion that application timing of the
herbicide treatment would be important to control both the dog fennel,
spiny amaranth, and wooly croton as these weeds emerged at different times during summer. The farm manager asked if wooly croton was
the same as goatweed, and I said it was the same. The brother-in-law
asked if goatweed was the same plant as sage, and I said it was not
sage. Then he admitted cooking lamb chops for dinner guests the
night before using leaves from the wooly croton as a rub and garnish
on the lamb chops, since he thought it was sage.

“No ma’am, the food is not safe for you to eat.” I told her. “Since we don’t
know how long the temperature in the freezer has been above 40 degrees
and there are no ice crystals left, the food is not safe to eat, and I recommend that you throw it all away and disinfect your freezer.”
There was complete silence on the other end. Then I heard her sigh very
heavily, and she said, “I called you because I thought you could help me.”
And with that she slammed down the receiver. Sometimes the right answer
is the wrong answer.

FOOD CALLS AND MORE

Wrong Answer

John D. Byrd, Jr.
Extension/Research Professor of Weed Science

Peggy Walker
Former Employee, Nutrition and Food Safety

Poisonous Jars
Food preservation was always a source of many calls in the Extension office. We always tried to stress the importance of using standard jars and
canning low acid vegetables (such as string beans) under pressure. An
older lady called one day wanting to know if glass mayonnaise jars were
poisonous. I explained that they were made of glass and were safe for
holding food. She went on to say that was good news since she had a lot
of jars that she wanted to use for canning string beans. I quickly explained
that she could not use the jars for canning string beans since the mayo jars
could not stand the heat and pressure of the canner, that rings were not
standard and the jars may not seal, and all the other reasons that she
should use standard jars rather than mayonnaise jars. I even pointed out
that it would be disappointing to spend the time picking, snapping, and canning to open the canner to broken jars and wasted beans. She listened politely and ended the conversation with, “but the jars aren’t poisonous?”
Yes, we all know what she did next. I never heard how many broken or unsealed jars were the result, but she wasn’t poisoned by the jars.
Patty Draper, Retiree
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Freezing Strawberries, How NOT To
A client called and wanted to know if she did the right thing in freezing
strawberries. Well, the way she did it was first to scrub the berries with
her toothbrush that had been dipped in Clorox and then put them back
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Linda Bennett
Office Associate, Hinds County

Container Question
A lady called the Neshoba County Extension office and asked if she could
bake her family recipe for chicken pie in her dog’s stainless steel feeding
bowl. Said she just didn’t have any other container that was heavy enough,
or so she didn’t think. Her family was having a reunion, and she wanted to
surprise them with this chicken pie, the recipe that had been passed down
through the family. Did I think the dog bowl would be ok to cook in it?
The lady was put on hold until composure could be established. I told her
that it would be much better not to use the dog bowl, that it most likely did
not meet the recommendations for food safety and that this would give her
the opportunity to purchase a container that she could enjoy baking the pie
in for years to come.
She thanked me and said she was going to purchase a casserole dish that
very day. I hope she did!!
Jo Helen Daly
Office Associate, Neshoba County

Meatloaf. Safe for Whom?
For a home economist, food safety issues were always interesting topics
to deal with, but this one put icing on the cake! A lady had made her
husband’s favorite meatloaf one evening after supper and placed it on the
counter to cool before refrigerating it. However, she forget to put the
meatloaf in the refrigerator and it set on the counter until around 8:00 the
next morning, at which time she promptly called the office. After several attempts to explain that the meatloaf was not safe for him to eat and that she
would need to make a new one for him, I suggested that if she had dogs
she could feed the meatloaf to the dogs. Well, that was the wrong thing to
say! She let me know in no uncertain terms that her dogs had very sensitive stomachs, and she would not even think about feeding that meatloaf
to them.
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For several years, that phone conservation provided humorous comments with Extension personnel as they discussed “what’s for supper.”
Linda Mock Wilemon
Area Agent-Health, Northeast Region

Do or Die.
I write a weekly nutrition article under the heading of “Living Well” in
______ County that is submitted to ten counties. Many of the area papers print it regularly; some just use it as a filler when needed, but The
Tate County Democrat prints it almost every week. And that’s good,
except that they print my “Living Well” article on the obituary page. I
guess my nutrition and fitness recommendations are considered worse
than death in Tate County.

FOOD CALLS AND MORE

in the baskets they came in and cover them with plastic wrap and put them
in the freezer. Well, needless to say, I had to tell her the way Extension
recommended, which was NOT WHAT SHE DID as described above.
Her toothbrush????

Peggy M. Walker
Former Employee, Nutrition and Food Safety

Where Milk Comes From
I am the FNP in Tallahatchie County. While teaching a class on the
milk group and explaining where milk comes from and its processing,
one little boy raised his hand when I asked for questions or comments.
I asked him what he wanted to say, and his reply was this. “In the western days they used to get the milk from the cows GUTTER.” Needless
to say I did my very best not to laugh, but just replied, “You’re right. It
was something like that.”
You never know what these children are going to say when you go into
a classroom. It can really be a learning experience! Yet with comments
like this, we know that they are listening to what we say.
Sybil Ross
Program Assistant - FNP
Tallahatchie County

Freezing Lettuce
After becoming the Lauderdale County home economist, one of my
first workshops was a training session on food preservation. The threeday workshop spotlighted the freezing and canning of fresh fruits and
vegetables. I also gave instruction on making jams and jellies. The
workshop was very successful, with around 30 people attending.
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The day after the workshop, I received a call from an excited participant
who reported that she was going to do some canning and freezing the next
day. Before she started the process, she just wanted to make sure that she
could freeze lettuce in the same manner as cabbage. The enthusiastic
participant reported that she had purchased sixty heads of lettuce on sale
and wanted to freeze all sixty. Trying to protect her obvious enthusiasm, I
told her gently that one cannot freeze lettuce. The caller patiently listened
as I reported to her that sharing the lettuce with her friends was the best solution. The next day, the woman arrived at the Extension office and humbly
presented me with a freshly purchased head of lettuce. It was a good thing
that I like salads.
Sharon Busler
Extension Agent – Lauderdale County
1970-2001

Jell-O and a Sweet Little Lady
I just started working for the Extension office as a secretary and was very
excited about helping “the public” with all the information MSU Extension
has to offer. One day the phone rang, and the nice woman on the other end
of the phone was a, shall we say, lonely little old lady. She needed the
home economist. Our home economist was not in the office that morning,
so I tried to help her by asking how I might help. She was home and terribly weak and sick and needed to eat something with nutritional value so
that she could rebuild her strength. She decided that Jell-O would be
soothing to her stomach but did not know the nutritional value. I was so excited about the possibility to help this sweet little old lady. I searched publications, rifled through file drawers, looked on msucares and Google…..still
could not find the nutritional value of Jell-O. Common sense told me that
it would be zero, but I needed to make sure. I called several people who
thought the same as I did, but they could not find documentation. I finally
thought…well, why don’t I look on the box of Jell-O. I ran to the kitchen in
vain, hoping to find a box of Jell O. I felt so sorry for the lady that I planned
to run to the grocery store or home during my lunch hour to look at the box
of Jell-O for myself. I called the lady to tell her not to worry that after lunch
I would have her question answered…..Calmly she said, “Well, I am sitting
in my chair in the den, and I thought about looking on the box of Jell-O, but
I just don’t feel like walking to the kitchen pantry. Would you look and call
me after lunch?”
Paula Simmons
Office Associate, Sunflower County
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—Unknown

Children Do Listen
I was teaching a grain lesson to a first grade class (using MyPyramid). I
explained how each food group in MyPyramid has its own slogan. I asked
if anyone knew what a slogan is. I tried to explain it, but they needed a little more information. I decided to give some examples using various common slogans from T.V. commercials. Examples: The quicker picker upper.
They guessed BOUNTY. You’re not fully clean till you’re zestfully clean.
They guessed Zest (soap). Make a run for the border. No one guessed it.
I asked if they had ever heard this phrase used on T.V. One child raised
his hand. I asked, “Where did you hear make a run for the border?” “CNN
News,” he replied. This was a slogan for Taco Bell.

FOOD CALLS AND MORE

The Four Basic Food Groups: #1 - Fast, #2 - Frozen, #3 Takeout, #4 - Delivered

Lori Storey
FNP, Tippah County

Thanks, But No Thanks
A guy was in the office about closing time and was coming out the door as
I was coming in, and he was upset. I said, “What is the problem?” He
said, “I’ve been in there and tried to explain to this lady that I want this gallon jug checked to see if it’s alright to drink this water. She (the lady in the
Extension office) wanted to know what was wrong with the water and I
told her that was the reason I am here and she wanted to know what category to send it off to Mississippi State.” I told him I would come to his
house the next morning early and see the source of his water. He had no
running water and was drinking water from a ditch behind his trailer. About
a quarter of a mile from his trailer was a public dump – dead animals, old
batteries, couches, and everything else. I knew the source of water above
his house. I went into the house. He had a cup of coffee. I had looked at
the ditch where the water came from. He said, “Mr. Garner, would you like
a cup of coffee?” I knew that I had to think fast. I said, “I really appreciate you offering a cup of coffee, but I only drink one a day and I’ve already
had mine this morning.” He said, “I don’t blame you. My wife won’t drink
it, either.”
About a year later this man died. Whether or not it was from the source
of water, I don’t know. But he did die and he wasn’t a very old person.
Dalton Garner, Retiree
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Salmonella
This story always gets me. During Thanksgiving, old home economists spent
a great deal of time discussing how you properly cook a turkey. Because 1)
you have the concern of salmonella and 2) the older family members are too
old to cook the turkey or have passed away, and you now have some cooks
who don’t even realize that you have some stuff in there that you need to pull
out before you cook it. I had been on the TV station on the 5 o’clock morning
show and the noon show telling how to cook a turkey, and at 5 o’clock news
telling how to cook a turkey; the television station even sent a crew out to the
Extension office, and we did a 30-minute show that would be shown on the
Sunday before Thanksgiving. We had done about three different newspaper
articles on how to cook a turkey. Of course, everyone’s concern is salmonella;
you don’t want people getting sick on Thanksgiving afternoon.
Please think of someone who is in her middle to late 80's, may have a few
cataracts that make reading a little more difficult, may have some hearing
problems that make listening to the television a little more difficult, and is beginning to have Alzheimers and has a little hardening of the arteries. And you
have known her all your life. And she calls up and says, “I didn’t realize that
turkeys” – and she got salmonella, one of the oldest food borne illnesses in the
human species — and she got it confused with a very, very old sexually transmitted disease. She didn’t realize turkeys had that. She had already called all
the ladies in the advanced Sunday School class that these turkeys had these
sexually transmitted diseases. This is a woman who was a good friend of my
grandmother’s, had known me all my life, and I’m trying to politely explain that’s
not what we said. This will be with me for the rest of my life.
Patsilu Reeves, Retiree

Best Biscuits
It was always real important to me when I was teaching a lesson to see how
the program was received. I would watch to see if they were listening, yawning, talking, or whatever. I was doing a program that the women had asked for.
It was a bunch of older women—I don’t know why, but they had asked for a
program on making biscuits. I had worked real hard to find the best biscuit
recipe I could find. I filled all my neighbors up with biscuits.
I cooked biscuits, I cooked biscuits, and I cooked biscuits before I went to that
meeting. I was in the middle of that meeting, and I saw this woman look this
way and that way – one of my best friends (now deceased), who was always
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cooperating with all the programs. She said, “I don’t know who she thinks
she is in here teaching me how to make biscuits. I’ve been making biscuits for 40 years.” And she said that so loud back in the back I could hear
her. So I went ahead and made my biscuits, but I got real touched about
my biscuits, afraid they wouldn’t come up to par. But did those biscuits
show out! They got about so tall, and they were the prettiest biscuits I ever
made in my life. I pulled out some butter, I pulled out some jelly, and they
were all eating biscuits. That lady ate biscuits ‘til she nearly died. Finally,
she said, “I’ve been cooking biscuits for 40 years and didn’t know they
weren’t fit to eat.”
Mary Harpole, Retiree

But My Grandmother Did It .....

FOOD CALLS AND MORE

Swallow your pride occasionally, and console yourself with the
knowledge that it is 100 percent calorie-free

This is something that happened to me in Union County where I worked
my entire career of 33 years. It seems that Dr. Purdie got an invitation from
Arkansas for some home economists to go over and present a program
to the state Extension agents meetings in Arkansas. Somehow I was one
of the ones who was to go. On the way over, Dr. Purdie was getting us all
organized as to what we were going to do. And she said “Bobbye Ann, if
you will, I want you to kind of be the moderator,” which meant that I would
do the talking and that I would conclude everything.
So all of the agents had done a great job, and they were expounding on
the things that they thought were so important. At the end of the time, I
thought I needed to wrap this up, pull it all together, and somehow make
it make a little bit better sense. As you know in home economics, as in
agriculture when the man wanted to plant his garden according to the almanac rather than to research, we in home economics have stressed for
years that if you are going to can a low acid vegetable you need to do it in
a pressure canner. It doesn’t matter how many times you tell women that,
they are going to come back and say my grandmother always did it and
she put some vinegar in her jars and boiled it in a water bath for 4 or 5
hours. You can explain that still doesn’t get that hot. So I went through
the explanation telling the people that they had heard a lot of good things
and that we try to teach. You know that why we don’t get that message
over is because no one ever dies from eating beans from those jars that
have cooked all day. The ladies just fell out laughing Because actually
that is the reason it is so hard to teach. Those beans probably did come
up in that garden when they are planted at night.
Bobbye Ann McCollum, Retiree
Bobbye Ann attended the October 2007 Extension retirees’ meeting and died as
a result of injuries from an automobile accident in late November 2007.
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The Goose Is Cooked

A client and friend related this story to me. When she moved to Brooklyn,
Mississippi, from Seattle, Washington, she wanted to grow a little garden
and be a country girl. She found the information she needed to grow everything but one item in her garden. She could not find any information anywhere on this item, so she called the Forrest County Extension Service
office to ask them how to grow it. You can imagine the composure it took
the secretary who answered the call when the lady asked her how to grow
pickles. When the client/friend told the story to me she had a good laugh
at her own expense and, of course, I laughed with her.

Years ago there was an elderly lady who raised chickens, ducks, and
geese just off the highway that went through town. She called the
county Extension office quite frequently to see if anyone needed any
opossum that she had caught to eat. She often stated that they were
good and fattened up on corn. Another time she called the office to ask
if a goose that had been hit by a car would be good to eat. The Extension secretary advised against this, but unwilling to take this advice,
she assured her that the goose was still warm when she found it. The
timing of the goose’s death was questionable, since it was the middle
of July when it was found along the roadside.

Connie R. Williams
Office Associate, Pearl River County

Food Calls
I have had many rewarding days in Extension. As a home economist, I had a
number of calls concerning food and cooking. I had a man call once to tell me
his girlfriend was a terrible cook and he was afraid to eat her food. His mother
had been a homemaker volunteer, and he was raised on good food. He just
wanted to know what to look for in case his girlfriend prepared something that
was poison. He didn’t want to hurt her feelings. I asked him if he knew how to
cook. He said he was a great cook. I suggested he do the cooking, and I sent
him some food safety publications. His girlfriend called a few months later. It
took me a few minutes to figure out who she was. She wanted some canning
publications. They had a big garden coming in, and she wanted to can some
food. The family wanted her to freeze everything and had told her she could
poison the family if she tried to can food and didn’t do it correctly. I advised her
that this was true. It surprised her. She really wanted to learn how to can something, so I advised her to try jam. The morning she began cooking her blueberries to make jam. I stayed on the phone with her until the foam was gone
and the fruit cooked down. Nobody died, and I was glad.
I received a call about a Thanksgiving turkey. It had been left out on the
counter for four days. It still looked as perfect as it did when it came out of
the oven. The cook had left it there because she had an unexpected emergency. She told me that turkey was pretty enough to be on the cover of
Southern Living. She didn’t want to throw it away and wondered if she could
feed it to her dogs. I insisted she take pictures of the turkey and that she
must throw it away. I never heard back from her, though.

Weeks later her church was hosting a choir event where a meal was
served. On the way home several members of the choir were stricken
with nausea and sickness, as was a local prominent attorney who had
pushed his way in front of the choir to get the first piece of the delicious-looking baked goose. Needless to say, no one at the church
ever ate anything the elderly lady brought again. And, good thing this
meal was not served to the Extension staff, for it would have never
been touched.

FOOD CALLS AND MORE

Growing Pickles

Steve Cummings
County Director, Yalobusha County

Good Answer!
While I was observing an EFNEP program in a 1st grade class, the
program assistant was talking about the importance of breakfast. She
compared it to refueling your car with gas to make it go. She then
started talking about the school bus bringing the children to school
each day, and just like the children needed breakfast for energy to
come to school, the school bus needed something to get to school,
too. “What makes the school bus go?” she asked. One cute little girl
raised her hand and said, “ I know, I know.”
“Okay, so tell us, what makes the school bus go?” the program assistant asked again. The student jumped up and said confidently, “The
school bus driver!” Well, of course!
Peggy Walker
Former Employee, Nutritional Food Safety

Karen Benson
Area Extension Agent, Child and Family Development
Southeast District
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One of our clients refers to her husband as “her sweetie.” They are not
in the best of health and rely greatly on the Lawrence County Extension
Service for all of their information. Mrs.“Sweetie” does not drive and does
not have Internet access, so the county office is heavily relied upon for detailed information.
Mrs. “Sweetie” enjoys cooking and cooks one cake each month for the
local nursing home so the residents can collectively celebrate their birthdays together. She is a wonderful lady and always looks for nice things to
do for other people. She also writes the Sontag Community News for the
Lawrence County Press.
Over time, Mrs. “Sweetie” has developed a great friendship via telephone
with our county secretary, Peggy Rutland. She really likes to call and talk
and will look for any reason to check with the Extension Service for accurate information. She calls Peggy on a regular basis, sometimes asking
very simple questions. I think she calls more for companionship than anything else. She is simply looking for a friend to talk to and knows that Peggy
and the Extension Service will always be there for her.
Mrs. “Sweetie’s” questions can be quite interesting from time to time. We
were amused when she asked, “How long do you cook a ham?” Peggy figured that she is in her late seventies or eighties and by now well knows
how to cook a ham as she has been cooking hams longer than Peggy or I
have been alive. But the one that took the cake was when Mrs. “Sweetie”
called as she usually does. This time she asked if Gouda was a cheese
because she and “her sweetie” were having an argument while watching
“Wheel of Fortune” on television. Peggy assured her that Gouda was indeed a cheese!

ing 1991, and a young lady (I didn’t know) was preparing her first
Thanksgiving dinner for her new in-laws and wanted to know what time
to put her turkey in the oven so that it would be ready at 12:00 noon. I
asked her if it was thawed and how many pounds it weighed. I went
to the den and looked up the hours it would take in a cookbook. Then
I asked her if there was any instructions on the bag, and she said, “Yes,
but I wanted your opinion.”
Reba Bland
Marshall County

Vintage Green Beans
A sweet lady called me and told me she had canned green beans that
were 20 years old. She wanted to know if they were safe to eat. She
said they still looked good and the lids weren't bucked. I don't know
about any of you, but I wouldn't eat 20-year-old green beans! I told her
that personally I wouldn't eat them, but that I would check on it for her.
I called Dr. Mixon and explained the lady's question. Naturally, she said
she shouldn't eat the beans. I called her back and told her it is not recommended to eat the beans. Hopefully she heeded the recommendation and didn't eat those 20-year-old green beans! Maybe she canned
some fresh ones later!

FOOD CALLS AND MORE

Mr. and Mrs. Sweetie

We can get some good calls—even for directory assistance. So many
people can find us in the phone book but can't find Fred's or Wal-Mart!
Like I said, Extension is an exciting job. I love serving our clientele
every day. It is a joy to serve others!
Sharon Kennedy
Office Associate, Winston County

Amanda Walker
County Director, Lawrence County

Agent On-Call
When I went before the review board upon applying for a job with Extension in 1990, a home economist asked me what I would do if someone
called me at three in the morning and wanted to know how to make a pillow for her daughter’s wedding. My immediate response that day was “I
would tell her!” Knowing that would probably never happen, I gave my immediate response and the answer I was expected to. Then after staying
in Prentiss County a year, I transferred to Oxford as the Lafayette County
home economist. My phone did ring at 3 a.m. It was Thanksgiving morn-
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When you do all you can to enable others to have great
moments, you’ll be blessed with some matchless moments
yourself.
—E. H. Kinney
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Years ago, 4-H agent training was held in Jackson. The MSU-ES Ag Communications Department held various workshops, and the 4-H agents were
given assignments to be completed during lunch. One particular group had
to take a series of pictures that told a story. The group, consisting of one man
and three ladies, stopped at the Flowood Police Department, and the
Flowood Police Chief was more than willing to help. They staged the male
agent being arrested, handcuffed, and hauled off to jail. The series of pictures were a success. The police chief then went inside to get the keys to
unlock the handcuffs, but come to find out the keys were with another policeman on the west side of Jackson. They thought, “no problem,” once the
police chief calls the agents’ district 4-H director to explain why the group
would be late. The police chief had fun explaining who he was and asked if
he knew the male agent. He said that the male agent was in custody and was
accompanied by three ladies, two of whom said not to believe a word he
said, and one said he was telling the truth. When the police chief finally told
the real story, the district 4-H agent was relieved. However, a note with the
male agent’s name and some information jotted down from the call was seen
by others. This information quickly spread throughout the group at the 4-H
training. By the time the male agent and ladies returned to the training, everyone was talking about the arrest by the Flowood Police Department. Needless to say, this group of agents got an “A” in the 4-H in-service training.
Steve Cummings
County Director, Yalobusha County

Preaching to the Choir

When the date arrived, Rev. Cranford and I arrived about 30 minutes
early. At 10 minutes before time to start, the only ones there were
Rev. Cranford, one community leader, two clients, and myself. Now, how
is that going to look on the post meeting report I was going to have to fill
out?
Lo and behold, about 5 minutes before time to start the meeting, a lady
in a white dress came in, behind her another, then another, until the
number totaled 20. They were all wearing white. We thought our contact person had everything set up for our meeting. He undoubtedly had
forgotten to okay it with the church’s choir, as they had their weekly
choir practice set for the same time. After some discussion, they decided to sit through our meeting and then have choir practice.
I now know what “I feel like I’m only preaching to the choir” feels like!
Maybe God sent those “ladies in white” to help me increase the numbers in my report.
Note: Rev. Ralph Crawford, now deceased, was also a great old-time
bluegrass fiddler. He was the fiddle player, wearing a beard, who was
featured in the movie “Freedom Road” that Mohammed Ali made in
Natchez approximately 40 years ago.
Ted Pruess, Retiree

All’s Well That Ends Well

One such meeting that sticks out in my memory was a meeting where I was
to discuss approved gardening practices, such as soil test, planting recommended varieties, etc. Now, like all other meetings with Rev. Cranford, he
would do the leg-work setting up the meetings. This would usually include
contacting local leaders in the community for the time, place, and date.

A few years ago I had the opportunity along with a group of MSU ladies
to attend a conference in Myrtle Beach, South Carolina. At 6:30 a.m. on
Wednesday, the attendees (approximately 30 ladies) gathered at the
Coliseum to depart by MSU bus. Spirits were high, and we all looked
forward to an enjoyable trip and conference. We had a wonderful bus
driver, Kelvin Gibson. About 10:00 or so someone called out they
smelled something burning. Smoke was coming from the back of the
bus, and Kelvin pulled over. We all unloaded and stood on the side of
the highway while Kelvin called MSU to find out what our situation was.
We were still having a good time visiting, waving at the traffic going by,
and eating snacks. Someone had brought some gooey candy. I was
eating a piece of that and guess what; it pulled off a temporary crown!
Oh no! I had planned to do some major “dining” on this trip.

This particular garden meeting was to be held in a rural church. The leaders of the community were supposed to promote the meeting in the community and we, as usual, also promoted it in the weekly newspaper and on
the radio.

Anyway, after a while we were told that another MSU bus wasn’t available but arrangements had been made with an area bus company to
pick us up and take us on to Myrtle Beach. As we started unloading
the luggage, I stepped around to the back of the bus. Oh my good-

Lawrence County is located in the southwest area of Mississippi. We are
fortunate that because of this location, we had a close working relationship
with Alcorn State University. They provided an Alcorn program assistant
who greatly helped us in doing Extension work. Our program assistant
was Reverend Ralph Cranford. He and I would plan various educational
programs to present to primarily limited resource minority farmers.
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An Arresting Story
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Now we arrive to pick up our new driver. When he came out—well, all that
company’s other drivers must have been on trips; they must have gotten
this guy out of the nursing home. So we began on our journey again. By
this time everyone is starving, so we stop for a quick, late lunch. While
everyone else is eating, I’m on the phone with my dentist who tells me,
“Oh, just stick it (temporary crown) back on with toothpaste. It will be fine.”
Not what I was expecting to hear!
We continue on our trip. This was a long trip. And our driver must have had
“plumbing” problems, judging from the number of times he stopped. We finally decided that he was asking for directions. When we made it to Myrtle Beach, it was already dark. FINALLY the driver found the Marriott where
the conference was being held. At least in sight of it! We could see the
hotel, but the driver kept missing the hotel drive. One of the ladies attending the conference had already arrived at the hotel with her husband.
Her sister was on the bus, and she called her sister, who had already arrived. She and her husband were watching the bus circle the hotel. Finally
he came down and directed the driver into the driveway. By the time we
arrived, the reception for the conference group had already ended, and it
was too late and we were too tired to go eat as a group. That night, my
“dining” consisted of cheese and crackers and snacks.
The conference was excellent, as always, and on Friday afternoon after
the conference ended, we had some free time. When Kelvin showed up
with the MSU bus that afternoon, we were all so happy to see him, he was
surrounded by women. Kelvin is a very nice looking, young black man.
When the other hotel guests saw us gathering around him, and Myrtle
Beach being golf country, they wanted to know if he was Tiger Woods.
Some of us on that trip still call him Tiger, and he just smiles.
The toothpaste worked, and I managed some major dining after all. Regardless of the problems with the bus, this was a memorable experience!
Glynda Fulce, Retiree
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A sure sign of old age is when you feel your corns more
than your oats.
—Author Unknown

Eating High on the Hog
Louise Daniels and I were elected to go to Washington on a 4-H Club
“expansion trip,” as they called it. I had never been to Washington. I
had heard about it, but I’d never ridden on one of those big planes.
Anyway, we got on one of those big planes to Washington. One of the
girls came around and asked if I wanted a cocktail. I said, “What? No,
I guess not.” Then they served us breakfast. And for breakfast, we had
ham and stuff and so forth. Reporting to the group at the annual agents
meeting, I told them about it, that the pilot had come on the loud
speaker telling we were traveling so many miles an hour and were
about 5000 feet high. I told them that was the highest we ever had the
opportunity to eat “high on the hog.”

TRAVEL EXPERIENCES

ness!!! It was black from the oil and smoke. Had I known that, I would have
gotten way away from it when we got off. Anyway, we loaded up on the
other bus and proceeded to a location to meet the driver who was to drive
us to Myrtle Beach. Well, that location was just up the road from where we
had been stranded, probably within walking distance from where we had
been on the highway, had we known that.

Willie Gilliam, Retiree

False Alarm
The big event of the year always was the horse show for the 4-H people. I had been working the paddock as a fairly new employee. We
wound up back at the Ramada Inn. It had way too much beer in it, one
too many guitars, and a lot of folks carrying on and having a good time.
We had been in there quite a while, and the volume had gotten higher
and higher and higher. I was sitting over next to the door and sure as
the world, here comes the man with the badge on down the hall. Without trying to ruin the song but trying to get everybody’s attention, I
began patting my chest and pointing down the hall. They all stopped.
They thought I was having a heart attack.
Bill Henry, Retiree

The Baggage Handler
One of the enjoyable parts of my career was to work with the National
County Agent’s Association and make a lot of trips with some of the
4-H agents. Jim Yonge was one of these, and we were going to
Winston-Salem, N.C., for a regional meeting in a big van provided by
the University. Of course we had a lot of baggage. We stopped
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Gone Home

George Alley, Retiree

Those of us who had the opportunity to work regional 4-H horse shows
– each state took events to run. This particular show was in Waco,
Texas, which wasn’t a real good experience, anyhow. But Mississippi
ran the timed events. We disqualified a girl from Arkansas. Later on
in the day we were going through the barn, and that girl’s mother came
through and wanted to know, in a not very pleasant tone, where the
people from Mississippi were. We told her they had gone home.

Baloney Sandwich

Bill Goodwin, Retiree

I was working with a banker from Brooksville on several farms in extreme
southeast Oktibbeha County. We started in the early morning and didn’t
finish by noon. So we decided to eat at a little store near the line and finish in the area that afternoon. People frequently ate lunch at this little country store. I thought I would have a baloney sandwich. A little neighbor boy
helped at the store during noon time and waited on me. I measured off the
thickness of the baloney before he cut it, about 1/4 inch or less. You paid
by weight. He started at the 1/4 inch measurement and finished at about
the 3/4 inch measurement. Needless to say, I was full of baloney and
haven’t had an appetite for one since.

Spencina Hinton and I were going to orientation for the first time and
we didn’t know how to get to Mississippi State, so it took us all day.
We left at 7:30 in the morning and got to Starkville about 6:30 that
evening because we were going to Ackerman and we had passed the
turn. But we finally got to the Holiday Inn at Mississippi State.

O. F. Parker, Retiree

Dual Controls

The Only Way
The first year Club Congress was held after some streets were changed to
one-way, everybody was confused. A bunch of us was talking about it in
the cafeteria. We were talking to Jimmy Verrell, who was the coordinator
of transportation. So we got him pretty riled up before Milton Edwards
came. Milton came in said, “What in this world are we going to do about
these streets so we can get around.” Someone said, “Well, Jimmy is the
one responsible for this.” So Milton started to ask Jimmy questions about
this. Jimmy stood up and said, “Well I’ll tell you one **** thing, the only
way you can get to a point on this campus, other than following the instructions, is to come in by helicopter.” Milton didn’t know what he was getting into when he asked Jimmy that question.

The Long Way
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overnight, and the next morning, the baggage was brought down, and me
being energetic, I was going to load the baggage for everyone. But a lot
of people staying a the motel also brought their baggage out there. When
we got to Winston-Salem, we had about three or four bags more than we
needed. We had bags from Michigan, Ohio, and I don’t know where all! It
took me two days to get the baggage sent back to them.

Barbara Johnson, Retiree

Several years ago, we won the state in the forestry competition and
won a trip to West Virginia. We rented a big van and were on the way
there. Dr. Stephen Dicke and I had an oldies station on the radio, and
everything was going good, and all of a sudden the station changed.
We would put it back on our oldies station and run just a little bit, and
it would change again and go to all kinds of stations. We would punch
it again, and it would change again. We got to be perturbed. We couldn’t figure out what in the world was going on. I was driving, so Steve,
being a Dr. as smart as he is, said, “I’m going to have to get the manual out. I can’t figure this out. I can’t think of anything that would
change that channel like that.” I didn’t know there were controls in the
back. The 4-H’ers were in the back playing with the controls. They
played with us for an hour and a half. Steve read all the way through
the book before we found out what was happening.

Lex Mason, Retiree
Emmette Earl (Pauline) Alford, Retiree

Even if you fall on your face, you’re still moving forward.
—Victor Kiam (1926-2001) Business Leader
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Leadership Principle: Organize. Deputize. And supervise.
—Lawrence “Biff” Jones (1895-1954) College football coach

Looking Back
I was an Extension dairy specialist. I moved down here from Tennessee
in 1972. I quickly was given the DHIA program (Dairy Herd Improvement
Association). The way we trained testers back then was to take them to a
barn to a dairyman who wanted to enroll in the program. I was training a
new DHIA tester in Hancock County. We went over to the community of
Kiln. I was staying in Gulfport, why I don’t remember, at Moody’s Inn, I believe. I traveled to Kiln and met the new DHIA tester. The only way to train
him was to go to a dairy barn and take milk weights, milk samples, and get
all the dates on things that occurred, bred dates, sold dates, and information on new cows coming into the herd. Anyway, it was a hot afternoon
and we went to this dairy. And I might say this wasn’t the cleanest dairyman in the world. There were a lot of flies in the barn, and being hot, that
was aggravating. Along about the end of the milking, this dairy farmer
said, “Now we are going to expect you to eat supper with us tonight.” I said
“Naw, I better get on back over to the motel.” But he knew I was single and
that I didn’t have anything else to do. So I reluctantly agreed to eat with
them. So we went back to the bathroom and got cleaned up and sat down
at the supper table. They had four or five young kids, and they were not the
best kept kids in the world. We sat down, and having come from Tennessee, I wasn’t accustomed to what they were serving that night. They
said this was seafood gumbo. To tell the truth, I never in my life had gumbo.
They also set out a glass of milk. Having come from that dirty dairy barn
and those flies, I don’t think milk really was what I wanted to drink. I really
didn’t have too good a supper. But as I look back at this situation and got
to know more about those people, I’m sure that was some of the best
gumbo in the world. And today I am crazy about gumbo and wish I had
known that night, that it was probably good gumbo. I often think about this
experience and how dumb I was that night.
Myles Carpenter, Retiree

Where’s the Bridge?
During my first year on the job, (sometime in 2004), Ms. Romona Edge invited
me to a board meeting of the Itawamba County Forestry Association. We were
to meet for lunch in Fulton. Since it was my first trip to Fulton, I checked
MapQuest for a route. The program routed me on the old Hwy. 178 right into
downtown Fulton. Wanting to see more of Mississippi, I chose taking the older
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I left the office with just enough time to arrive on schedule. I was enjoying
my trip through the Mississippi countryside. Then strangely, the road
turned to gravel. I went up a hill, and the road stopped at the Tenn-Tom
Waterway! I couldn't believe there was no bridge and that MapQuest
routed me there!
At this point, I called Romona to explain my plight. Without laughing too
hard, she explained that I would have to backtrack and take the four-lane
Hwy. 78 to the Fulton exit and come into town that way. I did make it to
the board meeting, albeit late.
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two-lane Hwy. 178, rather than the newer four-lane Hwy 78.

When traveling to new places, I learned to confirm routes with the folks I
am to meet and to allow myself some extra travel time.
John D. Kushla, Extension Forestry Specialist
North Mississippi Research & Extension Center

Beginning of Casual Dress
From 1970 through 1986 I served as the pecan and fruit specialist for
Mississippi. I gave numerous grower programs in almost every county
in Mississippi about pecans, muscadines, peaches, pears, plums, apples,
blackberries, blueberries, and figs. I worked very closely with county
agents in planning such programs. Even at that, I have arrived a
week early, a week late, a month early, a month late, and in one case, a
year late.
When I first came on the scene, I had a pair of knee-high rubber boots
used for walking through pecan orchards in the winter. After a trip to the
orchard, the county agent and I would generally end up back in his office
to review our findings. Upon departing from the office, I invariably left my
boots. This went on for such an extended period that it got to be a joke.
Somehow, my boots always made their way back to my office in the LloydRicks building.
About 1973, I received an invitation to give a grower production program
in Marks on a Tuesday evening. I remember very well that I needed also
to go to the Clarksdale area to look at some pecan orchards. It was in
February, and I left home early that morning to drive to Clarksdale. It had
been raining, and, of course, the orchards were muddy. I walked through
several orchards that day, and during the course of the day my blue jeans
became caked with mud.
I had earlier reserved a room at the Clarksdale Holiday Inn (long since
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I showed up in Marks at the appointed time with my white shirt and tie, my
shined shoes, and my suit coat adorned with muddy blue jeans. The group
accepted me, and those who knew me had come to expect such as this.
Years later I met a man who said he was at that meeting, and he said he
did not remember much about what I said, but he would never forget my attire that night.

had snowball fights and made snow angels. It was all fun until the
snowballs started being thrown in my direction!
Each 4-H’er was very respectful and well-behaved during the trip, listened to instructions, competed to the best of their ability, and most importantly, learned more about themselves while having a blast during
the trip. One 4-H’er had so much fun during our time in Denver that he
fell asleep in the bathroom on the bus on the return trip home!
With everything considered, our trip was a great success. Our Horse
Bowl Team from Newton County was undefeated in winning the National
Championship in that competition. Many of the other teams also received
various awards for their performances in their respective contests.
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gone), and after walking the orchards I checked into the Inn and took a shower
and shaved. I had brought my shined shoes, white shirt, new socks, tie, and
my suit. At least I thought I did. While dressing, I discovered that my wardrobe
was complete except that I did not bring the pants to my suit. Well, there was
not much to do except dress sans pants, or at least my dress pants.

Richard Mullenax, Retiree

Experiences at the Western National 4-H Roundup
At some point, everyone who works in Extension has a unique first experience. My “Welcome to Extension” moment came in early January when I
loaded a Mississippi State University bus with twenty-eight 4-H’ers, seven
4-H agents, six volunteers, and two bus drivers to head to compete in various
contests at the 2007 Western National 4-H Roundup in Denver, Colorado.
While I did not personally know most everyone on the bus, a 20-hour bus
ride to Denver and back took care of that. I have never seen such an enthusiastic group of teenagers who were full of life as what we had on that
bus. From watching movies to singing karaoke to playing cards and other
games until the early morning hours, each 4-H’er had the time of their life.
I believe that I got about one hour of sleep on our trip to Denver when my
cell phone rang around 6:00 A.M. The caller ID said Mike Keene, and I
guess I should have known not to answer the phone. But with the District
Livestock Shows and Dixie National Junior Round-Up just around the corner, I answered his call. Now remember that we are driving toward Colorado in the middle of winter after that area had been hit with major
snowstorms in earlier weeks, and Mike asked, “I was just calling to see if
it was snowing?” I could not believe what he asked, and I told him that there
was snow everywhere. He replied “Okay, that was all I was wondering” and
then hung up on me. I guess I was too tired to get upset.
After we arrived in Denver, our bus got stuck on a patch of ice in the parking lot of a Cracker Barrel restaurant. With Dr. John Giesemann and the
bus drivers using a tire changer to chip away at the ice and smoking the
tires of the bus, we finally made it into the parking lot after about an hour.
After breakfast, the 4-H’ers and some of the agents played in the snow,
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Everyone was glad to get back to Mississippi, but that was a trip that
will never be forgotten. This proved to me that Mississippi has talented
4-H’ers who are capable of being successful in national competitions,
but more importantly, they are receiving the training needed to build
essential life-skills that will serve them well later in life.
If it means that I get hit with snowballs and receive calls about whether
it is snowing in Colorado in the middle of winter, I can live with that and
am looking forward to the next trip to the Western National 4-H
Roundup with another group of Mississippi 4-H’ers.
Dean Jousan
Assistant Extension Professor, Animal and Dairy Sciences

Public Service Announcement
As an Extension specialist, I travel all over Mississippi. I always stop
at a certain convenience store in Louisville because they have the best
bathroom facilities between Starkville and Jackson. One day I was traveling to Jackson and took my usual break in Louisville. When I opened
the bathroom door, I suddenly heard “Dr. Deborah Gaddis” over the loudspeaker. For a second I was about to look for gun-toting FBI agents or
Homeland Security, when the remainder of the message announced, “will
be presenting a program on Timber Taxation to the Winston County
Forestry Association.” The county director had done an excellent job of
program publicity with the local radio station.
Deborah A. Gaddis
Associate Extension Professor, Department of Forestry

169

—E. V. Lucas (1868-1938) Novelist and art critic

Evicted - The Story of an Extension Outcast
In 2003, Mississippi was designated as Spotlight State for the Sunbelt Ag
Expo, a massive agricultural show held annually near the little town of
Moultrie, Georgia. The state selected for the spotlight role is given the opportunity to fill a 40-by-80-foot tent with exhibits depicting the state’s agricultural enterprises and progress.
Preparing the 2003 exhibit was a major team effort of several agencies,
led by the MSU Extension Service. Planning meetings began a year in advance. Design and construction of the many displays took several months.
When all was ready, several days before the Expo was to open, we loaded
everything into a truck and headed out to Moultrie.
A town of 15,000 in southern Georgia, Moultrie is about 50 miles from any
place you’re likely to have heard of, and let’s just say it is not overbuilt with
hotels. In fact, there are not many lodging opportunities in the entire region. The relatively few hotels are often booked up at least a year in advance by regular Sunbelt exhibitors.
When we were first notified of our Spotlight role, Barbara Carver, who did yeoman’s work in coordinating the Sunbelt efforts, started trying to find lodging for
our team. And she eventually succeeded. The women in our group were
booked into a charming bed and breakfast in Moultrie. Each room had a private bath, and an elegant breakfast was served every morning.
The men, on the other hand, were relegated to a “lake house” several miles
out of town. Although it sounded elegant, it turned out to be a double wide mobile home located next to a small pond. It was pleasant enough, but not what
we expected.
The lake house had one master bedroom with a queen-sized bed and its own
roomy bath. Our planning team co-chair, who arrived a little earlier than the rest
of us, claimed squatter’s rights to that space immediately. At the other end of
the double wide were two small bedrooms, each with two twin beds, and a
small bathroom.
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The next day our team was joined by Julia Heard, our graphics and
photography team leader, and Greg Word, a young graphic artist. Julia,
of course, stayed in the bed and breakfast, but Greg was left to take the
other twin bed in the room I occupied at the lake house.
On the day Greg arrived, we worked long at the show site, ate a late
supper, and went back to the lake house dog tired. We turned in for the
evening very soon thereafter. I fell asleep almost immediately and slept
soundly through the night.
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I have noticed that the people who are late are often so much
jollier than the people who have to wait for them.

Byron Wilson, our administrative assistant and designated truck driver,
and Danny Gardner, our special projects coordinator, shared one of
the bedrooms. I put my things in the other bedroom and had the room
to myself the first night. We worked hard that first day getting exhibits
and equipment unloaded, and we slept well that night.

When I woke up in the morning, I looked over and saw that Greg’s bed
was empty. I was impressed, assuming that Greg had gotten up early
so he would be ready to go back to work at the Expo site.
But when I went into the living room, I found (to my great surprise) Greg
was sound asleep on the couch! After I had showered, others were
awake and hanging out in the living room with Greg. They were asking him why he had slept out there, and I overheard him exclaim, “I’ve
never heard such loud snoring in my life!! ”
It didn’t take me long to figure out who he was talking about. On several occasions my wife had diplomatically mentioned to me that she
thought I might have sleep apnea, but I had passed it off as exaggeration. But Greg wasn’t kidding. In the ensuing conversation it became
pretty clear either that Greg was going to have to sleep on the living
room sofa for the rest of the week or I was going to have to find different lodgings.
Fortunately for Greg, an Extension administrator was giving up his hotel
room that day to head back to campus. I jumped at the opportunity to
take over his room, and I did not lack for encouragement from Greg.
I went back to the lake house and started to pack. In my lifetime I have
never been evicted from my lodgings for any reason, and I suddenly
felt like an outcast. Here I was, packing up and moving out, knowing
that the other residents of the lake house would be glad to see me go.
I felt pretty bad about it. Well, I felt bad until I got to the hotel in Albany.
I had my own room, queen bed, private shower, excellent air condi-
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It is interesting, I thought, that a few good creature comforts can help a guy
quickly forget the sting of rejection by his peers!
Tom Knecht, Retiree

Southern Exposure
Many times I’ve had to stop at a local store and purchase some piece of clothing to replace what I had left home wearing. I quickly learned that these coffee cups that are not supposed to spill, spill! Once I changed my blouse at a
gas station. I knew my suburban had tinted windows, so I figured I was “safe”
from people looking in. Well, to my chagrin, when I got out of my car I realized
that all the windows were tinted except the window on the driver’s side! Needless to say I have not stopped at that service station in that county again.
Marilyn L. Bailey
Leadership Development Area Agent
Southeast Region

Missed Opportunity
When Extension changed to the system of area agents and county directors, many of the male county agents were uncomfortable working with the
MHV ladies. At the first MHV Council, a male county director eased out to
dinner with friends instead of going to eat with the elderly MHV ladies from
his county. When he returned for the night meeting, he was quickly informed that he should have gone to eat with them. Her reason was that it
was “two for one” happy hour at the restaurant. Believe me, he never
missed going to eat with these ladies at the State MHV Council again.
Steve Cummings
County Director, Yalobusha County

Give something to the community in one way or another. It
doesn’t have to be dramatic, it doesn’t have to be in the newspapers. But you need to have the satisfaction of knowing you’re
helping make somebody else’s life a little brighter.
—George Bush, 41st U. S. President
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Over Exposed
My name is Laurie Sears, and I am the office associate in Jefferson
Davis County. My story begins with my employment with MSU-Extension. I had been employed just a few short months when I learned that
I would be attending the Extension advanced secretarial class offered
to the county secretaries at that time. I was so excited about it because we would meet at several different sites in the state, the first one
being at Lake Tiak O’ Khata. I remember arriving and getting settled
in the hotel, a small, but beautiful lakeside inn. I noticed the hotel and
meeting area and dining room were separate from the hotel, and I
thought that was nice as well. Hmm, little did I know…
I unpacked and tried to relax. I knew I had to get ready soon for the
first meeting at the lodge across the street. I was tired from the drive
because the weather had been dismal and I was also nervous about
meeting all the new folks. (I’m basically a shy person, and I later
learned in a meeting at that very place that I am an introvert, thanks
to the Myers-Brigg test.)
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tioning, and total control of the TV remote. As I drifted off to sleep that night,
that place felt like heaven to me.

I walked across the street to attend the first meeting and left a bit early
to rest before the next meeting. I walked back to the hotel and immediately changed into my “night” attire. I just wanted to relax a bit. I
was lying in bed watching television, when, all of a sudden I heard this
horrible sound outdoors, like a hurricane. I opened the door (I was on
the top level, no less) and there must to have been a tornado in the
vicinity because the wind was horrendous. Before I realized it, the wind
had closed the door behind me and I was locked out of my room!
There I was in my cute little nightie, standing in the middle of a tornado, didn’t know anyone, and my first thought was, I’ll just go get in
my car. Well, my second thought was, oh my gosh, my car is locked,
my keys and phone are in my purse, and yes, these were in the room…
hmm, I was starting to get a little nervous wondering what I was going
to do...and of course I was getting soaked in the middle of the tornado,
too. The only thing I had to cover up with was my MSU umbrella that,
bless Dr. Sartor’s heart, had given me when I first started working for
MSU. So I developed a plan in my mind… I would run across the street
with my umbrella, thank God it was one of those big ones, and sneak
to the front desk to get a spare key. I know if anyone had seen me
running across the street in my nightclothes with that big umbrella in
the middle of a tornado, they would have thought I was insane. I crept
in the lobby area, hoping nobody would be in there, and praise God
there wasn’t. But, in order to get to the front desk you had to pass a
door where the whole dining room was packed with everyone eating.
Hmm, I thought to myself, how can I manage this? Well, that umbrella
saved me again. I know everyone must to have thought me crazy
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It was just horribly embarrassing, but one of those times that you reminisce
about and think well, I sure did improvise!
Laurie Sears
Office Associate, Jeff Davis County

Nature Calls
Mississippi State University has always had great specialists. One of
the best specialists that we have had was in agronomy. He was wonderful about making farm visits. One day while making a farm visit in
our county, we were in a field in the middle of nowhere. Nature called,
and the specialist stepped around beside the truck. Quietly, our farmer
slipped the specialist’s camera out, snapped a picture, and quietly
slipped the camera back in the truck. Imagine the specialist’s surprise
when he received the picture from the Extension Agriculture Communications Department. Better yet, imagine the reaction of the department when they developed the film.

Traveling Experiences
When I was at Mississippi State getting my master’s degree in Extension education, I got two tickets in one day, not knowing which way to go on campus
by myself. The second ticket I got, I cried in front of the security man, and he
told me that I would not have another ticket. Another experience when Florieda (Mason) and I were riding together at night to leave work to get there for
our 6:00 class. I had just purchased a new car, and Florieda rode with me that
night. On our way back the alternator belt went out. Everybody who knows
Florieda knows how Florieda fusses. “You should have checked this car before you got in it” and was talking about what a bad car it was. We got stopped
in Meridian in the exit from Hwy 45 to get on Hwy 59. We didn’t have a flashlight, all the lights had gone out; we just had a dark car—no signal lights or
nothing. It was raining. We had a paper that Dr. Lee had given us in class to
read. Florieda smoked cigarettes, so she rolled the paper up and tried to
make a flashlight out of it, and the rain would put it out. Two truck drivers came
along and stopped to assist us. We rolled the window down just a little. I told
Florieda, “We better tell those guys our husbands have gone up the road to get
us some help.” So when they came to our car we told them that. I told Florieda, “You know we lied.” Florieda said, “Yes, we did. We are going to be
here all night.” I told Florieda, “ I got to go to the bathroom.” Florieda said, “Girl
you better just get outside this car and use the bathroom.” It was raining, but
I did what Florieda said.
After a while the sheriff came along. We were so glad to see them we didn’t even think. We just got out of the car. They said, “Ladies, what is wrong?”
So we started crying. They put us in the back of the sheriff’s car. I told Florieda,
“I’m so glad. I’ve never ridden in a sheriff’s car.” We were so glad to be there.
We had no way to get out. There was no handle or nothing. They asked us
what we wanted to do, and we asked them to take us to the hotel. We had no
cell phone back at that time. We went to the Hilton Hotel and called Mr. Moody.
Mr. Moody didn’t come get us until 6 a.m. the next morning. So we spent the
night in the lobby of the Hilton Hotel.
Barbara Johnson, Retiree
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Steve Cummings
County Director, Yalobusha County
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standing there at the front desk with a big umbrella released indoors. I finally was able to get a spare key and scurry across the road back to my
hotel room. I was drenched when I walked into my hotel room, but blessedly thankful the whole incident was over. Whew!

Ground Transportation Only
Bobby Fulcher and some other guys and I decided it would be a good
idea and economical to fly to a meeting in Starkville. We got just about
to Starkville and the weather was getting kind of bad, like if we got on
the ground we wouldn’t be able to get up again. The pilot said, “Boys
I can’t be grounded up here; I’ve got to be somewhere else tomorrow.”
So we turned around and flew back home. A few days later a letter
came out that all agents will attend meetings by ground transportation.
James Richmond, Retiree

Small Audience, But a Success
We used to have the great tradition in Tennessee Extension where the
county agents would schedule winter night schools for the farmers. The
night schools format was normally two 45-minute sessions with a 15minute break in between. Most of the time two specialists in various
commodity areas would provide education on any new seed varieties,
herbicide sprays, crop systems, or any general program on how to produce a better yield and higher quality products. Of course, as the new
forestry specialist, I was always doing my best to get my time on stage
in the various counties to market the latest information on how to maximize timber profits, grow a better tree, and try to give reasons why
some of our trees were dying. (Trees are always dying somewhere.)
All Tennessee Extension specialists were measured on how many
counties requested them to participate in the county winter night
schools. The soybean and cotton specialists were always in high demand, especially the middle and west Tennessee counties. The to-
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knuckle drive through the snow, sleet and ice on a Tennessee country
highway, I arrived. This small town, the county seat, did not have a traffic light, which was good, since I had a hard time stopping. The courthouse was located on the town square, and the Extension office was
in the courthouse basement. I got there on time by a few minutes. The
parking lot was noticeably empty. I did notice one truck had a bed full
of square hay bales. I assumed it was the ballast to keep from sliding.

But as the new kid on the block, fresh out of Virginia Tech, I decided to do my
best to line up some winter schools. So I began to market my program. Many
agents were nice, but they didn’t really believe many folks would come out to
a forestry talk, and they liked to have big crowds in their meetings. I’m not
sure, but I think agents were measured by how many people showed up for
the night schools. Anyway, a few of them decided to take a chance.

The conference room was at the end of the hallway of the basement.
The hall was wide, and the end of the hall was not ever used, so the
agent had fixed up a makeshift classroom complete with screen, extension cord, and ten chairs in a circle. There was also a small portable
flip chart easel with red and black magic markers. A small kerosene
heater was burning red in the center, and the smell of the kerosene
filled the air. It felt warm and good to cold feet and hands. There were
two men sitting in the classroom hallway (I later found they called this
place Extension Hall). One of the men was the county agent. The other
was a farmer who had come for instruction on forestry.

In preparation, I attended soybean and cotton talks, mainly because I liked to
travel with those specialists, and they had labeled themselves as my mentor,
so they required that I go with them to “learn the ropes” and not screwup. By
observation, I soon learned the importance of a slide projector and some good
clean jokes to keep the audience interested. Also I learned quickly that farmers seldom took notes and that if you wanted them to remember something,
you better have some handouts for them to take home.
One night, I was scheduled to go to Howenwald, Lewis County. This is a
very rural county on the Western Rim in what was then called District 2 of
the Tennessee Agricultural Extension Service. Tennessee did not change
their name from Ag Extension until 2004. Anyway, the county agent decided forestry was one of the county’s biggest crops and decided to hold
his first forestry night school. I was excited and prepared my slides, jokes,
and handouts. The night was set for January 18, 1984. Howenwald was
about a two hours drive from my home base at the West Tennessee Ag
Experiment Station in Jackson.
The morning was a typical west Tennessee cold winter morning: a bit overcast with a chance of showers. As the day wore on, the drizzle continued
and the temperatures dropped. By 2:00 p.m. I began to wonder if the night
school program would be cancelled due to bad weather. I called the county
agent and asked! He told me quickly that he never cancelled programs in
his county and that I might consider starting out a little early as the roads
might become slick. So I did.
Slick? The roads became icy, snowy, and black. The traffic was almost
nonexistent because everyone went home early and built fires to stay
warm. But the forestry program was not cancelled in Lewis County and I
was the speaker, and I was going to get there. After a four-hour white-
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bacco specialists were in high demand in East Tennessee. There was so
much demand for the cattle specialist, the administration hired area
specialists for cattle and cows in each of the five districts. Well, for forestry
Extension there was only one specialist, and at the time Extension
didn’t do much education on tree crops, mostly because trees were not
harvested annually, and farmers didn’t ask many questions about trees in
the county offices.

The agent gave me a wonderful introduction and asked that I begin my
program. So I did, complete with slides, jokes, and handouts. In the
end they complimented me on the program and even applauded. Following coffee and cookies we all started for home, and they gave me
some hay bales for my Chevy Luv truck to keep me from sliding off the
road. The agent gave me the home numbers of the sheriffs in four
counties I would travel through on my way back to Jackson just in case
I might get in trouble. For some reason those telephone numbers made
me feel safe, and in the end I made it home without a mishap. It was
a special night for a new Extension specialist, and one I’ll never forget.
Over the years that farmer became a leader for other forest landowners in the district. He bought more timber land, purchased a small
sawmill, and eventually bought a dry kiln. He ran for office and became
a state representative. Our paths kept crossing over and over, and he
never forgot that cold night in the basement of the Lewis County courthouse. He reminded me often of how much Extension meant to his
farming operations and to his family, especially 4-H. I always enjoyed
our visits; he always had questions about timber and sawmilling that
make me think. The county agent and I remain friends to this day, and
he still has never cancelled a meeting.
George Hopper, Dean and Director
College of Forest Resources, Forest and Wildlife Research Center

177

On the Road Again
As an area health agent from 1993 to 2000, I drove around 26 counties in
the southwest and southeast districts doing stress programs. It was my
most requested program for years! Well, over the years it seems as if each
time I’d go out to do a stress program, something would happen that would
be most stressful! I’ve even been run off the road by 18-wheelers. Once I
was driving to Franklin County when I just glanced down at my map in my
lap and WHAM!!! I hit a mailbox! I looked in my rearview mirror and saw that
the mailbox had been stuck inside a tire! So I stopped and rolled it back in
its place—unhurt! It had knocked my Suburban’s right side mirror completely off!! When I got to my destination, I contacted a car dealership in
hopes they could “fix it” before I drove home so my husband wouldn’t have
to know! That proved not to be the case, and I had to go home and confess!
Marilyn L. Bailey
Leadership Development Area Agent, Southeast Region

An Extension Thanksgiving
‘Tis Thanksgiving in Mississippi and all through the state,
Our Extension Family sits down to a heavily loaded plate.
That plate is loaded with things to be thankful,
Let’s look at the blessings for which we should be grateful.
For all those who sit with such blessed health,
Never forget, “There is no greater wealth.”
For we have many for whom health is a struggle,
Let’s not forget them amid all the bustle.
Send up a prayer or two or three,
Think about them instead of just me.
And for those fighting so hard to rebound,
Every second you have is positive ground.
Keep thinking of others, those all around,
For that’s the only way to be higher bound.
As you sit at your plate, stop, look, and even stare,
You are so fortunate if your family is there.
For those with a chair empty of one you held dear,
Recall with delight all those other blessed years.
Make a pact with yourself for those loved who remain,
I will not neglect them in fun or in pain.
For the food sitting before you so beautiful and tasty,
Be grateful and thankful and not very hasty.
For the clothes on your back and the shelter above,
Think of all who provide with a very great love.
Look back on the year, at the good you have done.
Resolve to better it this year, if only by one.
And then think of all that Extension has done,
And be thankful you’re a part of all that is Extension.
As I sit here and think of this great family,
You do so much for our beautiful state, Mississippi,
You’re a great motivation and help for yours truly,
So I want to say thanks from the bottom of me.

—Dr. John Giesemann, November 2006
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Carolyn Hartfield contacted the 4-H office concerning programs for the alternative school youth. They had acquired a grant to purchase art and craft
supplies for the youth but no one to conduct this type program. Upon responding to her request, we decided to do a fall outdoor project. At first the
youth were saying things like, “This is going to be boring; we don’t want to
do it” and so forth. After we started working on the project, they loved it. It
gave them something to look forward to. The youth constructed scarecrows, not just your usual garden scarecrows, but gave each one its own
unique personality. The youth were encouraged to express themselves
through their artwork on the scarecrows. When the so-called Gothic group
of youth started their scary ones, they (school officials) told us we could
not do that. But I convinced them I would not let it get too gruesome and
these youth really needed to vent through their work. It worked out great.
We had a set of scary ones, families, aliens, and traditional; they were really cute. They turned out so cute we made a scarecrow lane and left them
out for the public to view. I had the Extension secretary to come and judge
the scarecrows, and we gave out blue ribbons, T-shirts and certificates.
They were placed 1st, 2nd, and 3rd with everyone receiving a participation award. The youth were thrilled with the project. It gave them a sense
of accomplishment and a reason to go to school and boosted self esteem.
We had no behavior problems during the four-week project. They would
not be allowed to participate if they got in any trouble before time for us to
work on the project; therefore, they stayed out of trouble at least four
weeks. I visited Carolyn (Hartfield) recently to invite her to be a part of my
4-H advisory council. She asked, “Girl, when are you coming to start a
project? We showed the youth we have this year our slide show from the
scarecrows, and they loved it. They want you to come do something for
them.” She stated the youth who participated are still talking about how
much fun it was and how much they enjoyed it.

of Agriculture Jim Buck Ross was the keynote speaker and turned on
the audience with his down-home speaking style. Dressed in a western suit and big cowboy hat, he told the crowd how far watermelon
farming has come in recent years. He told the crowd “let this be the
beginning . . . let this be the event that puts Mize, Mississippi, on the
map.” He pledged the continuing help of the Mississippi Department
of Agriculture and Commerce.
Twenty-seven years later, the festival is still going strong. Watermelons
still play a big part in the economy of Smith County. Introducing the
Watermelon Queens opens the festival. The queens help at the festival with the different events. They participate in the seed-spitting contest, the auction of the biggest watermelon, and assist with the
watermelon-eating contest.

MAKING A DIFFERENCE

Reaching the Hard to Reach

Charles Waldrup started slicing watermelons at the festival in 1983 and
Sue Rogers, 4-H program associate, started in 1990. This has become a family tradition; Sue’s granddaughter, Dakota, was one of the
2006 Watermelon Queens.
Don Waldrup, Retiree

Sue Rogers
4-H Program Associate, Smith County

Marcia McLeod
4-H Youth Agent, Greene County

Mississippi Watermelon Festival–A Family Tradition
In its heyday, the watermelon industry around Mize in Smith County was
booming. Train loads of watermelons were shipped around the world. The
depots at Mize and Taylorsville were loaded with train cars filled with the
melons headed for various destinations. Even today, Smith County watermelons are still in high demand and contribute a significant amount to the
economy in Smith County and Mississippi.
In 1979, a new festival sprang up in Smith County. It was held at Mize and
was naturally called the Mississippi Watermelon Festival. Commissioner
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—Sam Walton (1918-1992) Founder, Walmart

A Transformation—A 4-H Success Story
I guess the story that sticks out in my mind the most is about one of my
4-H’ers who was a very shy young lady. She had very little self confidence
and would speak only when spoken to. After a year of being on the modeling squad, she came up to me after our last modeling event of the year
and gave me the biggest hug. She said thank you. When I asked her what
for, she said for giving her this opportunity. She said that before 4-H she
couldn't even hold her head up in public, much less walk on a stage and
model in front of a crowd. I'm sure all 4-H agents have had an experience
like this one, and it is these experiences that let us know what we are doing
is truly making a difference in the lives of young people.
Laura J. Giaccaglia
Extension 4-H Agent, Bolivar County

Role of the County Extension Office with the
Neshoba County Fair; How the Fair Started and
Evolved over the Years
Each year the Neshoba County Fair provides the Neshoba County Extension staff with a challenging opportunity. Most agree it is the largest county
fair in the southeastern United States. Since the fair is an agricultural fair,
the Neshoba County Fair Board depends on the Neshoba County Extension Service heavily for programs and activities during the week of the fair.
For many years we have coordinated three state livestock shows at the
fair: a beef show, sheep show, and dairy show. Just recently we have conducted a goat show. Thousands of dollars are awarded to youth and adults
through premiums for exhibits at the livestock barns and exhibit hall. Only
county residents are allowed to exhibit items in the exhibit hall, which consists of fruits and vegetables, field crops, food preservation, crafts, etc.
A group of local farmers got their idea for our county fair when they attended the "Patron's Union" in Lake, Mississippi, where farm produce and
animals were shown. These farmers then arranged for a picnic in the Cold-
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water Community. There they showed farm animals, farm produce, and
women's handiwork. After two successful picnics, the Neshoba County
Fair was organized in 1891, when officers and a board of directors
were elected. The Neshoba County Fair was originally called the
"Stock and Agricultural Fair.” The purpose of the fair back then and still
today is to encourage farmers to raise better crops and farm animals.
In the early years, the grounds were lighted by pine knot torch lights
atop 10-foot poles. These had a shelf covered with red clay to prevent
the wood from burning. This method of lighting was replaced by a dynamo for lighting purposes and by electricity in 1938 when electric
power came to the rural area. Bathroom facilities were the most primitive until 1938, when electricity arrived and wells could be built.

MAKING A DIFFERENCE

Outstanding leaders go out of the way to boost the self esteem
of their personnel. If people believe in themselves, it’s amazing
what they can accomplish.

Harness and running horse races have been held since 1894. Also
state, district, and local candidates as well as elected officials have
spoken from the pavilion on Founder's Square at the Neshoba County
Fairgrounds since 1896. Presidential candidate Ronald Reagan spoke
in 1980, John Glenn spoke in 1983, and Michael Dukakis in 1988.
The Neshoba County Fairgrounds was made an Historical District in
1980. Today many people refer to the Neshoba County Fair as Mississippi's Giant House party. There are 600 individually owned cabins
on the grounds. There is also space for 300 RV units. Some have
stated that the Neshoba County Fair is one of the last remaining campground fairgrounds in the country and is definitely the largest.
Michael H. Reed
4-H Youth Agent, Neshoba County

Extension Work—My Experiences and Rewards
During 30 years as Marketing Specialist with MCES and MDAC collectively, I had the privilege of meeting and working with so many wonderful people in all walks of life. I also had a tremendous responsibility
of helping consumers, retailers, wholesalers, farmers, and producers
of food products in marketing and consumption of Mississippi’s agricultural products. The catfish industry was just getting started in Mississippi, and I worked with Bertha Fontaine, home economist with the
Marine and Fisheries Service, to organize and establish rules for the
first National Catfish Cooking Contest. I watched it grow from three
contestants (industry people) the first year to hundreds in later years,
as Mississippi farm-raised catfish gained popularity nation and worldwide. Helping host the National Chicken Cooking Contest as well as
state contests and consumer education poultry and egg issues on a
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During those years of constant deadlines in media programs, speaking
engagements, training programs, workshops, etc., I never thought too
much about the impact that the programs I did all those years had on the
lives of people all over the state. Television, radio, and news columns demanded a big chunk of time. I am grateful to know now that it was worth
all the effort.
After retirement and the death of my first husband, Dr. John Paul Rushing,
I ran for Commissioner of Agriculture and Commerce at the suggestion
of numerous people. Commissioner Jim Buck Ross was retiring, so the
field was wide open. It was during that state-wide campaign that I became
aware of the impact of the programs I did as marketing specialist. Everywhere I went people recognized me and were saying things like, “Thank
you for the service you provided.” “You helped me raise my family.
You taught me how to shop and cook.” “I learned so much from you – loved
Market Basket – never missed it on TV.” “You were my alarm clock in
the morning; when I heard your voice on my radio, I knew it was time to get
up.” “I always looked forward to your articles in the paper. I learned so
much from them.” “Let’s Go To Market,” “Good Food Buys,” “Dollars &
Sense” were so helpful and timely. “I really appreciate you and those services of MCES.”

These are just a few of hundreds of such comments I am still receiving after all this time. And, of course, I love it when someone says, “You
haven’t changed a bit; you look just like you did when you were on TV”
(that was 15 years ago). To this I say, “And when have you had your
eyes checked?”
In retrospect, my statewide campaign for Ag Commissioner in 1995
was great – plus having the opportunity to meet face-to-face so many
wonderful people who profited from this service of MCES. To have
campaigned all over the state with a half dozen men—the first lady in
Mississippi to run for that office and to be in the Republican runoff was
great in itself. That race was probably one of the “cleanest” in history.
We all had fun and remain friends. On the other hand, had I won, I
would probably not be married to the greatest man on earth. Wayne’s
first wife, also a home economist, died a year before my first husband.
Wayne Burkes and I have been married since 1999 and are enjoying
a fully scheduled retirement.
Ann Rushing Burkes, Retiree

A CPR Success Story
The Fairview Senior Citizens in Itawamba meet Monday through Friday. The group socializes and activities are planned. Three Rivers Area
on Aging provides their lunch. Mrs. Lewis, the site coordinator, likes
for the group to have educational programs. Mrs. Lewis called the
Itawamba Extension Service and requested a CPR demonstration.
One was scheduled for the group. Mrs. Lewis’ husband attended
that day.

A young man in Oxford came over and said, “Pardon me, but are you from
Jackson? I knew you looked familiar. I grew up watching you on TV. My
mom would not miss your show.” There were other comments, like: “Oh
you don’t know me, but I know you—learned a lot from your information
through the years” “I have all of your “Holiday Foods” books and use them
all the time.” “I feel like you’re a long time friend. In college I stayed with
my grandmother, and she never missed your “Market Basket” program on
TV. She thought you were the authority on most everything.”

On Wednesday, January 3, 2006, I stopped at the Senior Citizens and
talked to them. Mrs. Lewis informed me, “I have been meaning to
call and tell you this. Remember, my husband was here the day you
showed us how to do CPR. Well, a man he works with was at the
house, and he had a seizure. My two daughters were there, and
you know they are nurses, but they were “running around” excited. He
(my husband) did what you told him to do that day and got him breathing again.”

Then there was a lady whose home was totally destroyed by a tornado.
She lost her collection of “Holiday Foods” books. She called to ask if we
had back issues so she could replace them. You bet we got back copies
and sent them to her. It brought tears to think of all her losses and the
value she placed on those books.

When Mr. Lewis’ daughters asked him how did he know to do that, he
said, “Ramona showed us.” So I guess our clients do listen at times.
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regular basis was a fun way to promote those products. Then came the
first State Beef Cook Off. I served as chairman. Mary Alice Bookhart, food
editor of The Clarion Ledger, was the judge. Five contestants prepared
their dishes at home and brought them to the Hinds County Extension
building, where they were judged. In 1988 when Mississippi hosted The
National Beef Cook-off, I was privileged to serve as co-chairman with Tina
Dodson, Mississippi Cattle Industry Board executive director.

Ramona Edge
County Director, Itawamba County
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Fourteen years later and benefits that will last a lifetime, 4-H has had big
impact on my family. There are opportunities to learn, grow, and travel. You
can get as much as you want out of 4-H and be better off for it.
Because of my children, I am a 4-H volunteer leader probably for life. You
have to understand we have 11 children. My oldest son joined 4-H when he
was 13 years old. Now at 28, he is using skills he learned in 4-H. The computer project taught him skills that he is using to build web pages. His photography project, where he won national honors, gave him a foundation for
a great hobby. The leadership skills he learned are being used daily. I have
used the sewing projects and taught my children to sew, even the boys.
Then they model what they sew at the state fair fashion revue. Culinary
arts to horticulture, entomology to field and stream, these are projects that
can help them when the get older.
They are having fun now learning to cook, plant, and identify plants,
collecting and identifying insects, and are learning how to hit a target with
a bow and arrow or a gun. These are skills they will use when they get
older and need to put a yard in or get rid of pests or if they want to hunt.
4-H is a program that will affect all areas of your life. I have four children
who went through the 4-H program; five are in it now and two eagerly waiting yet learning on the side. The older children have become role models
for the younger ones. They want to do what they see their brothers and
sisters doing.
My children were able to go on trips they probably never would have gone
on if it were not for 4-H. Some have gone on the Washington D.C. Citizenship Focus trip to the nation’s capital. Other trips for contests they won
were National 4-H Congress in Chicago, Beef Ambassador Contest in
Louisville, Regional 4-H Conference in Memphis, and National Horticulture
Contest in Dallas, National 4-H Field & Stream Contest in Raton, NM, and
the Co-op trip traveling around Mississippi learning about co-ops and businesses. 4-H is a great hands-on learning experience while the children
have fun. It shows how much they grow and improve each year. The children take pride in what they learn and accomplish. This gives them the
confidence to try other things. The friends they meet and see each year at
competition and/or camps grow to be very dear friends.
For our family, 4-H is a tool that we use. We home school our children, and
it has complemented what we do. 4-H will reinforce what the children learn
in any school. With public speaking and visual presentation, they get to
show what they have learned. They just might end up with a monetary
award. They can win money with some of these contests.
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As a volunteer leader, I have grown as a person, a wife, a mother, and
a leader. Being a leader has brought out and taught me skills I didn’t
know I had. I have a wonderful 4-H agent, Sharron Belew, who meets
with the volunteer leaders monthly. She makes sure we know what is
coming up. Also she trains us so we, in turn, can train our 4-H’ers in
their projects. If she does not know something, she will find out or get
someone in to train us. I have had the opportunity to attend Rock Eagle
in Georgia, where the southeast regional training is held. 4-H volunteer
leaders from seven states come together to meet each other, share
ideas, and get training. There is also the Mississippi State 4-H volunteer training weekend, usually held in Gallman and the spring and fall
forum training. My husband, Don, and I are the field and stream
coordinators for our county. We have received the training we needed
to start a club of three 4-Her’s that has grown to a club of 40+ . I also
learn from the children. They are great teachers if you take the time
to listen.

MAKING A DIFFERENCE

A Testimony for 4-H

How has 4-H affected my family? I can say my family is better off for
joining 4-H. My children have skills they will carry throughout their lives.
I am a better person for it. We are stronger family for it. I would encourage any family with children between 8 and 18 to get their children
involved in 4-H. Together we can make the best better.
Joanne Raymond
4-H Volunteer, Madison County
submitted by Sharron Belew

Operation 4-H Relief
The last Monday of August 2005, when Hurricane Katrina hit, we as a
Mississippi 4-H family had challenges that we as individuals, families,
communities, and a state have never had to face.
It began on Day One, immediately after “The Storm.” Mr. Steve Harrigan, a reporter with Fox News, randomly pulled from the rubble of Gulfport a small brown teddy bear with a four-leaf clover on its chest… a
4-H Bear.
Over the months we in 4-H have learned much. We’ve learned that it
is not who we were or what we had, but rather who we are and what
we can do that are truly important. We now understand very well what
it means to have possessed and lost, what it is to share with those who
need…what being a part of something special really means.
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Our Operation 4-H Relief program began with support to children and families in evacuation centers, moved to helping young people go back to
school with school supplies, our 4-H members who had lost their 4-H projects were helped through a mini-grant process, the coats for kids campaign
brought warmth and hope, the summer “back to the beach” program helped
several 4-H members on the Mississippi Gulf Coast understand that they
were not forgotten, 4-H Awards Programs in our coast counties brought a
new meaning to success. The fall Project 4-H Fresh Air brought plants and
fun horticulture lessons to children in portable classrooms, all of these projects have been part of the 4-H recovery programs.
To use the words of Michael McCoy and Candace Gresham, Mississippi
4-H members, as they shared their personal story with our State 4-H Congress participants in 2006, “Letters of Caring, Activity Kits, Money, Supplies for 4-H Projects, Coats, or Bears…it was the presence of someone,
somewhere, in some way making a difficult time easier that is making the
difference. For our children and youth, is the caring power of young people across America who wear a green clover…it is the Power of YOUth. ”
Mississippi 4-H Staff, 2005

The 10 Commandments of Human Relations
1. Speak to people.
2. Smile at people.
3. Call people by name.
4. Be friendly and helpful.
5. Be cordial.
6. Have a genuine interest in people.
7. Be generous with praise.
8. Be considerate of the feelings of others.
9. Be thoughtful of the opinions of others.
10. Be alert to give service.
—John C. Maxwell — The Power of Influence
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Summary of Program Effectiveness with
Secondary Parental Audience
The Family Nutrition Program (FNP) conducted a parent survey to determine the program’s effectiveness in reaching secondary parental
audience. This survey was a replication of a University of Arkansas Extension Service parent survey.
The purpose of this study was to assess the impact of school nutrition
and physical activity educational programs on secondary (parental) audience. The survey attempted to determine if nutrition educational information was transferred from students to parents and what nutrition
or exercise changes were made in the homes.

MAKING A DIFFERENCE

4-H members, community and school clubs, 4-H volunteers, State 4-H and
Extension programs, and the National 4-H Organization immediately began
simply to be 4-H. They opened their Hearts, used their Heads, joined
Hands, and went about the business of helping restore the physical and
emotional Health of a devastated community…our community.

The outcomes of the study indicated that 33 percent of parents stated
their children had asked for more or different fruits, vegetables, milk, or
yogurt since the school year started. Eighty-two percent of parents
stated their children had told them about the Delta HOPE (OWG/TAKE
10!) nutrition and physical activity education campaign conducted by
the Mississippi State University Extension Service’s Family Nutrition
Program. Eighty-eight percent of parents stated their children had told
them about the Show Me Nutrition education classes conducted by the
Mississippi State University Extension Service’s Family Nutrition Program. Twenty-nine percent of parents stated their children had talked
to them about healthy food and/or snacks. Thirty-seven percent of parents stated their children had talked to them about being more active.
Thirty-seven percent of parents stated their family had made changes
in eating and/or been more active physically because of what their child
had learned. They had achieved these changes in the following areas:
• Eating more or tried different vegetables
• Eating more or tried different fruits
• Eating more dairy foods such as milk and yogurt
• Using less butter or margarine
• Eating less sugary cereal
• Eating more high fiber/whole grain cereals/breads
• Eating less high fat or fried foods
• Eating less salt or salty foods
• Eating less sugary foods like candy, cookies, and honey buns
• Drinking less sugary drinks, like soda, sweet tea, and fruit drinks
• Eating less often at fast food restaurants
• Becoming more active: walked, rode bike, exercised
The remaining 63 percent of parents stated their family had NOT made
changes. They explained that these were due to the fact that they felt
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When asked what the parents thought would help them, they responded
with the following:
• Having more stores in their neighborhood that carry those foods
• Learning more about what to eat and how to cook it
• Having help from family or friends in being healthier
• Taking a class where they could learn
• Having more time
• Having the will to make these changes
The results of the study indicated that the FNP should provide take-home
materials for parents that enhance their knowledge and skills in choosing
and preparing healthy foods, help them better manage their time, and motivate them to make positive changes.
Stephen K. Green
Instructional Technology Manager, Family Nutrition Program

Helping a Client
The State Master Clothing Volunteers program was started about 1998. I
was the one selected where I worked to attend the fitting classes and come
back and teach the Master Clothing Volunteers. I ended up teaching in
Biloxi at a class for one of the stores for some of their students. One of the
ladies was a petite lady, about 5'2", and her body, when you did her measurements, her body was zigzagged. I saw her for the first time this past
year at the state Master Clothing. She has become a Master Clothing Volunteer for Harrison County. She told me she had been wanting to find me
for five years. Prior to attending the class in Biloxi, she had been having
some back problems. After attending the class, she went back to the doctor with her measurements and had major surgery. The doctor told her that
if she had waited two more months she would have been paralyzed for life.
Because of one little class she is able to function and do well. We don’t
know as Extension agents what impact we can have on people we never
get to see again.
Shirley Wiltshire, Retiree
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Midlife crisis is that moment when you realize your children
and your clothes are about the same age.
—Bill Tammeus, Columnist

“A ‘Yankee’ Survives in the South through Caring
Attitude for Others”
Some people make a difference in the life of others by sharing their
knowledge with others. Still others make a difference because of their
effusive personality. Others make a difference because they genuinely
care. One such lady, always ready with a smile and words of encouragement, works at the Cooperative Extension Service located in Hernando. For over a year she has been combining her talents and
knowledge in the home buying and budgeting fields to help DeSoto
County families realize a better quality of life, using that unusual combination of knowledge, personality and caring into one package.

MAKING A DIFFERENCE

healthy foods cost too much, had a hard time making themselves change
what they ate or being more active, did not like the taste of healthier foods
(less fat, less salt, less sugar, fruits/vegetables), but would like to know
more about it.

That lady, until recently a “Yankee” from the northeast United States,
carries a title of Home Buyer Education Program Assistant for DeSoto
County on her business card. Tucked neatly alongside the Mississippi
State University seal on that card is her name ... Carol A. Sicilia.
Not long after becoming a DeSoto County resident, Carol took the new
Home Buyer position at the Extension Service. The position was created by a grant from the state and is under the auspices of Mississippi
State University. Starting from scratch, Carol says she has now built
up a sizeable client list and can point to several success stories, from
young couples who have purchased homes using the knowledge she
has imparted in her numerous class sessions to successes in budgeting for other families. To watch her interact with those clients is to know
just how passionately Carol feels about helping others. At one such
meeting recently in her office, a young lady who had just purchased a
home with her husband using techniques and knowledge that Carol
had taught her had stopped in to check on the date of a meeting.
Hugs, smiles that virtually lit up the room and a discussion that followed
would have led one to believe these two women were sisters. The extent of Carol’s caring for her clients oozed throughout the room.
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Jennifer D. DeLoach
Pope Elementary School
1110 Main Street
Pope, MS 38658

This article by Bob Young, was printed in the DeSoto County Tribune May 1, 199 (?)

January 10, 2007

Carol Sicilia
4-H Agent, Desoto County

Making an Impact
When I was a home economist, I taught parenting ed to abused and neglected families sponsored by the Forrest County Welfare Department and
Youth Court. I was teaching a parenting class for abused parents, which
was my favorite subject to teach. I had a class of 14, and in this class were
young mothers who had been ordered to take parenting classes through
the welfare department and youth court. The first day I taught the class,
one parent came in and sat in the middle of the floor. She was angry! She
said she didn’t know who had turned her in, but she wanted me to know she
had her gun and she would kill whoever said it. I proceeded to get out of
the room and get my staff to call the police, but she calmed down. We had
good class. The class was taught for six weeks, and at the end of the class,
we always had a graduation and they received a certificate. In the meantime the class went on so well. The students told me this was a good class,
and that they didn’t know that anybody cared for a group like them. And
that warmed my heart. I had one student who had been in jail for abusing
his wife. He had told some other prisoners about what he was taking and
brought others in to hear what I was teaching.
This made a great impact on my life to know that if I can help somebody
then my living will not be in vain. My main goal was to finish college and
get a job helping people. And Extension allowed me to accomplish that
goal and have a good impact on others’ lives.
Barbara Johnson, Retiree

The following letter was submitted by Jamie Brewer, EFNEP Educator,
Panola County, and Edith Butler, State EFNEP Coordinator

To Whom It May Concern:
Mrs. Jamie Brewer has been an inspiration to my family and me. Listening to her teach our class about healthy foods and nutrition has had
an impact. Since August 2006, my husband and I have lost a total of
80 lb. in body weight.

MAKING A DIFFERENCE

Carol who spent her early years in the Boston, Massachusetts area, found
her life disrupted when her husband was transferred to the Horseshoe
Casino in Tunica as executive chef. Carol, her husband and two children
lived in Wildwood, NJ, prior to transfer. “I was a little nervous coming to
the South,” Carol stated. “I should not of had any fears. I have found
DeSoto County and the rest of Mississippi to be the friendliest place I have
ever lived.”

I started in portion control first. I have learned to eat less and to take
my time while eating. Then I began exercising three to five days a
week. My husband then wanted to participate due to the changes he
saw in me physically and mentally. We began the regimen together.
Our weight began to drop, and we have managed to maintain it even
through the holidays.
I appreciate Mrs. Brewer and her dedication to educate all on nutrition,
healthier foods, and exercising. I believe she is an asset to our school
district and our county.
Sincerely,
s/ Jennifer D. Deloach
Assistant Teacher, 1st Grade

“Extension Service program starting to reap
successes”
A DeSoto County Extension Service program that started with a
grant from the Rural Economic and Community Development Program
at the beginning of 1995 is starting to reap benefits for those who
have participated.
The Home Buyer Education program, headed up by Hernando resident Carol Sicilia for the Extension Service, started a year ago in the
planning phases. For the past several months, a series of home buyer
education courses has been taught by Sicilia in several places around
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Sicilia, who said the classes are specifically designed for low-income families and young people looking to buy their first home, goes through a series of forms and information pamphlets that will teach a new buyer how to
obtain a loan, what to expect on closing, to getting the house inspected. In
between these subjects, the course will also offer advice on how to budget
to buy a new home, how to figure whether you can afford a new home, and
even facts on what to look for in both new and old homes.
Kara Green and her husband Rick said they are thankful for Sicilia and the
classes. “There were so many things we didn’t know that we didn’t even
know the first step in obtaining a home,” Kara stated last week while sitting
in the dining room of her new home just south of Hernando. “We had no
idea how to go about buying a home or what to look for in a home.”
Kara said she went to her first class during a home buyer fair held last summer. “I met Carol at the fair and we started by education,” Kara explained.
“Since that time, she has been available both in her classes and at almost
any time to help us. It paid off.”
The Monday after Thanksgiving of last year, Kara, a physical therapist assistant and her husband Rick, who works in construction, closed and
moved into their new home situated on a tree-filled five acres.
“We used the budgeting techniques Carol taught us, along with other data
in finding a lender, selecting a home, and in making sure everything was
OK at closing,” Kara stated. “We probably wouldn’t be here in this home
without that help. There were no surprises when we were ready to purchase because of the help Carol provided.”
Article by Bob Young from DeSoto County Tribune, February 1996
Carol Sicilia
4-H Agent, Desoto County

Opportunities
After much thought about calls that agents get all times of the night, I decided that as a county agent regardless how senseless the call may be, our
clients look up to us much like a sick person looks up to the doctor who is
treating him. These calls mean just as much to me as the more serious career or life-threatening ones. Regardless of the type of call we get, we
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have an opportunity to make a positive impression on others and how
they see us. I can only hope and pray at the end of my career and life
that I can be remembered as one who was a true and faithful servant
to my God, family, community, state, and nation. That through me they
learned things they can pass along to others and keep the wheels of
life turning. I don't want to be one who won't be remembered or forgotten about in a short time. Each of us is blessed in being in a career
that allows us to be all we can be to others who are less fortunate. We
can be that person who can't go to the grocery store with our wives
because everyone wants to stop us and ask questions about problems
they are having, making the wife spend several hours instead of a run
in and out ordeal, or go to county meetings and all our time is taken up,
not in the meeting, but answering questions from others who should
be in the meeting but feel that it is more important to get answers from
the county agent. This used to get to me but now I have come to accept it as part of the title. I am glad that people have confidence in me.
I only hope that I can always be a special light to them.

MAKING A DIFFERENCE

the county. Although admittedly with lower than expected attendance, those
classes are starting to reap successes for the students. The classes, with
the next one slated for the Southaven library on Feb. 15, goes through all
aspects of what one must look for when buying a new home.

Billy Joe Lee
County Director, Pearl River County

People Helping People
Just a few years ago (2003), I received a telephone call from an elderly
lady in our county who stated that she was 85 years old and still planted
her own garden. She stated that she had a one half acre garden and that
she did all of the work by herself – tilled, planted, fertilized, harvested, etc.
She also saved seed from the previous year to plant the next year. Her
garden consisted of peas (Alabama Purple Hull and Zipper), turnips,
beans, tomatoes (Big Boy), squash, onions, peppers (bell & hot), cucumbers, and cabbage. This lady said that she made sauerkraut from the
cabbage, she would freeze and can the fruits and vegetables, and she
also made pickles. Also planted in her garden were garlic, blackberries,
blueberries, muscadines, and scuppernongs (white muscadines). She
also had chickens and gathered eggs to sell and give away.
The main reason that she called was that she wanted to be featured in
the newspaper. I explained that we (the Extension Service) do not
have a newspaper, but that we would come to visit and make pictures,
interview her, and submit the article to the local newspaper.
She lived in the northeast part of Marshall County that was near our
county director, Janet Jolley. Janet and Sharon White, FNP Nutritionist, drove to the lady’s home to take pictures and get an interview. She
was very excited that someone cared enough to pay her a visit and
take pictures, etc.
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We wrote up an article, and it was submitted to the local papers with a picture. The article and photo were printed in The South Reporter as well as
the Pigeon Roost News. Our client then called the office to tell us how excited she was to have her picture in the paper.
A few weeks after the article, she called the office again and told me that
she had received a telephone call from a “long ago” gentleman friend in another part of the county who had read the article and wanted to visit her. He
did pay her a visit, and they enjoyed catching up on old times.
The gentleman friend has since passed away, and we have not heard from
our client again, but that was a highlight of her later years. This is one example of Extension’s “people helping people.”
Mary Minor
Office Associate, Marshall County

Thankfulness
I came to Extension straight out of college. I left when I married, and we
moved to a county that could not “use” me. I taught school for 13 years
after my son started school. I will always be so thankful to Extension for
providing me with a career that has meant the world to me. One day in
class, I asked the Lord to deliver me to an audience who would appreciate
my talents and what I had to offer them. Within three months, the Rural
Health Corps was formed, and Dr. Joyce O’Keefe contacted me concerning the job. I have learned as much from my audience as I’ve taught them!
I thank God daily for giving me the opportunity to work with and for such a
great organization.
Marilyn L. Bailey
Leadership Development Area Agent
Southeast Region

My Christmas Wish
‘Twas Dec 15th and all through the state,
Extension folks were asking, What will be our state?
“Will we get an extension?” was all the chorus
(An extension of the Christmas holidays, of course).
The thought has been put in Doc Foglesong’s brain,
Now the question was, would he listen to the refrain?
Would we get extra days to spend with our family?
Or have to keep working so diligently?
Perhaps that’s not the best question on which we could think.
Perhaps we should be perusing the season’s great link.
The link between man and the heavens that we celebrate.
A link beyond measure, a link so very great.
If that link we did not have on which to depend,
Just where would we be able to go in the end?
That heavenly link provided so much for us all.
That’s what we should celebrate as we deck the hall.
So as you go through this season of cheer,
Ruminate on the reason of why He came here.
You are the reason for the child’s miraculous birth.
You are the one! Now, what are you worth?
Remember the one who gave all that He had
So you could be here, for good or for bad.
Perhaps this remembrance will you motivate
To love everyone, do good, and not wait.
My wish is that all have a wonderful time,
Thinking of others, not self, during this clime.
May your New Year be filled with all good fortune.
And always remember the gift of the Son!

It’s the little things that make the big things possible. Only close
attention to the fine details of any operation makes the operation first-class.
—J. Willard Marriott (1900-1985) Founder, Marriott Corporation

198

—Dr. John Giesemann, December 2006

ExTENSION WORKERS CREED

ExTENSION CHRONOLOGY*

I BELIEVE in people and their hopes, their aspirations, and their faith; in
their right to make their own plans and arrive at their own decisions; in their
ability and power to enlarge their lives and plan for the happiness of those
they love.

1862 - President Lincoln signed the first Morrill Act, sponsored by Senator Justin S.

I BELIEVE that education, of which extension work is an essential part, is
basic in stimulating individual initiative, self determination and leadership,
that these are the keys to democracy and that people, when given facts
they understand, will act not only in their self-interest but also in the interest of society.
I BELIEVE that education is a lifelong process and the greatest university
is the home; that my success as a teacher is proportional to those qualities
of mind and spirit that give me welcome entrance to the homes of the families I serve.
I BELIEVE in intellectual freedom to search for and present the truth without bias and with courteous tolerance toward the views of others.
I BELIEVE that the Extension Service is a link between the people and the
ever-changing discoveries in the laboratories.
I BELIEVE in the public institutions of which I am a part.
I BELIEVE in my own work and in the opportunity I have to make my life
useful to mankind.
Because I BELIEVE these things, I am an Extension worker.

Morrill of Vermont. This legislation created the land-grant college system.

1862 - President Lincoln signed the Organic Act creating the U. S. Department of Agriculture (USDA).
1878 - Mississippi A&M College began operating as a land-grant institution.
1883 - Mississippi A&M sponsored its first Farmer’s Institute of demonstrations and
lectures. Later, these were carried throughout the state by railroad trains.
1887 - U.S. Senators Hatch and George helped create Agricultural Experiment stations.
1906 - First Extension County Agent appointed - W. C. Stalling in Smith County, Texas.
1907 - H. E. Savely appointed state agent for Mississippi and Alabama.
1907 - William Hall “Corn Club” Smith organized first corn club (precursor of 4-H) in
Holmes County, Mississippi.
1908 - Mississippi Legislature provided for county departments of agriculture, county
boards could appoint county commissioners of agriculture to do demonstration and
club work and explain new methods developed by Mississippi A&M and the USDA.
1911 - Mississippi Legislature passed legislation enabling counties to cooperate with
the government in employing home demonstration agents. Miss Susie V. Powell appointed first state supervisor in charge of girls’ and women’s club work.
1912 - Mississippi Legislature passed enabling legislation for counties to appropriate
funds to cooperate with USDA and the state in employing home demonstration agents.
1914 -In May, President Woodrow Wilson signed the Smith-Lever Act, sponsored by
Congressman Asbury F. Lever of South Carolina and Senator Hoke Smith of Georgia.
This Act created the Cooperative Extension Service.
1914 - Governor Earl Brewer assented to the Smith-Lever Act and authorized Mississippi A&M to receive Smith Lever funds. Official creation of MCES had to wait for
the state legislature to meet in 1916.
1914 - In November, Dr. Edward R. Lloyd was appointed as the first director of both
MCES and the Experiment Station. The appointment became official July 1, 1915.
1915 - In June, Mississippi A&M signed a memorandum of understanding with the
USDA combining all Extension activities under the college’s supervision. The purpose
of MCES is stated as “the giving of instruction and practical demonstrations in agriculture and home economics to persons not attendant or resident in the college.”
1915 - MCES published “Bulletin No. 1.” This publication, prepared by Miss Susie V.
Powell, explained to Mississippians the Extension home economics program.
1916 - MCES published its first annual report.
1916 - On April 3, the state legislature passed the legislation accepting provisions of
the federal Smith-Lever Act, thus officially creating the Mississippi Cooperative Extension Service.
* Taken from The History of Mississippi Cooperative Extension Service, Vol. 1. An
unedited manuscript by Howard Moseley, M. E. Dean, and Mrs. Lucille S. Montgomery. Taken from 1979 Annual Report.

MISSISSIPPI PIONEERED IN COOPERATIVE ExTENSION WORK
The Cooperative Extension Service branch of Mississippi State University pioneered with
several important national “firsts” in developing a unique system of informally teaching agriculture and home economics to large numbers of persons of all ages.
The movement in several states grew out of a strong desire at the beginning of this century (20th) for a better way of life in rural areas. The arrival of the boll weevil from Texas
and Louisiana further stimulated it.
Early “agricultural extension” in Mississippi was the Farmer’s Institute. Off-campus short
courses were conducted by professors from the then Mississippi A&M college.
In 1903 the nation’s first farm demonstration was established on the farm of Walter C.
Porter about 30 miles east of Dallas, TX, by Dr. Seaman A. Knapp of the U.S. Department
of Agriculture. This plan quickly spread through Texas and the South.
Mississippi’s first three farm demonstrators were in 1905 doing essentially what later became the Extension Service. They were W. M. Bamberg of Natchez, Col. W. R. Beatty of
Greenville and Col. J. E. Adger of Grenada.
An event comparable in national importance to the Porter farm demonstration took place
in 1907 in Holmes County, MS. The federal government, through Dr. Knapp, first sponsored a rural youth organization. This was a Boys’ Corn Club originated by W. H. “Corn
Club” Smith, then Holmes County superintendent of schools, later state superintendent of
education, and finally President of Mississippi Agricultural and Mechanical College.
The more than 100 boys in the original Holmes County corn club followed scientific corngrowing recommendations from the A&M College and the U. S. Department of Agriculture.
Here, several years before the Cooperative Extension Service was established by law in
its present form, was the now-familiar “three-way cooperative extension” relationship
among federal, state and local governments. In the fall of 1907, some of the boys had
yields as high as 120 bushels per acre and exhibited their corn at a fair in Lexington which
Dr. Knapp attended.
Like the Porter farm demonstration, the Holmes County corn club idea spread rapidly to
other states. This had great influence on the movement toward balancing row crops with
livestock production in the South.
In March 1908, the Mississippi Legislature pioneered in passing a far-reaching act providing for county departments of agriculture. The act stated that each “County Commissioner
of Agriculture” should keep in close touch with new methods from Mississippi A&M and the
USDA. Adams County was the first to comply with the provisions of this act by employing
W. D. Clayton as agent on May 15, 1908.
Mississippi’s first state boys’ club leader, P. P. Garner, was appointed on August 1, 1909.
In that same year, the first boys’ pig club in the nation was organized in Oktibbeha County
by W. H. Miller and Hugh Critz. This was a logical outgrowth of the corn clubs, hogs being
a good way to market corn.
Girls’ and women’s demonstration work was encouraged in 1911. In February of that year
Miss Susie V. Powell was called to Washington by Dr. Knapp to plan girls’ canning clubs.
She established Tomato Clubs in Copiah and Lincoln Counties.

The Cooperative Creamery at A&M College was opened in September 1912.
The first cooperative shipment of mixed livestock in the state was made in 1912 from
Mathiston in Webster County by Agent C. M. Holland. By 1912, the Extension Service in
Mississippi had grown to 13 women and 65 men.
In 1914 the national Congress passed and President Wilson signed the Smith-Lever Cooperative Extension Act which established the service in its present form.
The first director of Agricultural Extension for Mississippi, E. R. Lloyd, was appointed on
July 1, 1915. The state headquarters for this work was moved from Jackson to Mississippi
A&M College on January 1, 1916 and has remained there.
The first baby beef clubs in Mississippi, and possibly in the nation, were started in 1915 in
Madison, Hinds, Warren and Jefferson Counties, followed a little later by Tate County.
World War I mobilized the educational and organizational resources of the Mississippi Agricultural Extension Service for food production and related activities.
The growing importance of the state’s livestock industry became more apparent in 1918
with the federation of several livestock associations into the State Livestock Association.
Developments in 1920 included the introduction of trench silos, organization of wool pools
and the first dairy clubs and cotton clubs for boys.
During the late 1920's the Extension Service assisted with many rural developments, including cold storage facilities, tree planting and other forestry work, poultry improvement,
continued livestock improvements, terracing, increased help in family living, and the establishment of needed farmers’ organizations.
In the spring of 1927, the extension force aided in handling the flood emergency.
With the “New Deal” and the beginning of the “alphabet agencies” in 1933, the Extension
Service conducted the original AAA program. It continued to adapt to changing needs,
while maintaining its basic function of quickly channeling research-proven information to
farmers and homemakers. It helped people meet the challenges of World War II and of
the era of great changes that followed.
The decade of the 1950's was one of greatest technological change in Mississippi’s agriculture. The Cooperative Extension Service led in most phases of this – a grassland farming program that won national acclaim, the extensive use of chemicals to control weeds,
new spray materials to kill cotton insects and other pests, a combination of proven methods
to raise cotton yields and quality, improvement in the quality and value of all livestock, and
better agricultural markets for all commodities. Along with this were development programs
that meant better living, not only for rural residents but for everyone.
Duane B. Rosenkrans, Jr.
Leader, Extension Information
April 1964
This history material was sent to County Agents and Home Demonstration Agents for the
50th Anniversary of Extension.
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THE ExTENSION WORKER’S CODE
Think it Over
Some workers refuse to think. They don't want to be bothered. They know everything already. Others can't think. That's why they never get anywhere. You have
found that it pays to think, especially to think ahead. That's why we expect you to
read this and think it over.

Believe in Your Work
If you do not believe in your work, you are whipped before you start; your efforts
will be fruitless. Besides, it is tremendously difficult to get others interested unless
you are a believer yourself.
Study and Serve the People
Study the people and their problems and when you are able to know them they will
know you. If you do not have their support and cooperation, there is something
wrong. Find the reason, and if you are at fault, endeavor to correct the error. Develop the spirit of helpfulness and try to be of the greatest possible service to all
those with whom you come in contact.
Stick to the Truth
Regardless of the number of errors a worker may make, if he is always absolutely
honest in his dealings and relations with others; he may yet succeed. On the other
hand, nothing will cause him to lose the confidence and esteem of others, so necessary is everyone's work, as quickly as dishonesty.
Avoid Antagonism
Carefully and tactfully avoid antagonizing people upon any particular question
about which they are contending and divided in opinion. You may express determined views and firm convictions upon all questions affecting the public without
making yourself offensive.
Make Friends of Folks, Especially Leaders
It is important to make friends of all the people, especially of those who assume
leadership in the community, town, county and state. It is well not to be too forward
but at the same time it is a great mistake to be too backward. Strike the happy

medium if possible, but go out of your way to become acquainted with
the best farmers, bankers, editors, merchants, doctors, lawyers, and other prominent citizens.
Have a Smile for Everybody
It is of the utmost importance that the extension worker be able to meet people in
a way, which will be conductive to further acquaintance and association. Wear
your best smile all the time and give everyone as much attention as if you were a
candidate for some political office.

interest on the part of the worker. Every employee of the extension service should
realize that it is just as much his duty to be on time, meet the farmers pleasantly,
and make or assist in making all necessary arrangements for the meeting and
demonstration, as it is to give the particular lecture or demonstration for which he
is scheduled.
"Punctuality meets an engagement. Promptness meets a situation. Proficiency
meets both." Someone has also said "Those who are five minutes late do more to
upset the order of the world than all the anarchists."

The ability to get along with people, make friends and secure their assistance in
your work generally counts for 75 percent or more toward success. Practically
every person entering the extension service has enough technical knowledge to
succeed, but many are not as successful as they should be in securing support
from their co-workers or from the public.

Request Names and Addresses
Secure the names and addresses of cooperators and others at meetings and
demonstrations. The names may be listed as follows. Dependable cooperators,
unfavorable toward work, indifferent toward work, conscientious objectors, etc.
The value of such a list is obvious.

Unite All the People
Work for a united people in the county and state. The assistance of all is required.
A united pull from town and country is more than twice as strong as the pull from
either source alone.

Form Close Contact With Cooperators
Keep in touch with cooperators by sending them literature and questionnaires
for making reports from time to time. The literature should be in the nature of
timely hints and suggestions in reference to the cooperative work. Let the cooperators know, at farmers' meetings and demonstrations, that they are to keep accurate cost accounts and make reports upon the progress and results of their
efforts. In this way, more interest will be shown and a greater amount of accurate
data secured.

Attend Gatherings
Attend churches, lodges, commercial club meetings, meetings of farmers' organizations, etc. Such gatherings afford an unusual opportunity to meet people, to become acquainted with their problems, and to acquaint them with the objects and
purposes of your work. Never miss an opportunity to hit and drive home an effective blow for the success of your work.
Reach as Many People as Possible
Endeavor to reach as many people as possible at each meeting and demonstration. This is important for several reasons, the most prominent of which are as follows: (1) to acquaint larger numbers, covering a greater area, with the work of the
farm bureau, the college extension service, the agricultural college, and the United
States Department of Agriculture; (2) to justify the expense involved and time employed; (3) to increase the effect of well-attended meetings and demonstrations
upon the community and county; and (4) to justify employing the best available
talent and equipment.
Arrive Promptly and Remain at Meeting Place
In order to secure the attendance and interest of farmers, it is important that the
extension worker arrive promptly on the hour set for the gathering and remain until
the work planned has been finished. The worker may be inclined to wander around
to the meeting place about fifteen or twenty minutes after the meeting time, and
seeing only two or three farmers present, or in some cases no one at all, he may
conclude he will go down to the hotel and wait until the crowd gathers.
Unless the worker is at the meeting place to invite the farmers in and start a conversation, many may come look in at the door, and seeing no one present, walk
away, fail to return, and tell others that there is no one present. A good meeting
may, therefore, be prevented on account of an apparent indifference and lack of

Develop the idea of looking to the Farm Bureau, the College of Agriculture and
the United State Department of Agriculture for information regarding all lines of
production, harvesting, handling, and marketing of farm products.
Make Clear, Concise Talks
Make your discussions clear, concise and practical. Emphasize the points, which
you expect the farmers to remember and put into practice.
In lectures and demonstrations, use familiar feeds, soils, plants and animals as
illustrations. Charts, lanternslides, motion picture films, and dried and preserved
specimens may also be used effectively. No matter how much you may have to
say or how important your subject, avoid lengthy, technical or longwinded discussions. Organize your material in such a way that you will be able to give the boileddown, concentrated gist of the subject with just enough details to make yourself
clearly understood.
Someone has said: "If you want to do substantial work, concentrate; and if you
want to give others the benefit of your work, condense."
Don't Be Afraid to Say, "I Do Not Know."
When questions upon which you are not informed arise at farmers' meetings and
demonstrations, it is much better for you and all concerned to say. "I do not know,"
than to give incorrect information or try to appear wiser than you really are. Once
the farmers are deceived, they immediately lose confidence in you and they will not
believe you when you are right.

Practically all the farmers now know that a man can not be a specialist upon all
subjects and they are not disappointed when the extension worker is unable to
answer all the questions which may be asked. It may be advisable to state that the
information will be obtained at an early date and given to all that desire it.
Advertise Meetings
Make use of every available means in advertising meetings and demonstrations.
A part or all of the following methods and others may be used effectively: Letters,
post cards, circular letters, posters, newspaper announcements, telephone calls,
announcements at schools and churches, personal solicitation on the part of committees responsible for advertising and making arrangements. Personal letters or
cards addressed to all the persons whom you desire to have present will often secure good results. Each person should be requested to assist in bringing out others to the meeting and demonstration.
The best results will usually be secured by holding preliminary meetings at which
definite committees are appointed or elected and made responsible for the work
of securing an attendance. If the preliminary meeting shows that there is not sufficient interest to justify the calling of a meeting or demonstration, the effort better
be discontinued.
The fact that the meeting or demonstration may cost the appropriations for
the work anywhere from $25 to $50 should be a sufficient stimulus to cause the
conscientious worker to leave nothing undone which might help make the meeting a success.
Consider carefully the places for holding meetings and demonstrations, having in
mind such factors as the reputation of the cooperator, accessibility to the farmers
of the community, crops, livestock, or equipment for demonstrating the work, advertising possibilities, need of the work, weather conditions and roads.
Use the Newspapers
Make friends of the newspapers; they are one of the best advertising mediums at
your disposal. Many workers attribute their success mainly to a wise and efficient
use of the press. Use it to its full capacity and you will be gratified at the results accomplished.

College, or the United States Department of Agriculture for information and literature
than to write to you, John Doe, Jr., Manhattan, Kansas.
If every member of the service works with all his might and made to finish the job
to which he has been assigned, the whole program will be a success and every
man or woman who has contributed materially toward it will be benefited many
times more than he would have been had he been looking after his own personal
status and elevation rather than the success of the work as a whole.
To emphasize the work of such organizations and institutions as the Farm Bureau,
the College of Agriculture and the United States Department of Agriculture magnifies your work much more than to lay stress upon your own name and accomplishments, no matter how popular you may appear to be.
Keep Cool
Control your temper and keep cool, whether making out delayed reports and expense accounts, stuck in the mud at midnight without lights, tired, hungry and almost worn out (but still obliged to be away from home and on the go) or on blue
Monday or other days when it seems that everything is going wrong.
Know Your State and County
Know your state and county as well as the leading farmers and citizens. Know the
principal types of farming, the leading towns, the community centers, the principal
railroads, the county highways, the main industries, the financial conditions, the
economic social and political views of the people and other factors.
Supply yourself with maps, charts, and up-to-date railway guides. This will enable
you to keep your engagements and prevent missing railroad trains, traveling
wrong roads, delays at meetings and demonstrations, and needless worry
and embarrassment.
Cooperate to Mutual Advantage of All
A helpful relationship must exist among all the extension workers. It is; therefore, the
duty of all to foster this agreeable relationship in every possible way in order to give
the work the proper stimulus and support. If the comparatively small number of persons associated in the work cannot cooperate to the mutual advantage of all, and toward the success of all the work, we can hardly expect to receive the fullest support
and cooperation of those whom we would serve.

Make Use of All Available Assistance
Keep in close contact with the Extension Service, the Agricultural College, and the
United States Department of Agriculture and make the fullest possible use of their
services, always remembering that such assistance usually tends to magnify your
work rather than to detract from it. The greatest workers are generally those who
are most successful in securing the assistance of all their co-workers.

Forget Yourself and Boost For All
Forget your own personal aggrandizement and your status as compared to that of
someone else in the service. Brooding over such matters is narrow-minded and has
ruined the efficiency and opportunities of many capable persons. Broad-minded,
competent, conscientious, hard workers are in great demand in extension work.

Be Careful in Using the Pronoun "I"
Avoid personal allusions as much as possible. The too frequent use of the pronoun "I"
is likely to spoil your work rather than enhance it. For example, it is much better to request farmers to address the Farm Bureau, the Extension Service, the Agricultural

Everyone employed in the extension service should know that his own success,
as well as the success of the work undertaken depends to a large extent upon his
initiative and his loyal, unselfish, and persistent efforts. Generally speaking, although some lights may shine brighter than your own, the greater your interest

and support in the work, the greater will be your success in the end. It is; therefore,
wise from the selfish viewpoint to encourage and assist those associated with you
in order that they may be able to give the service their very best efforts.
Don't Be Ashamed of Your Dress
Good clean clothes do not make a worker or his position, but they add immensely
to his appearance and dignity and give him the required self-respect and confidence. No worker can offer a good excuse for wearing shabby, badly soiled, outof-date and untidy garments because the clothing which will give him comfort,
ease, and assurance costs very little if any more than the undesirable kind.
Dress According to Your Job
Nothing is likely to leave a worse impression with farmers than to have an extension worker appear before them for a lecture or demonstration wearing a corsetfitting coat, silk socks, a loud necktie and other regalia of a faddish nature. Discard
the freakish and stylish duds, they are entirely out of place in extension work. Instead don overalls and work shoes if it is necessary to give a sheep-shearing, orchard spraying, poultry cutting demonstration or to do other work of a similar
nature. It will also be well to remember the couplet: "Be not the first by whom the
new is tried, Nor yet the last to lay the old aside."
Smoke at the Proper Time and Place
Don't hold a cigar-or worse-a cigarette in your mouth while giving a lecture or
demonstration, presiding at a farmers' meeting or judging livestock or agricultural
products. The effect of such a practice is wisely and accurately stated by a farmer
in a letter to the Director of the Extension Service: "He got his cigar into fancy positions and showed them how to blow smoke to such an extent that I heard at least
4 or 5 exhibitors make remarks that a man while judging should at least appear to
give more thought to the judging ring than to the weed."
Stand Erect and Look Your Audience in the Face
Don't assume a lazy or lounging position when speaking before an audience. Stand
up straight and look your hearers in the face. It is also well to keep your hands out of
your pockets. Drop them naturally at your side and use them when necessary in emphasizing your thought.
Use Judgment in Introducing Speakers
Don't introduce Mr. John Doe, Extension Horticulturist, Kansas State Agricultural College, as is so often done: "Mr. Doe is here and wants to talk to you." You should say
something like this: "We are fortunate to have with us this evening, Mr. John Doe, Extension Horticulturist of the Kansas State Agricultural College. He will speak upon the
subject of "More and Better Orchards for Kansas Farmers." Of course, the introduction may be briefer or more extended and be entirely proper, depending in each case
upon the character of the meeting and the ability and reputation of the speaker.
Watch Your Bank Account
Don't overdraw your bank account and embarrass yourself and fellow extension workers who have been good enough to cash checks for you. It is a great convenience to
be able to cash checks in the field to defray current traveling expenses. When your

credit becomes no good, or begins to wane at your bank, your work in the field will usually suffer accordingly.
Use Failures as Stepping Stones
Don't become discouraged at failures but be sure that the number of failures grows
less as you continue the work. Profit by the experience obtained and the mistakes
made. Redouble your efforts in the next trial, and success will be sure.
Use Discretion in Telling Jokes
A good joke told in the proper way and used to illustrate a point, which it is desirable,
to make may add materially to the interest in the discussion. On the other hand, if the
joke is poorly told, has no point, or is out of place, the interest in the subject under discussion may suffer accordingly. Unless you are pretty sure that the joke will add to the
interest and effectiveness of the work, you will do better to leave it untold.
Profane or Vulgar Language is Bad
Some workers frequently use profane or vulgar expressions before their audiences
and in conversation with individuals and groups of people. It is difficult to imagine anything that reacts against the worker more decidedly than such a practice. In fact, profane and unbecoming language gives your hearers a very unfavorable idea of you
and the institution which you represent, and the principal impression which they carry
away is one of disgust and lack of confidence. Even though the members of the audience may themselves be proficient in such language, they object to hearing it from
a speaker.
Better Talk Too Little Than Too Much
Some workers literally talk themselves to death while others may not talk enough to
attract the attention, which their work deserves. The trouble is usually with those who
talk too much. They never get any information or ideas from other workers because
they do all the talking and give those capable of imparting knowledge no opportunity
to talk. He who talks too much makes himself obnoxious to his associates. Be a good
listener once in a while. If you have not tried it, you will be surprised at how much you
can learn from the other fellow.
Report and Answer Promptly
Answer letters promptly and make reports on time and as required. Procrastination
may be the path of least resistance but it leads to a sea of troubles. Your work may
be excellent, but if not properly reported, part of its value is lost to you as well as to
the Extension Service, the College of Agriculture, and the United States Department
of Agriculture.
Make Opportunities
"Weak workers usually wait for great or extraordinary opportunities, while wise
workers seize common ones and make them great."
Remember Somebody Can Take Anybody's Place
No extension worker is absolutely indispensable. Somebody can take anybody's
place. Those who think they are indispensable are very foolish, because there is
always somebody who can step into the place and perhaps do the work better.

Don't Mail That Sarcastic Letter
Write that sarcastic letter if you must and get it out of your system. Let the matter rest
for 24 hours and then fail to mail the letter. If this course is pursued, you are likely to
congratulate yourself many times later on, because it may be advisable to ask favors
of the person or persons in which you can find no good at the present time.
Be Energetic
No matter how highly educated or well-trained the extension worker may be, he
cannot make a success of his work unless he is energetic, anxious to take advantage of every opportunity that will assist or promote his work and thoroughly imbued with the spirit of pushing and doing his "level best" all the time.
Do More Than "Get By"
It is really a sad state of affairs to see a worker drifting along, doing just what is necessary "to get by" because in every case, it is just a question of a comparatively short
time until such a person will be relieved of his duties.
If you are not conscientious and interested in the work and willing to put your very best
efforts into every undertaking, you should find other employment. The slacker will not
get far in extension work and the sooner he radically mends his methods the better it
will be for him and for the Extension Service.
Have a Vision
It is of paramount importance that every extension worker have a vision. When the
work for the year has been mapped out and the calendar of work adapted to it, try to
visualize the results, which should be obtained. Leave nothing undone which might
contribute toward success. No really worthwhile undertaking has ever been carried to
a successful completion without careful and definite plans being made in advance.
Keep Your Eye On the Big Things
Everywhere we see workers neglecting the big things to attend to the little. While
they are doing some little detail that should be left to a clerk, a stenographer, or an
office boy, they lose sight of some great advantage, which they might have gained
- some real problem they might have solved, had they been free to attend to it. No
one is great enough to be a leader and at the same time bury himself in details.
Either the big things or the little things must predominate; the one is sure to outweigh the other.
Do the Things Which Will Count
"It is great art to know what to leave undone, to know how to weed out the less important things and to spend one's energies in doing the things which will count."
The things that will count, we must have a plan or project and a program of work,
either written up carefully and referred to from time to time or so thoroughly impressed in our minds that there is no chance of forgetting it. Once we have formulated a plan and program of work, we must stick to it regardless of our tendency
to be side tracked by other pressing duties and obligations. Otherwise, all our good
resolutions and work begun will amount to little or nothing.

Finish What You Start
It is easy to start many lines of work or projects of great importance and "whoop it
up" in great shape for a time and then lose interest in them. Perhaps we find more
people of this type than we do of those who have the stick-to-it-iveness to stay
with the job until it is finished. It is human nature to want to change work and it happens so often that the possibilities and results to be accomplished look much
brighter in the new field.
Our success is not measured by the half dozen or more pieces of work which we
have attempted to carry forward to completion, but by the one or two jobs which
we have been able to do better than anyone else.
The worker who is constantly changing from one thing to another finishes nothing
and is doomed to failure. When his attention is divided greatly, the energies and
abilities of the worker are so dissipated that he cannot make substantial progress.
We have all heard the old saying, "A rolling stone gathers no moss." We must have
stability and constancy of purpose. Poor Richard, Jr., says, "Ability never amounts
to much until it acquires two more letters-stability."
It is better to specialize on a few problems, making them an outstanding success,
than to spread out over the whole field of the extension work and be unable to report tangible results on anything at the end of the year.
Now is the time to finish the job. A man never catches up with his good intentions
for tomorrow.
Say Something Good, Be Loyal
The little cutting remarks made about others and their work always do you much more
injury than they do anyone else. Adopt the policy of never saying to others anything
about a person which you would hesitate to say to his face. Nothing counts for more
than loyalty to the organization which employs you and to those with whom you
are associated.
Don't Knock, Be an Optimist
The worker who seldom if ever sees anything good to anyone or any undertaking,
may be relied upon to do wrong to all of us, should the opportunity come.
Our greatest comfort and satisfaction should come from being happy in praising
and serving others. The disgruntled, displeased worker does far greater injury to
himself and his prospects for advancement than to anyone else.
Be Courageous
"If you can keep courage when others lose heart; if you can keep pushing on when
others turn back; if you can smile and wait when others play the coward and quit;
if you can be serene in the face of misfortune and failure; if you can keep your
nerve and a level head when others get panicky; if you can carry yourself like a
conqueror, keep your fixity of purpose when others waver; and you still refuse to
lose courage and grip on yourself, then you may know that your work is a success
and that there is a hero or heroine in you as noble as any that ever gave up his
life on the field of battle for a great cause."
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