
Kaylin (born February 1995) is
a sweet 16-year-old who is look-
ing for a “forever family.” Kaylin
knows foster care is temporary,
but adoption would be forever.
There are more than 300 young-
sters in foster care in Kentucky
who don’t have a place to turn.
Kaylin hopes someone will wel-
come her into their home. Kaylin
describes herself as a “home-
body.” She is funny, smart and
nice. She loves to get “glammed
up” and get her hair and nails
done. She is pretty good at doing
other people’s hair, too. She likes
to listen to music, especially Lil
Wayne. She is a Louisville fan.

Kaylin is maturing and coming to
grips with her past. Writing and
keeping a journal is a therapeutic
tool. Kaylin is hopeful about what

the future will bring. She is inter-
ested in vocational rehab. Kaylin
would do well in a home with a
balance of structure and nurturing.
If you have a love of children and
parenting, call to learn more about
Kaylin and the Special Needs
Adoption Program.

— For more information, call
the Family Enrichment Center-
Adoption Resource Program at
842-9032 or 866-842-9032, or
contact Sara Lovorn at
Sara.Lovorn@ky.gov, Special
Needs Adoption, 275 East Main
St., 3C-E , Frankfort, KY 40621,
502-564-2147, ext. 4493, 800-
928-4303.

Bank of Edmonson County to
Jason Humphrey, land near Blue
Bird Street, $27,500.

Bishop Land Sales LLC to
Providence Homes Kentucky
LLC, Lot 20, Winston Place sub-
division, $53,900.

Deirdre Greene to John and
JoNelle Hildreth, land in minor
plat book 22, page 166, $215,000. 

Allen and Juanita Cox to
Christopher and Jennifer Cox, Lot
3, Glen N. Gill Estate, no tax.

Christopher and Jennifer Cox
to Allen and Juanita Co, Lot 2,
Glen N. Gill Estate, no tax.

Wesley and Ann Marie Mered-
ith and Donna Meredith to

William and Nancy Ginn, tracts
18-20 on the plat for the Dr.
Robert Wilson Estate of record in
plat book 34, page 44, $182,500.

Audrey McDaniel to Audrey
McDaniel and Senda McGee,
land near Oliver Avenue, no tax. 

Robert and Nancy Toth to Dale
and M. Jennifer Taylor, land in deed
book 620, page 527, $100,000.

Reuben and Donna Reyes to
Gabriel and Amanda Gyorgy, Lot
43, Fieldstone Farms, $136,000.

McLellan Farms LLC to J.
Trapper Construction LLC, Lot
50 McLellan Farms subdivision,
$31,500. 

Richard Elkin to Terrill Elkin,

land near deed book 341, page
304, no tax.

Richard Elkin to Terrill and
Shana Elkin to Terrill Elkin, land in
deed book 208, page 463, no tax. 

John and Karen Johnson to Ner-
min and Dzejna Omanovic, Lot 230,
Springhill subdivision, $110,000.

Danny Smith to Jennifer
Massey, land near Porter Pike
Road, no tax.

Jerry Stokes Construction Inc.,
to Robert and Mary Brown, Lots in
Olde Stone subdivision, $470,000.

Robert and Mary Brown to
Jerry Stokes Construction Inc.,
Lot 11-22, Olde Stone subdivi-
sion, no tax. 
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 Conveniently located in the Physician Specialty
 Center at Greenview Regional Hospital

 1325 Andrea St, Suite 201
 Bowling Green, Ky •  270-393-9663

 Exceptional Neurosurgery Service
 Southern Kentucky Neurosurgical Associates
 is a medical practice specializing in Neurological conditions 
 and surgery. Board certified neurosurgeon, Dr. Charles 
 Wood, is dedicated in providing his patients the best 
 possible care, seeking 100% satisfaction. Will see patient 
 within 24 hours. Call to schedule your appointment today!

 Specializing in:
 -  Low Back Pain  - Herniated Disk

 - Neck Pain  - Head Trauma

 - Degenerative Disc Disease  - Spinal Cord & Brain Tumors

 Visit our website at:  www.SoKyNeurosurgical.com  to learn more. Dr. Charles Wood
edmontonstatebank.com
facebook.com/edmontonstate
twitter.com/edmontonstate
youtube.com/edmontonstatebank

1900 Scottsville Road
Bowling Green, KY 42104

Phone: 270-842-3333
Fax: 270-842-3302 

Connect with ESB

In case you’ve forgotten, 

we’re here to remind you that 

every dark cloud has a silver 

lining. Right now while rates 

are still at a historic low, it’s 

the perfect time to lock in a 

low fixed rate on a home loan. 

Chances are you can refinance 

for a shorter term with roughly 

the same monthly payment, 

saving you thousands. Is the 

silver lining a little clearer 

now? We thought so. Contact 

us today, and start saving.

Say hello to the silver lining.

Submitted photo
Michael Masters of Bardstown owns and operates the Kentucky Bourbon House.

Kentucky Bourbon House
takes visitors back in time

Michael Masters of Bardstown makes his liv-
ing entertaining guests from throughout the world
in grand style.

Known as “The Colonel,” he can’t remember
the last time someone called him Michael. He
also can’t remember when he didn’t enjoy enter-
taining visitors and friends.

As far as Masters is concerned, there is no out-
of-season period when it comes to hosting visi-
tors and telling them everything he knows about
bourbon, which is quite a lot.

“I like to take people back in time the way it
used to be in the high life of days gone
by,” he said.

However, there is one time in partic-
ular that Masters enjoys a bit more than
others.

That is Derby Week. Although the
Kentucky Derby lasts only two min-
utes, Masters has built a lifetime of
endearing himself to thousands of Ken-
tuckians as well as out-of-state Ken-
tucky wannabes.

Anything that involves Masters is an
event. Breakfast can mean just-right
aged country ham, fresh scrambled
eggs and biscuits. But what separates his break-
fast from others is a bar stocked with orange,
tomato and cranberry juice with liquor that com-
plements each. Naturally, there might be a couple
of coffees offered, and the elegant sound of vio-
lin or harp can be heard nearby. Now, envision all
of this amid tables draped in white linens with
vases of fresh flowers as centerpieces.

Masters was born in Louisville and graduated
from Country Day High School, but while a stu-
dent at the University of Kentucky, he was
involved in an automobile wreck that put his life
as well as his education on hold.

“I broke my neck in four places,” he said. “But
I did manage to graduate from U of L in 1972.”

He followed that with a master’s degree in
social studies. After working for several years
with juvenile delinquents and in mental health
services, he knew he was ready for the hospitali-
ty business.

“I was a vice president with the Druther’s food
chain,” he said. “We had back then over 250
restaurants.”

However, in 1993 his world turned in a direc-
tion that he had only dreamed about. “I married
Margaret Sue Connell and we moved to Bard-
stown to develop some real estate,” he said.

It was here that “The Colonel” persona began
to take hold.

The couple bought a 1784 home referred to as
the Chapeze House and turned it into their “event
mansion,” hosting special events that included
dinners, bourbon tastings and cooking classes.

Masters and his wife seemed to be on to some-
thing. They enjoyed telling anyone who would
listen about the difference between small-batch
and single-barrel bourbon, and they stepped it up
a bit – offering overnight accommodations.

They now have three private, tastefully fur-

nished cottages in downtown Bardstown.
“We call them unhosted cottages,” Margaret

Sue said. “We’re not there, but we have all of the
amenities there for our guests.”

Today, the Chapeze House is referred to as the
Kentucky Bourbon House.

“It makes more sense to visitors and is easier to
market,” Masters said. “They may not know the
historical significance of the Chapeze family who
once lived here, but they do understand what
bourbon is.”

The couple have appeared on the Food Net-
work with Paula Deen, the Travel
Channel on “Taste of America” and
recently with ABC’s Diane Sawyer on
“Made in America.”

Masters said there are more than
130,000 symbolically designated hon-
orary Kentucky colonels throughout
the world, but he takes pride in being
able to take visitors back in time.

“I like to educate our guests about
Kentucky’s culture, our food and our
bourbon,” he said. “It’s all about good
times, educating visitors, without tak-
ing ourselves too seriously.”

Many visitors come for the experience of sim-
ply tasting some rare bourbon that may not even
be available for sale in a liquor outlet. Some
would be almost cost-prohibitive to the average
bourbon drinker.

“I just wanted to come here and see what it was
all about,” said Adam Cole of Madison, Ind. “My
friend was here a year ago and told me about it,
and here we are. We could never afford to taste
these if we had to buy a bottle of each.”

Masters offers a bourbon taste for just about
any pocketbook. From the $25 Bardstown Sam-
pler to the $30 Master Distiller’s Choice to the
$40 Colonel’s Pick, even all the way up to the $90
Experimental, there’s something for everyone.
There are more offerings, but each provides a
sampling of five different bourbons.

Those who visit the Kentucky Bourbon House
can take in other bourbon-related venues.

“We hit several of the distillers in the area and
a museum here in Bardstown,” said Ryan Jesop,
who brought his friends from Madison. “It’s
something totally different to do.”

Visitors are encouraged to wander out of the
tasting room and look around the old home, even
sticking their heads in the kitchen where dinner is
being prepared for the evening. “It’s all about the
experience. You can’t do what we do anywhere
else in Kentucky,” Masters said.

The Kentucky Bourbon House is open Tuesday
through Saturday with the tavern opening at 4 p.m.
Dinner is by reservation only. Groups are welcome.

Visit the Kentucky Bourbon House at
www.kentuckybourbonhouse.com or call 502-
507-8338.

So get up, get out and get going.
— Gary West’s column runs monthly in the

Daily News. He can be reached by emailing
west1488@insightbb.com.

GARY P. WEST

Out ‘n’ 
About

By JENNIFER QUIST
“Chicken Soup for the Soul:
O Canada”

“Wisdom consists of the
anticipation of consequences.”

— Norman Cousins

It’s like the Bermuda Triangle.
There’s definitely some kind of
vortex between the bus stop, the
playground and the boot room of
every elementary school all over
this country. But it’s not siphoning
airplanes and sailboats out of this
dimension and into oblivion. It
craves something else – some-
thing smaller and woollier. It
wants mittens.

Like most children, my five
sons do their best to keep this suck-
ing chasm of mitten doom well-
fed. Between October and April,
my shopping list always includes
the perennial items of tissues,
oranges and, of course, mittens. It’s
inevitable and frustrating. And it’s
starting to get expensive.

Maybe I should have accepted
the mitten drain a long time ago. It
was certainly part of life when I
was a child growing up in this
chilly climate. I spent hundreds of
frigid mornings frantically dig-
ging through my parents’ mitten
bin until long after I should have
already left for school. In despera-
tion, I’d finally surface with mit-
tens that were painfully different
in color or size – or both. At the
worst of times, the only mittens I
could find were both meant for the
same hand. Remember how com-
fortable that feels?

Still, as a parent I was sure my
boys and I could outmaneuver the
mitten vortex. 

Fortunately for keen parents
everywhere, the dilemma of lost
mittens happens to be the quintes-
sential example of a parenting
philosophy known as the “Natural
and Logical Consequences”
method. According to this sensi-
ble approach, parents should not

throw themselves between their
kids and the direct results of the
kids’ actions. In the case of the
lost mittens, it means a parent
should let a careless child experi-
ence the full brunt of the effects of
losing mittens. The child’s hands
should be allowed to go unpro-
tected from the elements so the
discomfort of cold hands can help
the child learn to value his mittens
and take better care of them.

But in Canada – particularly the
northern boreal forest region,
where I raise children – the natur-
al and logical consequences of
losing mittens and having to go
without when it’s minus-40
degrees might amount to some-
thing more than just a logical
breakthrough. The consequences
could be something much more
memorable – like, say, a trip to the
emergency room for some frost-
bite treatment.

With this clever parenting strat-
egy ruled out, I looked for a more
concrete solution to the problem
of missing mittens. And I found
one in an old classic: mittens-on-
a-string. But then I learned a bit of
cruel elementary school slang for
string-mounted mitts. Some kids
call them “idiot mittens.” It’s
probably evidence of my own
social anxiety issues that I stopped
short of branding all my kids
“idiots” by stringing their mittens
through their coat sleeves.

Instead, I let my boys know that
the next one of them to lose a mit-
ten would be sentenced to a full
month of wearing the hand-knit-
ted, mostly polyester, barn-red
pair of mitts my grandmother had
mailed us all the way from Nova
Scotia as part of our last Christ-
mas package. We called them “the
punishment mittens.” These
drafty, single-ply, flea-market
mitts were blasts directly from my
past. They were indistinguishable
from mittens I’d worn when I was
in elementary school, and some-
how I made it through the 1970s
with all my fingers intact. But
compared to the modern fleece
mitts of the 21st century, they
were abominations – my kids
knew it.

Regardless of the threat, it was-
n’t long before my oldest son was
trudging out to the bus stop with
his little white hands clad in the
red, 25-cent mittens zapped here
from another decade. I felt a little
sorry for him. But at least his
handmade mittens were a match-
ing set.

A month later, his sentence of
wearing the punishment mittens
was over and my son had proved
he was starting to understand their
true value. We celebrated his
enlightenment with a trip to the
store to buy a brand-new pair of
sleek but well-insulated gloves in
the same shade of navy blue every
other boy at school was wearing
that winter.

It was an important lesson, not
just for my son’s benefit, but for
mine, too. It seems keeping my
kids in mittens all winter long,
whatever the cost or trouble, is
really just keeping myself in mit-
tens. No matter what the parenting
books say, we all know what hap-
pens in the real world when a real
mom has a real kid with really
cold hands and long-lost mittens.

“Here,” the mom will say, tug-
ging somewhat irately at her own
gloves. “You can wear mine.”

JACK CANFIELD
and MARK HANSEN

Syndicated columnists

Chicken Soup

Mother struggles
with lost mittens

Sunday’s Child
Foster children in need of permanent homes. 

Deeds


