
Sundays brought 
magic to the farm.  The 
minnow traps had to be 
baited and set before 
church. Sandwiches were 
prepared and soft drinks 
were chilled for an after-
noon of fishing by all.  
Jack and Nancy Jones 
would come from town, 
Dick and Marie Hulett 
from Lancaster, and 
sometimes Ray and Ruth 
Wilson from Polly’s Bend 
in Garrard County.

The farm home had 
a teardrop shaped turn-
around in front and 
Uncle Ray would land his 
helicopter in the circle 
with fishing poles inside.  
I remember their first 
trip down when I heard it 
coming a mile away and 
asked about the unfamil-
iar noise. The reply was, 
“That’s Ray and Ruth, 
they decided to fly down 
and join us for the day.”  

As a teenager, I didn’t 
know anybody with a 
helicopter, much less one 
that was going to land 
right in front of me! I 
seriously thought they 
were joking. Could this 
possibly be the same 
Uncle Ray who went out 
west as a hobo, hopping 
trains from one place to 
the next; the guy who 
borrowed money from the 
family to buy his first 
farm? I thought, “No 
way.”

The bird circled over-
head, as if to announce 
their arrival, and land-
ed in the circle drive-
way with the greatest 
of ease.  The doors flew 
open and sure enough, 
Ray climbed out.  On the 
way to the front of the 
house my grandmother, 
Loraine McMurtry, had 
filled me in about how 
Ray had first owned a 
single-engine airplane 
and worked his way up 
to passing the helicop-
ter pilot’s test in Texas.  
He was an avid hunter 
and I had been inside his 
trophy room a few times, 
which was filled with 
grizzly bear rugs and 
antlered game of several 
varieties.  I walked to the 
backyard with them in 
disbelief, hanging on to 
every word that was said 
by this mysterious man 
in my presence.  He loved 
to shoot and he asked 
what kind of rifle I had.  
I ran inside to get my 
Winchester .22 pump and 
he said, “Let’s get a can 
and see how she shoots.”  
We put an empty Folgers 
can on top of the farthest 
fence post in the yard and 
he placed his only shot 
in the center of a one-
inch diamond shape near 
the bottom of the can. He 
handed my rifle back and 
said, “Your turn, see how 
close you can get to that 
hole.”  

He went on to tell me 
how he practiced shoot-
ing at tires while they 
were rolling down a hill, 
with targets inside, pre-
paring for his antelope 
hunt. But he was the 
kind of guy who never 
talked about himself or 
his adventures, others 
always seemed to share 
these stories with great 
delight, but rarely in 
his presence. The most 
memorable one involved 
a bear hunt years ear-
lier in Canada as they 
were stalking a grizzly 
and discovered the tables 
had been turned on the 
hunters. The bear circled 

around behind them and 
made a slight noise as 
it began its charge. Ray 
emptied his 30-06 at the 
charging grizzly and the 
guide was rapidly in the 
process of doing the same 
thing when finally the 
bear fell dead on the two 
of them with the final 
shot! Regardless of his 
stature, he always took 
time to show an inter-
est in what I was doing, 
whether it was shooting a 
BB pistol or sharpening a 
pocket knife.  In Garrard 
County, he was a large 
land holder and County 
Judge, but around me on 
Sundays, he was just an 
ordinary guy who bridged 
the age difference with a 
common interest and love 
for the outdoors.

The Lebanon-
Springfield, or bi-county, 
airport was in its infan-
cy in those days and my 
grandfather had sold 
them a strip of land to 
allow for expansion and 
the current access road 
back to the office and 
hangars. It was another 
Sunday afternoon after 
fishing and we were 
having an outdoor sup-
per from the grill in the 
backyard.  The McMurtry 
farm (now the Haydon 
place) was just a half mile 
from the runway and 
small planes were always 
flying on the weekends. 
As everyone was enjoying 
their food, a distant crack 
and thud from the direc-
tion of the airport broke 
the relative quiet of our 
peaceful evening.  

Someone said, “That 
sounded like it might 
have been a plane crash”.  
The 14-year-old anxious-
ly replied, “Yeah, let’s go 
over there and see what 
happened.”  

The voice of the expe-
rienced aviator answered, 
“We better wait awhile 
and let the first respond-
ers do their job.”  

And we did just that.
We were very glad to 

discover there was no loss 
of life, but it was obvious 
by the sight of the upend-
ed Cessna that indeed, a 
training session resulted 
in a very hard lesson. 
Another tough lesson 
came three years later 
when Ray Wilson lost his 
battle with cancer and 
my early mentor passed 
from our lives. He had 
planned to take us “out 
West” in that six-seat 
bird on a trip to be named 
later. On the morning of 
the fall day he was laid 
to rest, I was in the woods 
squirrel hunting and I 
remember thinking – this 
is exactly what he would 
have wanted me to do.  

Ray Wilson pursued 
life with a level of pas-
sion that I only man-
aged to match a couple 
of times in my own life.  
Finding the things that 
you truly love to do and 
going after them with 
all of your energy leaves 
very little room for 
regret when you finally 
look back. If I tried to 
condense his philosophy 
of life into a few words, I 
believe it would go some-
thing like this. Set goals 
for yourself, look down on 
no one, work hard as heck 
to achieve your goals and 
when you do, take time 
with close friends and 
family to enjoy and cel-
ebrate your success.  

It seems we all start 
off as wanderers before 
we eventually find our 
passion. I’ll never for-
get that first helicopter 
ride over Springfield as a 
youngster or the impres-
sions he left with all of 
us.  Yes indeed, it was a 
magical time to be alive.             
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George Bernard Shaw 
once said, “The single big-
gest problem in communi-
cation is the illusion that 
it has taken place.” 

Communication is an 
imperfect science, to say 
the least.

I picked up the phone 
just the other day and 
thought I correctly read 
the caller ID: “Lebanon 
Elementary School,” the 
school where my wife 
works. So naturally, I 
assumed it was her. 

But that’s not what it 
said. And it wasn’t her. 

I didn’t have my read-
ing glasses on, and though 
I held the phone at arm’s 
length and squinted, I still 
missed the name. 

But, convinced it was 
Lori, I blurted, “Hey, Babe, 
why didn’t you call me on 
my cell, like you always 
do?” 

I could feel tension 
on the other line, then a 
timid, “Could I speak with 
Lori?”

Oops. It definitely 
wasn’t Lori. 

Then I wrongly assumed 
it was another teacher: “Oh, 
I’m sorry,” I chuckled, a bit 
chagrined at the thought 

of how I had referred to the 
caller as “Babe.” I tried to 
recover: “You want to speak 
with Lori? But Lori’s with 
you, isn’t she?” 

“No, sir, Lori isn’t with 
me.”

“Then where is she?” I 
asked with confusion ooz-
ing from my voice.

Now, with the faint-
est hint of irritation, “Sir, 
I’m calling to confirm her 
appointment tomorrow.”

Ahh, I finally got it, 
even without my reading 
glasses.

I wished I hadn’t 
answered the phone and 
just let the voice mail get 
it. I imagined the recep-
tionist hanging up the 
phone, twirling her seat 
around, and giggling to 
her co-workers. The whole 
thing had probably been 
recorded for quality con-
trol. 

“Hey, come on over here 
and listen to this guy,” I 
could hear her saying as 
she bent over in her chair 
laughing. 

The whole office is 
now primed for a funny 
one before they even hear 
my voice. I could see them 
all gathered around the 
recorder, laughing hysteri-
cally till their sides ache. 

“We needed that,” one 
chortles. “Talk about a con-
fused hubby,” says anoth-
er. 

They shake their heads 
in pity at me as they return 
to work. 

Having located my 
reading glasses, I try and 
dismiss this scene by call-
ing my 87-year-old father. 
Sharing my embarrassing 
moment with him will be 
cathartic, I think. But first 
I ask him how he’s doing.

“OK, now,” he says, 
“but yesterday we saw the 
worst movie ever. (Dad 
and a group of men at his 
retirement center go to a 
movie once a week.) Foul 
language, horrible. I don’t 
know why people think 
they have to talk like 
that. And this couple lived 
together just to have sex. 
Terrible.”

“Well, what was the 
name of the movie?” 

“I don’t even know.”
“You didn’t know the 

name of the movie? Why 
did you see it?”

“Didn’t intend to. We 
misread the marquee and 
went in the wrong the-
ater!”

I started laughing at 
the thought of these per-
plexed men, well into their 
80s, sitting in the wrong 
theater, grimacing at each 
other, trying to figure out 
what’s going on.

Then, I caught myself. 
“What am I laughing 
about? I haven’t told him 
my story.”

As the saying goes, “The 
acorn didn’t fall far from 
the tree.”

And if you think about 
it, it didn’t fall far from 
you either.

We’re all communi-
catively impaired. The 
Tree of Communication 
Confusion, planted in the 
Garden of Eden, blossomed 
when our first ancestors 
ignored God and misread 
Satan. Then the confusion 
went viral at the Tower of 
Babel. Though down the 
centuries, through word 
and prophesy, God kept 
trying to grab human-
kind’s attention, most just 
didn’t get it.

As a last resort that was 
always in the works, God 
himself came in the flesh 
to talk like one of us in our 
language. 

“Anyone with ears to 
hear should listen and 
understand (Mark 4:9),” 
Jesus said. 

But even after the res-
urrection of Christ, it was 
difficult to read the mes-
sage, at least at first sight: 
“It was Jesus, but she 
didn’t recognize him (John 
20:14),” John noted of a dis-
oriented Mary Magdalene.

But it’s a true and 
wonderful story, even 
though we still struggle 
to understand, and this 
week Christians celebrate 
it---the Passion of Christ, 
culminating in his death 
and resurrection. 

So, put your reading 
glasses on and find the 
right theater. You don’t 
want to miss this one.

Contact David B. 
Whitlock, Ph.D., at drda-
vid@davidbwhitlock.com 
or visit his website, www.
Davidbwhitlock.com.
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Jesse O’s Opinion

I cried when Michigan 
beat Kentucky in the 1993 
Final Four. 

I watched the last few 
minutes of the game from 
the top of the steps in my 
parents’ house. 

My team would never 
win the championship, I 
thought. 

I was 10. 
They’ve gone on to win 

three times in my lifetime 
now. 

When they won, final-
ly, in 1996, I celebrated 
by painting my bedroom 
blue and white. I found 
wallpaper that matched 

Kentucky’s denim-inspired 
uniforms. I framed maga-
zines that celebrated the 
Cats’ championship. 

In 1998, I watched the 
game with my girlfriend. 
I was 15. 

I was excited about that 
championship, but it didn’t 
mean as much. Kentucky 
had won in ‘96, nearly won 
in ‘97 and then won again 
in ‘98. The newness of a 
championship had worn 
off. 

On Monday night, 
I watched the game 
sprawled out of my couch. 
My attempt to take a nap 
before the game didn’t 
work. Maybe I was more 
excited than I realized. 

Earlier that day, I told 
our sports writer, Brandon 
Mattingly, that I wasn’t 
very excited. 

My wife made it until 
halftime, barely. She stag-
gered off to bed while I 

impatiently waited for the 
second half to begin.

When Kansas started 
closing the gap in the sec-
ond half, I got upset. 

I was more excited than 
I thought. The idea of los-
ing the championship just 
wouldn’t do. 

Obviously, the Cats 
overpowered Kansas in the 
final minutes. 

While I’m not going 
to convince my wife to 
paint our bedroom blue 
and white, I do feel lucky 
to have had the chance to 
watch this team play. 

I still think the ‘96 
Cats were more dominant, 
deeper and the greatest 
Kentucky team I’ve seen 
play, but this champion-
ship team is the best defen-
sive unit I can remember.

 Sports don’t mean as 
much now as they did 
when I was 10, but mostly 
because they meant every-

thing then. 
The game, though, does 

bring back good family 
memories. 

There was a time when 
my family would drop 
everything to watch a 
Kentucky game, night or 
day. 

My family didn’t always 
have sports on their radar, 
but the Cats, and a few 
other teams, drew them in. 

I’m not that diehard 
now. I’m a much more 
casual fan. But I can still 
appreciate a great team 
when it comes around. 

I didn’t cry tears of joy 
on Monday night. But I did 
smile and have a hard time 
falling to sleep. 

The Cats had won again. 
With that, they brought 
back fond memories of a 
time when sports was 
everything and losing 
hurt.

Remembering the Cats of old 
Jesse 

Osbourne
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