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1325 Clyde T. Barbour Pkwy.
Maysville, KY

606-759-0331

658 West Water St.
Flemingsburg, KY
606-845-5811

Pond 
Clinic
Wed., April 4th, 2PM

Maysville Southern States Location

Join us for an informative meeting about 
General Pond management and weed control.

Special Pricing on Pond Chemicals March 28 thru April 4th
Cutrine Plus

Algaecide
Diamond 

Copper Sulphate
Weedtrine-D 

Aquatic 
Herbicide

Aquashade Aquatic 
Plant Growth 

Control

1 Gal. 1 Gal. 1 Gal.5 Lb.

FR
EE

See Specifics about the 
deal of the week at

Scan with your Smart 
Phone QR reader app. 

THIS WEEK’S DEAL 
March 28 through April 3

Affordable Carpet Cleaning
606-756-2171
606-301-1250

$99
Dryer Vent 
Cleaning

FOR
ONLY

$45

Sign Up Today!
www.maysville-online.com

www.maysville-online.com

We cut to your size. 
#1 METAL 

ORDER TODAY -INSTALL TOMORROW
11-Colors in Stock
DELIVERY AVAILABLE

5 miles E of Flemingsburg, KY on 559 
Mon.-Fri. 7:30am-5pm; Sat. 8am-11am

Closed Sun.

We Offer a Full line of Post Frame Building Supplies

We Specialize in Post & Steel Frame Construction

Pole Barns • Garages • Horse Barns

Metal Roofs •Concrete Flatwork

5756 Wallingford Rd., Flemingsburg, KY • www.mountainviewmetalcenter.com

Distributor

CALL FOR A FREE QUOTE 1-877-845-8408
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Your monument has 
weathered to the same 
gray as the box elder so 
well-placed in line with 
it that the stone no lon-
ger stands out to traffic 
that passes by 200 yards 
across the bottom you 
once farmed.

Despite over 120 years 
of facing the northwest-
ers that course up our old 
creek from the river, the 
carvings have survived 
to tell us about you, Wil-
liam Henderson: that you 
passed into the regions of 
shadow and wind late in 
November of 1890 at the 
age of 78 — a goodly span 
and above average in 
those times when “con-
sumption” ravaged entire 
families in the neighbor-
hood and medical sci-
ence was not nearly so 
astute at delaying death 
as it is in our times.

The carvings also tell 
us that you were a kind 
father, a beloved husband 
and a good friend to all. 
We accept this as the 
truth, there being left no 
witness to the contrary. 
We hope they wouldn’t 
stretch the truth about a 
fellow on his tombstone.

You are not alone in 
this isolated family plot, 
but time has made your 
companions nameless 
and unknown, since 
only limestone rocks 
mark their places. Your 
descendants still live in 
this valley and the older 
ones remember hear-
ing accounts of your last 
trip across the field in 
a horse-drawn hearse. 
You reared a big fam-
ily in a log cabin before 
building the two-story 
frame house — which 
still stands, though ram-
shackle, overlooking 
your grave site — for your 
third wife, and you prob-
ably worked on building 
the covered bridge next 
to the house. You were 

not the first long occu-
pant of the little family 
cemetery, which must 

have been 
chosen 
because 
of a great 
love for 
the place, 
because 
others 
of your 
name 
and kin 
chose the 

free public burial ground 
available at the thriving 
young Disciple Church 
not a mile down the 
turnpike, and church-
yards are safer places for 
the dead to rest, more 
likely to be tended and 
not given up to nature, as 
this one has been.

The simple math tells 
us that you were born 
in 1812 (only three years 
after Abraham Lincoln), 
when Madison was Pres-
ident and the year of our 
last war with the British, 
a war we didn’t exactly 
lose but in which they 
cuffed us around roughly, 
except at New Orleans, 
which occurred after the 
war had officially ended 
and happened because 
news traveled slowly. 
That tiff did break In-
dian power in the east, 
however, when Kentucky 
militia invaded Canada 
and killed Tecumseh. 
That meant newborns 
like you could grow up 
in a stable and peaceful 
countryside where folks 
could nurture and edu-
cate their children while 
attending to commerce 
and farming without 
fear. You were also a solid 
middle-aged eyewitness 
to the troubles that split 
the country; you prob-
ably voted in the Election 
of 1860 and afterward 
watched younger men 
from Cabin Creek as 
they left to be soldiers 

on both sides, but at 38 
and with a farm to run, 
you most likely stayed at 
home on the sidelines. 
Your neighbor, Wash 
Garrett, a few hundred 
yards away across Cabin 
Creek, was one of those 
who marched off, and I 
imagine you heard a few 
stories of his adventures 
as a Union cavalryman.

I imagine this was a 
pretty place for a burial 
ground when someone 
first picked it: the edge of 
creek bottom land next 
to a steep bank drop-
ping off into the lower 
flats of the creek basin. 
The streamside timber 
was probably farther 
back then and the plot 
was fenced off so that 
livestock and the plough 
would not encroach, but 
little family cemeteries 
fall into disregard over 
time, so now riparian 
woods have intruded. 
The fence is mostly gone, 
just a few feet of rusted 
woven wire in a big hack-
berry remain of it, but 
the mound of limestone 
rocks at the base of the 
bank is still here; the 
rocks’ moss coat green-
ish rust with age. Did you 
pitch any of these rocks 
into the stack to remove 
them from the field when 
the plow turned them 
up or maybe when dig-
ging graves for others 
unearthed them? It’s still 
a pretty place with long 
views of wooded bluffs, 
the bottom well-kept 
and the creek woods 
a quiet basin of hoary 
sycamore and tall fur-
rowed cottonwoods and 
spring is again quicken-
ing the earth underneath 
the trees and coloring it 
with cress and butter-
cups; the riffle-songs of 
both of old Cabin’s forks 
mingle in the air just as 
their waters mix beyond 
the trees.

The land was as 
newly dead as you were 
when they brought you 
here. Most of autumn’s 
bronze had faded and 
fallen, but it was an ex-
citing time for outdoor-
minded folks in an age 
when the fields bulged 
with rabbits and quail. 
There are no quail here 
now and few rabbits, but 
deer use your old bot-
tom as a major crossing 
when they swap sides 
of the valley; they’ve 

worn the earth bare at 
the foot of the bluff just 
west of your house on the 
other side of the turn-
pike. Things change. Old 
traditions melt away and 
new ones form. The pris-
tine creek pools you may 
have fished are fewer 
now and the once gentle 
banks eroded. Every farm 
had a tobacco patch in 
your day, but now those 
are rare too.

Did you make a linger-
ing spell of leaving this 
solid state of earth, or did 
death come upon you like 
a hunter finds a rabbit, 
comfortable in its form, 
and suddenly flushes it 
to the ready gun? Did 
you strive through the 
final season in your old 
age to grow crops of corn 
and tobacco, not know-
ing they were your last 
and that it would be left 
to others to go to your 
barn on a damp winter 
morning to check the 
pungent leaf for “case” 
and throw it from the tier 
rails for stripping? Did 
you leave golden ears of 
corn still buried in fod-
der shocks for others to 
harvest? Or had time and 
infirmity already pushed 
you aside from com-
mon events, ending your 
substantive life before 
your body’s functions 
ceased? Whichever, it 
wasn’t easy for you to 
surrender your grip on 
earth and the things of 
it we value; family and 
land, the changing of 
seasons and the allure 
of game coverts spread 
glistening with frost. 
Nor was it easy for those 
who brought you and 
your companion sleep-
ers in their times here for 
Preacher Degman, rid-
den up from Springdale, 
and the neighbor men 
who had volunteered 
muscle and shovels, to 
do your final ministra-
tions. Those moments’ 
catharsis seems strange 
now in their remoteness; 
the earth has had a cen-
tury-score of seasons to 
absorb the tears and heal 
the scars of grave-mak-
ing. And now nature is 
preparing to add another 
layer of time and leaf 
mold to this spot, which 
is both a sentimental gift 
and stark memento mori 
to wanderers of wild 
places when we come 
upon them.

OUTDOORS

A lonely but not quite forgotten grave

SAM BEVARD

ALL-STAR
FROM C1

The boys’ nightcap saw 
the Red team squander an 
18-point first-half lead be-
fore closing with a 7-2 run 
to win 84-81. Manchester’s 
Travis Combs’ 3-pointer 
put the Red team ahead to 
stay, and he finished with 21 
points. Ripley’s Riley Saelens 
added 15 for the victors.

Eastern Brown’s Blake 
Doss scored a game-high 
22 for the White squad. 
Manchester’s Dalton West 
chipped in 11.

The girls’ contest saw 
the Red squad, coached by 
North Adams’ Rob Davis, 
Eastern Brown’s John Bur-
rows and Lynchburg’s Whit-
ney Lewis, lead for most 
of the second half, though 
the White squad climbed 
to within four points in the 
final minute with a late 6-0 
spurt. The Red club, already 
leading 48-47, ran off nine 
straight points to open up a 
double-digit lead with five 
minutes to go. Sparks scored 
four of those points and 
Hertlein the last five.

The White squad re-
sponded with six straight 
points to cut it to 57-53. 
West Union’s Jamee Graham 
scored down low with 1:47 to 
go to cut it to 57-53, but the 
White team, led by Fayette-
ville bench boss Toby Sheets 
and Ripley’s Chris Coleman, 
couldn’t get any closer.

In the boys’ game, the Red 
squad, led by Warriors coach 
Rob Beucler and Fairfield’s 
Matt Carson, was up by 18 
points on two occasions in 
the first half, but the White 
unit, led by the Blue Jays’ 
Marty Adams and Peebles’ 
Josh Arey, came back to take 
a 79-77 lead before Combs’ 
trey put the Red team back 
ahead.

The White team, down 
82-81, made three steals in 
the final minute but turned 
the ball back over each time, 
and Saelens drained both 
ends of a 1-and-1 with 4.3 

seconds left to provide the 
final margin.

The festivities also in-
cluded 3-point shooting and 
dunk contests. Sparks won 
the girls’ competition with 
six treys in 30 seconds, while 
Ripley teammates Logan 
Perkins and Jordan Mitchell 
each drained seven before a 
shootoff, when Perkins hit 
seven more to Mitchell’s six.

Perkins then canned nine 
treys to Sparks’ six to win the 
overall “hot shot” crown.

North Adams junior Levi 
Bales turned in a 360-degree 
slam to win the dunk com-
petition. The four referees 
on hand judged his dunk to 
be more impressive than 
Whiteoak’s Doc Seip’s thun-
derous slam.

The eight scholarships, 
awarded by C-103 for ath-
letic and academic accom-
plishments, were doled out 
at halftime of the boys’ game 
to Peebles’ Megan Thomas, 
West Union’s Bryce Kramer 
and Tanner Huntley, Combs, 
Manchester’s Dylan Rick-
etts, Hilt, Hertlein and Fair-
field’s Whitney Hanenkrat.

Don Bowles of West Union 
radio station C-103, which 
sponsored the event, said 
the station has given away 
over $100,000 in scholar-
ships to SHL seniors over the 
past 15 years.

The night was topped off 
by tributes and moments 
of silence for two recently 
deceased members of the 
SHL community. Before the 
boys’ contest, C-103 played 
a clip memorializing late 
North Adams boys’ coach 
Dave Young, who died Feb. 
28 at the age of 57. He won 
403 games, 17 sectional titles 
and three district crowns 
with the Green Devils and 
was honored with a standing 
ovation from the crowd.

And just prior to the 
scholarship presentations, 
Eastern Brown alumnus 
and 2004 SHL scholarship 
recipient Royse Hauke was 
remembered with a mo-
ment of silence. Hauke, 26, 
was killed in a car accident 
Wednesday.

JIM O’CONNELL
Associated Press

NEW ORLEANS | An-
thony Davis was busier than 
any of the other players in 
the Final Four.

The Kentucky freshman 
had to make the circuit of 
Player of the Year presenta-
tions Friday, not that he was 
complaining.

“There were a lot of 
awards yesterday and to-
day,” Davis said with a big 
smile. “It’s a great feeling, 
especially as a freshman. I’ve 
been working hard and now 
it’s rewarding.”

Davis became the first 
Kentucky player and second 

freshman to be selected The 
Associated Press’ Player of 
the Year. He picked up his 
latest trophy, along with 
Coach of the Year Frank 
Haith of Missouri.

It was Davis’ second cer-
emony of the day, and he 
had to make a quick exit to 
get to practice, part of the 
preparations for the na-
tional semifinal matchup 
against Louisville on Sat-
urday.

“This is great to be here 
and hopefully we can win 
the national championship 
and accomplish our goal,” 
he said. “Even if we come 
up short we still had a great 
season.”

Davis, Haith win AP 
player, coach awards


