But that’s a story
for another day...

The Coxe and Watson cousins circa 1967

The compiled recollections of

William Edgar “Ed” Coxe
as first recorded on the Facebook Group pages of
“Live Oak Memory Lane” and “Remember Watson When”
featuring select contributions from Berlin Coxe

William Edgar “Ed” Coxe, born on June 19, 1958, passed away on August 11,
2020. Ed had been battling cancer for the last couple of years. Born and raised
in Louisiana, he spent most of his adult life in Los Angeles, California.
Ed was a bi-centennial graduate of Live Oak High School, in Watson,
Louisiana. Ed was a self-taught artist, with artwork displayed at the Great
Lakes Naval Base in Chicago and the Smithsonian Museum. He was also an
avid reader of literature. His preferred reading material ranged from the classics
such as Edgar Allen Poe, H.G. Wells, and Shakespeare to comic books and
anything in between. Since childhood, it always seemed he just couldn’t get
enough of reading.
Ed was proud to be a U.S. Navy Veteran. He earned the rank of Boiler
Technician 2nd Class and was awarded the National Defense Medal, Sea
Service Deployment Ribbon with Bronze Star, Armed Forces Expeditionary
Medal, Southeast Asia Service Medal, and the Good Conduct Award. He used
to say, “I took an oath when I joined the Navy to defend the country from
enemies, both foreign and domestic. To my knowledge, no one has relieved me
from that post.”
Survived by his wife, Maureen Coxe; 4 children, Kristin Coxe, Bryan Smith,
Aaron Larsen, Andrea Ostermann; 2 siblings, brother, Berlin Coxe, sister
Melissa Coxe; and numerous grandchildren, aunts and cousins.
BT 2nd Class Coxe, you are now officially relieved of your post. R.I.P.
A memorial service will be held online Saturday, August 29, at 1 p.m. on
Facebook Live, YouTube, Vimeo, and other streaming locations.
A permanent URL (https://spark.adobe.com/post/u5z7xZtolIQlM) will remain.
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02/01/13
I've met these 3 characters! Some folks claim
Berlin & I look like the kid on the right...

06/20/13
Classics to Fight Over...

Any of y'all who ever visited the Coxe family while we lived on Springfield Road (when
Coxe Acres was still a pasture) might recall the set of books Mama kept in the little
bookcase in our dining room. I know I'll never forget them. That little bookcase was two
shelves tall with glass doors in its center section. The lower shelves were filled with
Encyclopedia Britannica, collected over I don't know how many months and seldom, if
ever, used.
Ah, but those upper shelves! Here resided a complete set of "Classics To Grow On". The
little brown books of various titles and subject matter, from which Mama would read to us
each night (and again to Missy, when she joined the family). Titles such as "Tales From
Grimm", "Robin Hood", "King Arthur and His Knights", and my personal favorites "Brer
Rabbit" and "Rudyard Kipling's Just So Stories". All three of us Coxelings loved for our
Mama to read us a story or poem from one of these books every night. But, moreover, we
loved the books, themselves.
When my daughter, Kristin, was born I went to Mama and asked if I could have the book
set to read to my baby every night. I just assumed that the books were mine for the asking.
Missy soon put a stop to that nonsense. She figured that the books were hers, because she
was the baby. Just like I thought they were mine by right of being first-born. After all, I
argued, Mama bought the books to read to me. Berlin and Missy were just lucky
afterthoughts. When Berlin found out what was going down he staked his own claim.

Well, Mama wasn't having none of it. She said I could borrow the books one at a time to
read to Kristin, but none of us could have the set outright. Later, when I was in the Navy
and Kristin was living with Mama, Kristin asked if she could have the books to someday
read to her young'uns. Mama called me that night to tell me, "Here we go again!"
I am not completely certain, but I am satisfied in believing that the cherished and disputed
set of books was washed away in the great Wimberley Flood that almost destroyed Mama's
house. A shame, I know, but at least it ended all the arguing. Last night I found some of
the individual titles on eBay. Here's a picture of the one I bought. Need I say that I am
bidding on the others?

02/11/13
A Concert Story
I was 14 years old in 1973, & thought that Black Oak Arkansas was the greatest rock band
in the world. One morning I was approached before school by Jean Ann Blount, my
neighbor from 2 houses down. She asked if I wanted to go to the Black Oak Arkansas
concert at Independence Hall. I told her that I wanted to do just that more than anything in
the world, but since I couldn't drive into Baton Rouge yet (I could drive Daddy's truck &
tractors anywhere I wanted on the farm, but not on the blacktop) I couldn't go. I was pretty
torn up about it, too!
Jean Ann said, "No, you don't understand. Mama is taking me & my cousin to the concert.
I'm asking if you & Berlin want to go with us."

I was floored. I was speechless (if you can believe that). I finally found my voice enough
to say "Yes, yes, yes!"
Mama called Mrs. Clara Faye that afternoon, & checked my story out. Sure enough, Jean
Ann's mom & her sister were taking their girls to the concert & Berlin & I were welcome
to tag along!
Thus did the Coxe brothers attend their first rock concert chaperoned by 2 of the greatest
ladies in the world. When we got inside Independence Hall we accompanied the adults to
the seats on the upper level of the arena. After we'd found seats I said I had to go to the
bathroom & signaled the other 3 kids to come along. When I got them all in the passage
way outside the seating area I explained my plan.
"When the show starts it's gonna be LOUD & then it's gonna get smoky in here. Mrs. Clara
Faye is liable to decide that this was a mistake & want to leave. But she can't do that if she
can't find us, so here's what we're gonna do: Let's go down to the floor & get as close to
the stage as we can!"
Which is just what we did. When the lights went out & Jim Dandy's voice began echoing
in the darkness (show started with the spoken intro to "Lord Have Mercy On My Soul")
we were close enough to spit on the stage! And that is where we stayed until the end.
I don't know if I ever sufficiently thanked Jean Ann for that experience. After 40 years &
many more rock concerts (including 2 more Black Oak shows) the memories begin to run
together, but that first one, and the circumstances under which I got to go, will forever
stand out in my mind. Thank you again, Jean Ann. And THANK YOU, THANK YOU,
THANK YOU, Mrs. Clara Faye! You were, ever after, the hero of a young rock & roll fan.

03/26/13
Yet another concert story!
Talking with my old friend, Tom Peak, the other day & we started reminiscing over rock
concerts we've each seen. Afterwards I recalled the shortest, although the most memorable
concert I've ever seen: Joe Walsh at Independence Hall in 1974.
We arrived late, so by the time Berlin & I got through the ticket gate the show had already
started. We entered the concert hall in the middle of a rendition of "La Grange" that
sounded so perfect we first thought that the opening band was ZZ Top. Turned out the
band was, in fact, from Texas, but they called themselves Black Bone. They were great.
Every song they covered sounded like the original version. Black Bone ended their set
with a medley tunes, which they dubbed "The History of Rock & Roll." They started with

Bill Hailey's "Rock Around The Clock" and moved forward through time with fantastic
covers of Elvis, Chuck Berry, & The Beatles. When they got to Jimi Hendrix the front of
the stage shot numerous plumes of smoke upwards into the air, where purple spot lights
filled the arena with the perfect atmosphere for their performance of "Purple Haze."
When they reached Led Zeppelin the keyboard player (who had the longest, straightest
mane of blonde hair) took over the vocals, matching Robert Plant note for note on "Whole
Lotta Love". During the drum solo section of the song the keyboard man came out from
behind his instrument and danced his way over to the drums. He produced from behind the
drum stand a propane bottle, with which he began to set fire to the cymbals, one by one.
He was spraying propane on the last cymbal, a small one atop the bass drum, when it
happened. He struck the cigarette lighter he was using to ignite the propane when the
drummer hit the cymbal and knocked the propane bottle and the lighter from his hands.
The propane sprayed up his shirt and in seconds he was a screaming ball of flame from the
waist up! The music, of course, stopped while he ran back and forth across the stage until
he finally collapsed and someone from backstage came running out with a wet blanket to
douse the poor guy.
The lights went up, the victim was carried off stage, the ventilation began clearing the
smoke, and everywhere could be heard, "Dude! Did you see that?" Joe Walsh came on
stage & started his show. After about the third song he announced that word had come
back from Baton Rouge General Hospital that the victim was alive and would survive.
This news was met with a rousing cheer from all present. The show was over by 11:30,
making it the shortest concert ever. I don't really recall much about Joe Walsh's show (not
even certain he did "Rocky Mountain Way"), but after all, how do you follow a man
immolating himself?
During the summer of 1976, Bubba Achord & I shared a trailer in the park across the road
from Thunderbird Beach. We sneaked across the fence into one of the summer concerts
that took place every weekend that year, only to discover that the band playing was Black
Bone. The cool thing about those Thunderbird Beach shows was that when the band took a
break we could party with them. I spoke to the keyboard player during one of their breaks
that night, asking him if he was the same guy I'd seen set ablaze in Independence Hall. He
said, yes, he was (his hair was still straight, but not nearly as long). I asked if they still did
"The History of Rock & Roll". He said, yes, they did. I said I bet he didn't set the cymbals
on fire anymore, though. He said, yes, he did, but the drummer had strict instructions about
not hitting a cymbal he was near, no matter what the song called for! Brave lad.

04/11/13
It's Baseball Season!
Barry Allen reminded me a while back that the Live Oak Sports Association got its start in
much the same manner, and because of many of the same people as Live Oak High
School's football program. Unfortunately, my memory is not as clear on the baseball
program's genesis. I was less directly involved. What I do recall is this:
Tryouts for Watson's first independent baseball team were held at the high school field one
Saturday morning. The adults I remember being involved were Mr. Sonny Allen
(naturally), Mr. Larry Jones, and Mr. Zane Jones. Others may have been there, but these
three stick out in my memory for reasons which will soon become clear.
Berlin and I did not make the team, but our cousins, Mike Milton and David Sibley, both
did. As we, along with the 10 or 11 other rejected boys, prepared to either go home or sit
on the bleachers to watch our friends practice, the Jones brothers, Larry and Zane, gathered
all the boys who hadn’t made the cut and asked if we wanted to form our own team under
their leadership. We all, of course, jumped at the opportunity. We had no sponsor to pay
for equipment or uniforms. We weren’t in an official league. But, thanks to the selfless
efforts of these men, every boy of our generation in Watson spent that summer playing
baseball every week. I have no idea how or where they got the catcher’s protective
equipment we used. I do know that every week they somehow found a team from a nearby
independent league willing to play nine innings with us. We played in Baker, Central,
Walker, Denham Springs, where ever we had to go.
I do have 2 distinct memories of that summer. The first is the pride I felt in striking Mike
Milton out when I pitched the game we played against Mr. Sonny’s official team. Mike
was the best athlete of our generation. He could throw a ball (baseball, football, basketball,
probably even a bowling ball) farther, harder, and more accurately than anybody.
Naturally, he batted cleanup in Mr. Sonny’s lineup. So, when he swung at three of my
pitches without connecting, I crowed my prowess like a gamecock. Mike told me it
happened because he was used to batting against boys throwing the ball so much faster
than I was able, which was undoubtedly true. I didn’t care. All that mattered was it
counted as a strike out.
Secondly, I have never forgotten the fake-out play that Mr. Zane taught us. With runners
on first and third bases, and one out, Mr. Zane called time out. He called the entire infield
to the mound for a short conference. He explained to us that under the circumstances, the
opposing coach’s natural instinct would be to have his first base runner steal second base
on the first pitch to the next batter. There would be nothing to lose, and everything to gain
by doing so. If the catcher tries to throw the runner out at second, even if successful, he
allows the third base runner to steal home, scoring a run. Mr. Zane’s plan was to use our
opponents’ instincts against them. He told the pitcher to throw that next pitch high and
outside, so the catcher would have to stand up to catch it. When the first base runner made

his move to steal second, the catcher would throw the ball toward second base. This would
cause the third base runner to try to steal home. However, Mr. Zane instructed the
Shortstop to shorten the distance between himself and home plate when the pitcher made
his move to throw the pitch. The catcher would stand up, catch the ball, and make his
throw. But, instead of throwing to the Second Baseman, he would throw to the Shortstop,
who would then throw the ball right back to the catcher. The third base runner is thus
caught unawares and easily tagged out. Two away, runner at second, and no runs scored.
Mr. Zane’s fake-out play worked without a hitch, which I would make him regret years
later. But, that is another story, for another time.
Like the best comic book stories, to be continued…

04/15/13
Speaking of baseball...
When Bryan was 6 (and I was almost 20) I took him up to the LOSA, which was in full
swing (having grown from a cow grazing pasture to a full size baseball diamond, and then
to adding three smaller fields for softball and younger kids baseball), to sign him up for a
season of baseball. I sat on the back row of the bleachers with all the other parents while
our boys ran wild around the different diamonds, running the bases, throwing & hitting
balls, etc. The sign-up forms for the boys in Bryan's age group (6-8, I believe) were totaled
and Mr. Randy Banta (class of '73) addressed the assembled parents. He informed us that
there were enough boys signed up to make 4 teams. However, there were only 3 volunteers
to coach. Randy then waited through a pregnant silence for someone to accept the honor
(and the challenge) he was offering us. No one spoke. And I sank down a little lower into
the crouch I had assumed. After a moment of uninterrupted silence, Randy said, "C'mon,
Ed Coxe. I see you up there. You can do this. If we don't get a fourth coach, we'll only
have 3 overloaded teams, which'll mean all the kids won't get to play every game."
"Man," I responded, "I don't have time to coach baseball. I brought the little demon up
here to get some time away from him!"
We went back and forth for a few rounds until he finally convinced me to take on the job.
Coaching those boys that summer was more fun and rewarding than anything I had ever
done before. I enjoyed myself so much that I coached Bryan for the next 4 years, until he
was old enough to be entering the teenage league.
More to come on this subject...

04/17/13

The rest of the story...
The 5 or 6 years that I coached Bryan and his pals all sort of run together in my memory,
except for my final hurrah. The last year that I coached we were again 1 of 4 teams. At the
end of the season we played a tournament to determine the league championship. It just
happened that Mr. Zane Jones' son, Danny, was playing on 1 of the other teams. Guess
who coached that team? That's right, Zane Jones, himself!
I spent that last season trying to beat the coach who had taught me how to play baseball.
Unfortunately, Mr. Zane & his boys pretty much dominated the league. The final
tournament began with him in 1st place and me in 2nd. And, of course, we ended up
playing for the title.
I won the coin toss and chose to be the home team, assuring my boys of the last turn at bat.
At the end of 8 innings we were ahead by 1 run. Mr. Zane's 1st batter grounded out. Danny
batted next, and hit a double. One out, and the tying run in scoring position. My pitcher
threw a wild pitch that got away from my catcher, Bryan. Danny stole 3rd base. My
pitcher's nerves got the better of him, and he walked the batter. One out, and now the
winning run is on 1st base. I called for a time out, and called the whole team in to the
mound. I gave them a quick little "everybody calm down" speech. Then I explained that
the 1st base runner was going to steal 2nd on the very next pitch. I told my pitcher to throw
that next pitch high and outside, so that Bryan would have to stand up to catch it. I
instructed the shortstop to start toward the plate when the pitcher made his throw. I told
Bryan to throw the ball like he was trying to throw the runner out at 2nd, but to throw the
ball to the shortstop, instead. The 3rd base coach would then send Danny stealing home, so
the shortstop would throw the ball right back to Bryan at the plate.
Does all this sound familiar? I used "Mr. Zane's fake out play" (the same play he taught me
that 1st year he coached me) against him. It not only went without a hitch, Bryan tagging
Danny out easily at the plate, but the runner stealing 2nd over ran the bag and Bryan threw
him out, too! Game over, we won by 1 run. I was so elated, I didn't know which kid to hug
first.
Nothing like going out a winner! And absolutely nothing like turning my coach's teaching
against him years later to do it!!

12/24/12
Dead Calf in Mark Hornsby’s Car
Tom Peak’s recent post relating his part in the invention of the “drive-thru rest room” put
me in mind of one of my own little adventures back in Watson’s Golden Age.
One cheerful evening in what must have been 1974 or 1975, Daddy drove his pickup truck
and gooseneck trailer in the circle driveway of our house on Springfield Road. He got out
and began calling for Berlin and me. When we got our music turned off (it was either
Grand Funk Railroad or Deep Purple, as that’s all we listened to back then!) and got
outside, he gave us our list of chores for the evening: Unhitch the trailer, turn the dogs
loose and feed them, take the horse to his stall, unsaddle and feed him (yes, he had to list
all that separately or he would likely find his horse still saddled in the morning), then take
the truck into Watson and gas it up. And on the way home stop go to the dump and dispose
of the dead calf in the back of the truck.
Sounds simple and straight forward, right? Uh huh.
So, I proceeded to unhitch the trailer, while Berlin freed the dogs and took care of the
horse. I then fed the dogs and drove the truck out to the stables to pick Berlin up for the
ride to Watson. Now, back in those halcyon days of yore, downtown Watson consisted of
the school (grades 1-12), the Red & White grocery store (with attached public library in
back and Eagles Nest burger joint), the church, the hardware, and Cotton’s grocery (with
the feed, seed, & fertilizer store attached). We chose to buy our gas this night at Cotton’s.
So, I parked at the gas pump and set the nozzle up for pumping. I could see through the
small window beside the double glass doors that my lifelong friend and classmate, Don
Basset was working at one cash register and Berlin’s classmate, Mark Hornsby was at the
other. I could also see that Mark Hornsby’s black GTO was parked in front of the store,
just to the right of the glass doors.
I won’t even try to explain the thought process by which I arrived at the idea. I’m not
actually certain that there was a process, or even a series of thoughts. The whole scene
may have sprung to mind fully developed and whole in a micro-second. At any rate, I told
Berlin, “When you go in to sign for the gas, tell Don to get Mark out from behind the
counter. Have him dust shelves, stock the drink cooler, just get him doing something out in
the store. Then, when you come out, open the driver’s door of Mark’s car.”
We finished filling the tank and Berlin went inside. I replaced the nozzle and the gas cap,
then dropped the tailgate and backed the truck up next to Mark’s GTO. Berlin came back
out and opened Mark’s car door. I had gone around the truck to the tailgate and was
holding the dead calf by its four ankles. In one smooth motion I swung the calf around
onto the front seat of the GTO. I then reached in and gently laid its head on the steering
wheel. Berlin shut the door, jumped back in the truck, and we were off.

A great practical joke, pulled off smoothly and with phenomenal success! Or, so we
thought at the time. Before school the next day, Mark Hornsby caught us together, saying,
“I know it was you two who put that calf in my car!” To which we replied, “Yeah. So, are
you gonna whoop us both?”
Mark chose to just drop it.
A week later Daddy called us into the living room and asked, “Did you boys throw that
calf out like I asked you to last week?”
Naturally, we answered, “Yes, sir!”
And he came back, “You didn’t throw it out at the dump, WHERE I told you to, though.
Did you?”
“No, sir.”
“Well, Donald Lee (Ott) found the calf on the ground in front of the grocery store door the
next day. He drug it around back. Now, he says it stinking. So, you boys go get that calf
and haul it off to the dump, like I told you to in the first place!”
Needless to say, the calf was truly ripe when we arrived. The hide on its exposed side was
rippling like lake water on a windy day. And the funk wasn’t really as bad as we expected
until we looped a rope around an ankle (nobody wanted to touch it) to tug it out from
under the fence, and we pulled the foot completely off with a wet “splunch” sound. The
maggots and odor sprayed out faster than our stomachs were turning. We had to get two
flat bladed shovels and shuffle the calf onto a couple of sheets of cardboard so we could
lift the whole thing into the back of Mike McCullough’s truck.
So, like most good practical jokes, this one ultimately backfired on its perpetrators!

02/19/19
"We're gonna be castrating today."
And so, out went the clarion call to arms that no country boy (certainly none of the friends
Berlin & I had) could ignore. We carried Daddy's proclamation to school & every boy we
knew accompanied us home that afternoon.
I know that a lot of the people reading this are women, & I know that you all believe that
you have each, at some point in your lives, had fun. But, I'm here to tell you it ain't true.
Y'all just ain't had no fun until you have sat up there on the top rail of that 6 foot wooden
catch pen waiting for your turn to be called!
But, I'm getting ahead of myself. By the time school had let out and our army of laughing
cowhand want-to-be's had unloaded off the bus & piled out of their respective personal
vehicles, Daddy & his crew (I remember Donald Lee & Billy Ott among others being
there) had rounded up all the cattle, collecting them in the aforementioned catch pen. After
explaining the upcoming procedure, Daddy stationed us all atop the rail as I've already
described. Using the system of gates ingeniously designed into the catch pen, the men
would separate the cows from the yearling calves. Once the central pen area had 10 to 20
calves in it, a boy's name was called & the fun commenced.
The boy called jumped down into the pen, selected a bull calf, and wrestled him to the
ground, and held him there. Not quite as simple as it sounds, I promise. The trick is to get
on the side of the calf and reach over his back, grabbing the front leg just below the
shoulder and a fistful of skin on the calf's belly just in front of his rear leg. Once these two
grips are established, the calf can be lifted off the ground by pulling briskly upward with
both hands, simultaneously lifting a knee into the calf's ribs (much like lifting a bale of
hay). From this position it is a simple matter to drop the calf on the ground, landing on its
side. And here is the tricky part. Because if the calf-thrower doesn't immediately land in
the correct position atop the calf, the calf will vault right back up and scamper off to rejoin
his brethren. The defeated boy must then climb back up on the rail (cheered on by the
heckling jeers of his peers) & wait his next turn to redeem himself.
No, it was much more desirable to pin the calf down the first time by landing on top of him
when he struck the ground. By hooking a leg over the calf with one's knee pressed into his
belly above the rear leg and pressing one's forearm down on the calf's neck below the jaw
it thus becomes impossible for the calf to get up.
Once the calf was thus secured, Daddy or Mr. Donald Lee Ott would step out from their
spot at the gate, turn the bull into a steer with their trusty pocketknife, and toss the remains
to the dogs waiting eagerly outside the catch pen. The victorious boy then returned to the
top rail and yielded the field to the next combatant.
This is FUN. It is the only chore (with the possible exception of branding & de-horning)
attached to growing up on a cattle ranch that I can remember truly enjoying. Everything
else was drudgery and back-breaking work.

01/11/19
Polecats can be mighty unfriendly!
Growing up on a farm allowed a veritable procession of hired farm hands to parade
through my personal Memory Lane. The first such hired hand I recall was Billy
Boudreaux. Billy, as I remember him, was a long, lanky, cheerful coonass (that’s a Cajun,
for all you readers who are not from Louisiana), who always had a laugh and a joke ready
for whomever was willing to listen. Still, mirthful as he was, he, too, had life lessons to
impart to 2 young boys (even though we often had to ask him to repeat himself. That
Cajun accent was difficult to understand sometimes!). Berlin and I learned how to hustle
pool at the skillful mercy of Mr. Billy Boudreaux. He taught us this skill by hustling us.
Now, for all the women readers, who may not have spent their youth frequenting pool
halls, bars, & other such seedy establishments, allow me to define “hustling pool”.
Hustling is the practice of carefully losing sequential game after game to an inexperienced
opponent. After the first couple of losses have built your mark’s confidence in his ability
to beat you, it is a simple matter to get him to make a small wager on the next game. As
the hustler continues to lose game after game (increasing the amount of the bet on each
rack) the mark becomes increasingly overconfident. When the mark is finally ready to bet
the entire contents of his wallet (or, as was the case, when I learned this, all the money
Daddy had just paid me for hauling hay) it is time to strike. Billy even let me break,
although it was his turn. And on his first turn, he quickly, methodically sank each of his
target balls and the 8 ball, thus proverbially cleaning the table, my wallet, and my clock in
8 easy strokes! While it almost brought me to tears handing him my truly hard earned
wages, after Daddy explained to me what Billy had just done I never forgot it. In fact, I
used it to my financial benefit repeatedly while I was in the Navy.
The next hired hand I remember was a smiling little black guy named Jimmy (I think that
was his name. If not, I’m sure Berlin will correct me.). What I learned from Jimmy was
that yellow jackets build their nests in the ground, unlike wasps, bees, & hornets.
Unfortunately for Jimmy, teaching me this fact cost him his job and a good bit of his hide.
He was bush-hogging (for the city bred readers, a bush-hog is a large, 3 sectioned lawn
mower thingy pulled behind a tractor to cut grass, weeds, hay, whatever is growing in the
pasture.) the pasture behind the house on Springfield Road when he drove over a yellow
jacket nest. The resulting swarm of angry insects distracted him so that he drove Daddy’s
new Massey-Ferguson tractor up onto a tree stump and jumped off, abandoning it (still
running and in gear) to run, swatting at yellow jackets, back to the house. Daddy was so
mad about his new tractor that Jimmy was fired, no matter how many stings he’d
accumulated.
And, finally, we come to Galen Arnold. Galen was a good natured, talkative redneck
“Good Ol’ Boy”, always ready with a smile and a comment, whether he knew what he was
talking about or not. Galen worked for Daddy when we bought the Star Bar (what is now, I

believe, known as Easterly Acres or some such innocuous urban subdivision name). At the
time, the Star Bar was an expanse of pasture and woodland that stretched from Highway
16, behind all the homes along the Fore Road, all the way to Springfield Road. Daddy &
Galen had cleared a good bit of the woods out of the back of the property, creating more
pasture land for growing hay and feeding cattle. After clearing the trees out by cutting or
bulldozing them down, the stumps were uprooted and pushed together in the middle of the
resulting field to be burned.
This brings us to one of the 2 chores that I swore a solemn oath upon graduating high
school that I would NEVER, under any circumstances, do again as long as I draw breath
on the face of this Earth: “picking up chunks” (the other, for those curious enough to care,
was hauling hay)! “Picking up chunks” is the grueling, dusty, gritty, filthy process of
walking behind the tractor drawn plow (with a bandana tied over your nose like an outlaw
in an old western movie to minimize the dust clogging your nasal passages) and collecting
chunks of wood, roots, stray tree limbs, etc. to be carried to the burning wood pile in the
middle of the field. Berlin and I were thus engaged, Galen driving the tractor & plow
ahead of us, when a black blur darted out from the wood pile, ran across the field, about 20
to 30 yards in front of the tractor, and up one of the few remaining oak trees. This
unidentified varmint went up that tree in a spiral that started at the ground, curled around
the tree, momentarily out of sight, and stopped dead still at about shoulder height on the
trunk of the tree. From our vantage point Berlin & I could plainly see the furry black
creature clinging to the tree bole. Galen stopped the tractor, looked excitedly back at us,
pointing at the tree and dancing a little jig, jumping up and down on the tractor, unable to
contain himself. “Did y’all see that?” he was hollering. He climbed down off the tractor
and stole slowly up to the side of the tree opposite the mystery animal. When he was able
to put his chest against the tree and the animal still hadn’t moved, Galen reached his left
arm around the tree, grabbed the varmint by the fur of its back, and brought it back in front
of his face so he could get a good look at it. It’s difficult to describe who fell to the ground
first, the skunk that Galen threw up in the air when it sprayed him in the face, Galen,
himself, clawing and wiping furiously at his eyes, or Berlin & me literally rolling with
hysterical laughter.
Daddy not only wouldn’t let Galen in the house, he refused to let the poor guy go home
and shower, or even get a clean shirt. Said anybody stupid enough to grab a polecat
deserved to wear his reward the rest of the day. Mama tried to take pity on Galen by
bringing him a cold drink out of the house, but she couldn’t get close enough to hand it to
him.

03/01/13
Mama & the Comic Book Jones
When a person does something, the result of which they later regret, we say they have
created a Frankenstein. This adage refers to the monster in Mary Shelley's timeless novel
& the manner in which he wreaks havoc on his creator & all he loves. Mama created such
a monster in me.
I don't remember at what age she taught me to read, but I do know that I was reading
nursery rhymes before I was in 1st grade. I don't remember my 1st comic book, either.
What I do remember, though, is that Mama or Daddy used to take Berlin & me (sometimes
Mike Milton, too) to Mr. Jerry Cantu's barbershop, back when it was in the section of the
building that later became The Eagle's Nest. We would peruse Jerry's collection of comics
while awaiting our respective turns in his chair, then until Mama picked us back up. This
was where we discovered Archie & the Riverdale High gang, Casper & his friends,
Herbie, and (drumroll, please...) superheroes like Superman & Batman! I especially recall
reading Antman books at Jerry's. I loved Antman. So much, in fact, that I now own the
entire run of Antman/Giant man (he later learned to grow as well as shrink) in the comic
book titled Tales to Astonish.
I also remember weekly trips to Denham Springs, when Mama would let us out in front of
James' Drug Store, on the main drag of Range Blvd (when last I was home this was
"Antique Alley"). Back then, comic books were displayed on a revolving wire rack, which
the pharmacist would drag out onto the sidewalk outside the glass door. Berlin & I would
spend the day (or until Mama picked us back up) sitting on the bench against the wall, or
crosslegged on the sidewalk reading comic book after comic book. Can you imagine any
of this happening today? When Mama returned for us after her day at the beauty parlor, or
TG&Y, or where ever she'd gone, she would give us enough money to each buy a few
comics to take home.
Now, don't get the idea that comic books were all I read. I read the novel, Dracula, in the
5th grade. In 6th grade I read the stories of Edgar Allan Poe, Arthur Conan Doyle, & H. G.
Wells. I finished Stevenson's "The Strange Case of Dr. Jekyll and Mr. Hyde" and
attempted to read Shelley's "Frankenstein", but couldn't make myself wade through the
stilted language (came back to it in high school & finished it that time). Are we seeing a
trend toward the weird & fantastic here?
When I was 13, Mama decided that I was too old to be reading trash like comic books.
"The Picture of Dorian Gray" was alright, but Captain America was apparently subversive
garbage. Now I know that this was about the same time that a headline seeking psychiatrist
named Wertham stood before Congress & testified that comic books were turning the
youth of America into delinquent criminals. So, maybe Mama was being swept up in the
anti-comic book hysteria that followed. In any case, she instructed Berlin & me to box up
all our comics & get rid of them. Burn 'em, throw 'em in the garbage (come to think of it,

we burned our garbage in drums behind the house then!), or give 'em away, she didn't care
which. We opted to give them away. So, we stacked all our books in big cardboard boxes
and gave them to Mike Milton. This way we still had access to read them whenever we
wanted without offending Mama's parental guidance sensibilities! My 1st win, win
experience.
The 1st time Mama came out to California to visit, I told her I had something to show her.
I brought out the King-size Special Daredevil #1 from 1967, which I had recently
purchased online from a seller in England. I showed her the receipt, itemizing the cost of
the book ($16.95 US) & shipping ($7.00 US) for a grand total of $21.95 US. Then I
showed her the front cover of the book. Mama was trying to show that she was adequately
impressed with my new treasure (she was always a good diplomat!) until I directed her
gaze to the upper left corner, where comic books displayed their cover prices at the time.
"See that?" I asked. "Twenty-five cents. That's how much I paid for this book in 1967."
"You're never going to forgive me for that, are you?" she worried.
I said, "I forgave you a long time ago, Mama. But, I never forgot. And I don't want you to,
either."
Then she asked, "Did you ever actually stop buying these things?"
"Nope. Gave all them books to Mike, then went right out the next week & bought new ones!"

09/14/13
"My Heroes Have Always Been Cowboys"
How could they not be? Daddy's favorite TV shows were Bonanza, The Rifleman, &
Laredo. When I saw him read a book (which was more often than y'all might think!) it was
written by Zane Grey or Louis Lamour. John Wayne was considered an American
Institution in our home. Yes, I also loved Clint Eastwood westerns, but his anti-hero (with
the exception of Rowdy Yates on Rawhide) version of the cowboy represents a different
time in our growing distrust of authority in America. No, if I can have my druthers, give
me big John Wayne standing tall and rigid for what's right and fair!
My Mama was the U. S. Cavalry. I can't tell you how many times she came riding to our
rescue. So, let me just give you a single example:
One afternoon I entered the kitchen in our house on Springfield Road, interrupting the
conversation between Mama, Aunt Hattie, and Aunt Caroline. I asked Mama if I could
have some matches. While she rummaged through the drawers, looking for her kitchen
matches, she asked why I needed matches.
"Because we ain't got no flint," I quite honestly responded.
"But, what are you trying to do, son?" she asked, delving deeper into the growing mystery.
At this point, I saw no alternative but to explain the game of Cowboys & Indians we were
playing under the pines in the front yard. Gwen, Lisa, and I had (as good Apache warriors
should) captured Berlin, Tibby, and Mellie (the cowboys of our game), tied them to a pine
tree, stacked pine straw around the bottom of the tree, and now needed some means to
light the straw in order to burn them at the stake. Mama led the charge as she and my aunts
came racing to the rescue. Our tribe was quickly defeated, and our captives released to
plague us another day!

02/27/18
Also found these while looking for the Freedom Train
painting pic! Thought everybody here would appreciate a
glimpse of "Billy's Buckaroos":

02/23/18
TV Memories From Berlin
When I was about 14 or 15 years old, our Uncle Larry went through a divorce and he
moved in with us. While we were sad for him, Ed and I were also pleased as punch our
favorite uncle, (Uncle Larry and Uncle Gene were neck and neck in that category) was
staying at our house.
He set up his living quarters in our game room. He had a bed, a dresser, and a new TV, as
far as furniture goes. I couldn't help but notice his TV was just like our new TV, right
down to the remote control.
He didn't stay there long and when he moved out, he couldn't find his TV remote control.
That's because I had borrowed, (hidden) it.
I had a plan.
About two weeks after Uncle Larry had moved out, I came into the living room and saw
my little sister, Missy, watching the TV. Mama and Daddy were not at home, so it was the
perfect time for a little trial run.
I went to the game room and pulled Uncle Larry's remote from its hiding place, hid it
behind my back and went to go enjoy watching TV with my sister.
Missy was on the floor, right in front of the TV, remote control in hand, watching
Buckskin Bill. I stood out of her line of vision and hit the channel changing button on
Uncle Larry's remote to test my theory. Turns out I was right.
Both remotes worked on our TV.
Missy looked confused at the TV and just changed it back to Buckskin Bill. For safety
reasons, I left her alone for a little while and went outside to find something to be doing
before Daddy got home.
Once he had come home and gone inside, I waited about 10 minutes or so and I went back
in. Daddy was in the kitchen, reading the paper. I sat on the couch with Uncle Larry's
remote hidden between the couch seat cushions and hit the volume button. The TV was
now screaming loud and Daddy yelled at Missy, from the kitchen, to "turn that damn thing
down!”
Confused, she did just that.
I thought, "This is GREAT !!"
I waited about 20 seconds and turned it back up.
Way up.

Daddy came into the living room and angrily told her he was going to turn the TV off if
she didn't turn it down and leave it turned down. She said she “didn't do it, the TV was
turning itself up.” But Daddy wasn't buying it. He gave her the "I don't want to hear any of
that" look.
He left the room.
The volume on the TV went back up full blast.
He came back in the room.
He fussed at Missy about disobeying him until she started crying. She kept telling him
something was wrong with the TV. Meanwhile, I sat on the couch looking confused at
Missy and shaking my head. He took the remote from her, tested it a few times, set the
volume to his liking, gave it back to her and said, "Leave it that loud and don't make me
come back in here for this!" As he turned to leave, he stopped long enough to give me a
quick, curious look. I maintained my look of confusion and head shaking, with an added
shrug of my shoulders.
Then he left the room.
I turned the volume back up full blast.
Daddy came storming back in the living room, mad as he could be. He took the remote
from Missy, turned the TV off, told her she was to leave it turned off and for us to go find
something else to do.
Then he left the room.
Before Missy could get up from her spot on the floor...I turned the TV back on and turned
the volume up again.
She started crying before Daddy even got back into the room, swearing and screaming at
the top of her lungs, she didn't do it, she didn't do it, she didn't do it.
Daddy came storming in, turned the TV off and told me to stand up. When I did, the
remote fell on the floor from its hiding place. After several minutes of him glaring at me, I
just went ahead and got the bush hook and got on those fence rows.
But it was fun while it lasted.

03/20/13
Now, at last it can be told...
Through my recent correspondence & interaction here on FB, after posting a couple of my
memories of being in Mrs. Lester's class at LOHS, I have come to the realization that I
wasn't quite as clever as I had presumed all those years ago.
Soph year (that's 10th grade, for all you rednecks) Mrs. Lester's poetry unit, which she
now professes to have despised almost as much as we did, was in full session when she
assigned us the dreaded "Booklet Project." We were to assemble a prescribed number of
poems on loose leaf notebook paper (1 sheet per poem) & enclose the collected sheets in a
binder. These poems could be illustrated at the student's discretion. My hand went up
immediately, to ask if we could use song lyrics as poems. I figured that would make the
project a snap and, depending on my choice of songs, maybe I could enlighten my teacher
to some of the woes of the world (it was 1974, remember, we were still in a war the
country didn't believe in and the youth awareness movement was in full swing!). Of
course, Mrs. Lester denied my request. Poetry, after all, is poetry & no matter what David
Allan Coe said ("And Dylan would write poetry" - lyric from "Willie, Waylon, And Me")
rock and roll was not poetry. I was bummed, but determined (some have even called me
stubborn, hard to believe, I know, but it’s true).
I decided that if I was careful and clever I could use song lyrics as poems, anyway. I chose
songs like Alice Cooper's "I Love The Dead", but credited Vincent Furnier (Alice's birth
name) as the author. I also used "Mutants Of The Monster" by Black Oak Arkansas, but
credited James Mangrum (Jim Dandy's real name). I drew and colored appropriate
illustrations for each "poem". I received an A, and quite smugly believed that I had beaten
the system and, flying in the face of authority, fooled the teacher. Mark one up for the
revolution!
Now, after posting the Pot Liquor adaptation of Poe's "The Raven" (evidently it's OK to
use poems as lyrics, but not lyrics as poems!), I discover that Mrs. Lester had (and still
has, for that matter) Pot Liquor's album, First Taste! I take this to mean that she must have
recognized some, if not all, of the songs I used in spite of her instructions. All this time I
thought I had fooled her!
Way to go, Mrs. L! Still teaching me respect.

03/08/19
The Quotation Tests Were Rigged!
Mrs. Lady Lester taught English & literature at LOHS in the '70s. She put up with me for 3
of those years. I know this because she signed my Senior Memories book thus, "Ed, I can
say that you have provided much entertainment for the three classes of mine you have
attended. All our lives have certainly been enriched by your witticisms and historical
comments (Dracula is history?!?)."
ASIDE:
If you're out there reading this, Mrs. Lester, you must admit that in today's society with its
predilection for lovable vampires in movies, TV shows, and books of all sorts, Dracula is
certainly a literary founding father figure. In the words of Michael Uslan, who taught the
first accredited college course on comic books, "Game over. We win."
Mrs. Lester began every morning by writing a quotation, along with the name of the
person quoted, in the upper left corner of her blackboard. We were instructed to keep a
section of our notebook separate for copying each quotation & name. She periodically
(sorry, I don't remember if it was monthly, at the end of each semester, or what) tested us
by giving us the quotations and the list of quoted people, each to be matched correctly.
When I complained about being thus forced to memorize the inane mutterings of long dead
persons of whom I knew little & cared less, she told us that we could bring in our own
quotations each morning. I immediately saw this for what it was: a clever ruse to get her
students interested in the whole exercise and learning on our own!
I began stacking that deck forthwith. First, with quotations that I already knew & could
easily name the correct author ("When you remove the impossible, whatever is left, no
matter how improbable, must be the truth." - Sir Arthur Conan Doyle, or "Why would you
say that I am mad?" - Edgar Allan Poe). When I ran out of these literary quips, I began
quoting myself ("Huh?" - Ed Coxe). I don't think anybody ever failed a quotation test (I
know I didn't!) for years. I don't know how long after I graduated Mrs. Lester maintained
her quotation testing, but I do know that with my brother, Berlin, two years behind me the
tradition of loading the tests with easily remembered one liners was kept up for some time!

02/27/18
Found it!
Here is the photo/write-up from the DS News, 1976.
Thank you, Mrs. Lester.

03/30/12
Here ya go, KB! Last year Kristin asked if I could
redraw the Freedom Train contest winning picture
for her birthday. I scanned a copy and here it is...

01/17/13
I remember…
 My Mama putting her Little Richard record on the record player, turning it up as
loud as it would go and bopping with the vacuum cleaner as she cleaned the living
room carpet.
 Hauling hay.
 Buckskin Bill Black & both his TV shows.
 Saturday morning cartoons like The Impossibles & Magilla Gorilla until noon,
followed by 1950’s TV westerns like the Rifleman & The Rebel all afternoon.
 The Adventures of Superman starring George Reeves and The Lone Ranger starring
Clayton Moore & Jay Silverheels.
 Hauling hay.
 Daddy waking me up by dripping ice water into my ear, then telling me, “I know
you want to make your living in bed, but you ain’t built right. Get up!”
 Uncle Larry Sibley never tiring of saying, “Pull my finger.”
 Count Macabre (but more on him later).
 Hauling *&^%!! hay.
 The elephant walk to pay for Penny, Baton Rouge Zoo’s first elephant.
 Squirrel hunting with Berlin, Russell Ott, & Raymond Brooks.
 Going to the Moonlight Inn with Randy Ott & finding Mr. Billy Ott at the cowboy
bar across the street.
 Cleaning fencerows with a bush hook & hauling hay.
 Marla Penn & Margaret Sims.
 Bobby Sue Watson Ott was the only person in the world who owned more 45 RPM
singles than I did (then I discovered 33 1/3 RPM LP albums and she couldn't keep
up!)!
 Branding, worming, vaccinating, and dehorning cattle (this chore was actually fun).
 The Rodeo was more fun than the circus! Except, Daddy always wanted to look at
the livestock (I thought we knew what livestock looked like!).
 Oh yeah, and did I mention hauling hay?

01/19/19
I also remember…
 Dagmar Irwin, who introduced me to the music of Rush & Montrose.
 The Bump.
 Gary Dickson and me literally skipping, arm in arm, down the hall between classes
singing, “We’re off to see the Wizard, The Wonderful Wizard of Oz.”
 Gathering acorns from beneath the live oak tree at recess with Don Bassett & Bubba
Achord, so that every time Mr. Sykes turned his back to write on the blackboard one
of us could hurl an acorn at the board.
 Steve Taylor & Richard Gainey.
 The Saturday night concerts at Thunderbird Beach during the summer.
 Going to see the movies “Tommy”, “Phantom of the Paradise”, & “Star Wars” over
and over.
 Glen Underwood was the funniest guy I’ve ever known.
 Letting Don Bassett go in to Mr. Sykes class first, so he could lower the blinds and
put his head down, thus setting the stage for me to come in and raise the blinds to
the top of the window. This would set off our daily staged argument over whether
the blinds were going to be up or down.
 Foosball tournaments in the Eagle’s Nest game room. Berlin and I were a pretty
good team, but I don’t think we ever beat Jim & David Gunter.
 Ivy Jones, the youngest 17 year old & most charming mooch I’ve ever known. “Got
a light, Man? Then, you must have a cigarette! Le’ me get one, Bro!”
 Spending as much time standing in the hall outside Mr. Britton’s room as I did
actually in class.
 Mr. Norgress broke his wooden paddle across my rear end. Wonder how much I
could have sued for, by today’s standards?
 Berlin had Mr. Berthelot’s truck towed from the school parking lot. I can never
forget Mr. Berthelot standing at the empty parking space scratching his head. You
could almost hear his thoughts, “I know I left it right here!”
 The Freedom Train.

 Rooming with Bubba Achord (and his pet squirrel) across the road from
Thunderbird Beach after we’d graduated.
 Camping on the Amite River with Uncle Larry Sibley, telling ghost stories, running
his trot lines, and pulling his finger.
 Stealing the road hazard barricade sawhorse with my cousin, Dell, & driving off into
the night with its bright yellow lights flashing out of the trunk of my car.
 My first co-ed party was at Kathy Bankston’s house. We played Twister all night.
 Borrowing an ID in order to get in the theatre to see “The Exorcist.”
 My parents informing us that they’d given up on preventing us from smoking by
having Berlin & me sit in the kitchen & smoke a cigarette in front of them. Mama
was disappointed to discover that we already knew how to hang a butt in our lips
and talk without dropping it.
 Meeting Douglas Whitaker as he shuffled down the hallway, clicking his 4 inch
heels & dragging his frayed bell-bottoms, thumbs hooked over his 3 inch belt,
permed Afro bouncing with every step, & sunglasses reflecting the overhead
lighting. I asked, “Douglas, how can you see where you’re going with those shades
on in here?” “That’s the price you pay to be cool, Daddy-o,” he said without pause.

01/21/19
I've been thinking a lot about my stepson, Bryan, this week. It brought this story to mind...
I was married with a 5 year old stepson when I was 17. As the title of this piece implies,
Bryan and I kind of grew up together.
Today Bryan claims that I taught him a lot. One thing I never had to teach him, though,
was stubborn pride. He had a firm grasp on that when we met.
Our first home was a 2 bedroom rental house off Hwy 16 between Watson & Denham
Springs. It was in this hovel that Bryan & I had our first contest of wills to determine who
was going to be in charge of our new, shared household. I came home from my job (in the
lumber yard at Builder’s Center) one evening early in my new marriage and washed
enough sawdust off my face & hands to sit at the dinner table. My new 5 year old son
finished his supper first. When he got up to leave the table I instructed him to run me a tub
of bathwater, just as my own father had instructed me more than once while I lived under

his roof. Bryan gave me a look which suggested where he thought I should go (and it
wasn’t to jump in the lake!), but said nothing. I soon heard my bathwater running. I
finished my own supper and excused myself, thinking that all was right with the world. I
opened the bathroom door and learned where I stood in my new pre-fabricated family.
Bryan was standing at the center of the side of the tub twisting left & right as he urinated
in my bath!
I grabbed him up by his forearm (giving him no warning, so that he continued to spray the
bathroom floor) and proceeded to swat his behind with my bare hand while giving him a
simultaneous lesson in cussing, just as my own father would have done under similar
circumstances. When I released him Bryan looked up at me in unadulterated hatred and
proclaimed, “I hate you! And I don’t want to live with you!”
To which I responded in kind. “All right, Hoss.” I took him by his arm into his bedroom.
Here I gathered up the pillow & blanket off his bed, and marched this load of angry boy &
bedding to the front door. I then opened the door, threw his pillow & blanket into the front
yard, and told him, “You don’t want to live with me, then you can just sleep out here
tonight!” I then slammed the door in his face.
I know, I know! Truly mature, right? But, I was only 17, myself.
I told his mama that he’d be knocking on the door soon, asking to be let inside. Boy, did I
have a lot to learn! After about 45 minutes without hearing a knock, nor a sob, I went
outside to investigate. I found him under the carport, wrapped in his blanket & curled up,
asleep with the black & tan puppy that Randy Ott had given me a few weeks earlier. After
calling his mama out to see him, I cradled him up and carried him inside to his bed.
Thus, Bryan won our first (far from the last) altercation.

02/06/13
In the winter of 1976...
After I had graduated high school, but before I got married, I went out for a night of
clubbing, dancing, partying, or whatever it's called today (in '76, we called it barhopping)
with --are you ready for this?-- my Mama, my aunts, La Verne & Faye, & my Uncle Larry.
I don't remember what we were celebrating (I do remember that we never needed much of
a reason to celebrate, anyway), but I do remember what a fun time we all had.
I can't say how many bars we hopped through. I can't recall the name of the bar where we
ended the night. But, I can tell you that it was in Baton Rouge, off Florida Blvd, & it
shared the parking lot of a large grocery store. What I do remember is this:
I was on the dance floor with Aunt Faye doing the bump when I dropped into a deep squat
to bump her ankle & the seat of my jeans split from the rear belt loop to the crotch inseam
with an explosive tearing sound. I stood quickly up, grabbed Faye's elbow, & walked her
back to our table, trying not to have to explain why to her until I could sit down. Of course,
Uncle Larry really had a good time over my predicament. Mama & Aunt La Verne started
searching their purses for safety pins, while Faye kept insisting that nobody would notice,
so we should keep on dancing. We finally scrounged up as many pins as were available &
Uncle Larry accompanied me to the men's room (laughing all the way). I used a stall to
strip & repair my pants as well as I was able, then returned to the table. Aunt Faye was
thoroughly disappointed to learn that my dancing was over for that night. But, she got over
it when she learned that the party wasn't over yet.
When we finally left the bar, I grabbed one of the grocery store's carts that were scattered
across the parking lot. I took off running across the lot and jumped up on the rear rail of
the cart, using it like a skateboarder. Everybody thought this was great fun, especially
when I crashed into another cart. Somehow, Aunt Faye convinced Aunt La Verne that it
would be as much fun as a roller coaster if she would get in the cart & let me push it across
the lot. Aunt La Verne climbed over the side of that grocery cart and sat down in it like a 3
year old shopping with her mama. I, of course, took hold of the handle and started running
across the parking lot at full speed before I let go and stopped to watch Aunt La Verne
careen across that empty parking lot, arms & legs up in the air waving & kicking, and
screaming "Ollie Cobb! Stop, Ollie Cobb!" until her roller coaster came to a stop against
one of the empty carts in the lot.
Such was the way the Sibleys christened me into adulthood!

01/27/13
I love me some monster movies!
I always have. As far back as I can remember. I've mentioned in a previous a posting my
memories of Buckskin Bill Black & Count Macabre. Buckskin Bill was a local Baton
Rouge celebrity for as long as I lived in Louisiana. He had 2 TV shows when I was
growing up, Storyland Cabin on weekday mornings & The Buckskin Bill Show on
weekday afternoons. Storyland Cabin catered to pre-school kids and featured Popeye
cartoons & Little Rascals short films. His afternoon show was more geared toward
elementary school kids with Looney Tunes cartoons & local Cub Scout troops visiting the
studio.
Ah, but on the other channel (we only had 2 for the longest time) Count Macabre rose
ashen-faced from his coffin every afternoon to introduce movies like the Universal Studios
monster movies of the 30's & 40's (Frankenstein, Dracula, The Mummy, & The Wolfman,
etc. starring Boris Karloff, Bela Lugosi, Lon Chaney, etc.), the giant bug movies of the
50's, or a double-shot of The Outer Limits!
The only thing that could convince me, Berlin, or our cousin, Mike Milton to watch
anything else was the fact that Buckskin Bill showed the Flash Gordon serials of the 30's
(1 episode per day), starring Buster Crabbe, during the summer months.
Of course, now I have a quite extensive DVD collection, which includes all these films &
more.
When Andrea (the last child I had a hand in raising) was 16, or thereabouts, she had a
boyfriend over to watch a movie. He got up off the couch & stood in front of my
bookshelves with his head cocked to one side for a while, then returned to sit beside
Andrea on the couch & inform her, "There are 21 Dracula movies on that shelf."
"Oh, there's more than that," I said. "I have some that I've recorded on VHS tapes, too. The
21 you see are only the ones I've bought!"
Now, in the words of Bill Cosby, "I told you that story to tell you this one."
In 1970 my Aunt Faye, Mama's youngest sister, convinced Mama & Daddy to allow me &
Berlin to stay up late with her to watch the TV premiere of Alfred Hitchcock's "Psycho". I
was 11 & Berlin was 9. We watched it to the end, laying belly down on the livingroom
floor, chins propped on our hands. Afterwards we went to our twin beds to sleep. I don't
remember if I woke up in Berlin's bed, or if I woke up to find him in mine. What I do
know, though, is that it was weeks before either of us could go into the bathroom alone
again, and although we went to sleep in separate beds each night, we woke up in one bed
for a month or more! I don't think anything, before or since, has ever scared me so bad.

01/08/19
Ed’s First Car (part 1)
Daddy tried (with varying success) to teach me (and Berlin) lessons to prepare us for
life as adults. I want to describe a couple of examples of these lessons here.
When I turned 16, I soon realized that I was the oldest kid riding the bus to school
every morning. Even my cousins, Bobby Sue, Gwen, and Tibby, who lived next door,
had ceased riding the bus (I’m uncertain whether they each drove their own car, or if
Bobby Sue taxied them all back and forth, but they didn’t ride the bus). The more I
considered this embarrassing turn of events, the more I complained about it. Bubba
Achord and Eddie MacDowell, the other 2 Musketeers (of which I was the 3rd), soon
convinced me that with all the land, cows, horses, and farm equipment that Daddy
owned he could surely afford to buy a car for me, his first-born son. So, I forwarded
this proposal to him. His response was not at all what I expected. He did not exclaim,
“What was I thinking?” and rush right out to purchase a new car, nor did he yell
obscenities while shooting my sky-high hopes to the ground. Instead, he said, “All
right, you can take the Work Truck to school.”
The Work Truck (capitalized in reverence) was a 1950-something step-side 4 wheel
drive Ford pickup, which sat on 4 tractor sized mud grip tires so big that even Daddy
had to jump to get a foot on the running board when getting in the cab. The passenger
side floorboard was a piece of ¾” plywood, because the metal had rusted out so bad
that there was a hole in the floor big enough to dangle your feet out under the cab. The
rear window was gone, which probably saved our lives by allowing the exhaust coming
up through the hole in the floor to escape without suffocating anyone. When the motor
was running it sounded like a jet taxiing across the runway. The bed was always full of
straw and seeds from putting hay out for the cattle in the winter, so when the truck was
rolling down Springfield Road we trailed a cloud of dust and hay behind us. There was
no radio, but that didn’t matter, because at 20 mph and above, the knobby mud grips
sang so loud on asphalt that we couldn’t have heard a radio, anyway.
Needless to say, I was less than thrilled at the prospect of showing up at school every
morning in this dilapidated rattletrap relic of a conveyance. When I had originally told
Daddy I needed a car to drive to school I was, after all, dreaming of a Mustang or a
Stingray!
The first morning that Berlin and I arrived in the parking lot behind the new (at that
time) gym we got out of the Monster (that’s what I called the Work Truck back then)
and tried to hurry into the building before anybody saw us. Fat chance! Mike Goutreaux
was getting out of his car when we pulled into the lot, and he called out to me before I
could make good my escape. Mike wanted to know where I’d gotten that truck. I
explained that I didn’t know for sure where we had bought it. It was our Work Truck,

and had been on the farm for years. Mike continued his interrogation of me as he
walked slowly around the truck, giving it a thorough inspection. What year was it? Four
wheel drive? What size was the engine? Did the winch on the front grill (a steel pipe
contraption that could have plowed through a concrete wall) work? And, finally, did I
want to sell it? By the time he got to this last query, we had been joined by Floyd Duffy
and Brad Jones. They, too, expressed interest in buying my new Pride and Joy!
Of course, I couldn’t sell the truck, but I learned something that day about my own preconceived ideas and values. “One man’s garbage is another man’s treasure.” I don’t
think Daddy was even trying to teach me anything other than how silly my own
bountiful pride was, but I learned more from the experience, anyway.
Mike Goutreaux pestered Daddy for months afterward about selling him the Work
Truck! Mike actually got to drive it off road through fields and woods on the night
Berlin and Leonard ran away from home together. But that’s another story for another
time…

01/09/19
Ed’s First Car (part 2)
After I had learned to appreciate things for more than their outward appearance, Daddy
finally relented on the idea of me owning a car. This, too, did not happen in the way I
had imagined.
About a month, maybe 2, after I first approached him about owning a car Daddy sat
down with me and showed me how to peruse the classified section of the Morning
Advocate, looking for an appropriate used vehicle. Remember, I was dreaming of a
Mustang or a Stingray, so I limited our field of prospects to those 2 makes. The very
first day we found a 1965 Mustang for sale at a price that Daddy thought was
reasonable. After he had called the listed number to inquire about the car, we went to
look at it. I was surprised to learn that the car of my dreams was sitting in Mr. Peno
Rushing’s driveway. I fell in love with her the first time I saw her. Sleek, classically
stylish, and sporty with her larger rear tires (not quite Mag wheels, but they did raise
the rear end enough to give that race car profile that teenage boys love so!), a rumbling
289 cu inch engine, and a well-kept interior. The only thing more I could have hoped
for was four on the floor, but she had an automatic transmission (which accounts for the
first lesson I learned from the experience, how to lower my expectations and make
allowances while achieving a goal.). As we drove out the Rushing’s driveway, heading
back home, I told Daddy, “That’s the one!”

He tried to tell me that we should keep looking. “It’s never a good idea to buy the first
car you look at, son.” He said that even if you come back and buy it later, you ought to
look at more than one before you commit yourself. This was a lesson that I did learn
from this episode, but I would have none of it at the time. That Mustang had my name
all over it! No other car would do. So, Daddy stopped at the end of the driveway to try
to persuade me, but after failing utterly he pulled back up to the house and showed me a
little about price negotiation as he proceeded to settle on my car’s final cost with Mr.
Peno. When both parties reached a figure that they could live with, Daddy and I got
back in his pickup and drove to Denham Springs.
We went directly to First National Bank, and I sat in the lobby while Daddy went into
Mr. Daws Easterly’s office. After a short while Daddy called me into the office, where
I signed a set of documents, shook hands with Mr. Easterly, thanked him very much,
and we left. On the way back home Daddy pulled into Brooks Bros Grocery #1. He told
me to wait in the truck while he went in to get some cigarettes. He was inside for quite
a while, but I figured he was visiting with whomever he had run into in the store. I
entertained myself by reading the copies of the documents he’d had me sign at the
bank. Just as the realization began to dawn on me that I had just agreed to take out a
personal loan from the bank, and was now responsible to repay my first debt, Daddy
opened the door and got back in the truck. As he was backing out he said, “Okay, you
start work Monday after school.”
Wha-a-a-at? He had been inside the store so long because he was negotiating my
employment with Mr. Myrle Brooks!
In one day I had bought my first car, taken out my first bank loan, and gotten my first
job! Along the way I learned about negotiating, goal achievement, compromising to
achieve those goals, personal responsibility, and some of the requirements of living up
to those responsibilities.
I learned a whole lots more life lessons working at Brooks Bros Grocery (a learning
process which began when I first met Mr. Ray Dean Brooks, Myrle’s brother!), but,
again, those are stories for another time!...

01/16/19
Brothers
Most of y’all reading this have at least one brother, so you’ll know what I’m talking
about here.
I love my brother, Berlin. Sounds trite, but our relationship is like no other I know.
We’ve all heard or read stories of twins who finish each other’s sentences, or feel their
sibling’s pain over distances. Berlin and I are kind of like that. Even though we are 2
years apart, I think of him as my twin. He was just so lazy it took him another 2 years
to come out!
And yet, we do have differences. I like everything neat & tidy, everything in its proper
place. Berlin just wants it all handy, even if that means the middle of the living room
floor. I like mayonnaise, Berlin always dug mustard. Small, but appreciable differences
in attitudes & opinions.
But, there is one difference between us that has always been noticeable. Let me
illustrate with this tale:
Daddy told us at an early age that he would punish us more severely for lying to him
than he would for whatever wrong we might ever do. I believed him. I’m not certain
whether Berlin didn’t believe him, or just couldn’t accept that it was possible to get
away with something by admitting that you were guilty.
By the time we were 15 & 13 babysitters had been deemed unnecessary. One wintery
Friday or Saturday night Mama & Daddy went to Bear Creek, leaving us home alone (I
think Missy spent the night at Aunt Hattie’s, next door). We watched them drive out the
circle drive through the pine trees and turn right on Springfield Road until the tail lights
were out of sight. Then I got Daddy’s big green glass ashtray out of the dishwasher,
while Berlin retrieved the cigarettes from our bedroom closet. We sat on the couch with
the ashtray between us, smoking as we watched TV for the rest of the night. When we
were done we dumped the ashtray into the fire burning in the fireplace (Daddy smoked
Lucky Stripes. We were smoking Marlboro or Winston. So, we had to destroy the
filters, don’t you see?), washed the ashtray clean, & returned it to the upper rack of the
dishwasher, whence we had gotten it. We then retired to our twin beds, at peace with
the world.
I woke up to find Daddy sitting on the edge of my bed, hand on my shoulder. When I
was sentient enough to talk to him our conversation was short and to the point. It went
like this:
“You boys were smoking in this house while we were gone, weren’t you?”
“Yes, sir.”
“All right. Go back to sleep.”

Now in full possession of the facts, Daddy walked across the room & sat down to shake
Berlin awake. Their conversation went a bit differently.
“You boys were smoking in this house while we were gone, weren’t you?”
“No, sir.”
“Get up!”
After the administration of the belt was over, Daddy shut our door on his way to his
own bed. My dear brother, whom I adore like no one else on this Earth, looked over at
me laying peacefully in my bed & asked, “You told him, didn’t you?”
“Yep,” I said.
“Why?”
“Who got the whipping?”
But, I don’t think he got it. In fact, I think Berlin believed that I had betrayed him,
because this sort of thing happened more than once. But, more on that later…

01/21/19
Camping out & mischief seemed to go together…
Growing up where and how I did provided me with many unique opportunities and life
lessons. Many of you reading these musings of mine will recall the big wooden barn
with the three level hay loft, the hay-feeding racks, and the corrugated tin roof which
stood on our home on Springfield Road (where Coxe Acres was located when last I was
in Watson, LA). That barn was the location of many an adventure, misadventure,
practical joke, or accident in my youth, which haunt me with amusement as I grow
older.
Just before (or right about the same time of) our teenaged discovery of the joys and
liberating effects of alcohol and other consciousness altering substances that barn was a
favorite site for overnight parties and mischief gatherings and contests, which for the
sake of our parents we called “campouts.”
I no longer remember individual gatherings. They all seem to have become one big
campout in my memory. So, forgive me if I leave out a name, or include names of those
who were there on separate occasions. The boys whom I recall at these events were me
and Berlin, of course, David Sibley, Mike Milton, Mike Cowart, Bubba Achord, Boo
Foster, David Gainey, Ronald Rayborn, Bryan Robinson, Don and Randy Bassett, Ray
Thames, Leonard Goutreaux, Randy Ott, Eddie McDowell, Mike McCullough, Russell
Ott, and Dwayne Buhler. I’m sure there were others, but you get the idea.

These “campouts” were usually thrown at the end of a team sport season (baseball or
football). They always began with hotdogs and marshmallows roasted over a campfire.
There was always a session of leaping from the upper loft into the enormous pile of
loose hay stacked on the second level. Someone would inevitably suggest catching and
riding one of the cows that would have made the unfortunate choice of entering the
barn looking for something to eat. Sometimes tempers would flare and there would be a
bare knuckle boxing match, carefully refereed and cheered on by the group.
I distinctly recall building a dummy by stuffing a pair of jeans and a long sleeve shirt
with hay and laying it in the road, in the banked curve of Springfield Road, hoping to
cause one of the gravel trucks that started hauling in the wee morning hours. We would
also save all our Coke cans in order to build barricades across the road. (As a side note:
I have to explain to people here in California that all soft drinks were Coke, regardless
of the actual manufacturer’s brand name. They just don’t get it!) The cans were stood
up in a line, spaced about four or five feet apart. Then, eight to ten feet beyond that line,
another line was formed with the cans in the gaps of the previous line. This was
repeated for as many lines as we had cans to build.
Ah, the simple pleasures of youth! Then, we all got cars and girls, discovered drinking
and smoking, and moved on to what some would call more mature forms of
entertainment.

03/19/13
Oh, yes you did, Gary!
Gary Dickson and I became very close friends during our last high school years at Live
Oak. He convinced me that Watson was just a tiny little area in this great big world, and
that there was so much more to be seen & experienced outside its confines. He tried to
prove this to me the day after we graduated, when I joined him for a weekend excursion
to his father's house down in Venice, La. I learned to scuba dive, ate squid for the first
time, & we partied for 2 days while Gary opened my eyes to a lifestyle off the farm,
different from anything I had ever considered. He tried to convince me that joining the
USAF was the way to escape small town life, but I wasn't quite ready for such a giant
step at the time.
Turned out he was right! However, I didn't realize it until Reagan-nomics had put me
out of work for almost a year. By then I was too old to be accepted into the Air Force
and had to try the Navy, instead. Sorry, Gary!)
I, in turn, convinced Gary that Monty Python's Flying Circus was the funniest comedy

troupe on Earth. We quickly adapted "the Argument", my favorite of their routines, to
our own purpose (which was simply to drive Mr. Sykes to distraction).
We would start at our lockers in the hall, so that when we entered his classroom we
were in full swing. It sounded something like this:
Me: Why didn't you call me last night? I asked you to.
Gary: No, you didn't.
Me: Yes, I did.
Gary: No, you didn't.
Me: Yes, I did.
Gary: No, you didn't.
Me: Yes, I did.
Gary: No, you didn't.
Me: Yes, I did.
Gary: No, you didn't.
Me: Gary, don't you remember our conversation yesterday at lunch?
Gary: Yes, I do.
Me: That's when I asked you to call me!
Gary: No, it wasn't.
Me: Yes, it was.
Gary: No, it wasn't.
Me: Yes, it was.
Gary: No, it wasn't.
Me: Yes, it was.
Gary: No, it wasn't.
Me: Yes, it was.
Gary: No, it wasn't.
Me: Yes, it was.
Gary: No, it wasn't.
Me: Yes, it was.
Mr. Sykes: What's going on?
Gary: Ed's trying to claim he asked me to call him last night, when he didn't.

Me: Yes, I did.
Gary: No, you didn't.
Me: Yes, I did.
Gary: No, you didn't.
Me: Yes, I did.
Gary: No, you didn't.
Me: Yes, I did.
Gary: No, you didn't.
Me: Yes, I did.
Gary: No, you didn't.
Mr. Sykes: That's enough!
Me and Gary (in unison): No, it isn't!
Mr. Sykes: Knock it off!
Gary: All right, but he didn't ask me to call him.
Me: I did, too!
Gary: No, you didn't.
Me: Yes, I did.
Gary: No, you didn't.
Me: Yes, I did.
...You get the idea.
This would continue until Mr. Sykes lost his temper and separated us, or exiled us from
his classroom (which was the best result, because we could keep it going in the hall
outside his door!).

02/05/14
The Rest of the Story…
I was in the 7th grade in the halcyon days of 1971. It was late in the school year that,
during the afternoon recess, my BFF, Richard Robinson, and I were sitting on the stoop
at the end of the high school building facing the temporary buildings, which were
stationed between the high school & the gym. We were deep into a discussion of chess,
Sir Arthur Conan Doyle’s great detective, our plans for the Coup by which we were
going to conquer Livingston Parish before invading Baton Rouge, or which was the
greatest band in the world (The Who or Grand Funk Railroad). I don’t remember which
of these topics we were discussing, but I know it was one of those listed. Because that’s
all we talked about back then.
At any rate, we were almost constantly being interrupted by someone wanting to enter
or exit the building behind us. It was during one such interruption that I leaned to my
right, rather than stand up to allow passage to the hallway, and I noticed a pipe that
came out of the wall, passed through a valve, and elbowed down and under the ground.
When the interloper had gone, and our conversation resumed, I reached over to the
valve and said, “I wonder what this does?” With that, I turned the hand-wheel atop the
valve in a clockwise direction until the valve was completely shut.
No alarms went off.
No one came running out of the building screaming and flailing about.
No windows exploded.
Nothing flooded.
As far as we could tell, absolutely nothing happened.
At all.
Anywhere.
So, Richard and I went back to discussing the social relevance of Alice Cooper and Lou
Reed.
The Winter of 1972 wasn’t especially cold in Watson, as I recall. However, it proved
cold enough to close Live Oak High School for one day. It took the custodial crew that
long to figure out why none of the gas heaters in any of the classrooms or offices would
light. The previous Spring I had shut off the natural gas to the entire building.
And, now you know…The Rest of the Story!

01/24/13
LOHS Football
As another football season draws to a close with one final game to be played in New
Orleans, I find myself remembering the origins of the LOHS football program. Many of
you reading this lived through the beginnings of the LOHS football program, but I’m not
sure how many of you actually know how that first team got formed.
I haven’t been back to Watson for years, and haven’t been to a LOHS football game since
I was a student there, so I don’t know the team’s record, if Live Oak has ever had a
winning season or not, nor the condition of the field (is there even a structure that could be
called a stadium, or still just a field with wooden bleachers on either side?).
But, whatever the case, it’s my opinion that the field where LOHS home games are played
ought to rightfully be named Michael A. Milton field (with a plaque commemorating
same), in honor of the boy solely responsible for the establishment of a football program at
Live Oak.
When Mike Milton and I entered the 7th grade our respective heroes were Joe Namath &
Johnny Unitas. At the start of the school year we went to see the principal, Mr. J. B. Wax,
to discuss our desire to play organized football, why LOHS had no football team, & how
we might go about setting one up. Mr. Wax informed us in no uncertain terms that Live
Oak was & always had been a basketball school. He said that the only reason we had a
baseball team was so that the basketball players could stay in shape during the summer!
Mike refused to accept this as a final answer. He went to the Livingston Parish school
board, where he was told he needed proof that there were enough boys who wanted to play
football & a petition signed by enough (I forget how many signatures they’d accept as
minimum required) parents who would allow their boys to play. Mike wrote the petition &
began circulating it, collecting signatures. In the meantime, he also went to church telling
any adults willing to listen about his dilemma, & Mr. Wax’s refusal to cooperate.
This is where some great adults got involved. Mr. Sonny Allen, Mr. Zane Jones, & Mr.
Larry Jones told Mike to put the word out to all his friends that there would be an
independent football team tryout at the school. They found a sponsor to buy uniforms &
equipment, then entered the team in the independent league in Central, where we played
the season out & won the 1st place trophy in the tournament that ended the season.

When the following school year began Mike was able to present Mr. Wax with that 1st
place trophy, a copy of the petition to establish a football team at LOHS, and an order
from the LP school board to do so. That year Live Oak Jr. High (7th & 8th grades) played
its 1st season of organized football, coached by Mr. Jimmie Davis.
So, you see, the fact that LOHS today has a football program at all, win or lose, is due
completely to Mike Milton’s love of the game, his dogged determination, & his absolute
refusal to accept “No” as an answer!

Baker Recreation “Pee Wee” League - - Watson Eagles 1970

Live Oak Junior High & JV Teams 1971

Live Oak Junior High & JV Teams 1972

Live Oak Varsity Team 1973

02/26/18
~ Berlin’s expansion on LOHS Football
LIVE OAK FOOTBALL
I'm sure everyone my age or older remembers that there was a time when Live Oak had no
football team.
Hard to imagine now, when you go to the games and see the great field the kids today have
to play on today. It looks like a jr. college facility.
My memory may fail me on some of the details, and I'm sure Ed and Mike will help me
out. But, when I was about 11 years old, my brother Ed, my cousin Mike Milton and
myself were the only ones that thought our school should have a football team.
Mike was really the ring leader of this mission. Ed and I just followed his lead.
That summer, Mike said, "we should draw up a petition."
I didn't know what a petition was, but I felt I could draw one just as good as Ed or Mike,
so I said, “we should draw up 3 of 'em. Mike you draw one, you draw one, Ed and I'll draw
one."
Because, in my head, three would be a lot better than just one.
But after they explained to me it was like a letter, I went along with doing just one and so
we did. We rode our bicycles to every house we could and got people to sign it. The
people we couldn't reach by bike, we hunted them down at church. We collected signatures
from everybody we knew.
At the beginning of the school year, we had collected quite a few names and with visions
of having a team that year, Mike presented the petition to the principal, Johnny B. Wax,
the first morning of the first day of school.
All through class that morning, I couldn't wait for the 3 of us to get together and discuss
our new football program. When the bell rang for first recess, I was so excited with
expectation and absolutely sure we now had the go-ahead for a team, I was trying to
decide what my number would be.
But, Mike broke the news to us that Mr. Wax had decided against a football program with
no discussion or reason.
He just said, "No."
Broken hearted, the 3 of us decided we just didn't have enough signatures. So we
continued with our efforts to get more of them.

We did this after school and on weekends and about doubled the number of signatures by
the mid-year mark.
So, once again Mike took this to Mr. Wax, but with the same negative outcome. He once
again just said, "No", with no explanation or discussion as to how he reached such a
decision.
He just didn't want us to have a team, for some reason.
The next summer, Mike continued to take our petition with him everywhere he went,
getting more and more signatures. Ed and I had pretty much gotten discouraged by that
time, but not Mike.
He kept at it.
The following school year, some adults that had signed the petition saw what was going on
and started a league football team. Those men were Sonny Allen and Larry and Zane
Jones.
These men took a bunch of kids who had never even seen a real football helmet or
shoulder pads and won 2nd place in the Baker Football League.
Mike was the star of the team by all measurements. He threw farther, punted better, hit
harder and ran better than any other kid. He not only won most valuable for our team, he
won most valuable in the league, if my memory serves me correctly.
Another summer passed and Mike was still collecting signatures on our petition. Ed and I
were re-energized on the effort now and so were some grownups.
Finally, when I was in the 9th grade, we got a football team. Coach Jimmy Davis was the
first head coach.
I was too young to play on the first school team, Mike was the 1st starting quarterback for
Live Oak, but suffered a concussion and never played again, after his junior year.
Ed made that first team, but decided football wasn't for him.
As the youngest of the three of us, I was the fourth boy to start at quarterback. John Cryer
was the second, Bryon Ott was the third.
Back then, we didn't have enough boys to have offensive players and defensive players.
We had starters and subs. If you were a starter, you played both offense and defense. That
first year, we didn't have a weight room or any weights, for that matter. We had no game
films of our opponents to watch because we didn't have a projector. Come to think of it,
we didn't even have a football field until about 3 weeks before the first season.
And we didn't win too many games.
But we got it all started and we won a few.

Thanks to Mike Milton for being persistent, to Sonny Allen, Larry and Zane Jones for
taking the time and interest in us.
Special thanks to Coach Jimmy Davis, for coming to such a small country school and
being willing to start from scratch
And thanks to Johnny B. Wax for retiring.
Go Eagles — with Bobbi Jo Guerin and 2 others.

01/25/13

