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April is
PRIDE Spring Clean-Up Month
Together, we can beautify our
entire region and surpass last
year’s outstanding turnout of
Spring Clean-up Volunteers!

Free t-shirts (while supplies last), trash
bags and gloves for PRIDE volunteers

Rockcastle County PRIDE Coordinator, James Renner,
will provide trash pick-up and disposal, safety vests

and signs for safety.

If you can help with Roadside Clean-up at any
time in April, please call

James Renner at 606-256-1902; in the City of
Livingston call Sandi Singleton at 606-453-

3659; in the City of Mt. Vernon call Jill Medley
at 606-256-3437; in the City of Brodhead call

Mark Burress at 758-8635.

(A schedule must be turned in to the PRIDE office by March 27th)

If you plan to help, please call ASAP!
Exact dates and times for clean-up can be set at a

later date if necessary.

My Favorite Chevys
I suppose my love of

Chevrolet automobiles be-
gan in 1951 when my
grandfather (Pop) brought
home the first new Chevy I
can remember. I was seven
years old at the time and was
awestruck with the smell
and comfort of the new car.

The model was a
Fleetline DeLuxe four-door
sedan, which offered a more
sleek design over the boxy
style of the previous
Chevys. The engine was a
105 horsepower Valve-in-
Head six cylinder with a
standard transmission. As
most of car enthusiasts
know, a V8 Chevrolet en-
gine was not available until
1955. Pop did opt for the in-
dash AM radio, which

picked up countless stations
with the antennae mounted
on the front left fender. I re-
member the entire family
gathering around the new
“ride” and commenting on
its fastback style.

The next day Pop took us
all for a ride to Renfro Val-
ley, and I got to sit in the
front seat between him and
Mommie Katie. Pop al-
lowed me to select a radio
station for us to listen to on
our short drive. The entire
experience left an impres-
sion on me.

It was Pop’s philosophy
to keep a car only until the
warranty ran out – then he
was in the market again for
a new automobile. So every
three or four years, up the
driveway he would come

with his most recent pur-
chase. Pop’s choices were
solely Chevrolets for his
entire lifetime. The next
time he came home with his
new Chevy was in 1954.

The ’54 Chevrolet was
one of my favorite cars of
our family because it was
the deluxe, top-of-the-line
Bel Air model. It sported a
two-tone green and cream
color and had a push-button,
state-of-the art radio. To-
gether Pop and I got out the
book and set all of the radio
stations we could locate.
This was the automobile in
which I learned to drive. I
was ten years old when Pop
purchased the Bel Air and,
by the time I was twelve, he
was letting me drive the car
by myself up and down the
gravel road on which we
lived. I thought this was the
greatest experience I could
possibly have.

Pop kept his ’54 Chevy
until 1958, when he pur-
chased a new black
Chevrolet – which he even-
tually sold to me when I got
my driver’s license in 1960.
As most of my weekly read-
ers already know, this ’58
Chevy was the automobile
that I loved most in the
world. When I took posses-
sion of it, there were only
approximately 38,000 miles
on the odometer. By the
time I traded it for a new
1963 Impala Super Sport,
the ’58 had more than
125,000 miles. My friends
and I spent as many of our
waking hours as possible
“cruising” around Mt.
Vernon and Rockcastle
County in this black beauty.

As soon as the car was
officially mine, I began to
customize it to meet my in-
dividual specifications. I re-
moved almost all of the
chrome and leaded in the
holes so I could re-paint the
car. Then I added fender
skirts, “flipper” hubcaps, a
new AM radio with a rear
speaker, split manifold,
white walled tires, and roll
and pleat upholstery. I kept
this car so clean that some
of my friends asked if I ate
meals off the floor. I sup-
pose I did wash it two or
three times each week and
probably used a hundred
bottles of Windex, which I
kept under the front seat for
immediate access. If it was
clean and a bug splashed on
my windshield, I pulled off
the road and washed it off.
Who wants to drive a dirty
automobile?

This was the car I took
to UK with me in the sum-
mer of 1962. Freshmen at
UK were not supposed to
have automobiles so I
rented a private garage near
my dorm and kept it under
lock and key. I have to ad-
mit that it was very cool to
have my car with me at UK.
My dates thought so too.

A 1958 Chevrolet adver-
tisement stated, “It’s so
quick, agile, and eager that
once you take the wheel,
you’ll never want to leave
it. You’ve got your hands on
something really special.” I
totally agreed. I almost
never wanted to leave my

’58 Chevy.
Chevrolet was on a roll

in the early Sixties, and the
flashy-yet-classy Impalas
were leading the way. In the
fall of 1963, Pop and I vis-
ited Britton Chevrolet and
ordered me a ’63 Impala
Super Sport. It was
equipped with a 350 cubic-
inch V8 engine, dual ex-
hausts, four-speed transmis-
sion mounted in the floor
between the leather bucket
seats, fender skirts, tachom-
eter, padded dash, white
walled tires, and metallic
blue paint. You never saw a
young man so excited!

The age of muscle cars
peaked in 1970 and I had to
have one. My next
Chevrolet was a 1970
Chevelle SS equipped with
a hot 396 cubic-inch V8 en-
gine. It too had leather
bucket seats, dual exhausts,
white lettered radial tires,
AM/FM stereo radio, auto-
matic transmission, leather
hard top roof, air condition-
ing, and a positive-traction
rear end. That was one of
the hottest Chevys I ever
drove. It was quick and ex-
tremely agile and was a fun
automobile to drive.

In 1976 I purchased a
Chevy Monte Carlo, which
was silver with red leather
seats. The V8 engine was
more than adequate and the
automatic transmission was
extremely smooth. The ra-
dio was an AM/FM model
equipped with a
reverberator located in the
trunk. The sound from front
speakers to the rear speaker
was delayed by a fraction of
a second; therefore the mu-
sic was something very spe-
cial. I will never forget the
fun that I had in that auto-
mobile.

My last “muscle car”
Chevy was a 1978 El
Camino SS with the big-
block 396 cubic-inch en-
gine. Even though this was
an extremely fun vehicle to
drive, the single seat design
was not very convenient. It
was finally traded in for a
Chevy SUV, and I have pur-
chased these four wheeled
vehicles since. My variety
of Chevrolet automobiles
were awesome and exciting
to own. If I had it to do all
over again, I would make no
changes. Their slogan at one
time was “See the USA in
your Chevrolet!” And,
buddy, I did.

on those millions?
I don’t even like the one

year rule. If you’re good
enough to play in the pros
straight out of high school
then you should get to play
and not have to spend a to-
ken year in college.

But, I’ll survive the sea-
son. The main loss is not
having any interest in the
NCAA tournament -- except
to root against Louisville. I
know, mean, mean, petty,
petty.

“ramblings”
(Cont. from A2)

By Max Phelps
I am honored to have writ-

ten a landscaping column for
the Mt.Vernon Signal for the
past twelve years...about 200
topics have been covered on
various subjects pertaining to
landscapes.

What I want to address is
that the hearty folks of
Rockcastle County dream of
the finer things just like the
rest of the world does. Some-
times they will even go to
Fayette County and hire a big
company to come in and
landscape their place.  It's
bragging rights "Well, WE
hired Hillenmeyers to do
OUR yard" kind of thing. In
that scenario, there seems to
be no problem with quibbling
over the cost. The same can
be said of a new bass boat, a
new 4-wheeler, a new fifty-
thousand-dollar sport utility
vehicle.

But when it comes to hir-
ing a local contractor a lot of
folks seem to think they
ought to get a lot lower price
than that guy in Lexington or
that gal in Berea will quote.
If the H2O guy, the Kentucky
Ponds guy, or the Pond Lady
will build for some Mt.
Vernon family a nice pond
with stream and
waterfalls...and the quote is
$8,000 for instance...why
would they think I am being
unreasonable if I quote it at
$7,000 and will do a superior
job because I do it myself in-
stead of someone that may
not even speak English?

It's really not about me. I
can drive to surrounding
counties and make the price
I need to make. And stayed
busy all year last  year, de-
spite the bad economy.

There just seems to be this
mentality that holds back the
progress I see in so many
towns and cities from Cincin-
nati to Charlotte and most
places in between. If there are
some of the best home build-
ers, some of the best stone
masons, some of the best

blacksmiths, or whatever it is,
in the Mt. Vernon area, why
is it the most qualified of
skilled people are supposed to
work for less when they work
for their Rockcastle County
neighbors?

And, I've even had folks
tell me, the picture you
showed me looks better than
the work you've done for me!
(Yep, if I did it for $4,000 lo-
cally, and for $6,500 for the
guy in Lexington...you have
no right to expect it to look
quite as good, in my opinion.
The guy paying more expects
to get what he paid for.)

There are a lot of down to
earth folks reading this paper.
Some of the best. In a world
coming  apart, there are still
honest hard working people
here more than most places.

Many poorer folks cannot
hire a professional and have
to do things themselves to
save money, I understand
that. Most of my life that de-
scribes me too.

But even our more well to
do citizens, I hardly ever can
work for. Because I can make
a better living working some-
where else. I got an offer from
near Charlotte North Carolina
a couple weeks ago to pay for
my trip down to advise him
on his landscape and give him
a quote and even pay some-
thing for my time. It costs 2
to 4 hours out of my work
day...and how much gas to
drive to look at a yard...and
locally everyone thinks I
should come do that for free.
I wish gas at the station were
free, and so forth, but it's not.

Again, it's not just myself,
but some of the fine skilled
tradesmen locally need to get
paid for their services at
home just as they would in
another city. That's my opin-
ion.

Feedback is always
welcome:

waterfallsinyards@yahoo.com
and the advice is always

free by email.

Yards to Paradise


