.

is only a start

o s approval fthe scholovy, Sandy rsident shoud

learn the. positions of state

tors and local

.

school board candidate they can support.
Of course, budget committee and board meetings are open.
towhngmepeqﬁehavesaid.wemmllo-

Stayingmfmnedis'a time-ccnsuming activity. The impor-
tance of doing so, however, has been illustrated all too vividly

in Sandy.

Letters to the editor

Closure surprises
man in military

1 am a 1985 graduate of Sandy High
School, and now in technical training
at Sheppard AFB, Texas. [ was total-
ly shocked when I received the Nov.
14 issue of the Sandy Post.

What is happening to our town?
The first few pages showed many
views and aspects on the current
situation of our schools. Aithough all

anything
politics, they are the ones getting
cheated.

It is my thought that Mr. Lund is
doing the best job to create a belter
learning environment fer the
students. And we also cannot expect
the board to make too many cuts on

the budget.

If they were to cut out sports, and
other extracurricular activities,

®
_3_.

cheated in the end. Let’s try not to get
so involved in our own little

Ridge Riders
appreciate support

The Sandy Ridge Riders would like
to take this opportunity to thank the
people of Sandy who help make our
club a success.

We want to thank the many people
who bought candy bars and pep-
peroni during our recent sale. We
would also like to thank Bowman's

Sandy Thriftway for letting us use

their hot dog stand at the ski swap.
But mostly, the thanks go to the

people of Sandy who bought all the

hot dogs. We made over $100 at this
sale.
The Sandy Ridge Riders would like
to give a special thanks to our leader,
Angelika Beissmann. Her valuable
time and energy keep making our
group and the people in it better and
better. She is very special tp all of us.
We just want to thank her for being
her.
Dana Welling,
club reporter

Policy on letters

Letters to the editor should be
typed, double-spaced and signed. An
address and telephone number
should also be provided, although on-
ly the name of the letter writer and
the city or area he is from will be
published.

Letter writers may also wish to in-
clude a title or office held if it is ap-
propriate considering the subject
matter.

The news deadline of noon, Tues-
day is also the deadline for letters to
the editor.

Letters should be accurate, free of
libelous remarks and in good taste.
This newspaper attempts to publish
all letters it receives from local
residents. We reserve the right to
edit letters to conform to style
guidelines or for length. A preferred
maximum length is 300 words.

Scott Newton, editor
Kimberly Nelson, advertising representative
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Personally speaking

Wood-cutter thinks electricity best

by MARK CISSNA

+How much wood would &
woodsman cut if a woodsman could
cut wood? In answer to this question,
I must say that I am really not the
one to ask since my luck at woodcut-
ting has been far from successful.
On the other hand my neighbor,
Martin, is an excellent woodcutter
who never comes home from the
woods empty-handed. Not a cold day
goes by when I can’t Jook out the win-
out of his

cord and a half of wood. He has a
barn and a shed filled with enough
wood to last him several winters. For
him, it is not only a cost efficient way
to heat his home, but also a cheap
form of recreation that he enjoys.
I, on the other hand, have not been
so lucky in my woodcutting ex-

would go woodcutting together.
Chuck has a truck and since his saw
was being fixed, I was to provide a
chain saw. 1 borrowed one from my
dad and we decided on a day to go
woodcutting.

We got up early and upon arriving
at the spot recommended by a friend,
we discovered all the wood in the
decks were rotten. The centers were
as punk as a New York street kid and
not worth cutting. We began sear-
ching the already picked clean hills
of Lolo Pass for good wood. Late in
the afternoon, after driving down
every dead-end road on the moun-
tain, we found a good log. Since | had
to be at work that night we decided to
come back the next week.

On our next attempt, we got to our
log late in the morning and
discovered that the saw was as sharp
as a bowling ball. After a long time
we still hadn’t cut halfway through
the huge log. We decided we would
try again the next week after buying
a new chain for the saw. We spent the
rest of the afternoon fishing. Luckily,

we are better fishermen than we are
woodcutters and we both caught our
limit of trout.

; 7

Our third time up, we finally cut
through the log — once. Then the saw
nearly blew up because it had sucked
the gas line into the carburetor. Into
the shop for repairs it went, and off to
the river for some fishing we went.

Several weeks later we set another
date to go woodcutting. This time it
was during a long, dry spell and to
our dismay the woods weie closed to
woodcutters due to fire danger. Once

again the fish were biting and we
came back with our limit of trout.

By this time, Chuck was back
teaching school and 1 decided to go
woodcutting with my friend, Larry. 1
bought a permit for the east side of
the mountain and we tooke Chuck's
truck, which gets gallons per mile in-
stead of miles per gallon. It was a
costly trip and we each got only a half
a cord of wood. It was also green
wood and will only burn if I already
have a fire going. This time it was too
dark to go fishing.

The icing on the cake occurred

Personally speaking

Hubby convinced, it wasn’t
snow that fell before Dec. 1

by SHARON NESBIT

You may have thought it snowed
the week before last

But the weather expert at our
house says it did not.

“It isn’t time yet,”” he declared, as
the snowflakes dropped like feathers
outside his window.

You have to understand about Hub-
by. He lives a very orderly life. He
puts his socks on in the same order
every morning, right foot first. He
squeezes the toothpaste tube from
the bottom. (And he puts the cap
back on.)

Hubby prepares for winter in the
same methodical way. He begins his
“snow watch” every year on Dec. 1
That is the day he puts the storm
shield over the East-facing garage
window, just in case a blizzard should
want to bust it out

The fact that a blizzard may have
already struck and blasted the win-
dow to smithereens makes no dif-
ference to Hubby. ™e snow shield
goes up Dec. 1. Snow watch begins
Dec. 1.

Those of us who squeeze our tooth
paste from the middle had a lot of fun
calling him to the window iast week
to point out the snow.

“That’s not snow,"”” he said, ‘those
are confused rain drops.”

Hubby's determination to put firm
limits on winter will go into our col-
lection of weather stories. Weather
stories are what we entertain each
other with in our neigborhood when
an ice storm strikes and we turn lo
each other for companionship.

There is Helen who tells a chilling
tale of waking up one morning in an
uninsulated duplex near the Sandy

Publicity
disappoints
resident

of Sandy

This is the second clipping |
have received from the St
Joseph, Mo., Gazette, and it
doesn't make me very proud. I
love this country and I'd like to
think we care enough for our
children to give them the educa-
tion they deserve.

Mae Ten Ecyk
Sandy
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later. Chuck and 1 had spent 30
dollars apiece to repair the saw,
hadn’t gotten a stick of wood with it,
and someone stole it out of the back
of my car one night when | was at
work. | was too depressed to go
fishing.

I have decided, after all my wood-
cutting experiences this summer,
that electric heat is probably more
cost efficient for my family
However, | wonder if Martin would
consider trading some wood for some
fish.

River and discovering that her pel
goldfish was frozen solid in the bowl
in the living room. 4

“And that,” she says, '‘was the
warmest room in the house.'’ ?

We toast our chilled souls with
laughter while we sit in our ice-bound
houses.

We remember the year a neighbor
strung several hundred feet of exten
sion cords from his house, where the
electricity was on, to our house
where it wasn't. We lived a week on
the umbilical cord of a single electric
outlet. The refrigerator would soak
up a little wattage (the house was not
quite cold enough to do keep our foc
from spoiling) and then we would
drag the cord upstairs, climb into
bed, place our little television bet
ween us and watch the prime time
shows. When the screen went black
we would connect the electric blanket
to give us a warm boost toward sleep
and then we would plug in the
refrigerator again.

Our neighborhood is at the top of
the best sledding hill in Troutdale
The desperate efforts to get uphill in
a howling blizzard are fuel for many
a fireside tale. The greenhorns leave
their cars at the bottom of the hill and
walk up.

And lots of us cherish the snow
misted view we got one awful stormy
night when we looked out and saw our
husbands, all top-coated and three
piece-suited, being toted up the hill in
the open bed of a trusty old four-
wheel-drive pickup.

“Those were real storms,”’ Hubby
said with a good-old-days kind of
wistfulness. "‘And they always came
after Dec. 1.”

That's why Hubby . refuses to
believe that there was a snow storm
He didn't even believe it when I hit
him with a ball of “confused rain-




