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Missouri Life - The Back Story

I HAVE HEARD SO MA!
behind-the-scenes  stories  since
launched Missouri Life in 1999
Jed o start writing some down, | have
it 1 came up with the idea b
one of Missouri’ two workd-famous
commentators and broadcasters.
ot talking abowt Rush Limba
America’s number one talk show host who
ails from Cape Girardeau. T'm tlking
about Paul Harvey ly broadcast
The Rest of the Story aired on more than
1,100 radio stations for thirty-plus years
1 knew '
ties, but 1 didn’t kne

sarted di

d Missourt
many until |
g into his life story. | knew
be had a farm near Kimmswick. south
St Louss,
had a lifel

at he called Reveille. He

g love and sweetheart, his
wife Lynne, whom he called Angel. Their .
marriage produced a son, Paul Harvey Jr. Lymne peceded P

1 recently  visited new  Paul Al ot v
Harvey museun, which s inside the Worlds

Largest Toy Muscum in Branson. There, 1 talked with the o

Wendy Beck, about my research into Paul Harvey’s Missouri connection
Let me see if | can g an talk
n the phone
1 like we
2 friends. It was delightful to hear Paul Harvey Jr. recap the

Paul Harvey Jr. on the phone and you
10 him dircctly.” Tom ssid. Fifteen minutes later, 1 w

with the only child of Paul and Lynne. A few minutes later, it
re lifel
love story of his parents.
My dad met my mom in St Lo

< in 1940 when they wen

2 for the radio station KXOK.” he told me, “She was
110 KXOK

n the elevator and my dad

dio broadeaster and personality, and my dud came

They actually met
d give him a ride (0 the airport, She wasnt

agreed and they stepped into her 1938 N

afayettc Coupe. On th

10 the airport, she as

ight leave?” And Paul replicd without a hitch, “What llig

arried within the year

Mary Hostetter, owner of The Blue Owl in Kimmswick, one of Paul

Harvey’s all-time favorite restaurants, put it this way: “Everyone wh

knew them knew they were not only lovers and best friends—ihey

forged a partnership that propelled and

sustained Pauls long carcer.” And that

as seen rolling around Kimms.
il the day Paul Harvey
died in 2009
 favorite memory of her fa
K to the Flood of 1093,
re town was under water except
foe a few buildings, inc
rant” she says. Paul surprised her when
e came up to The Blue Owl ina be

called our in his distinetiy

Integral ¢
radio sho
The Rest of the
o filled in many times
for his father on both shows. “All our big

family gatherings were in Missour,” he
fapetie Coupe. Though Iy & w M !

by, e rapeet Pack says, even thu show had made

them woeld travelers.
Paul Jr. now o s in three

different Missouri counties. “There’s Reveille, w s in Jefferson

County, and farms in Maries and Fr

i Rolla. goes back to a

in Maries County. just north

don really know how ma grandathe

Germany in the early 18005,

Now heres “the rest of the story™ about the farm in Franklin Co

My mom ned when h about Paul and

Angel's plans to ge ays. “He told them both. I dont

much confidence in th e

« my dad o anklin Cous

und two hundred acres. They pulled up o the farm gate and got out

and my grandfather 10ld my dad, ‘N ing fails, you'll

have something to keep you

Fortunately for all of us, he never needed to make use o

man on the Franklin County farm 5 loag as Ay by his e

Anyonc who listened to Paul knows he closed every show with a

resounding, “Paul Harvey—Good Day

To Paul, every day was day

1981 Missearelife
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Arizona Highways -

Emly icknson wioe poems

about summer. She wrote many poems about

summer. Shakespeare wrote about summer, too.
And so did William Blake and Carl S
and Henry Wadsworth Longfellow. Sum

ession and lyricism. 16
ire, of sores. From long
many wa

lazy da

tax returns and too much homework. Summer, in

s can be found. And irs

son we all count down to, It's the time of year
Usually to somepl;

oad trip is to the Hamptons. In Boston, the Berkshires.

For those of us who live in the Sonor; scenic drive to the
White Mountains. Ir's where we go to chill out, wind dos
only place in Arizona, but when it comes to th
combination of lakes, rivers, mountains, meadows and tr
han the White Mountains, We've been preaching

are now open and accessible to the public,” Editor

in May 1925, “The Rice-Springerville highway is in

tion that a trip by automobile throug]

may be made without the least difficulty. All who visit this sect

mer will be ¢ ith the beauties of the

forests, the enticing trout stream

the heart of the mout
n this sum

magnificent

was the begin;
stories about the White Mountains in th
ful plece tn our July 1645 Issue titled White
y Joyce Rackwood Muench, who wa
and the mo

her of world-renow

Although the men made “Muench™ a hou
Mucnch was ew
d vowels and consonants

“Hills roll up in a never ending succession,” she wrote
m itsell, Bu these wa with the gree

y bit as talented. They used f-stops and long exposures. She

“as full of motion

as the oc

and trees. Trees and trees and more tre
s that may remember Coronado, and lid
ging up
loss of her
darker children, the pincs and firs
been more than seven decades since she wrote those lovely words, but
¢ of the White Mountains — a plac
wd on every hill” — remains the same. And
Big Lake,

‘here “the world is hushed

cauty lies in every hollow
s0 do the points of inte

the Coronado Trail, the trickling water of the Little
didn't poin

k we'd found a present-day Emily Dickinson to

pastoral scenes al
o River. In fact, if
, you might th

9
R suwy 2017

Edi tletted s

write an epic poem about the sublime nature of

met in the White Mountains. Instead, we
ind found a
more, we called

classic. And when we

Arizona Highways,
a. She's been writing for us
warm clothes™ and her

oved to the

since she thre:
“cow dog” into a Ford Galaxic and
White Mountains. She was kx
life amang good people in a beautiful
she found it at a cabin on Hawley Lake
look out the window in the morning and see a
herd of 30 or more ¢

below s

“Ospreys circled the lake,

writes in At Home in
g bald eagle

rched on a snag, coyotes sang their night song,
unk on wild scents,
d of sil

In her newest essay, she writes about the
allure of the White Mountains. Why she moved
there, Why she stayed. Why its co
detached. It's a wonderful collectio
that makes her the longest-ten

my dog was ¢

alone with the sov

and plots aver the
1 indebed

a and Joyce Rockwood Muench,
rites about the White Mounta

e grateful
Jo Bae:

Kelly Vaug]
too. Her theme this month is Escudilla Moun
place that helped inspire Aldo 1.
ly bears, Mex|

tain, opold
ndless groves of quakin
s an ecological wonderland. Today, though,

aftermath of the W

aspens ... it
105 not the same. In th

ntain back to I
own powerful words,
tempts us with hope
A year after the f
in Like a Mounta

, maybe longer,” she writ
{ drove ane of the
roads that cut across Escudilla, It was
x early fall, and
from the burn, thin tufts of grass sprung,
from the earth like hope.
Hope. Right now, thar's all we have. But some.
day, maybe, our grandchil
over Escudilla. Maybe. My

ough there was so much

en's children will get
to redis ntime, there
are many other ways to ch

mpress in the White Mountains. All you

I out, wind down
vod station wagon
ROBERT

W Follow meon Ins

PAULMARROW
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Adirondack Life - Short Carries

LOST ON MARCY

A sister finally finds peace sy aniesrone

8 ADIRONDACK LIFE

FORTY-THREE YEARS AGO Buddy Atkinson, a
20-year-old from western Massachusetts, called
home to say he'd arrived safely in the Adirondacks.
He parked his dad's aging Lincoln Continental at
the Adirondak Loj, signed the Van Hoevenberg
trailhead register, and then he was gone.
1t's a 75-mile trek to Marcy's 5,343-foot sum

mit. in summer the mountain is congested with
hikers; in winter it's still a bucket-list destination,

but crowds thin as the peak turms white. That's
when frigid blasts of wind disorient even the most
experienced mountaineer. Snow dumps and drifts
in epic piles, swallows | markers and covering
snowshoe tracks. And almost every year, rangers
bring hypothermic hikers down the mountain

Last November three men were unprepared
for the temperatures that froze their cloth-
ing and gear; they called 911 and were rescued
about four hours later. Last February a woman,
separated from her hiking group, sent a distre:
signal from her personal locator beacon just after
noon; she was rescued before dinnertime. Two
years ago a woman called 911 when she and her
two young boys got lost in a whiteout; they were
rescued the following day. In 2012, after a snow-
storm split a man from his hiking party, he duga
snow shelter and dialed 911; his rescuers reached
him the next morning,

Buddy Atkinson, lost in an era before cell phones
and other technology, wasn't so lucky. His remains
were discovered just above Panther Gorge three
and a half years after he vanished

People climb Marcy, the loftiest peak in New
York State, for the challenge, the bragging rights

and the views. For Atkinson, Marcy was
a place of serenity and escape.

His sister, Pat Atkinson-Sirois, says
that when her brother set off all those
years ago, he was mouming the recent
loss of his mother, working an unsatis-
fying job in his hometown and dream-
ing of attending college out West. She
says, “If | have to take some solace in
this whole thing, it's that he lost his life
in a place he absolutely loved.”

Pat was an 18-year-old college fresh-
man when her brother disappeared
On school breaks she'd join her dad to
scour the mountain and its surround-
ings, searching for Buddy,

Today, Pat is 62, living near Chicopee,
where she and Buddy grew up.“I'm still
working through it she says. *After
Buddy was found, | just couldn't bring
myself to go back [to the Adirondacks]
— o just tucked it away and thought,
Someday”

Last August, four decades after the
search for Buddy ended, Pat retumed.
She brought a stone from a local quarry
on which she'd engraved her brother's
name. En route to Marcy Dam, she and
her husband, Al, hid the memorial near
the trailhead where Buddy had last
signed in, “as a way to honor him, as a
reminder that he died there"

After their hike, they parked their car
along Adirondack Loj Road’s shoulder
50 Pat could “see that vista one more
time"~Mount Marcy’s ancient dome
crowning the High Peaks, pushing into
the clouds

‘We just sat there the longest time,"
she says.“It was breathtaking, so beau-
tifully peaceful. At the same time, |
thought of Buddy being all by himself
up there, how he must have felt so
alone. | felt such deep sadness™

And then a hawk circled up, against
the late-summer sky and a landscape
that had brought Pat and her family so
much pain.“It was as though my broth-
er were saying, 'm OK, 'm OK, 'm OK
my soul is still here! | thought, Il take
that as a sign—1'l go with it™

Buddy's is a tough story totell"says
Pat. But"ifall it does is have somebody
remember my brother, that's what |
want” A
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ountain Home - Who is That?,
Pay It Backward, Let Me Outa This Joint

hushed 35 someonc who had been

his way past the lin and back out to the parking fot.

A middle-aged man, sporting a dark beard and mustache, nodded
hose in line and steppe the twilight

ed. In the next ninety onds, the ¢

Is he a Martin? He looked like one of the
‘With a beard? Tek! Sarah wouldnt have alk
s he the guy who bought the hardware store
that guy is talker. And hed wear Aanncl, even to &
“1 ehink 1 saw him at the Post Office on Saturday
You didt even go to the Post Office on Saturday. | went
And 1 didn'esee him!
He's gerring on 3 motorcycle!
Well o early, he isn't 3 Martin”

orical knowledge. The

sertled into quict, pus as Dr, Scuss would say, “unil their

el Athowght b o i e it
f Qe bty nd -y T am el yo. Uk o
e K
Who is 7hat? e B el s e el o T
7

When Community Means Knowing What You're Doing...Before You Do N P oy o oy down b Bech B

0 wissing anything
hrough town.

town is different on  when it came to handling that bor. case,plucked the exact crysal | nevded, and

many kevels. The pace is slower and. Gt it This one, Mrs. Barmes,

Kk, more practcal. You may have plstic bag, No receipe or o

atances, but seationships tend Thar's what happens when a store can ‘Mate” | sid, accepting my cha
. Theres a simple re + who bought what for whor +his dress was mine?”

and th
hat said, "W fing bie of I
= ? 2 doren world, It was perfccly undersandsble. | remembered the day |
varitics of glascs, n mental o that decs st summer, wo. There waset much che going on.

block about which were the ones we had o say far <
)

been given. When the clerk offered t
me, 1 lamented thae we broke of bouh the IRMA,
had been  gife and | couldn't remember the

pattern. Without 3 word. she opened thy
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Wyoming Wildlife - Living Space

Living Space

think there’s a pointin a hunter's
path when we make the shift
g we're hunters o

that realization is long past
it hasn'
happencd yer? Mine came a few years
reminds me of the
rancher with the Hollywood name
Three summers before, my husband
and I had knocked blindly o ask if this
landowner would let us hunt. In his
505, he wore layers of muscle and dirt
built from his cattle ranch in
Colorado. We returned that fall ar
more with two guns and a “thank you
bottle of vodka. Over the years his wild
beard narrowed into a goatee and his phy-
sique slimm ith his cattle opera
tion as drou s lengthencl
d atention when he s
ead” (2 windmil

we walked

vs met s after our hunts in his whire fabed
hing. Addressing my husband by name, but

d say, “Boy. you guys sure do it the hard way,

never me, hed
se we knew he was right, and

lay things changed, I was after a particular buck bed-
the rancher’s house with seven does and 14 extra cycballs

same field as the cardle, so | called the house
¢ him! Just don't shoot my cattle, I don't think

on alert. They were i
first. “Heck yeah
you want to buy one of those,” he said.

Td only been hunting a few scasons. And that day was the firse
time 1'd stalked an animal alone. My intent bell ng soon
piqued the cows’ curiosity and they swarmed my direction, But I
was focused. Too focused. Uniil it dawned on me.

said out loud. *Youre not a cow! You're a stupid bull!
1 didn't say stupid.

The largest led the pack and also had ability ©
focus — on ME. He was 50 yards away and

my husband to

at the hard wa

Thirty minutes went
grazed. The bulls drified closer. Eye to the
1 could find another buck
with a pasture of one-ton, growling land mines.
Then, finally, a shot. Anticipation, anxiousness and relicf
d in onc bulke. The buck rearcd up, dropped. The b
ail it to the fenceline
out to meet us later. Bur this time, he
ed me in the eye and called me by name insead of sayin
your wife.” A n 00-yard shot through his backya
ith his bese bull changed our relationship. That buck

¢ in this male-dominated o

This month, my husband and I will irek 10 a new
pronghorn hunt arca near Pathfinder Reservoir, 1
miss the ranch, but here we will hunt public
land. Over the years, I've grown to appre-
he spaces in this world that aren'e

fenced in.
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aine Boats, Homes & Harbors - Laurie Schreiber

California yellowtail raised at the Center
for Cooperative Aquaculture Research,
are packed for shipping as Maine Hiramasa.

e

Fishings Future?

Shoreside research center sets the stage for aquaculture advances

T MIGHT SEEM IRONIC that a
Iu ate known for its wild-caught
marine species is also home to a
world-class facility for raising fish on
land. Not only is one of the world's fo
most aquaculture research and business
incubator facilities located in coastal
rder to get there you have
a dirt lane (appropriately
ned Salmon Farm Road), through
spruce woods, in a rural town of scarcely

The University of Maine's Center for
Coop Aquaculture Research,
known as CCAR ( )» has become
a center of cutting-edge experimentation
for cultivating a myriad of sea creatures
on land.

UMaine bought the 25-acre property
in Franklin at auction in 1999 from what
was at the time a state-of-the-art salmon
farming company. Since then CCAR has
installed the latest technologies in water
circulat
and now has 100,000 square feet of lab,

tank room, and business incubator

are expected to support
up t0 121,000 pounds of fish, are slated

made it one of sev
cconomic sectors slated for state R&D.
money through the Maine Economic
Innovation Fund, which provides sub-
stantial funding for CCAR. Another
boost came in 2016 when UMaine
received a $20 million National Science
Foundation grant to establish a rescarch
nd cducation entity called the Sust
able Ecological Aquaculture Network
(SEANET).

BY LAURIE SCHREIBER

brates, and

companics. Over the years, CCAR
nd commercial interests

have looked into culturing food species

such as Atlantic cod and halibut, Califor-

nia yellowtail, sea urchins, and edible

seaweeds, as well as polychacte worms
for the bait
tropical fish for hobl

research has made the leap to commer-

cial production. Other projects are still
in development or have fallen by the
wayside, due either to technical or finan
cial challenges. The goal is intellectual
advances to support the industry
On a recent visit, Director of Facili
ties Steve Eddy led the way into onc of
the rearing units. Each of the 18 massive
tanks (12 feet wide and 5 feet deep)
300 gallons of recirculatir
water. When stocked at full capacity, the
combined hold of the tanks is ne:

EXPLORE the MAINE BOATS, HOMES & HARBORS DIGITAL e www.maineboats.com
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Colorado Life - Matt Masich

Thé'Sangre de Cristos stretch from.
¥4 horizon to horizon behind historiey
Beckwith Raniéh, north of Westcliffe.

e
i

T
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Oklahoma Today - Megan Rossman
Do

BY MEGAN ROSSMAN

The Gaming of

CATS

CATS HOLD A SINGULAR PLACE IN THE HEARTS OF THE HUMANS

WHO CARE FOR THEM. WITHIN THE WORLD OF FELINE LOVE IS A
MICROCOSM OF CAT OWNERS WHO BREED, GROOM, AND SHOW CATS.
ON THE COMPETITIVE CIRCUIT.

HE WORLD'S RELATIONSHIP with cats is storied and symbi-
otic. Their vermin-hunting skills first earned them a place
of honor before Egyptians cl

ated them to god status.
Thousands of y

s later, religious hysteria demonized them

in certain parts of the world for a time before they found themselves

once again welcomed into homes and laps. And while dogs may be

man’s best friend, cats dominate humankind’s virtual heart. Since the

first cat video popped up on YouTube in 2005—uploaded by one of the

site’s founders—at least 2 million more have garnered billions of views.
ountless cat photographs can be found online at any given time, and
at food company Friskies estimated that 15 percent of all web traffic is

aloof, stubborn

neanors, these furry little predators are beloved by many.

o better place to see it in its most concentrated form than at

Stompdancer, an odd-

eyed exotic owned by

Janis Walkingstick, strikes
fa

Association show.

58  september/October 2017

OklahomaToday.com 59
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Acadiana Profile - Will Kalec

THE HISTORY OF ACADIANA - OR, AT LEAST, that honor lightly: Th

this very specific and personal children and their

_the storyteller s story - Ty

. Ol\vn Spalling Savoiepr
:

n g her clients. As you
house. Grues c list of inquiric
by the gentlest considering Savoie ne

worth of I

ly

som for muance and follow
k-and-forth with
n ink, for the mo

der peopl
homes in the ny grandparcnt

or their neighbors, and just hear their

nd when Td just
ple to tell P
with massive holes. We'd miss
1 wouldn't know where

It with the questions,

ories,” says Savoie,

manifested at an carly

are things Id just do for n i
Tha's how much 1 ¢ heir life — the

d T make this my reality?”
ras T know, there's no one cls
docs this in the South.”
Well, that might be because d
ick to pull o

don't take the respoasibility that comes with
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Wyoming Wildlife - Christina Schmidt Shorma

T -
HULILL

i

Al

Mdg t faded rattlers dwell in Iff
Im gG g Though har d I hy
y mosl hl ttlesnakes b

g ing to rstandtheu story.

STORY BY EIIHIEIIIM SHORMA / PHOTOS BY JOSHUA PARKER
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Arkansas Life - Jordan Hickey
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Texas/nghways Mlchael Corcoran
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Avenue - Christina Frangou

The idea that tech start-ups are the key to a more
diverse economy isn't new. Here’s a look bac
aspect of the history of our high-tech future.

ack in 1981, in the dust of the big bust that swept through downtown,
lion square feet of shiny new office space in its
ry engineers embarked on a project so out of this
world that it would eventually put the city on a new high-tech map.
But the story starts a few months before the bust. In August 1980,
Gerard Lachapelle, an engineer with a dimpled chin and a bright Quebecois accent
that hadn't dimmed during four years of postgraduate study in Europe, arrived in
cal
ing work that used then-modern techniqu work of satellites known
s the Global Positioning System (GPS). GPS was very much in its infancy — only
a handiul of satellites were in geostationary orbit, nowhere near the constellation
satellites that exists today and provides a precise ous system
1 remember our first piece of equipment that we were working with to learn the
system. It weighed 500 kilos. says Lachapelle. “Thirty-five years later, 500 kilos has
shrunk into a chip inside this;” he says, picking up his iPhone, “which is more power
ful than the initial receiver. That chip is about the size of half a thumbnail and that
chip can do all the GPS stuff. This is how much it has progressed.
naginable to the handful of engineers working on GPS in
ntown Calgary in 1980, But even then, they knew that the expensive, clunky
wnology could one day play  role in high-precision areas of oil and gas develop
ment where every centimetre counts, Thats what Lachapelle and his colleagues were
striving for in October 1980 when the National Energy Program was announced
(a federal rev ¢ enacted by the Trudeau Liberals that may
Albertans decried for siphoning hard-carned profits out of the province). They were
sill working on GPS when the industry took a subsequent blow in 1981 as the global
plummeted
Over the following year, as un
employment in the province surged
and newspaper classified ads
began listing homes stillflled with
furniture for sale at bargain prices,
Shell dropped its plan for in-house
GPS development. Lachapelle and
about 10 colleagues borrowed
money to buy the assets from Shell
and formed their own company
Nortech Surveys. Their goal was
to provide navigational and posi
tioning services using GPS to the
oil-and-gas industry. Soon after,
they created Norstar Instrurmes
Division t0 develop GPS software.
Elizabeth Cannon, then an
undergraduate student in engineering at the University of Calgary, joined Nortech as
asummer student in 1983 — the only female engineer among the comp
employees. Nobody outside the company, she says, understood what she meant when
42 she said she worked in GPS. (The technology did make headlines that fall when, after

Korcan Air Lines Flight 007 was shot down for wandering into Sovie
avonuo
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New Mexico Magazine - Kate Nelson
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Adirondack Life - Lisa Bramen
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Kansas! - Sunset on Texico Hill

CHASE COUNTY | Brian Schoenfish



Single Photo - Silver
Arizona Highways - In the Frame
e JOURNAL




Concert

Masters

t hasn't been without its bumps and bruises, this institution of ours. But with
a much-lauded return to Robinson Center Music Hall and two feet firmly in the
black to boast about, the Arkansas Symphony Orchestra's staring down its golden
anniversary season stronger than ever. Here, a symphony in three movements: a look
atits humble beginnings, a celebration of its momentous homecoming and a glance
‘where they hope to be another 50 years from now

PHOTOGRAPHY BY RETT PEEK
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albemarle - Bill Allard Cafe, Rue des Grandes Augustins

WILLIAM
ALBERT
ALLARD
EARCEIS

of Photos

of Paris

Cafe, Rue Des Grands Augustins, 1956
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albemarle - BIill Allard Cafe, Rue des Grandes Augustins
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Acadiana Profile - Lawn Bevs Buds Food Play
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Yukon, North of Ordinary - Haunted North
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Adirondack Life - Painted Pony
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Arizona Highways - The Big Pictures: Monument Valley

‘The Big Pictures:

MONUMENT VALLEY
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Louisiana Life - On the Run
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Texas Highways - Hauntingly Jefferson

Hauntingly
JEFFERSON




