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My friend Monty Kim
Cockrill,

 


I met Kim Cockrill around
the year 2014. Kim and I were volunteering at a homeless mission,
where we often worked at the kitchen counter, serving meals to
homeless men and women. Through our many conversations, I found Kim
to be of high intelligence and well versed on subjects like history
and politics, as well as being a Bible scholar. No matter what
subject matter was being discussed, Kim had well-rounded knowledge
of the background and events. Kim also loved books, and he often
quoted directly from his current readings. In addition, Kim was an
excellent sketch artist, where he did all the illustrations for my
first publication, Guardians of the Backwater. This came about when
I was working with the publisher on that book project and was
initially told that their sketch artist would do all the
illustrations. But, as the book was close to the final stages of
editing, the publisher informed me that I had to find my own sketch
artist. Subsequently, after sharing my publishing needs with Kim,
he offered to do all the illustration artwork, helping me meet a
3-week publishing deadline! He was a trustworthy friend - always
available for a phone call, and a true pillar of support. There
were other challenges in life that I faced of a more personal
nature, where Kim was always available to lend an ear.

The Lord called Kim home
in May 2023.

Kim leaves behind quite a
legacy. I am certain that the number of people he touched is too
numerous to count. Whenever we would go to a public event, he was
always the one people wanted to talk to. He will be greatly missed,
not only by myself but by so many whose lives he touched in a
positive way.

On a final note, Kim was a
man of God’s Word and prayer. He carried a little book with him and
would write down people’s prayer requests. And he was faithful to
pray for them, as he knew that prayer was one of the foundations of
the Faith. Kim was a brother in Christ, a humble man of prayer, a
Bible scholar, a pillar of faith, and a faithful giver to help the
church’s financial offerings. He had a remarkable walk with
God.

2 Cor. 6:16 “...as God
hath said, I will dwell in them, and walk in them; and I will be
their God, and they shall be my people.”

Kim was working on the
illustrations for this book when the Lord called him home. He will
be greatly missed.

 


Author,

 


Andrew Smith

 




What a blessing it was to have Kim as part of my congregation for
so many years of his life.

James, the brother of
Jesus said in scripture that "a double-minded man is unstable in
all his ways." Later on in chapter 4, James explained "so let God
work His will in you. Yell a loud no to the devil and watch him
make himself scarce. Say a quiet yes to God, and He'll be there in
no time. Quit dabbling in sin. Purify your inner life. Quit playing
the field. Hit bottom and cry your eyes out. The fun and games are
over. Get serious, really serious. Get down on your knees before
the Master; it's the only way you'll get to your feet. (The
Messenger version)

In other words, like Jesus
said, "no man can serve two masters" and Brother Kim definitely did
not serve two masters. His single mindedness was obvious in every
aspect of his life.

It seemed as though his
only thought was to serve, as a servant, to others and what he
could do to benefit or assist, never supposing anything in return
for that service.

His entire life left an
indelible image of positivity, with his heart's desire, to see
Christ formed in you, the hope of glory.

To us, Kim's most precious
attribute was his melody of Bible verses. The Psalmist said "While
I live will I praise the Lord: I will sing praises unto my God
while I have any being." That he did!

Kim was constantly singing
scripture, always finding the good in people, always
smiling.

One song in a
nutshell:

Lord, You are the Words
and the Music. You are the Songs that I sing. You are the Melody.
You are the Harmony, praises to You I will sing. You are the Mighty
God, You are the Lord of Lords. You are the King of all kings. Now
I return to You, the songs that You gave to me. You are the Song
that I sing.





Thank you Lord for Brother
Kim.





The Lord's
Best,

Pastor Robert and Mrs.
Connie Roberson House of Prayer; Pentecostal Church of God East
Wenatchee, Washington





 


Monty Kim Cockrill – a man
of the Word. Monty Kim always desired to share his life as it
pertained to his fellowship with His Lord. Being an avid reader,
Monty Kim and I would spend a lot of time sharing and discussing a
myriad of subjects that interested both of us.

 


Monty Kim was a graphic
artist – a subject we would speak about, as my brother is also a
graphic artist. He was always someone who was easy to talk to and
someone in whom we enjoyed each other’s company.

 


Monty Kim worked for me
for some time ,and I would relieve him from his third shift duties,
and I came on to first shift. As we switched shifts, we would spend
some extra time sharing common interests, but mostly Biblical
subjects.

 


All in all, Monty Kim was
a very interesting man whom I am very glad to have had the joy of
getting to know.

 


David Dick

 


 


I am glad that Kim
Cockrill was a believer of God and he came to church when he could,
and everybody enjoyed having him come. Seeing him and having him
was so wonderful. He took good good care of his mom.





Love, Ron





Monty Kim Cockrill, a man who changed the course of our lives
and helped set us on our paths to Christ. Our beloved brother and
friend who our Lord knitted into our hearts was one of God's
greatest blessings to our family. Not a day has passed, nor will
pass, where our hearts don't yearn to hear his voice and see his
shining face smiling back at us. Monty was a saint but he never
claimed he was not a sinner saved by the blood of Jesus. His
humility, graciousness, love, wisdom, patience, and mercy were
always credited to the Lord with much praise and thanksgiving. For
each moment we shared together, whether in song, in the Word,
discussing history or great classic movies, listening to stories
from his hippie days, singing Turkey in the Straw, Oklahoma!, the
theme song to Rawhide, or hymns longforgotten in so many churches
today, watching him unpack just the right book from his backpack,
or giving him a double hug, we will treasure them all until we see
him again. Through physical suffering, emotional anguish, the loss
of his dearest friend Joel, moves across the country, the joy of
having five Pekinese, a seven year war with his wife of thirty-two
years, gunshots in his home, giving up coffee for the Lord,
countless hours of prayer via telephone, and an over 200 push up
per day record, he gave all glory and honor to God. You knew how
deeply loved you were by both Monty Kim and the Lord when you
parted his company.

T & S


 


 Part
One: The Streets are Still Beautiful
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Nestled into the center of this Northern activity is the center of all
business and commerce, the Crane Lake City Hall. Headed up by a
mayor, the City Center building has a staff of around forty-five
employees. The mayor, Andrew King, is the central hub of the whole
operation, making all the decisions on hiring and firing. He has an
executive secretary, as sharp as a box cutter, Rose
Bussey. When other employees come to the mayor’s desk with
requests, she usually confirms their needs verbally, and before
they finish a sentence, cognitively and
experientially, she processes volumes through her mind about the regular
operations of the city; in split seconds!

One city employee came to her desk to note, “I noticed that the water faucet in the
women’s bathroom is sticking.”

And before she finishes, Rose speaks up, “It
sticks for exactly forty-five seconds and then shuts off, but I’ll
update the maintenance department to put it on the must-do
list.”

Thanks to Rose, their list is longer than they could ever
think of tending to on a given day. Many of the regular employees
are amazed at her grasp of even the common elements of the City
Center, knowing exactly who to contact via e-mail by the tips of
her fingers; something can be routed, re-routed, delivered,
repaired or simply ‘taken care of’ in a matter of seconds! But Rose
can be a Berlin Wall to people who are challenged in the art of patience. One
man came to her desk one day with a complaint regarding how the
city had missed sending him his annual business permit. However,
permits are not in Rose’s usual job description, as visitors are
routed to her desk when the lady at the permit desk, Jillian Roska, is
out running errands.

The man, about to lose his patience, is upset and angry
that he will have to pay for two years in a row to bring his permit
up to date;
he barks, “This is ridiculous, why do I have to pay for last year,
when it was you guys that screwed up. Oh yeah, thanks for putting our permit renewal notice in the
local paper … but I don’t read the stupid newspaper!”

The raising of a patron’s voice is all
that Rose needs to hit the panic-button under her counter. The
panic button is hot-wired directly down the hallways, through the
capital-like rotunda, and straight into the police desk. “Brrr,
Brrr” went the buzzer, highlighted by a red blinking light above
the police desk.

The police records secretary, Fanny Shaw, notices the alarm
light and turns to the nearest available officer who just
walked through the rear office door; “Hey! That’s the panic button at the mayor’s desk
…
can
you go down there and see what’s the problem?”

Officer Max Branca jumps to attention with adrenaline shooting through his veins
like hot metal, and carries his six-foot-two, two hundred and
seventy-five pound frame out the hallway police
door;
striding at
a full gate down two hallways, through a marble floor rotunda to Rose’s main desk. He spots a man with a red face leaning over
the counter, clearly violating Rose’s personal space.

Max walks right up next to the man to clarify, “Is there anything that I can help you with?”

The man, shocked that he is upstaged and outgunned,
straightens up and nervously remarks, “Ah,
no, ah, I was just here to make my usual business permit
payment.”

Rose speaks up, “That will definitely be ninety dollars; forty-five for each
year….”

The man speedily produces the amount in cash and hands
it over to Rose. He comments, “I’m happy, are we all happy?”

Rose hands him his receipt with the new annual permit
printed on bright-yellow paper. The man turns on his heels, nods to Max, and
picks his feet up all the way down the hall while slipping by other
patrons out the main entrance doors, not saying another word.

Officer Branca turns to Rose and jokes, “I’m happy ... are you all happy?”

Rose, Officer Branca and the city
attorney, who had overheard the discussion from his office, share a
resounding laugh together.

“Yes,” Rose admits out loud, “we’re all happy he’s gone!” They continue to share laughter
and some related comments about the incident for a few
minutes.

There are similar occurrences that happen almost daily that
make city hall a satisfying daily chore for the working staff; you
just never know what unusual circumstance might walk through the
door. One day it’s an impatient patron, another it is a homeless man taking a bath in the
public bathroom, getting water and soap everywhere. Another day,
it’s someone with an angry complaint at the city desk about a
neighbor’s yard being full of garbage.

“Some people just have to have something to complain about!”
Rose once admitted to another city employee after one of these patrons filed their
verbal “toilet paper shortage” complaint at her desk.

She remarks, “It’s not that we are running out of toilet paper,
sometimes people just steal it! We should have a toilet paper
dispenser machine in the restroom that they can’t break
into.”

The city center is more than just a place where people
work. After one is employed as a city employee, they learn after
time, to let their hair down, as so many have done; some going
over-board, not even wanting a rescue. It is much like becoming a
part of a big family. And then, every department has its own
sub-family where there is at least the semblance of personal
support. If one worker gets “sick,” others will gladly and without complaint chip in; knowing
that their day will come to be “ill,” for they know how important it is to have their “sick” days when they need them! There are limits though, some
city employees conveniently take their sick days around the
holidays to get extra days off to spend with their families. All
agree, if everyone does that, they may as well just close the whole
city building down for the holidays! Employees who take advantage of
holiday
sick days often are
given funny looks when they return. Or, as in one case, one habitual ‘sick
day’ employee had her long Fourth of July break extended
permanently with a pink slip when she returned, even topped with a
supervised police escort out of the building when she complained.
In addition, if someone is employed for an open position who will
not bond with other workers in his or her department, they are also
shortly given the pink slip before they complete their trial
period. And
that, for well-thought-out reasons that even the best personal
attorney cannot ford—much akin to crossing the Rubicon.

The city offices occupy one long wing of the building, and
the police and court are through the capital-like rotunda and down
another long hallway. The police department is a group of sixteen
employees who work regular shifts, while another group of four
employees work part-time serving parking tickets and arrest
warrants, and court summons. Working inside the Crane Lake Police
Department, most would expect it to have a sterile, professional
demeanor, most of the time — but that is not at all the case, as jokes, jests and
practical jokes reign all the time! So much so, that it seems
necessary, by
unofficial permission of Chief Fedo, at
least some
humor be allowed. This to create an environment that makes their
police work tolerable, and most effective — as it should be.
Officer Branca once commented to a police department visitor,
“We’re the refuse collectors, and the court recycles the offenders!” And, when the
time comes for these officers to get serious, usually about the
same time the police radio blurts out a criminal code for an event;
they jumped into action, walking out the back door to a police
vehicle, with the engine already running. And, with a calm sense of
duty, effectively tracking down criminals with sometimes scant
descriptions; they are excellent in pursuit! But, while they are
out doing their police work, the records secretaries, Fanny Shaw
and Zoe Wright, hold down the fort by acting certifiably crazy!

Oftentimes, when the public appears at the police window,
they expect to experience a somber atmosphere of government doing
business. But instead, what they witness is ongoing laughter
flowing between two secretaries, their desks just inside the main
police window. To add to the amusement of laughter, the officers
entering the office fresh from their street beats send out jests,
blowing off steam. Zoe once said, “The only time the officers compliment me on my
looks is on April Fool’s Day!”

One ongoing joke of Fanny and Zoe’s is
to play with miniature toy cars, a game they set up on a break-room
table following any traffic incident. Here they arrange the toy
cars on the table in a mock depiction of what happened, getting
their up-to-date information from an accident report an officer
hands to them to record. In one accident, over five vehicles were
involved, including a farm tractor; the lead offender that caused
the accident as it drove slowly down the state highway. Fanny and
Zoe set this accident scene up so perfectly on the table, including
the purchase of a miniature farm tractor from the local farm store!
What really makes the grade on these accident mock-ups, is the
eventuality that one of the officers gets into an accident with a
patrol car. Here they love to display their miniature police car
crashing into another with the battering-ram front bumper! This is
the way that people in high stress jobs work out their
salvation.

One officer, Alicia George, who is the force’s only woman,
did a whole shift unaware that another officer had placed a
magnetic pizza delivery sign on the top of her car. Upon returning
her car to the department’s garage after her shift, the mechanic on
duty points it out to her, half-bent over with outbursts of
laughter. Totally embarrassed, and determined to get even, it will
take her unofficial personal investigation days to discover who the culprit is.
And then, it will be her turn to arrange a tit-for-tat, and creatively mess
up the culprit officer’s shift. Her snooping scores a hit when she
discovers the skunk is Officer Congdon. I’ll get him real good, she plans in her mind.
He can never
comprehend what I am capable of! Later, she gets all her plans ready to
invade Officer Congdon’s desk space. Stealthily she stops by the
police station, when he is out working on a call, and places a pile
of fake dog poop on his chair (foaming chocolate pudding), and then
stacks up a bunch of empty boxes around it as a barricade. Then,
she takes police tape and cordons off his whole office space, so
he cannot use his desk at all when he returns to the station to write
reports for his shift.

On her exit to the back door, she glances at Fanny
and whispers, “This
never happened.” Fanny deviously giggles and waves her hands in the air.

Now, Fanny can be a devious one, but no officer is safe in
the presence of Zoe. Often, officers will sit in the police
department on their breaks and make comments on how the progress of
their day is going. Officer Max Branca is working on some paperwork when his
cellular phone begins to ring, and before he can answer it, it is
sent to the mailbox.

With frustration, he says, “Ah shoot, I just missed a really important call!”

Zoe with her quick wit comments, “Yeah, that was probably your massage
therapist!”

Everyone in the office starts to chuckle, embarrassing Officer Branca, who tries to recover, saying,
“Oh,
that was a girl I just started to date recently.”

Zoe sees another opportunity, like a bright light on a
distant hill … “Hey
Max, why not give us a name so we can look her up on Face
Bark.”

Max tries again to recover some decency, giving a
back-to-you
comment, “Why
would I do that? So you can find out if you know any of her friends
and blab around about her?” They all laugh out loud together. And
that, is a typical afternoon shift at the Crane Lake police
station.

The grand finale of Zoe and Fanny’s deviousness occurred
after Officer Congdon crashed his police cruiser into a light pole
during a police chase. But that was only part of the crash, for
when the light pole surrendered its base to the battering ram on
the front of the cruiser, it took a dive down on the hood of a
vehicle waiting for a traffic light, crushing the front of the car.
It was a couple of days after this incident when Zoe and Fanny made
a purchase — a toy police car. Before Officer Congdon arrives, they
are preparing the toy car for his viewing pleasure — tearing off a
door and crunching the bumper. As a master artist, Zoe makes
scratches down the side of it and mounts it to a small board. Then
they create with a label-maker, a homemade award plaque sign which
announces in bold letters, Public Safety Award, Best Driver of the
Year. It is
carefully displayed on Officer Congdon’s desk where he will enjoy
it, like a flashing Hollywood billboard sign. To everyone’s
amazement, Officer Congdon just plays along with the humor and
leaves it displayed for the next several weeks. During this time,
any offender he has in for an interview after an arrest sees it
too, not daring enough to ask any questions!

Now, when it comes to performing real police work, a criminal investigation is
much more serious. In one such case, someone calls the station and
reports that someone had shot a deer inside the city limits and had
professionally “V” cut the horns off the head with a saw, leaving
the deer on the side of the road with its bloody head looking
straight out at passing traffic! It was a thoughtless, gruesome
sight.

Officer Congdon takes the call and does the best
on the spot
investigation he can. He interviews a neighboring resident,
concluding, “This
is one investigation that’s in my sights!” The resident has a
vehicle description of the offender, a junked-out red pick-up
truck.

He matter-of-factly says, “How many junked-out red pick-ups can be in this
town anyway,” as he lays his report on the sergeant’s desk at 4 p.m. at the close of his
shift.

The police sergeant looks up with bloodshot and
stress-blackened eyes saying, “No
problem, I always pass these dead deer cases over to the Fish and
Wildlife people anyway, stupid redneck! If he had just walked a
thousand yards up the road and shot the deer, this would be a
county issue. Instead, he’s going to get the fish and wildlife
people right up his rear end and that old buck he shot will bite
him in the ass! Fish and Wildlife officers will confiscate his
junked out old truck, his rifle, his dog and cat! I always send
this stuff over there, as they get the job done! If we handle
it, he
will just
get a fine for shooting his gun off in the city limits. Fish and
Wildlife know how to catch a buck snatcher; they set up a
buck deer
decoy on a
nearby hillside and spend a couple of hours a night listening for
gunshots broadcast to them by a microphone in the decoy’s head. By
the time the guy walks up and figures out that he just shot a decoy
of Bambi, they have people out there to grab his truck, and his
gun! The ones they really want are these yokels that shoot deer for
antler collectors.”

Butted up against the police station, and in the same
hallway, are the municipal court offices. A courtroom is at the termination of the
hallway as it spills into the rotunda at the building center. The
interoffice family atmosphere here is more mature, it must be! The
municipal judge is in the office on court days, having little
tolerance for any ‘funny stuff.’ Even when he is not present, the two women who run the
office, Judy, the court’s office manager and Grace the fine
collections clerk are friendly and pleasant, even with the janitor.
Court days are a full schedule, and busy, where Judy will spend
most of the day with the judge in the courtroom shuffling files,
as Grace runs the
collections window for people to pay their fines after the judge
imparts their grievous, by-the-book, sentences. One unusual event
that happened recently at court was a man summoned to stand before
the judge for his misfit behavior — beating another man to a pulp
in a city park because the man made an inappropriate innuendo
toward his female friend. Following the court proceedings, the
judge was sharing his court docket information with
Grace: “When
I called him, he stood up and cussed me out with a string of gutter
slang. He got his fine alright, along with contempt of court fine
and thirty days in jail! He said I wasn’t fit to be a judge, but he
found out I was fit enough to throw him in jail!” One courtroom
detail that the public is unaware of, is a little personal joke
that the judge plays on offenders. Sitting on top of the wood framing directly before the
judge’s Bema Seat, is a name plaque facing the courtroom audience
with his name on it, Judge Ephraim Cramer. But on the side facing
him is a cartoon character, Delmar Pudd, the one who carries a
shotgun, dressed in his hunting outfit, and who likes to chase
varmints around in his cartoon world! This is just a little secret
humor for Judge Ephraim to help him with his high stress job of
giving sentences to offenders; who, following one of his sentences,
must march over to the collections window and see Grace to pay
fines that crush them financially. Woefully, most of his audience
of ‘offenders’ is poverty-stricken, and he knows it. But he must still
perform his job of applying the legal fine of the statute from the
sentencing guidelines manual; a copy is loaded into his courtroom
laptop, which he has sitting in front of him at every hearing. The
cartoon helps him relieve a little stress as he slams the gavel,
for the gavel is secretly in his mind, Delmar Pudd’s cartoon
shotgun! Following one of these fines being applied to an offender
in the thousand-dollar range — one bankrupt man, after paying what
he could at Grace’s bulletproof window — is so upset that he turns
toward the hallway window and thrust his fist through the glass,
tearing the flesh and deeply cutting his hand.

Grace hits the interoffice button on her phone for the
police desk, and shrieks, “Send
an officer over to the court window, there’s a man out of control
in the hallway, he cut himself up really bad!”

Zoe, the records secretary who answers at the police
desk, speaks to Officer Congdon, “Disorderly up the hallway at the collections window, I’ll
call for an ambulance, he’s bleeding!”

Congdon jumps into action and rushes out the hallway door
and down to the court area where the man is holding his bloody hand
- the broken window having sprayed glass dust and shards all over
the carpet. The man is in too much agony and pain to
resist,
as Officer
Congdon states, “Just
wait, we have a medical unit coming. What’s your name?”

“Anson Wood,” he replies.

Within minutes, the ambulance arrives
and treats Anson’s hand. Congdon rides along with him in the
ambulance, the offender badly in need of multiple
stitches.

Following all the action, Timber Svendal the janitor, begins sweeping up the mess of glass
and vacuums up any remaining glass dust. Next, he goes to the
dumpster to dispose of the glass he just vacuumed up. He shakes the
vacuum bag out in the dumpster, and accidentally inhales some of
the glass dust, or, so he suspects. For the next several hours he
is paranoid, with a crippling panic attack — his thoughts dominant
over the slight possibility of some glass possibly entering his
lungs. But, as it turns out, it is just a sinus allergy to plain
old dust, which is only a minor irritation to his breathing; his
lungs clearing up in a half-hour. For the time being, though, he
just sits in the break room, coughing carefully into a tissue,
looking for any possible blood stains. He made a few promises to
himself in the process, helping him to build a closer walk with
God.

“Crane Lake is a functioning city in the United States of
America, but, the federal government, at the same time,
is
dis-functional. Everyone is aware of the huge budget deficits that the
government has created, which can someday become unmanageable and
take the rest of the economy and nation down with it. And there is
the out of control foreign policy with countries like North Korea,
Russia and China, that are becoming more threatening by the day.
China holds trillions of dollars in American treasury bonds, and
one day will require a reckoning and settlement — much in the same
way that an average citizen sues another in small claims court for
a judgement. That judgement demand will soon appear in writ,
everyone knows, America will be sued and will have to pay China
back!” The mayor confides to his finance director, Doc Boyd, as they
are
sharing a cup of coffee on a break, “Then, China will cash all our nation’s treasury
bonds in,
demanding our property in return. And up the narrow railroad
tracks, our Russian friends are simply not predictable … our
foreign policy in Europe, building up regional missile defense
shields, keeps stepping on their toes. With them, it’s all about
power control, as they do not want America to tell them how to share influence
in Eastern Europe or the Middle East. They simply do whatever
they want, and won’t tolerate any American pressure, which is
scary. Look what they did so boldly when they took Crimea away from
Ukraine … we don’t even know what North Korea is up to.”

Another city employee who is just as informed on current
issues, is Hamilton Morrow of the city council. “War is coming,”
Hamilton Morrow informs some of the other council members at a
council meeting that night. It is hard for most of them not to
respect this man’s political opinions, as he is former CIA and knows a great deal
about the inner workings of the government. “Sometimes what the
newspapers say and what Washington actually does behind the scenes
are two highways moving in opposite directions. The whole idea is
to deceive the public to make them think everything is OK …
just go
shopping,
they said after the 9/11 attacks!” Morrow adds.

One of the other council members relates, “Sometimes I just feel like a fly stuck to flypaper
way up here in Northern Minnesota. It’s like, what can we do
here
about Washington
decisions?”

Morrow whispers back, “You’re correct, there isn’t much we can do here in
Minnesota as Washington is being controlled by an evil cabal. What
we can do, is make plans to save our own skin.” For the most part,
the city council and the city offices are more than satisfied to
have Hamilton Morrow as a part of their functions. He will alert
them occasionally on United Nations programs that sound good but
are mainly just “tools to take away American sovereignty.” One of
these is the Agenda 21 program, which became an official United Nations policy way
back in 1992. Morrow once exclaimed, “It has more Marxist tentacles to it than
Lenin’s stiff, preserved toes.” He cites an article:

Agenda 21 originated from a report in 1987 authored by Gro
Harlem Brundtland V.P. of the World Socialist party. Its agenda is
to integrate economic, social and environmental policies, to
achieve reduced consumption, social equity, and the preservation
and restoration of biodiversity; the policy purports that national
sovereignty is a social injustice, all of this is part of what the
UN policy refers to as sustainable development.[1]

“Did you know that Lenin is still in a
state of preservation that people can walk by and view?” Morrow
asks them and continues, “Then there is another local program that really
scares me called the Wildlands Project, which could affect our
area.” He
cites another article:

Public, Private partnerships are created, with the private
getting help from the government in the form of tax breaks and
grants, and using the government’s powerful right hand of eminent
domain.[2] This forcing sustainable development U.N. policies on the
backs of ranchers with water and grazing rights, limiting the use
of pesticides, and changing the definition of wetlands. These UN policies can force
the farmer or rancher out of business — causing the farmlands and
ranches to fall into the hands of the Federal Government, even
though some of these land use rights are eons
old![3]

“Cronyism is also a political
philosophy in Washington, as we have seen playing out multiple
times in Western states; where politicians use the power of the federal government
bureaucracy to attempt the seizure of private lands, lumping them
into huge federally controlled reservations to later deal them out
to PPPs, or public, private partnerships. This is done for many
reasons, one of which could be … simply to create green space for
roaming habitat. It’s an unconstitutional land-grab coming to your
local county.” Morrow finalizes.

Unfortunately for Mr. Morrow there is another city council
member, Vito Dixon, who is pro-Agenda 21, pro-Washington D.C.,
pro-United Nations and any other federal programs that come down
the pike. Vito shakes hands with anyone, anytime, who will help him
to advance politically and feed his ‘under-the-table’ agreements —
usually accompanied by an envelope of greenbacks. Vito is as
corrupt as a politician can abide, sharing favors with anyone who
can “keep a secret.”

“Just help me locate the faucet, and I’ll turn it on for
you,”
he
prides to one of his cronies over coffee at the Northern
Pike Café one afternoon.

“If you’re serious about making
some real money, I’ll share some plans with you from the planning
department, I have a contact there.”

Indeed, Vito has a contact in every city department through
just one person: the janitor, Timber Svendal. Who, working evenings in empty management offices, has
visual access to every desk, and anything lying out in the
open!

Vito smirks, “You bring the cash to the table and I will get the specific
development information for you. You just buy up all the property
around where they are planning a new development and make huge
profits — but don’t forget how I helped you.”

This is the way Vito Dixon does his daily chores, right on
the backs of the local taxpayers. Ultimately, they pay for all the illegal favors Mr.
Dixon is famous for: like increasing prices on the claimed
development property, after his cronies sell their land parcels back to the
city. Hamilton Morrow always suspected Dixon to be crooked, which
is one of the reasons that he never makes any effort to shake hands
with him. Dixon’s perks, a lavish home and luxury car, put an
exclamation mark on the humble salary he receives from the city for
his ‘hard-working’ council position.

“How does two thousand dollars a month as a council member
turn into two hundred thousand dollars a year? The kind of people
that he shares time with around town show all the possibilities of
his true efforts for the city — to make his friends rich and the
rest of us slaves.” Morrow confides once to a close associate,
Harry Walker, a friend from the CIA years.

Hamilton is also very suspicious of improvements made on
the surrounding roadways of Dixon’s expensive development projects
where roads are repaired all around the development, it appears, at
no cost to him or the city! What Hamilton is unveiling, is that
Dixon has received money from a mafia- owned
casino in
the neighborhood in cash favors to pay for the project; a private road
construction company being hired to do the work, agreeing to take
cash payments from Dixon from his pool of under-the-table
“contributions.” Work on the road project is done on weekends to
further shadow the project from city scrutiny, no paperwork ever
being recorded. There is some discussion transpiring amongst key
players in the Public Works offices, but who complains about free
roadway repairs anyway!

“Just look the other way,” says Billy Beck, the Public Works Director to his
secretary Susan Hendrilkut.

Susan is seen throughout the day holding her head,
requesting to go home early to take medicine for a tire-iron
migraine headache from the information overload.
Dumping crooked
money onto the streets just makes me sicker than a dog!
She complains to
her shadow. But, like many other city workers caught in such a
position, her job means more than whistleblowing will
accomplish. If I didn’t have such a large mortgage on my house to pay,
I would blow the whole deal down to the newspaper editor!
She
reasons.
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Now
no city hall is exempt from the strange cast of characters: namely,
the test-tube public! There are always a few who will walk into
Crane Lake City Hall: one is shaved in the temple area of his head,
indicating that he possibly has been treated for electroshock
therapy at the state psychiatric hospital at Deer Lake. He
frequently walks the hallways of city hall with a handful of notes
on paper, shuffling them nervously. Occasionally, he stops at the
service counter, jotting down a few things with a serious look on
his face. Then, he walks right up to the city desk and yells out
loud, “service!”, then rings the bell. Following this exchange, he
drops one of his handwritten notes on the city desk, scurrying out
of the building. Susan Hendrilkut of public works one day received
one of his famous notes.

She recalls, “My goodness, I read the first sentence, and it
made absolutely no sense at all — it was about a bird flying high
in the sky, while the next sentence was about a trip to Deer Lake
Psychiatric Hospital and an angry doctor. The third sentence was
about his not being able to pay his rent, saying,
you’re responsible
because of heavy taxes on my beer and cigarettes!
This guy is
somebody we have to watch every minute, you never know what he will
be drafting.”

There are other regular visitors of
the library, located inside the main entrance of City Hall, who are
unusual. One, having Tourette syndrome, will stop in the hallway
and stomp, turn in a circle, and wave his hand in the air at an
unseen persecutor. Then he will wiggle his leg, stamp the floor,
and make deep gullet sounds. City employees tolerate him with a
whole lot of patience.

However, the other library patrons are not so patient: one
of whom became so distracted by his continual blowing of his nose
while he sat at the library computer, that she walks over to the police desk to
complain, “There is an unstable man sitting next to me blowing his
nose like a trumpet player.”

Officer Alicia George takes the
complaint and walks over to the library to observe. She first
casually observes from the hallway and views the distracting noise
of the nose trumpeter.

Then she walks in and asks the librarian,“Is this man at the computers creating a disturbance?” The
librarian looks up with eyes that spell, help!

“What is your time limit on the computers?” Alicia asks with
a blinking-eye.

The librarian admits, “Well, today we are busy, so I will adjust
the time limit to thirty minutes … he has been there for
thirty-three.”

Alicia George then confronts the trumpeter at the computer and
probes, “How
long are you planning on using the computer? The time limit is thirty minutes.”

He looks up, and becoming aware of the librarian’s time
commitment
says, “Uh,
just a couple more seconds to log out of my e-mails.”

Alicia returns to the librarian and quietly
whispers, “Just
two more minutes of time-torture.” Alicia then takes the opportunity to catch up on
local gossip with the librarian while she waits for the disturbance
to clear. The librarian knows everyone in town, so it is not
necessary to read the library’s posted copy of the local newspaper,
you just asked her. She can, at any time, start her own local
online version of a news outlet with the juiciest gossip to rival
the lives of the Hollywood stars. Alicia gets a news update far
beyond the local newspaper headlines in just a matter of minutes —
long after the disturbance had left the library to sit in the City
Center’s comfortable lobby; taking a more private lounge chair,
where he continues his wiggling and trumpet snorts.

Alicia returns to her desk in the
police department, where she can await another local distress call
and work on paperwork. “This is the fourth report I have had to
fill out today. I don’t know why I just don’t go over and work for
the county sheriff’s department, where there is more pay and less
paperwork!” Alicia complains.

The city also has its own self-certified street preacher
who carries a regular evangelistic service weekly, every Thursday
morning on a downtown corner, preaching to the highest heavenly
choirs a fiery sermon. It is hard to grasp some of his message,
though, as he bears a slight speech impediment, causing him to slur
some of his consonants and spit! He is known by the local business merchants as
the “Tower of Babel!” One merchant proclaims, “If he doesn’t scare the tourists away,
he’ll surely knock down a few devils.” Downtown shoppers request
police on days he gets quite theatrical. They attempt to reason
with him about calming down.

Officer George arrives at curbside and states out the window, “This is a business area, why don’t you go down to
the city park where you won’t disturb commerce?”

Officer George later admits to a business
merchant, “We
can’t get him to stop unless he is actually breaking a
law!”

There is discussion, however, at city council meetings of
strengthening the “noise ordinance” to squelch the street
preacher’s agitations, but with most of the city population heavily
evangelical, it just will not pass. So, Jeremiah the street preacher continues,
to the frustration of the downtown business council. Another
element that developed from all of this brawl, and which caught the
downtown business community by surprise, is — the wrath of God!
While Jeremiah is preaching up a storm on a downtown corner one
day, a merchant walks up to Jeremiah and yells at him to “shut up!”
He then takes his Bible away from him and throws it
on the
ground. Two
days later the merchant dies of a heart attack —
and
this did not go
unnoticed, for it was thoroughly discussed around coffee cups at the
Northern Pike Café over the next two weeks in hushed tones!

“Good grief, this street preacher has a wall of fire about
him,” one downtown merchant confides to another.

There is one activity, however, that
the city found a way to fine Jeremiah and his father Nate for, and
that is illegally posting signs of their beliefs on trees by the
main roads of the city. Jeremiah calls it “The Jericho March,”
where he and his father Nate go around the city in the middle of
the night, posting signs on trees and fences that read: “Repent to
salvation!”
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They got away with posting illegal
signs for years, but finally … Officer Branca just happened to be
driving down a city side road early one morning and spots the old
Model A Ford truck, which they drive, on the roadside. It also
being painted on its side boards with scripture phrases saying:
Repent!

Branca describes his find to the police chief the next day,
“It
was 2:45 a.m. when I spotted the old Model A Ford on Poplar Road. I
pulled over to check and see why it was there, as I thought maybe they broke
down. But
near the
truck is a homemade sign: “repent or hell” posted on a tree. Then I spotlighted the
bushes and saw the red flash of a pair of eyes; it turns out to be
Jeremiah. I wrote them up for malicious mischief, and they will
have to appear before the judge for sentencing.”

“Great work,” Chief Fedo belts out, “I’ll call Salmon at the downtown council and
let him know we finally can get a stop to the signs.”

This sign hanging duo has been busy on their “Jericho
Marches,” for years, frustrating the city public works
department, as they must send out a monthly crew to remove dozens of the postings.

The public works manager remarks, “I’ll bet my crew took down another ten
signs this morning, they snuck them in overnight! They are all made
by hand from plywood and boards and are nailed right into the trees
bordering the roadways. I don’t think the nails damage the trees
too much, but the looks of the city arteries are compromised, and
it takes two to three hours of our time to locate and remove them
all.”

One of Jeremiah’s neighbors, who knows
them too well, told the public works manager that “Jeremiah and his
father once went on a Jericho March to Southern Minnesota, and they
hung signs along the highways all the way.”

Nate told this neighbor that “along
the way, the old Model A Ford truck broke down ... it was a miracle
that the local service mechanic was an antique car collector. What
the Model A needed was a new starter, and amazingly the mechanic
took one out of a Model A he had recently restored, installing it
into Nate’s Ford, putting them right back on the road! They are as
goofy as a couple of green eggs in a chicken nest, only problem
is—the eggs are cracked!”

The other bunch of strange characters
are the hillbilly squatters on the edge of town.

“Nobody is really sure how many people live on that ranch
just this side of the city limit on the western end. It started as
a horse ranch with a cabin and now has morphed into several travel
trailers and a used mobile home,” said
Dell Bailey, the head of the code compliance department, who is
having a time of it trying to make peace with the horse ranch’s
neighbors.

One of whom said to Dell, “They are setting up a modern-day Christiania — just
like the infamous squatter community in Copenhagen!”

Dell returns, “The city has yet to pass any ordinances on how many people
can reasonably live in a house, much less on a single five-acre
parcel of property.” Dell has snooped around the horse ranch several
times,
including the use of satellite imaging, and not seen anything yet that he
can throw
a fine at them for; they
are amazingly clean and orderly. “So,
unless they throw a whole heap of garbage around,” he told one of
the neighbors, “there isn’t anything I can come down on them
with.” But the neighbors still complain of all the traffic in
and out of the ranch, which includes four wheelers, horses, and
even a semi-tractor trailer.

“Hillbillies are amazing people,” Bailey told the mayor one
day, “they start on a property with one married couple, and
carefully expand their community one groupie at a
time,
until they reach a
critical mass that even they know is unwarranted. We now estimate there are fifteen
people living at the horse ranch: along with four horses, four
dogs, a cat, a bird and who knows what else! We also counted three
horse trailers, two flatbed hay hauling trailers, and of course
three travel trailers that other people could be living in. By the
time they owe everyone in town money, they’ll probably move on—just
like a bunch of gypsies! I’m checking with my international code book to see the
recommendations; however, I sense that If I bring up anything
international, Councilor Morrow will balk and turn other councilors over to
his side — resulting in a NO for an ordinance change. He’ll
probably warn us about controversial programs like
smart-growth and
Agenda 21.”

The mayor just gives a blank
stare.

“Crane Lake will probably have to design their own growth
strategies: we sure don’t want to look like an international
fast-food community like the rest of the world! Morrow will
probably be right, in the respect of us independently making up
our own direction.” Bailey concludes.
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Timber Svendal got the usual text message from Vito Dixon about what plans
to watch for on the community development department desk:
new convention
center is planned, watch for any docs on proposed location.
Vito. While
cleaning in the evening hours, Timber begins scanning with his eyes any documents on the
city planner’s desk to see if there might be anything about a
‘convention center.’ It isn’t long before a key document appears and
Timber takes a photo of it with his cell phone, sending it
instantly over to Vito. This is all Vito needs to make a pocketful
of cash—something in print with the proposed street location. Vito,
his eyeballs registering stacks of hundred-dollar bills, shoots it
over to his real estate confederate, Roxanne Parker.
Thanks for the
update, Vito
texts back to the janitor, you will have lunch tomorrow, on
me. The very
next morning, a small envelope with a wad of cash is
inconspicuously dropped faithfully by noon through Timber’s mail slot at his home. The amount of cash
in the envelope is enough to buy him lunch and dinner for the next
six months. A lucrative update was scratched on a notepad paper inside the
envelope. Most of the people who work at the city center are aware
of the nice truck that Timber drives, a newer jacked-up, full size work truck with
large custom wheels. Timber drives it with pride. And no one ever questions how he affords such a perk
on a janitor’s lowest-member-on-the-totem-pole salary. Over at the
Dixon office, they now have Timber’s update, so Vito goes to work finding out if there
is any property for sale near the proposed new convention center
location, knowing that property values will rise anywhere near the
proposed complex. Let us meet tomorrow at the Northern Pike Café, bring any
information you may discover about any real estate possibilities
near the intersection of Bayside Drive and Camp Forty
Road, Vito
texts his real estate conspirator Roxanne Parker.
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Every year the city of Crane Lake, Minnesota hosts
its “long-shot
to be famous,” Waterlogged Canoe Festival. Planning for the festival, by
Hal Shepherd the events coordinator, starts a year in advance.
There are many different facets of this event, a swamped canoe race
around Bear Island in its Beaver infested waters, a lumberjack log
roll, a downtown arts and crafts fair, and a huge mural of Paul
Bunyan featured on the front windows of City Hall. For a whole
weekend it
is a premier
family event being highlighted with redneck music in the park, with
plenty of food vendors scattered in crowded places. Every year the
city managers brace themselves for what always seems to happen no
matter how careful the planning—the big screw-up! This year’s
event, held just after the ice clears on the lake, is right on
target—it
is the
zenith of all screw-ups! Helen Hunter, the high society leader of
the art club, always prides her organization in carefully
presenting the mural creation of Paul Bunyan. The entire painting,
over twenty feet tall, is carefully brushed on the two-story-high
main entrance windows of the city hall lobby by senior members of
the art club. Her instructions this year to the maintenance
department before they arrive are to “clean the windows thoroughly
with ammonia only!” Though Timber Svendal the janitor had received these curt instructions, he
thought too much into it, thinking: how am I to remove this paint;
ammonia leaves too
dry of a surface –it’ll take too many hours to remove after the
event—I’m not going to be caught with my pants down!

So, he decides on his own to make the glass more
Teflon, as he relays his decision to his boss:
“We
need to get something on there to make it easy to get this sticky
paint mess off, following the festival. I mean, have you ever had
to remove paint from a twenty-foot window? Last year I had to
remove all of it by hand with a window razor, and it took over
twenty hours….”

Being misinformed, his boss Luman Slater, the head of the
maintenance department, caves in, advising, “Just make sure the paint sticks long enough to last through
the festival.”

So, Timber does a little research and finds a product that puts
liquid plastic on the glass with “one easy application.” The product label
promises: to repel water spots, bug and bird droppings, and
fingerprints, by creating a microscopic Teflon-like barrier. Timber comments to himself, That sounds good to
me,
as he purchases the
product through his janitorial supplier. It arrives a couple of
days later, and he applies it to the glass by simply adding it to
the water he washes the windows with, just a couple of days ahead
of Helen Hunter and the art club artists who paint with great care,
the mural of Paul Bunyan. In one long Saturday effort, Helen’s art
club worker bees finish the grand mural image. They stand in
admiration at the grandeur of the remarkable display of tones and
colors of paint.

“There is something so powerful about a twenty-foot tall
image, as it brings remembrance to Nebuchadnezzar and his great
ninety-foot Babylonian statue that he ordered every subject to bow
down to—It just takes away your breath,” Helen boasts.
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