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The phone rang –��three shorts and one long –��signaling 
that someone was calling us on Rural Route 4. The 
black phone in our kitchen had an extra-long cord, and 
hung on the wall near the hallway. Normally there 
would be a mad dash to answer it because a telephone 
on Rural Route 4 was still a novelty. We were on an 
eight-party line, meaning seven other houses were on our circuit and eve-
ryone could listen in on others�¶��phone conversations. But on this hot after-
noon I was home alone.  

I picked up the receiver and got dreaded news, especially for a 14-year-
old whose daddy was at the steel plant working a rare day shift. "Your 
daddy's cows are out," said the voice on the other end. �³Out�´��as in �³out of 
the pasture and wandering to who knows where.�´��Daddy Grand had per-
haps a dozen brood cows and a large bull, Midnight Chief, who was a reg-
istered Angus and the king of Rural Route 4.  

I slipped on my work boots and headed for the barn, about 200 yards be-
hind the house, near the tree line. I grabbed a hammer and filled my jean 
pockets with staples. Somewhere along our 29-acres of fenced pasture, 
our cows had found a means of escape, and it would be fruitless to find 
the cattle before first repairing the breach in the fence. I walked the fence 
line, first along the dirt road and then on the back side of the woods. 
Along the way, I had to work my way through a briar patch. "Hope I don't 
get chiggers," I muttered to myself.  

In the corner of the pasture, near our property line with an adjoining farm, 
I found an opening in the fence. Two strands of barbed wire were lying on 
the ground. I picked the strands up one at a time and pulled them as tight 
as I could. Nailing the fence with staples was hard, given the age of the 
dried locust posts that Daddy Grand and I had put there. I had helped dig 
the holes for those posts, one about every eight feet or so. I ran home, 
jumping the meandering creek and hoofing it to the big metal gate across 
from the barn and opened it. Then the cattle search began.  

It didn't take long, because I heard ol' Chief lowing and growling. He evi-
dently was challenging a neighbor�¶s big Hereford bull to a winner-take-all 
butting contest. The winner would get both herds. I cut a long, white oak 
branch to serve as my "persuader." I began herding them like an Australi-
an sheep dog, moving back and forth, to the left and to the right. Perhaps 
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Did you know that you can 
find easy step-by-step in-
structions to pay your TUA 
bill online? 

Visit our website at 
www.tullahomautilities.com 
and click the �³Pay Your 
Bill �´��button at the top of the 
page. You will be directed 
to our trusted third-party 
automated payment partner, 
Nexbillpay. 

You will then be prompted 
to enter your account num-
ber to view your infor-
mation and utility charges. 

��Six of the 10 THS 
Wildcats�¶��games 
this season are 
away games. However, you 
don�¶t have to travel to see 
every play! Watch every 
game this season �/�,�9�( on 
LightTube Channel 23. Call 
455-4515 to subscribe. 
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Watts Happening 

Tullahoma Utilities Authority is one of about 2,000 electric 
utilities across the country—serving 49 million Americans—
that is referred to as a public power utility.  We are owned by 
the community and operated as a public service, with a mis-
sion to provide reliable electricity at a reasonable cost with 
proper protection for the environment.   
TUA is proud to contribute to the economic vitality of our 
community by providing jobs, purchasing locally and making 
payments in lieu of taxes.  Our not-for-profit rates hold down 
local business costs and they stay reasonable because we don’t 
have to pay dividends to stockholders around the country and 
the world.  Our returns go right back into the community. 
When it comes to service, you know we’re just down the 
street.  And you know our track record of keeping the power 
on and restoring it as soon as possible in case of weather-
related outages, such as we did when a major winter storm 
brought freezing rain, sleet and snow in mid-February. The 
weight of ice from that storm tore trees from the ground and 
toppled power lines and utility poles all over town.  Fortunate-
ly, outages were localized and fewer than 200 TUA customers 
were affected; still, TUA crews worked through the night to 
restore electric and fiber services.  
Join us in celebration of all that they do from 3:00 —5:30 p.m. 
on Thursday, Sept. 30. TUA Linemen will give us a live line 
demonstration and we’ll keep the sodas and ice cream cold, the 
pizza hot, and the prize wheel spinning!  

At TUA, we are grateful for the hardworking linemen who keep the 
lights on in Tullahoma every day. #PublicPowerWeek is an opportunity 
to engage with those we serve and to celebrate the benefits of 
#publicpower. Come celebrate with us on Sept. 30! 

 If you would like to promote your school, civic 
or nonprofit event on our sign or on Tullahoma 
Six News, let us know! Call 571-7186. 

they were thirsty or they were ready to get 
back to the safe confines of the pasture, be-
cause I was able to carefully walk them down 
the dirt road from New Hope Primitive Bap-
tist Church, around the curve in front of the 
house and into the pasture. Ol' Chief was the 
last one through the gate.  
I closed the gate and latched the chain to the 
railroad tie that anchored it. Wiping my 
sweaty brow, I looked up and saw a stream of 
dust coming down the road. It was our rose-
colored 1959 Chevy Impala with Daddy 
Grand behind the wheel. He'd completed his 
shift and arrived right on time at 4 p.m.  
"Hi son," he said as he got out of the car hold-
ing his brown lunch sack. "Hi Pop," I replied. 
"You look hot, what have been doing?" he 
asked. "Ah, I've just been running," I replied.  
I never did tell him about the great escape. 
I’m pretty sure Midnight Chief didn’t tell him 
either.  
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