Growing up in a traditional American small town
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Editor’s Note: Channeler JZ Knight of the Ramtha School of Enlightenment is writing a series of stories detailing her spiritual path.

Artesia, N.M., was the traditional American small town in 1958. The local economy thrived due to the oil refinery across the railroad tracks at the beginning of Main Street.

Numerous farmers with vast amounts of land watered their crops by the famous aquifers known as artesian wells. Cattle and horse ranches dotted the surrounding valley. The fabled Artesia Bulldogs high school football team had consistently won the state championship. The football season brought in folks from all over New Mexico to watch the Friday night games.

The major thoroughfare, called Main Street, consisted of various stores including The Vogue, a high-end women’s clothier, and a saddle and clothier store. Other retailers were a 5&10, hat, shoe, and jewelry stores, local dentist office, drugstore, J.C. Penney, Firestone, Hallmark Cards, Irby Drugstore, and many other local businesses, all with highly polished windows displaying their wares.

Local entertainment consisted of one bar and two theaters: the Ocotillo and the Landsun. Our local bank, Artesia First National, was around the corner. Cars were parked at an angle on both sides of the street with folks pouring out of them, slamming the doors, and onto the generous sidewalks.

My stepfather, Bill Angley, and my mother owned the Army and sporting goods store. Large windows flanking the entrance to their business offered a broad view of Main Street traffic and the other side of the street.

Every day, moving through the to-and-fro hubbub of people, the mayor strolled at his easy pace. He was a tall, heavyset man who jangled and worked the coins in his pockets, tipping his fedora to the people he passed. The men who walked with him were the owners of various businesses he had visited on that side of the street. They were headed to the drugstore across the street with its popular lunch counter and booths.

Seeing the mayor, my stepfather would turn the store over to my mom and then rush across the street to join the group for lunch. This was a daily ritual that from time to time occurred on Saturdays as well.

Everyone in town loved this mayor, and he loved them. Every business owner knew him and had lunch with him. All the store owners and managers knew each other, too, in a spirit of friendly competition. Our mayor organized parades, rodeos, festivals, cakewalks for the poor or needy, pre-game pep rallies, and took local football players on a meet-and-greet around town. He was honored to be a master of ceremonies for local beauty contests, graduation ceremonies, 4-H Clubs and fishing contests. He could be found generously sampling Girls Scouts’ cookies to kick off door-to-door sales drives. He was always featured in the local car showroom for the rollout of the new Fords, Chevrolets, Dodges, Pontiacs and lots of trucks, too.

Our ubiquitous mayor also made sure our town was decked with lights, garland, tinsel, bells, glittering stars, and giant-lit snowflakes so our Christmas was dazzling enough for Santa to show up every year. His tireless efforts in lecturing the local drunk to mend his ways while giving him coffee was a common sight.

When our rural farmers were ready for planting or harvesting their fields, they brought in workers from Mexico. The town was flooded with Mexican workers, which was a boom to Bill Angley’s business. They wore pieces of tires that were crafted into sandals with twine. When payday came, usually on a Saturday, most came in and bought sturdy boots, shirts and Levi’s from our store. The good mayor would stop in and, while jangling the coins in his pockets, inquire from where they and their families originated, and all in fluent Spanish. I never heard the term “wetbacks” from my parents or local folks until much later in my life.

The mayor and the town embraced these hardworking people with respect and welcome. This man set an example of human kindness, respect, and demonstrated a smart business mind to boot. In short, our mayor was an amazing man!

He was the loving spirit of our town. To be continued next week.
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