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SUPERIOR IGA
STORE HOURS: 7am-9:30pm Daily - EBT, SNAP, WIC & VENDOR COUPONS ACCEPTED
POSTAGE STAMPS & MONEY ORDERS SOLD HERE * CARRY OUT SERVICE BY REQUEST
5669 Main Street, Clay City, Kentucky 40312 ● 606-663-1500

We reserve the right to correct printing errors. None sold to dealers. Quantity rights reserved.
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Asst. Bone-In
Pork

Chops
$179

Lb.

Center Cut 
Pork

Chops
$249

Lb.

Bar-S 
Hot 

Dogs

99¢
Pk.

Red - Yellow - Orange 
Bell

Peppers
4/$5FOR

Assorted
IGA Can
Vegetables
2/$1CANS

Fresh 10-Lb. Rolls
73/27 Ground Beef

$189
Lb.

3-Lbs. or More
Family Packs $229

Lb.

16.9-Oz. 6-Packs
PEPSI
Products
4/$11FOR

Honey
Crisp

Apples
$199

Lb.

Boneless
Ribeye
Steaks
$699

Lb.

5-Lb. Packs Boneless
Chicken
Breast
$199

Lb.

Red Ripe
Beefsteak
Tomatoes
$149

Lb.

10-Lb. Bag
Idaho

Potatoes
$299

Bag
IGA 24-Packs 
Spring
Water
$269

Ea.

6-Packs NR’s 12-Oz.

Ale-81

$299
Ea.

Hanging Ferns
Assorted Flowers
Vegetable Plants

15-Lb. Box (Only $1.49/Lb.) 
Bulk Frozen
Bacon
$2235

Box

--------------------------------------Asparagus
$299

Bunch

Lay’s
Snacks
Reg. $3.49
2/$5FOR
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Clay City Superior IGA - Just off KY-82 & Mtn. Parkway at Clay City___________________________________________________________________________________________________

	
	

	

Times
Remembered
Betty A. Young

BYoung505@Outlook.Com
 

Camping at
Copperas Creek

	 Several years ago when Bob and I 
first married we spent the weekend 
camping at his great aunt’s cabin lo-
cated in Powell County on Copperas 
Creek. The quaint, rustic little cabin 
sat close to the creek. No phone, no 

TV, no indoor plumbing; just the six 
of us, his two sisters and their hus-
bands. We were camping in a small 
cabin just enjoying each other’s com-
pany and creating memories.
	 Bob spent a lot of time of his 
younger years on Copperas Creek. 
He told about the time he and some 
of the kids from his family built a 
contraption made of card board that 
they used to slide over the cliff; un-
til they just about killed themselves 
coming over. Slate rocks, sediment 
and dirt covered their bloody knees 
and elbows. Thankfully, no broken 
bones. So much for that ride!
	 The inside was an open floor plan 
with two beds, a couch and table 
with a few cabinets and a wash pan 
for washing hands. There was no in-
door plumbing, therefore, we went 
to the outhouse. It was a scary walk 
to the outhouse. Bob told us there 
was a woman buried in the outhouse 
sludge. She fell in and drowned and 
they just left her there. She walks in 
that open field at midnight and on a 
clear night with a full moon, just like 
tonight. Yeah, right!! 
	 More importantly, the cabin’s 
heart consisted of the recollections 
of childhood events that made the 
place just being there special. Bob 
had hunted, fished and run up and 
down those ridges and hollers. He 
and his cousin killed deer, caught fish 
and killed many a rabbit and squir-
rels on those over- grown fields. 

	 We arrived in the afternoon and 
began unpacking all of our camping 
gear. The girls put clean sheets on the 
beds, swept the floors and checked 
for spiders, wasps and other critters, 
while the guys gathered firewood 
and rocks for the fire pit to start the 
fire. 
	 Bob, the former Boy Scout, built 
a log cabin type fire to cook our 
hamburgers and fried potatoes. The 
square shape acts like a chimney, 
allowing heat and flames to escape 
through the top in a somewhat uni-
form fashion and is more conductive 
for cooking food than a tepee forma-
tion. IAW Bob!
	 After cooking the food, and de-
vouring all the fried potatoes and 
delicious fixings, we were ready to 
kick back and enjoy the camp fire. 
The sun was beginning to set, and 
the cooking utensils were scrubbed 
and put away. 
	 Now then, we were getting settled 
all warm and comfy into our chairs, 
when someone mentioned that there 
sure was a lot of traffic racing up and 
down the creek that passed by the 
cabin. Where in the world were they 
going? There were four-wheel drive 
trucks and four wheelers. 
	 Deer season was fast approach-
ing, but wasn’t out yet; were people 
looking for deer to spotlight? That 
is against the law! Or perhaps, deer 
poaching could be a possibility; 
which is even worse. This went on 

for several hours.
	 About 11:00 p.m., the Powell 
County Sheriff pulled up while we 
are enjoying our camp fire. They 
begin to ask us questions like, what 
are you doing here, had we seen any 
people going in and out? Duh! Only a 
dozen or two. They explained there 
had been reports of deer poachers in 
the area. They proceeded on up the 
creek to check on the situation. 
	 We decided it was time to go in-
side and lock our doors (there was 
no lock), and check our weapons; 
just in case we might need them. 
The guys were sleeping close to their 
guns. We thought it was funny be-
cause every now and then one of 
them would holler, “Did you hear 
that?” “No, what?” “Sounded like a 
door slammed.” 
 	 Then, all at once we heard this 
screeching sound; maybe like a 
scream . . . it sounded close but very 
faint. Everyone raised up in bed 
and looked around, all except Bob. 
Where was Bob? We all start looking 
for him when we heard him burst 
out laughing. He was hiding outside 
the window with a large coffee can 
with a string in the middle of the can. 
He had made a noise maker, he was 
pulling the string  back and forth that 
made the scary sound like a scream. 
He was trying to scare us; well, he 
succeeded! We made him sleep out-
side for a while! By the way, the sher-
iff caught two poachers that night.


