
Hardware & Variety Ad Effective
5/10/18 to 5/16/18.
Supplies limited

to stock on hand.

TO KNOW MORE ABOUT THOSE 
WHO SPONSOR THIS STORE;  

SEE http://thenewlight.net 

WOW!
A Hardware Store

OPEN

6AM to 10PM
7 DAYS A WEEK

2-channel HDMI DVD/CD player. 
Supports subtitles. Includes remote 
control and AV cable. Uses 2 AAA 
batteries (not included).  In Aisle 11B.  
#650050

GPX
DVD Player

ON THE
LIGHTER SIDE

From the Web.

BABY SITTING
 A young man agreed 
to baby-sit one night 
so the parents could 
have an evening out. 
At bedtime he sent the 
youngsters upstairs to 
bed and settled down to 
watch football.
 One child kept creep-
ing down the stairs, but 
the young man kept 
sending him back to bed.
 At 9pm the doorbell 
rang, it was the next-
door neighbor, Mrs. 
Brown, asking whether 
her son was there. The 
young man brusquely 
replied, “No.”
 Just then a little head 
appeared over the ban-
ister and shouted, “I’m 
here, Mom, but he won’t 
let me go home!”

CALL fOR BACKUP
 A police recruit was 
asked during the exam, 
“What would you do if 
you had to arrest your 
own mother?” He an-
swered, “Call for backup.”

WHITE HAIR
  One day a little 

girl was sitting and 
watching her mother 
do the dishes at the 
kitchen sink. She sud-
denly noticed that her 
mother had several 
strands of white hair 
sticking out in contrast 
on her brunette head. 
She looked at her 
mother and inquisi-
tively asked, “Why are 
some of your hairs 
white, Mom?”
 Her mother replied, 
“Well, every time that 
you do something 
wrong and make me 
cry or unhappy, one of 
my hairs turns white.”
 The little girl 
thought about this 

revelation for a while 
and then said, “Momma, 
how come ALL of grand-
ma’s hairs are white?”

SPECIAL ANNOUNCEMENTS
L.V. School Board Meeting 

Thursday, May 10, starts at 5:30PM.  
At the Alternative Education Center, 
8560 Aliento Rd up Highway 18.

Choose from assorted butterflies and flowers. Metal 
stake with colorful topper. Nicad battery included. Runs 
up to 8 hours on a full charge. In Holiday Lane.  #700229

Moonrays
Springtime
Solar Stake Light

$499
ea

11-1/2" tall, wick size: 5/8".  Burns up to 25 hours. 
In Aisle 4B.  #660612

Lamplight farms
Chamber
Oil Lamp

$799

30 oz hardened glass feeding bottle. 
Shatter-proof, no-drip feeding base. 
In Holiday Lane.  #745787

Perky Pet
Hummingbird
feeder

$999

Keeps the sun out of your eyes!
In Holiday Lane.

Q Headwear
Ladies
Straw Hat

Set includes tool bag, long nose and slip joint pli-
ers, adjustable wrench, hammer, level, measur-
ing tape, screwdrivers, magnetic bit driver with 
bits, and more!  In Holiday Lane.  #300214

Essentials

32 Pc. Tool Set
with Pink Tote Bag

• Lucerne Valley Market
• “Do it Best” Hardware 

•  Wash n Shop 
• Crossroads Center

e-mail address: Market.Hardware@
lucernevalleymarket.com

website: lucernevalleymarket.com
Proud to be a member of Lucerne 

Valley Chamber of Commerce

LIMITS & MULTIPLE PRICING
Please, unless otherwise indicated, ON AD 
ITEMS  NO MORE THAN 6 TOTAL (including all 
flavors or varieties) OF ANY ITEM, PER FAM-
ILY, DURING THE AD PERIOD, AT THE SALE 
PRICE, except in produce and meat, which are 
limited to normal retail quantities, or which carry 
limits specifically stated.  Sorry, we must reserve 
the right to further limit or refuse sales.
ON MULTIPLE PRICING, when purchasing items 
in quantities more or less than the multiple stated, 
the register is built automatically to charge the 
“each” price times the quantity.  (Example: Price 
of item is 3/$1.  The price of: one = 34¢,  two = 68¢,  
three = $1,  four = $1.34,  five = $1.68,  six = $2.00).

Echo REcycling
760-617-5404

On the Northeast side of the parking lot.
Open Mon. - Sat. 9AM - 4PM

Closed for Lunch Noon to 1PM.
Closed Sunday

Aluminum CRV ..... $1.70lb

#1 Plastic CRV ...... $1.24lb
 Pricing good thru May 16, 2018

          SERVICES AT
  CROSSROADS CENTER
LUCERNE VALLEY MARKET  
  & HARDWARE                           

248-7311

WASH N SHOP COIN LAUNDRY   248-7311

FIRST MOUNTAIN BANK   248-2717

DR. ASHOK MELVANI M.D.   248-1070

 ECHO RECYCLING   760-617-5407
  On the north side of the store.

AT THE SERVICE COUNTER  In the store
• COPIES     • FAX SERVICE   
• PACKAGE EXPRESS -- UPS only
• PAYMENT STATION SCE, Frontier & Verizon

PRESCRIPTION DELIVERY   242-4900
  Rancho Drugs – Tues. 11AM,  Wed. & Fri. 3PM 

ST. MARY HEALTH VAN   760-946-4240
  Every Thursday except December
  8:30AM - 3:30PM in our parking lot.

Durable 100% cotton apron with 3 mesh 
pockets, 2 pockets for garden tools, 
and 1 zippered center pocket. Machine 
washable.  In Holiday Lane.  #701783

$1399

$3299

Small or Medium. Durable split cowhide 
leather, reinforced fingertips, rubberized 
safety cuff and canvas back.  In Holiday 
Lane.  #713619, #713600

Dirty Work
Ladies
Work Gloves

Mother’s 
Day

May 13

$399

$699

Dramm Colorwear
Garden Apron

$1999

MOTHER’S DAY
 I think I’m lucky.  Or maybe a 
better word is blessed by God.  I 
only had one mother, no step-
mother or step-father or four sets 
of grandparents.  Not that step-
parents can’t be excellent parents 
– they can, and sometimes are 
even better parents than those 
who are related to offspring by 
their own blood.
 But in our current degraded 
culture, far too many kids find 
themselves in unstable, multi-par-
ent, multi-multi-grand-
parent situations, and 
more and more are 
being raised directly 
by grandparents 
when the actual par-
ents drop out of the 
situation due to drugs 
or alcohol, or worse, 
jail or prison.
 Those of us who 
grew up in stable situations, with 
both parents our true birth parents, 
and only two sets of grandparents, 
are fortunate for sure.  So we have 
a responsibility to society to work 
toward restoring healthier, more 
stable family situations for kids to 
grow up in, and especially to push 
for fathers to be restored to the 
historic role of family leader and 
principle breadwinner.
 Apparently I have difficulty keep-
ing to the subject at hand, which is 
supposed to be Mother’s Day, and 
here I go, talking about families, 
grandparents, and fathers.  Brilliant, 
don’t you think?  Maybe the best 
way to keep on the subject of moth-
ers is to spend a little time thinking 
about my own mother.
 Everyone knew her as Barb 
Gommel, and even I called her 
Barb due to a certain awkward 
feeling calling her “Mom” around 
the workplace.  (I called my dad 

“Gommel” for the same reason.)  
She served God along with the 
others of us, participating fully in 
the mission of the store until age 
and arthritis slowed her down. In 

her better years, she loved her role 
as a kind of hostess to the store, 
and named her little spot by the 
front doors “OK Corral”.
 Barb was naturally warm, per-
sonally interested in every person 
who came to her, and had the abil-
ity to get people to open up to her, 
which then gave her the opportuni-
ty to offer help and solutions.  For 
years she was in charge of issuing 
check cashing cards, and was like 
a bull dog tracking down people 
who betrayed that privilege and 
bounced checks or failed to pay 

charges.  Her memory 
was lo-o-o-ng, so don’t 
try to sneak 
around 
after five 
years, or 
even fifteen, 
because 
she would 
remember!

 Throughout her life, 
Barb supported Gom-
mel in his life’s journey.  
When he was climbing 
the ladder of success 
in business, she was a 
good hostess.  In the 
1950’s, yes, ancient 
days of yore, we lived 
in Edmonton, Alberta, Canada, 
where Gommel designed, built, and 
then ran a steel pipe manufactur-
ing plant.  This required that my 
folks entertain German executives 
who were half owners in the plant, 
so they would take them out to 
our 320-acre farm 30 miles west 
of Edmonton.  It was located in 
rolling hills and beautiful lakes and 
ponds.  There they held cookouts 
and barbecued thick juicy T-bone 
steaks for the Germans, who were 
amazed at this delight which they 
had not experienced before.  (And 
as I look back, I realize that this 

was only 10-15 years after that 
terrible World War, in which we 
had been deadly enemies!)
 When Gommel came to know 
God personally and decided 
to do whatever He wanted 
and go wherever He led, Barb 
joined him in that commitment.  
They took the family to India-
napolis where Gommel attended 
seminary and where our lifestyle 

changed radically, from financially 
very comfortable to the much more 
severe lifestyle of an Assistant 
Pastor and student.  She went to 

work for the first time in her life, to supple-
ment our tight budget (and we kids had to 
learn how to cook, oh no!).  
 The experience of turning to church 
life then led to rejecting “playing religion”, 
meeting together with other Believers in our 
house, with no assurance of steady income.  
Never did I feel deprived during those years.  
Nor was there unnecessary pressure on us.  
We just made do with what was, and that 
was that.  And my mother was fully a part 
of it all, adding to it her laughter and humor.  
Admittedly I am remembering the positive 
and omitting the negative, but that’s what we 
do with memories, isn’t it?
 Best of all, Barb cared about serving 
God along with the rest of us, and used her 

talents toward that end.  Over 
the years she 

actually 
wrote a 
few songs, 
both words 
and music.  

I remember 
an early 
song she 
wrote called 

“The School 
Bus Bounce”, 
probably for 
some school 
function.  In 
later years, she 

wrote a few songs relating to the Spirit and 
following God.  One of our favorites, called “I 
Search for an Answer”,  has a great melody, 
and we still sing it: 

 Thank You, Father, for my mother (and 
father) and all that they gave me in this life!

I yearned for an answer for all of this life.
I searched for purpose and meaning in strife.
I sought for compassion where misery prevailed.
I tried to be loving but then only failed.

I then looked to Jesus and started to pray. 
I grew in conviction and tried to obey.
And when His demand came with infinite love, 
I knew why the Father sent Him from above.

I know that He came to earth God’s Truth to be;
I know that there’s victory even for me. 
I know that there’s pow’r if I only receive
The joy of His Spirit but I must believe.

I find I’m committed despite all the pain
Of lost friends and family who only disdain
My poor feeble efforts to share with them all
The joy and adventure of my Saviour’s call.

He gave me His Spirit to live by on earth.
He gave me His light so I’d see that my worth
Depends on His grace and He gave me to know:
Without Him life’s empty, there’s nowhere to go.

Duh?!?


