Ellen Jane was born June 16, 1951, in Kadoka, SD, to James Graham Ramey and Myrtle
(Alden) Ramey. Her childhood years were spent on the banks of Bear Creek, near Wanblee, SD.

She attended school in Kadoka, SD, through the eighth grade. The family moved to Belle
Fourche where she attended her freshman and sophomore years. Her junior and senior years were
spent at the Fenster School in Tucson, AZ, graduating in 1969. She remained in Arizona and
married Tom Aderhold in 1976. She worked at a Navajo rug outlet and spent many good times on

a houseboat on Lake Powell.

In 1989 Jane moved to Flagstaff where she became an expert at repairing Navajo rugs. She

worked for the museum of Northern Arizona documenting and displaying their Navajo rug colLec&
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The House by the Side of the Road

There are hermit souls that live withdrawn
In the place of their self-content;

There are souls like stars, that dwell apart,
In a fellowless firmament;

There are pioneer souls that blaze the paths
Where highways never ran -

But let me live by the side of the road

And be a friend to man.

Let me live in a house by the side of the road
Where the race of men go by -

The men who are good and the men who are bad
As good and as bad as 1.

I would not sit in the scorner’s seat

Nor hurl the cynics ban -

Let me live in a house by the side of the rode
And be a friend to man.

I see from my house by the side of the road

By the side of the highway of life,

The men who press with the ardor of hope,
The men who are faint with the strife.

But I turn not away from their smiles and tears,
Both parts of an infinite plan -

Let me live in a house by the side of the road
And be a friend of man.

I know there are brook-gladdened meadows ahead,
And mountains of wearisome height;

That the road passes on through the long afternoon
And stretches away into night.

And still I rejoice when the travelers rejoice

And weep with the strangers that moan,

Nor live in my house by the side of the road

Like a man who dwells alone.

Let me live in my house by the side of the road,
Where the race of men go by -
They are good, they are bad, they are weak,
They are strong,
Wise, foolish - so am I.
Then why should I sitin-the scorner's seat,
Or hurl the cynie’s ban?
Let me live in the house by the side of the road
And be a friend to man.

- Sam Walter Foss
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