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childhood years in terms of “pre and post” 

transistor radio. 

In re-telling this tale to my granddaughter years 

ago, I told her I still had my prized Magnavox, 

living in a box in the barn with other relics of my 

past. I casually mentioned that I happened upon it 

a few years ago searching for 

something else, a diploma, a brand 

inspection, or a long-lost book. 

“I want to see it!” she squealed. “It 

must be a wonderful thing. When can 

I come over and explore in your barn 

for it?” 

   I couldn‟t resist reaching into my 

distant past in search of the best 

possible and most appropriate 

response to her question. Borrowing 

from the musical indulgences of my 

distant past, I stole the opening line 

from one of my favorite country 

tunes from long ago, composed by 

Burt Bacharach and sung by many 

artists, including the incredibly talented Ronny 

Milsap. 

“Any day now,” I sang. ♪ 

“Simple,” 

he said. 

“This wheel 

turns the 

radio on 

and raises 

and lowers 

the volume, 

and this one 

moves the 

indicator 

across the 

face, 

allowing 

you to 

choose the 

station you 

want to 

listen to.” 

“Let me 

try it,” I 

whispered, 

my hands 

trembling 

as though 

shivering 

from a 

recently 

broken 

fever. 

As I 

slowly 

moved the 

indicator 

across the 

face of the 

miniature 

musical 

marvel, I 

landed, purely by chance, on a 50,000-watt country 

station, KOB, broadcast out of distant 

Albuquerque, NM. Because of that happy accident, 

I discovered the haunting voice of the 

incomparable Patsy Cline, singing for me, and me 

alone, the miraculous opening bars of “Sweet 

Dreams (Of You).” It changed 

my life forever. 

This launched this eight-year-

old‟s exploration of the world of 

music. I spent countless hours in 

my room, scrolling endlessly on 

the Magnavox‟s tuner, listening 

to everything from Patsy Cline‟s 

“Crazy” to Johnny Cash‟s “Ring 

of Fire,” from J.S. Bach‟s 

“Toccata and Fugue in F-Major” 

for organ to the Turtles‟ “Happy 

Together.” I tuned into far away 

stations like KOMA in Oklahoma 

City on nights where 

environmental conditions were 

optimal, or the border-blasting “XERB-1090” 

featuring Wolfman Jack, broadcast out of Tijuana, 

Mexico, when I got lucky. 

Though currently in my 70s, I still reckon my  

My brothers and I received plenty of presents for 

birthdays and Christmas from our parents and our 

many well-wishing relatives, but the gifts from 

Grandma Jean and Grandpa Milo living in faraway 

Florida were always the best. However, unlike my 

impulsive brothers, I always waited to open their 

gift until the last possible moment. 

It‟s not an exaggeration when I say the tiny and 

unexpected gift I received from Milo and Jean 

Brockway on Christmas morning in 1963 took my 

breath away. Their seemingly innocuous gift set the 

stage for what would be a lifetime of goose bumps 

and breathlessness for me. 

I watched in disbelief as my just-turned teenage 

brother Silas ripped the wrapping paper from his 

brand-new Winchester Model 270 deluxe .22 

caliber pump action rifle, while Chet dove headfirst 

into the box containing his leather speed bag, metal 

mounting frame, and two pairs of 10-ounce 

Everlast boxing gloves. My gift, wrapped willy-

nilly in a color page from the Sunday funny papers 

featuring Prince Valiant, was no bigger than a 

sandwich, and was as light as a button. It was too 

small for the bike or saddle I had asked for, and I 

knew it wasn‟t a book (my family always insisted 

on giving each of us at least one book for 

Christmas). Because of its diminutive size, I was 

certain a football or a new baseball glove were out 

of the question. 

The box itself was so tiny I had doubts whether 

my grandparents had paid any attention to what I‟d 

written on my Christmas list at all, or if they had 

simply forgotten to buy me something, anything, 

until the last minute. I couldn‟t think of a single 

thing I wanted that would fit into that box. Though 

I usually couldn‟t wait to open my final gift, always 

relishing the anticipation until the last possible 

minute, this year was different. I waited because I 

was terrified of ripping the cheap paper off this 

afterthought of a gift, fearing I might not be strong 

enough to withstand the disappointment of its 

contents. 

We went round and round as usual, taking turns 

opening our gifts and giving thanks to those that 

provided them. As luck would have it, I went last, 

with only one gift remaining. All eyes on me, I 

gulped in fear, delicately removing Prince Valiant‟s 

shroud from the mysterious box. 

Inside I discovered a small, leather-jacketed 

Magnavox transistor radio snuggled in tissue paper. 

In awe, I brought it close to my face to make sure it 

was what I thought it was. I had never seen such a 

technological marvel close-up, though I had seen 

one in an Elvis Presley beach movie, and I couldn‟t 

believe my eyes. 

“A radio?” I blurted in disbelief. “Grams and 

Gramps gave me a transistor radio for Christmas?” 

“Grandma Jean, Grandpa Milo, your dad, and I 

discussed over the phone how much you like to 

sing along with records on the hi-fi, and we thought 

it might be fun for you to explore the many types of 

music available to you on your very own personal 

radio in the privacy of your bedroom,” Mother said 

as she patted my shoulder. 

“Help me turn it on,” I told my dad. “I don‟t 

know how to work it.” 
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FROM THE EDITOR CHARITY BISHOP 

Most of the neighbors knew about it, but 

not the sheriff, which is how it works in a 

rural community. It was the height of 

Prohibition, when they outlawed liquor in 

most places, since if you‟re too poor to eat, 

why not make you extra miserable with no 

booze? Given the American spirit, this 

created a booming industry for folks smart 

or stupid enough to distill their own. 

Jed lived on a patch of land a mile from 

my Aunt Mae‟s house. They shared a road, 

which forked into her driveway and went 

on to his place. As a proud member of the 

temperance society, Mae frowned on 

drinking, but thanks to growing up with six 

brothers, she also had firm views on being 

“a rat.” She knew darn well Jed had a still 

in his ramshackle shed, 

but it was against her 

principles to turn him in. 

Aunt Mae could see his 

place from her front 

porch, and the trail of 

folks that “wandered” in 

to “sit a spell and talk” 

and left with a jug. She‟d 

tighten her lips and shake 

her head, and mutter about 

“folks wasting their lives 

and money on the devil‟s 

drink.” 

When I asked her why if 

it bothered her so much, 

she didn‟t tell nobody, she 

stared me down and said, 

“Where I come from, 

what you do on your land 

ain‟t nobody‟s business 

but yours. Besides, Jed‟s 

the sort of man who 

would shoot out my 

mailbox or worse if I told 

on him. But our sins will 

catch up to us. The good 

Lord sees to that. One of these days, Jed 

will pay his dues.” 

Maybe Father Christmas saw what a fine 

upstanding woman Aunt Mae was and 

decided to bless her that year. She fired up 

her stove, ready for a house full of folks 

from both sides of the family. We were 

poor, but determined to be merry and share 

what we had. A family doesn‟t need much 

more than each other above ground to feel 

grateful in hard times. She was most proud 

of her eldest brother‟s son, Tom, who had 

just become a 

policeman in Denver. I 

wondered if she‟d say 

anything about the still 

to Tom, but knew better 

than to ask.  

Being as I got underfoot in 

the kitchen, she sent me out to the 

porch. The family trickled in, and I met 

them all. The usual assortment of 

buggies, wagons, and even a couple of 

cars assembled in her long driveway. I 

also kept an eye on Jed. Christmas was 

the best time of year for him, when his 

revenues doubled, because folks came 

calling for a little extra cheer, but it was 

also the time when he could get found 

out, so he kept a careful watch out his 

front window. 

It hadn‟t snowed for months, and the 

barren prairie bore no resemblance to 

the pretty cards I saw in the drugstore. 

Tom arrived in the late afternoon with 

his partner in a Model T with “POLICE” 

printed above the dash. It impressed all 

who saw it. Thinking about it later, I 

figure Jed saw that “police” car coming 

up the road he shared with Aunt Mae 

and, being paranoid, got riled up about 

it. It must have worried him even more 

when Tom parked just off the fork instead 

of coming to our house, because there 

wasn‟t much room left near Mae‟s porch, 

and two policemen got out. Tom had worn 

his new uniform to impress his ma, who 

hadn‟t seen him in it yet. 

From my perch on the steps, I had a good 

view of Jed shooting out of his shack into 

the tarpaper shed. I‟m not sure what 

happened next. I figure he got in a real 

hurry to cover up all evidence of his still 

and knocked over the coal burner under it. 

Flames exploded everywhere. Nothing 

burns better than tarpaper, and it gives off a 

thick black smoke you can see for miles 

around. Since all the houses in a five mile 

radius had more people in them than usual, 

and they were worried about their dry 

fields and haystacks, everyone went 

running to help put out the fire before it 

could spread. 

Everyone except Aunt Mae. She stood 

on her porch and watched the fire blaze, 

eating up that still, the old tarpaper shack, 

and threatening to set fire to the whole 

county, while the men and boy-folk, 

including Tom and his partner, made hasty 

trips to and from the horse tank, hauling 

buckets of water to put it out. In all the 

smoke and confusion, I saw Jed come out 

in a hurry, but lost track of him. When the 

fire was out, the shed lay in a smoldering 

ruin, and Tom noticed the twisted remnant 

of the still that had started it, nobody could 

find Jed. He had lit out while they put out 

the blaze! 

Aunt Mae kept our dinner hot while we 

searched for him, but nobody wanted to 

tramp after an old bootlegger once it got 

dark, so we filed into her living room and 

gathered around the table. As the matriarch 

of the family, Aunt Mae said the blessing 

with an abnormal amount of good cheer. 

It had been a fine Christmas for Aunt 

Mae, a memorable one for me, and one Jed 

wasn‟t likely to forget. ♪ 
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My Moonless Christmas Eve is 

one memory I treasure. Snow 

had fallen most of the 

day and into the night, 

piling up 

everywhere, but it 

had just stopped 

falling. Excitement 

filled my heart. 

Christmas was 

almost here! 

My parents had 

tucked me up into my maple 

four-poster bed, dressed in my 

flannel pajamas. A frilly 

organdy spread covered me and 

kept me deliciously warm! But 

I was awake and listening. I 

somehow knew the snow had 

quit falling. Was it the silence 

that woke me? 

A few days before Christmas in 1923, Jed Bunker went out to 

the tarpaper shack to check on his illegal still one last time. 

© Katie Martin of a Moonless Christmas Eve 
Everyone has memories of a special Christmas. Below, our friend tells hers, about the year she turned seven… 

heavy Danish accent? 

Thankfully, the fall 

did not hurt him. The 

snow had made a soft 

landing for him. My 

uncle picked himself 

up, dusted off the 

white powder, and 

disappeared into the 

woods. My dad 

handed me the 

wonderful box. I 

opened it carefully. 

Slowly parting the white tissue paper, I found the 

most beautiful doll. She stood two feet tall and 

wore a lovely pink dress that matched my 

bedspread. Her hair was long, blonde, and curly. 

She was every girl‟s dream. 

My new doll really made my Christmas. It was a 

Moonless Christmas Eve I will never forget! ♪ 

Suddenly, I heard a LOUD rattling 

at my bedroom window. A man 

stood on a ladder outside 

dressed like St. Nick. He held 

a big, long box in one hand. 

Not knowing who this was, I 

screamed. My parents 

came running into my 

room. My father threw 

up the window sash, 

but he instantly 

recognized the 

Christmas Eve visitor and laughed. 

The intruder (at this point, I didn‟t 

know who it was) handed the box in 

the window, but the ladder slipped. 

He went flying and hit the ground. 

When he yelled “Merry Christmas” 

in a heavy Danish accent, I knew it 

was my uncle. After all, how many 

Santas have you seen with a  
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They came all the way from Sweden and 
among them I later struck up several online 
friendships. That same year, I also began 
exchanging Christmas greeting cards with 
Ulla, a cousin on Dad‟s side. Before the 
reunion, she and her family visited New 
York City, then flew across the country 
to Oregon to join the rest of us at the 
resort. 

The first Christmas card we got 
from Sweden sent me dancing around 
the kitchen. After a trek through the 
cold to the mailbox, I spied the 
postmark from another country, 
and couldn‟t wait to get back into 
the house. I carefully opened the 
envelope and pulled out the card. 
I felt like a little kid and grinned 
ear to ear. There on the cover sat 
two sassy looking gnomes 
featured against a bright red 
background and bordered in 
white. Then I read Ulla‟s sweet note and 
walked around the house with this special 
card, wondering where among my other 
Christmas decorations I could put it. I 
settled on our kitchen fireplace mantle so I 
could have it near while baking cookies. 

The next card we got was unique, at least 
for this American girl. Remember when we 
used to cut out figures from one piece of 
folded paper to make a paper people chain? 
I was never very good at those, so I really 
appreciated the St. Lucia chain when I 
pulled it out of the envelope 
that year. I carefully pulled 
apart the lovely cut out figures 
in traditional dress. There 
were wreaths like halos on 
their heads and candles in the 
wreaths to represent light in 
the darkness. My curiosity got 
the better of me. I wondered 
about this image and the 
traditions behind it.   

St. Lucia was one of the 
first Christian martyrs. 
Scandinavian countries remember her with 
a Festival of Lights celebrated on 
December 13. In the towns there is a 
procession with a young girl leading in the 
role of St. Lucia. Children dressed in 

white, the girls with lighted wreaths on their 
heads, follow her, all singing traditional 
songs. In homes, the oldest daughter also 
dresses in white and serves coffee and baked 
goods to family members. I‟ve watched 
some of these lovely processions online. I 
also remember a song we sang at 

Christmastime in elementary school about 
Santa Lucia. 

Another year we got a real treat. Not just 
a pretty card, but krak candy, too, an 

odd name until I opened the package. 
The wrapping came with a warning: 
“Mind your teeth!” It gave us a 
chuckle. The small servings of 
candy sat in red paper cups and 
each took about ten minutes to 
consume. It tasted like brown 
sugar and butter, all velvety and 
sticky at the same time. But I 
understood Ulla‟s warning. They 
were hard and could easily crack 

your teeth! I told her in a private message I 
had to eat two of them just to make sure they 
were good. I also found it necessary to 
protect them from other members of the 
household whose teeth weren‟t as sturdy as 
mine. That‟s what I told them, anyway. 

Last year, she sent me a cleaning cloth. I 
don‟t think it was because of the photos of 
my dining room after a family dinner, but I 
was afraid to ask. Along with our Christmas 
card came the neatly tucked fiber cloth with 
its colorful standing horses. Ulla loves 

horses. It was quite a 
surprise, and it cleans like a 
whiz. It has a place of honor 
in my kitchen. 
   We celebrate Christmas in 
all its redemptive glory all 
over the world. It pleases me 
to share that celebration with 
my Swedish cousins. I send 
Ulla and her family cards 
that are typically American 
with manger scenes, Santa 
and trees, and more recently, 

my hand-painted watercolors. I always 
include the greeting God Jul, which is Merry 
Christmas (or Good Yuletide) in Swedish. 
It‟s a wonderful way to keep a connection 
with a dear cousin who lives so far away.  ♪ 

Mav Merc. 
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Round back of the garage was a woodpile. We 
headed there. Grandad had decided to build me a 
sled. He pulled a pine pole, no doubt destined for 
the big heater in the cabin, from the pile. The old 
gentleman shifted his pipe to the corner of his 
mouth so he could sight down the pole. It looked 
plenty straight to me, though I suppose at that point 
I wasn‟t sure what part of the sled it was to 
become. I followed suit, but I had some problem 
getting a good view because of all the bark. If my 
grandad said it was straight, it was plenty straight. 

He lay the pole across two ancient sawhorses, 
each bearing many marks of long use. Now he 
assigned me my first really important job. He told 
me to hold the pole still while he cut it. Reasoning 
that this was a critical matter in sled building, I 
arranged my total 47 pounds squarely atop that 
piece of pine. No sir, this pole would not move and 
somehow spoil the fine lines of my sled. 

Eyeing the pole (I recall no formal measuring 
device on this job), my namesake and my mother‟s 
father placed the saw on an unseen mark. A couple 
of small puffs of smoke left his lips. This must 
have been the signal for him to begin sawing. 
Smoothly, rhythmically, the old saw moved back 
and forth, guided by a large, gnarled left hand. It 
surprised me how quickly the blade descended 
through the soft pine. I felt puzzled that the cut was 
not straight across the pole, but at an angle. There 
were no plans drawn for this masterpiece. We had 
not even discussed a design. We simply took up the 
task. 

As the pole separated into two, Grandad reached 
for the piece I held. Laying the saw down, he 
dropped the two pieces of pole on the level ground 
alongside the garage. Then I understood. As folks 
then described him, my grandad was “quiet 
turned.” No doubt I asked far too many questions, 
but I learned that usually all I needed for my 
questions to be answered was to watch. And so it 
was. 

There on the ground were two sled runners with 
their tips pointing upward so as not to dig into the 
snow. As for length; look as I might, I could not 
see that one was a whit longer than the other. To 
me, they seemed perfectly matched. 

After a bit of pipe cleaning, filling, and lighting, 

Grandad searched through 
the large pile of poles and 
boards. Presently, he 
emerged with a wide gray 
board. It had waited in 
that pile for quite some 
time before the perfect 
use came along. As 
before, he laid the object 
of our attention across the 
sawhorses. Again, 
without measuring it, he 
placed the saw upon the 
wood. 

Now this was a wide 
board. He pushed the old 
felt hat back a bit upon 
the gray head and shifted 
the pipe a bit to the left to 
get it out of his line of sight. I pressed down with my 
considerable heft to hold whatever sled piece this 
was to be perfectly still. The sound of that saw 
marching straight across the wide board was 
soothing, or perhaps it was the effect of the quiet 
concentration of this old gentleman whom I loved. It 
might have even had something to do with the silent 
plume of smoke that rose simultaneously from his 
pipe and the far corner of his mouth. Whatever the 
reason, suddenly this broad plank was also in two 
pieces. 

With a quiet deliberateness, Grandad laid the two 
boards across the runners and the picture jumped 

into focus. Here was both seat (and large enough for 
more than one), a place to brace your feet, and the 
thing that held the runners perfectly aligned. As I 
took in the promising lines of my sled, Grandad got 
out the claw hammer and a tin can of nails. 

It took some sorting, but eventually from that can, 
the two of us produced about a dozen more or less 
matching nails, at least in length. That was 
important. Clearly, you didn‟t want nails coming out 
the bottom of your sled runners. I helped drive some 
of them, but I required some help for not all the nails 
came out of that can new and straight, and Grandad 
had trained the hammer for the left hand since 
decades before my birth. But we managed. 

It looked to me like the sled was done. Not so. The 
un-drawn, un-discussed plan of this snow runner 
contained several “special” touches. Back to the 
wood pile turned this architect of my dreams and 
drew from it a perfectly round piece of wood several 
feet long. Judging by its slenderness it must have 
come from my grandma‟s broom. Grandad judged 
the length to be adequate but one end needed 
attention. Out of his khaki pants came the knife I 
had seen clean fish beyond my counting, ream out 
the bowl of his pipe, and after a careful wiping on 
his pant leg, to peel and cut up an apple. In no time, 
the handle had a sturdy point neatly fashioned. I 
watched him bore a hole with a mixture of wonder 
and delight and nail the handle to the left-hand 
runner. Grandad told me to sit on the sled and grip 
the handle. “Pull it back,” he instructed. When I did, 
the point touched the ground, and it became clear—
my sled had a brake, albeit on my awkward side, but 
his strong one! 

For a moment, Grandad disappeared into the 
garage. This time I did not follow, but sat upon my 
sled and imagined flying down a snowy slope and 

First he stoked his pipe, then we gathered our 
tools. A crosscut saw, a hatchet, claw hammer, 
a drawing knife and an assortment of nails.  

astounding everyone when I suddenly set the brake 
and came to an abrupt halt. How could they not feel 
impressed with me and my grandad‟s engineering? 
It took the full powers of my imagination since we 
were building this sled in the dead of summer and 
the snow was months away. 

Grandad reappeared with a brace-and-bit in one 
hand and a length of rope in the other. Without 
explanation, he stooped and drilled a small hole 
horizontally through first one and then the other 
runner, a few inches back from each tip. Now I 
saw! He fished the rope through each runner and 
knotted the end. I hopped back on the sled and 
tested it. Yep! That rope was just right for me to get 
a grip on whilst bracing my feet against the forward 
board and my bottom on the rearmost. To use a 
family phrase, this thing “fit like a bug‟s shirt!” 

I could imagine nothing else this sled required 
than snow. Wrong again. Grandad pointed out the 
runners needed slicked up. At least we needed to 
knock the bark off them. I imagined this was the 
reason for the drawing knife, but we needed the sled 
upside down to get at those poles. As usual, 
Grandad was way ahead of me. He got a long rope 
and tied it into the rope handle. To my surprise, and 
delight, he backed his Studebaker pickup around in 
front of the sled. Out the gate and down the dirt 
road we went, around the curve, finally halting at 
the stop sign at the edge of the highway. 

I watched as Grandad‟s pipe pointed to the left, 
then to the right, and left and right again. With no 
traffic in sight, we began putting a real polish on the 
runners. We rode the pavement for a few hundred 
yards before reaching a dirt road that looped back to 
the cabin. Such was the density of traffic in 1949 
that we met not a single car, in our brief sojourn. 

Back in the yard, we unhitched and studied the 
result. As far as I could tell, the job was perfect. 
The bottoms of the runners were now flat and 
moderately smooth. It satisfied me, but I got the 
impression Grandad was considering a second run 
to put the finishing touches on my sled. About that 
time, Nano (Grandma) showed up, saw what we 
were up to, and took Grandad off to one side. We 
called it a day. Nano put the finishing touches on 
our sled building, at least the runner polishing part. 
That was all right because I knew they both loved 
me. They just had different ways of showing it. And 
me, well, I loved them both, even more than my 
new sled. ♪ 
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I saw them on television shows, often for a teenage 
character, covered with pretty pink or flowered 
bedspreads and a matching canopy. I believed they 
were the perfect bed. This longing grew after 
getting my own room in our remodeled attic. Since 
I had gained another sister, the playroom became 
my bedroom and the stuff from there went into the 
bedroom of my two sisters. As a preteen, I had my 
own grown-up room. The only problem was the 
bed I had inherited from my great-Uncle Bill after 
he died. It had a blah colored beige plastic covered 
headboard. Hardly fit for a girl. That‟s when I 
started asking for a canopy bed. Something I 
believed every girl wanted so she could sleep like 
a princess. 

I began throwing hints. Well, asking actually. I 
told my parents it could be a present for both my 
December birthday and Christmas. I‟d want 
nothing else. Well, maybe a pretty pink bedspread 
and matching canopy. I‟d envision it and smile. 
They never agreed, but never disagreed, either. 

Christmas came that year. After my sisters and I 
opened our presents from beneath our tree, Mom 
said to Debbie, “Can you get a bag for the used 
wrapping paper?”  

Debbie made a face, wanting to put her new 
Annie Oakley costume on, but she went through 
the hallway and kitchen and opened the door to the 
room, which led to the stairs going down to the 
outside door. Then I heard a squeal. Through the 
kitchen, she came in riding a new 
bicycle, shiny and bright. The look on 
her face made my parents smile. I did, 
too. She got the bike she 
wanted. Meanwhile, little Kathi 
played with her Fisher-Price toys, 
laughing and happy.  

We lived upstairs from our paternal 
grandparents. “Cindy,” Mom said, 
“would you go downstairs and tell 
Gramma and Grampa they can come 
up for coffee?” She got up and 
walked towards the kitchen. Dad 
followed to go get a bag for the wrapping paper, 
which Debbie, in her excitement, forgot about.  

I stood up eagerly. After all, Mom sent Debbie 
to the back porch and now she was sending me 
downstairs. I bet they had set up the canopy bed in 
Gramma‟s large parlor! Opening and closing the 
door, I went slowly down the stairs. I knew what I 

would find in a few more steps. I practiced how I 
would look surprised and what I would say. My 
wish was coming true! I bowed my head and 
thanked God. 

   Slowly, I opened their door. There was the 
living room, the couch and chairs covered in 
plastic. Other than the usual things in the room, it 
was empty. No canopy bed. There was no hiding it 
and no way could it be in any other rooms. I felt 
like a balloon letting out all its air as I stood still. 

Grandma and Grandpa came upstairs and Debbie 
showed them her new bike. Kathi was wearing all 
seven pairs of the underpants—different colors 
with the day of the week stitched on each one—
which Dad‟s cousin Lulu gave Debbie and I. 
Everyone was laughing at her, and she was as 
happy as could be. Aunt Gin and Uncle Frank came 
over and joined the others at the kitchen table. 

I sat down by the tree and organized 
my presents in a neat pile, not even 
caring what they were. They weren‟t 
what I really wanted or wished for.   
I knew I shouldn‟t be ungrateful. I 
knew in my heart that Christmas was 
about more than presents. Still, my 
heart felt a little broken. Then I 
thought of baby Jesus being born in 
a manger, lying in a bed of straw. 
We weren‟t rich, but we had what 
we needed. We had a roof over our 
head, a protective canopy. A 

Christmas canopy. “Dear Lord,” I whispered, 
“Please help me to always be grateful.” 

My canopy bed desire left me that year. After all, 
my attic room had slanting walls and a low ceiling. 
Uncle Bill‟s headboard was fine. He was a good 
man. I could still get a pink bedspread one day. ♪ 
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Wistful music ensues, evoking pensive memories or 
hopeful yearnings. I‟m not sure any other musical 
instrument is so tied to the Old West in our collective 
American consciousness. I suppose the guitar might 
come close, but I‟ll save that for another time. 

The first harmonica-like instrument was the sheng, 
developed by the Chinese about three thousand years 
ago. It used bamboo tubes tied to a 
curved pipe, with thin strips of 
metal inside the bamboo that 
allowed you to change the pitch 
depending on how you blew on it. 
Next came a contraption the size of 
a piano created by Dutch physician 
Christian Kratzenstein in 1780, 
while he tried to figure out how 
human vocal cords worked. Those 
led to other large musical 
instruments like the harmonium and 
the terpodian. But none of those 
would ever have fit in your pocket. 

It wasn‟t until 1821 that a German 
clockmaker and musician named 
Christian Buschmann created the harmonica, which 
he initially called an aura. Unlike modern 
harmonicas, you could only produce “blow” notes by 
exhaling through the instrument. Four years later, 
Joseph Richter improved on the aura by creating the 
“diatonic” harmonica, which added a second set of 
“draw” notes created by inhaling through the 
instrument. That doubled the number of notes and the 
harmonica caught on quickly.  

Manufacturers sprang up all over Germany. The 
most famous (Hohner) is still in operation today. 
Matthias Hohner, a German clockmaker, started his 
own harmonica factory in the 1850s and quickly 
discovered a huge market for his product: German 
emigrants heading to America. A harmonica was an 
inexpensive, easily portable way to take music along 

across the ocean, and then across the 
continent. He expanded his business 
to export harmonicas to America, and 

a musical empire was born. By the time his 
sons took over the family business, Hohner 
was producing over four million harmonicas 
every year. 

Here in America, pioneers took the 
harmonica west with them. Who wouldn‟t 
want a pocket-sized musical instrument to lift 

your spirits or while away a 
long evening? You could play 
any kind of music with no 
musical training—no need to 
learn to read music, you just had 
to figure out how to work the 
“blow” and “draw” notes and 
have an ear for lively tunes. 
It wasn‟t long before cattlemen 
discovered a new use for the 
harmonica: soothing cattle. 
Large herds of cattle would get 
restless on the long trek from 
Texas to the railheads in Kansas 
and Nebraska. A loud noise, a 
flash of lightning, or a frisky 

jackrabbit could startle a steer or two and set a 
whole herd running, maybe even causing a 
stampede. To keep the cattle calm during the 
night, cowboys would ride slowly through the 
herd, singing repetitive and soothing songs. 
The simple tones of a harmonica worked the 
same way, and playing the harmonica gave a 
cowboy‟s vocal cords a break. And that‟s what 
gave us our modern concept of cowboys 
playing harmonicas. 

If you want to learn to play the harmonica 
yourself, it‟s not that hard, and you can even 
find harmonica music books filled with 
traditional cowboy songs! Get yourself a 
harmonica, build a campfire, and settle down 
for a cozy evening imagining you‟re out on 
some lonesome trail. I mean, that‟s my idea of 
fun, so maybe it‟s yours too? ♪ 

It‟s a staple of cowboy movies: all the cowpokes are sitting around the 
campfire at night, and someone pulls a harmonica from their shirt pocket. 

Rachel Kovaciny THE WEST OF YESTER-YEAR 
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A Western Beauty & the Beast Retelling 

When a German baker and her brother take jobs 
working for a wealthy, disfigured recluse, they’re  
only hoping to earn enough money to help their 

parents regain their family’s bakery. But they  
discover that gold and silver aren't the only  
treasures hiding in the Colorado mountains. 

When Marta winds up serving in the 
house of the cranky Arthur Wendall, she 
gets off on the wrong foot with him 
almost at once. He thinks she schemed to 
come there under false pretenses, and she 
gets offended at his implication. But she 
also loves the house, its housekeeper, and 
the small, dying town in which it sits. 
And as her feelings for Arthur grow (with 
much resistance, since as he‟s her 
employer), so does her desire to open a 
bakery.  

To tell you more would spoil it, but this 
has all the classic plot points of Beauty 
and the Beast (a stolen rose, a beautiful 
girl, a scared “monster” who isn‟t one), 
but in a charming western setting. A 
picturesque little Colorado mountain 
town, complete with a derelict mine and a 
single church. It‟s written in a formal 
style, to mimic the struggle a non-English 
speaking character would have, and 
lovingly devotes itself to her heritage, to 

A REVIEW OF MY ROCK AND MY REFUGE 

baking the kinds of breads she loves, 
and the life of an immigrant, and in that 
way, it‟s highly unique. Marta is a sweet 
heroine—kind but also fiercely 
opinionated and preachy—in 
comparison to the slightly cranky but 
lovable Arthur, who has an unexpected 
kindness under the avoidant “hermit” 
veneer.  
  Every once in awhile, you find a book 
that just “feels” like the author who 
wrote it. My Rock and My Refuge is 
such a book. Rachel‟s feelings, 
opinions, beliefs, and interests seep 
throughout it, and in a way, make it a 
very personal story. 

It‟s one of the healthiest, most proper 
retellings of the story I have ever read, 
with no hints of impropriety. Christian 
readers in particular will enjoy the 
religious themes in the story. It‟s sweet, 
charming, and suitable for all ages. 

—Charity Bishop 
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Drug Store on the way home and 

searched the aisles for the perfect item. 

With panic setting in, I came across a 

beautiful, dainty French classic brush 

and mirror set. It had gold filigrees on 

the handle, and a pastel picture of a 

debutant on the back of the mirror. 

How feminine and charming. And look 

at the price! $4.49! I had enough to 

cover the tax as well. Even better, they 

wrapped it in pretty paper for me. 

In my fever to buy, I forgot that my 

wife‟s style was denim 

skirts and practical 

shoes. Come Christmas 

Eve, I put the elegant 

present under the tree 

and brought her into 

the room. 

“Oh, Don. I couldn‟t 

get you anything. I‟m so 

sorry.” Her eyes glowed, 

looking at the package. I 

urged her to open it. 

She unwrapped it and 

stared at in disbelief. “It‟s ugly. Why 

did you get this for me?”  

My brain raced to find the answer. 

Because I love you. I didn’t think. 

Because of O’Henry and The Gift of 

the Magi. 

“I‟m sorry,” I said simply. She threw 

the gift away. 

Other Christmases later, in times of 

abundance, with mounds of presents 

under the tree, she would sometimes 

stop and look at me. “I‟m sorry I was 

so mean to you about that mirror set. I 

wish I had kept it. It was mean of me to 

throw it away.” 

No, I thought, we get too emotional 

at Christmas. We expect miracles but 

get reality, each other’s shortcomings. 

We need to grow up and accept what 

we have and who we are. Me, the 

imperfect husband and her, the 

imperfect wife. Still, I don‟t mind 

growing up with her. ♪ 

I spent my first Christmas in the 

United States with my new wife and 

family in 1966. Finishing my stint in 

the USAF, my German wife arrived in 

October with high expectations of the 

great American life where “you can 

just pick oranges off the trees, and 

everything can be done with the push 

of a button.” I immediately got a 

technical job for a base salary higher 

than my military pay. I didn‟t consider 

the tax deductions that 

are heavily in the 

bottom line. It was to 

be a bleak Christmas 

for myself, wife and 

six-month-old 

daughter. 

Early December that 

year, I found myself at work 

with three quarters in my 

pocket. This was unusual, 

since I rarely carried any 

change to speak of. I believe I 

had to buy gas for my VW on 

the way to work and this was I had left 

over. 

In typical idleness on the job, 

someone suggested we pitch pennies 

but use quarters instead. The object is 

to toss the coin as close to the wall as 

possible from a set distance. The coin 

that came closest without hitting the 

wall earned its owner all the other 

coins tossed. I thought I‟d risk a 

quarter. If I lost, I still had another two 

to take home. I won the game. 

Encouraged, I continued playing my 

streak. The other players quit after 

fifteen minutes. I counted the heavy 

weight in my pocket and discovered 

that it amounted to $5—a veritable 

fortune. 

We had expected a Christmas 

without gifts, but now I had the 

resources to change that. Even in 1966, 

$5 was not a lot of money, so it limited 

my shopping. I stopped at Foster‟s 

222 Comanche St. Kiowa, CO 80117 
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My two younger sisters, Kathy and Ruth, and I were 

up late on the evening of Christmas Eve drinking hot 

chocolate—too excited to rush off to bed. Mom and 

dad were encouraging us to finish up, but we kept 

giggling and delaying. The kitchen table sat in front 

of a big window. Suddenly, a mittened hand knocked 

on it. It startled us half to death, but our parents said 

it was Santa telling us to get up to bed! Well, we 

didn‟t waste any time after that “warning”! Dad had 

tasked one of his friends with a 

clever but simple idea to get us to 

bed.  

Still at the same house and now 

in fourth grade, our class was 

singing Christmas hymns in the 

choir for Christmas day at St. 

Vincent de Paul parish. We had to 

climb the stairs to the choir loft 

next to the large pipe organ. The 

risers to stand on were nothing 

more than steps made of rough, 

unfinished lumber and perched in 

front of one of the stained glass 

windows in the loft. This was all 

before OSHA standards. If you stood on the top row 

of the riser, there was no backrest behind you to stop 

you from falling and going right out the 

window. Guess who stood in that top row? I felt glad 

when Mass was over and we filed out! 

To make that day even more memorable, I had 

been playing with my baby brother, Mark, over the 

weekend. He had a toy with a suction cup on the 

bottom. I thought it would be great fun to stick it on 

my face and dangle it over his crib so he would reach 

for it. He laughed merrily at my antics. I thought 

nothing more of it till I pulled it off. The suction had 

caused the blood in my forehead to come to the 

surface and had a three-inch bruise where the cup had 

adhered—right in the middle of my forehead. It 

mortified me! Mom covered up the bruise as best she 

could with makeup. I wore a lace headscarf low 

over my forehead and went off to sing with the 

choir.  

In the late 1950s, Dad got interested in putting up 

lights outside for the holidays. One year, instead of 

putting them on the eves, we thought it would be 

more festive and uptown to decorate the bushes and 

trees in front of the house, which put them closer to 

the sidewalk. One evening some kids came by, 

removed the bulbs from the sockets, 

and smashed them on our 

sidewalks. We were afraid to let 

Dad know what happened and 

moved the lights from the shrubs 

and trees in the yard back onto the 

house. I don‟t remember what 

excuse we gave, but he said nothing. 

We all breathed a sigh of relief.  

   A couple of nights later, a 

neighbor rang our doorbell. Dad 

answered. The man explained he 

had tried to catch the boys smashing 

our lights, but they got 

away. Doomed! Dad went up like the 

proverbial Roman candle. It infuriated him. The 

neighbor politely got away—I think he had stopped 

hoping to be invited in for a little reward of 

Christmas cheer, and instead he created a 

Tasmanian devil!  

We had a pretty glum 

Christmas that year. 

Vandalism did not set 

well with the old man 

and he fumed, trying to 

come up with a way to 

“catch the little jerks.” 

We were all in the 

doghouse for not 

telling him what 

happened right off. ♪ 

Does anyone remember the silly song The Purple 
People Eater? But the kids were outside racing 

downhill on fresh snow with the newest toy on the 

market. They weren‟t worried about being invaded by 

aliens at all! Mirro was the country‟s largest aluminum 

cookware producer, and they tried their hand at 

producing aluminum toys. They named their first 

project the Mirro-Sno-Coaster, a silver aluminum disc. 

Whether by design or a wonderful coincidence, 

the shape and color of the trendy new sled fit 

perfectly with America‟s obsession of our 

cosmos. Children quickly named them flying 

saucers. They were hugely popular and a 

much desired gift and the perfect way to play 

in a Christmas blizzard. 

The round shaped sled offered serious 

speed; they were very slippery on snow 

and ice and easily went into exciting spin 

outs. The spin outs even caused some 

children to upchuck by the time 

they reached the bottom of the 

hill, but this didn‟t stop them 

from jumping on their 

saucer again and again. 

There was no steering 

capability, no brakes, 

and it was very easy to 

crash into a tree and end 

up with a goose egg by 

the time you went home. That 

made them all the more fun! 

My brother and I saw their commercials on our single 

channel black and white television set and also ads in 

the Sears Christmas catalog. Consider us impressed! In 

the 1960s, when we were both in elementary school, 

we found two alien spacecraft under the Christmas tree 

with our names on the gift tags. They sat there 

unwrapped, with a big red bow in the center of each 

saucer. We were so excited. We had the perfect 

treeless hill in our backyard to try them out. There 

were cloth handles on each side of the coaster to 

grab, but that was all. No way to control it once you 

jumped on. Would we fly into the twilight zone as the 

saucer spun us into orbit? I have always been happy 

that we got the real flying saucers, as there were 

many replicas since then, but ours looked exactly like 

what you think of when you hear that cosmic 

description. 

      In the movie National Lampoon’s Christmas 
Vacation, Clark W. Griswold has a hilarious 

flying saucer scene. He puts a kitchen 

lubricant on his sled which creates a surface 

five hundred times more slippery than 

cooking oil! We are talking about warp 

speed travel. His downhill rocket ship 

ride is so fast he ends up weaving 

around snow banks, trees, crashing 

through a shed, and landing on a 

busy highway with cars dodging 

and honking and drivers yelling 

and trying their best to avoid 

hitting him! You couldn‟t expect 

anything normal from Clark. 

    You can still buy old flying 

saucers and even new ones 

dedicated to Clark with pictures in 

honor of this famous movie scene. The 

banged-up nature of the retro ones only adds to 

their vintage look. I remember ours had many dents, 

but they lasted for years. The original ones had two 

holes in the saucer for attaching a rope that made it 

easier to pull it back up the hill or if you were pulling 

someone around the yard. If you need a retro 

Christmas memory this year, don‟t forget an 

afternoon of soaring over a snowdrift on a silver 

flying saucer! ♪ 
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the long line heard his greeting, and a small smile 

appeared on their cold faces. He brought more than 

a greeting. Each person was waiting for 

their turn to receive a nice wrapped 

sandwich from the stranger, and a warm 

handshake with a “Merry Christmas!” 

The emotion of the scene caused a few 

people to shed a tear as they accepted 

food in a simple act of human kindness. 

On that blustery, cold winter day, a 

stranger connected with the needy street 

people, the forgotten ones in society. He 

wasn‟t there to shop, but to share 

blessings with those less fortunate than 

himself. On that December day, I was 

reminded of the true Christmas spirit of giving and 

bringing happiness to others by a complete stranger. 

 That day, for me and for so many others, the 

magic of Christmas was found on the corner of 

Market Street. ♦ 

Sadly, often the stress of the holidays overcomes the 

joy. I find the greatest way to experience happiness 

is in doing something for others. 

There are times during the season 

that sadness absorbs my thoughts as 

I wonder, where is the Christmas 

spirit?  

 The lack of it overtook my 

thoughts on a cold day in December, 

as I waited for the RTD public 

transportation bus standing on 

Market Street. I was getting cold 

with the wind blowing right on the 

corner where I stood. Shoppers 

toting gifts walked at a fast pace to 

their cars, displaying no holiday smiles or greetings. 

Drivers in the cars and trucks were impatient 

waiting for the green light to appear, loud honks and 

motors filled the busy street. 

 Christmastime with its bright colorful lights and 

music seemed to be gone from Market Street. 

People started to form a line on the busy block near 

the 16th Street Mall as the moving shuttle came 

down the street. But there was something different 

about these people. Many wore poor clothing. Few 

had warm winter coats or heavy gloves to keep their 

hands warm and protected from the cold weather. I 

saw no one holding colorful shopping bags. By now 

the line had gone from a few people to a long block 

of sad and forgotten street people. I wondered what 

they were waiting for on such a cold day.  

 The mystery was solved! A tall man in a thin 

winter coat and wearing no gloves appeared at the 

start of the formed line. In a loud, cheerful voice, he 

said, “Merry Christmas!” The people at the end of 

beautiful, lit up tree glittering from the lights shining on 

the tinsel. Underneath the tree, we knew we‟d find 

gifts. It was hard to wait another minute to experience 

the joy this Christmas day would bring. 

As I walked into our living room, my eyes beheld an 

unexpected and beautiful sight! There, sitting in a pink 

wicker bassinet, was the little baby doll I had longed 

for all those weeks before Christmas! In my young 

eyes, I experienced a Christmas miracle. The baby 

wore a newly crocheted hat and jacket, covered with a 

crocheted pink and white blanket. I 

could not have been more 

shocked and delighted at the 

same time. 

   When I think back now about 

that Christmas day so long ago 

and reflect on the nativity scene 

on our mantle in the living room, 

I am reminded of Mary and 

Joseph and how they had to 

protect baby Jesus and keep Him 

safe from enemies seeking to 

end His life. When King Herod 

of Judea heard a Savior had been 

born, he felt threatened and 

ordered his Roman soldiers to take 

the lives of all male babies age two and under. Joseph 

and Mary had to flee and hide to save Jesus from a 

certain death. Jesus was born for a divine purpose to 

save the people of this world from certain death 

through their sinful natures. Only Jesus could achieve 

this. His heavenly Father, GOD, and stepfather, Joseph, 

guarded and protected Him so He could finish His 

work here. Celebrating the birth of baby Jesus is what 

Christmas is truly all about. It is indeed a special and 

holy day. 

On that Christmas morning, I too celebrated the birth 

of a new baby I believed forever lost. I did not question 

how this came about. Just smiled at my mom, savored 

the moment, and gave thanks to my GOD who makes 

all things possible! 

For unto you born this day in the city of David a 

Savior, which is Christ the Lord. Luke 2:11 ♪ 

Christmas was on the way, and like all children, I got 

very excited. At this time of year, there is a special joy 

in the hearts of children. They anticipate waking to see 

a beautiful Christmas tree and presents under it from 

Santa meant just for them. I was very fortunate as a 

child to experience Christmas this way. 

As all children do, I had written a list of things I was 

hoping Santa would bring. One very special gift I 

longed for was a specific baby doll I had seen in the 

window of our neighborhood toy store. She was the 

perfect one for me. I figured out that toy stores were 

Santa‟s helpers and Santa would know where to find 

this doll for me. I passed that toy store everyday on my 

way to school and stopped to gaze at her, imagining 

she could be mine soon. 

Christmas has always been a time to 

dream and hope for a day filled with 

happiness and joy. It is also a time 

to give and not just to receive. 

We would make gifts for our 

parents at school and be so 

proud to wrap and present 

them to them at Christmas. 

They would smile so big and be 

so happy to get whatever we tried to 

make. We were being taught that sometimes 

giving fills us with more joy than receiving! 

A week before Christmas, a terrible thing happened. 

Our neighborhood toy store experienced a fire which 

destroyed everything in it. You can imagine how sad I 

felt knowing I would never receive the one special gift 

I longed for, and many others would be sad as well. It 

took a lot of mental energy to adjust, accept and 

process why such a thing had to happen. 

On that Christmas morning of December 25th, 1959, 

I awoke with the special joy of a child, knowing a 

wonderland of joy and happiness awaited me a few 

rooms away. Being the first to awaken, I woke up my 

younger sister and older brother. The three of us set 

about rousing two sleepy parents. We could not 

proceed until they made their morning coffee. It tested 

our patience! We anticipated the splendor that awaited 

us when we walked into the living room to see a 

Brenda Flipse, Life & Health Broker 

Lost and confused? Is the path unclear?  
Uncertain which way to go?  
Worried about rising costs and unclear choices? 

Local, trusted, personal advisor/advocate. 

Consistent, reliable, client service.  
No consultation or service fees EVER! 

OT, Holiday, Vacation, 
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Delivery 
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303-870-2804   
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globalpropaneinc 
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Global Propane 
PO Box 583 

Franktown, CO 80116 

CDL Driver Wanted 
$50-70,000 DOE 

Hours: Mon: 8-8;  
T-Sat: 8am-9pm;  

Sun: 8am-2pm  
breakfast only 

Natural Fresh Ground Burgers, Grilled 

Chicken, Home Grown Steaks, and 
Delicious Hand-Breaded Appetizers 

Prime Rib Saturday Nights Full Service Bar 

Brisket, ribs, or pulled pork  

w/ homemade barbecue sauce 

Family 
Friendly 

Restaurant 

724 E. Kiowa Ave, 
Elizabeth  

303-955-4924 

Daily Specials  

Bottomless Drinks 

$7 burger & fries on 

Wednesday 

creeksideanimalhospital.com 

34987 Co Rd 13, Elizabeth 
Roger F. Grimes, D.V.M.  

Your Pet’s Home for 
Complete Health Care 

(Medical, Surgical, Dental, X-Ray, Lab) 

Pain Management 
Ultrasound/Therapeutic Laser  
and Acupuncture 

M-F 8-5 Sat 8:30-12 

Ask about our  

Multiple Pet Discount! 

Bumper to Bumper 

Service Center for light 

duty diesels & pickups 

303-841-6527 
6250 E. Pine Lane Unit B 

Parker, CO  80138 

 Fax 303-841-6983 

Diesel Repair 
& Performance 

It’s all about 
Service & 

Horsepower, 
Pal! 

Kathleen 
S. Dryer 

Many years ago, as a young girl, I experienced what I believed was a miracle.  

Charleen 
E. Corson 

Christmas is a time to reflect on the blessings of the season.  

“Christmas, 

my child, is 

love in action. 

Every time we 

love, every 

time we give, 

it‟s Christmas.” 

—Dale Evans 

Rogers 

Elbert County 

Abstract 
303-621-2079 

elbcntyab@aol.com 
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“I‟m so grateful so many neighbors bought our cedar 

trees for Christmas. We now have enough money for 

spring planting, plus a few extra dollars for a big 

turkey and all the trimmings, and for several gifts too,” 

Dad said. 

When I overheard 

the good news, a 

sense of joy and 

excitement washed 

over me. I dressed 

quickly, ran down the 

stairs, and joined my 

folks in the kitchen. 

During breakfast, 

Dad raised his mug of 

coffee. “Here‟s to 

neighbors helping 

neighbors in their 

time of need.”  

Mom clinked Dad‟s mug. “That‟s the true spirit of 

Christmas.” ♪  

snowflakes and white paper doves. Mom had already 

strung popcorn and cranberries into garlands. 

We‟d bake gingerbread cookies that afternoon, as a 

final touch. Mom would insist we hang all the cookies 

on the tree with red ribbons, but we all knew she‟d 

give in and let us each sample one or two as we 

decorated it. 

My mind raced ahead to the fun we would have. 

Once Dad stood the tree in the corner of the living 

room, he‟d place the silver tin star on top. Next, Mom 

draped the garland over and under the branches. 

Then it‟d be my turn.  

     As we approached the farmhouse, a new 

neighbor was waiting for us on the front porch. 

“I want to buy one of your vintage Christmas 

trees,” she said, “and I really like the cedar 

tree you have there.” 

     “I picked out the perfect tree,” I 

boasted. “It has a bird‟s nest in it.” 

   “Sold!” the neighbor shouted. 

Immediately, I regretted mentioning 

that and fought back the tears. 

How happy I was to hear Dad‟s 

reply. “The tree isn‟t for sale. 

Come, let‟s go to the woods and 

get you another one.” 

   We all hiked back to the woods 

to help our neighbor find a tree. 

She, too, found one with a small abandoned bird nest. I 

promised to make her a white paper dove for the nest. 

By Monday morning, the uniqueness of “vintage” 

Christmas trees had spread throughout our small 

farming community, and there was a demand for Dad‟s 

cedar trees. 

On Christmas Eve morning, I woke up early and 

heard Mom and Dad talking softly in the kitchen. I got 

out of bed, tiptoed to the top of the stairs, and 

eavesdropped on their conversation. 

“I‟ve been worried about 

not having enough 

money for spring 

planting,” Dad said. 

“Because of the drought, 

our corn and soybean 

crops didn‟t bring in 

much money this year.” 

  “You always get us 

through hard times,” 

Mom said. 

Two weeks before Christmas, Dad would lead the 

way, carrying an axe in one hand and a ball of twine 

in the other. Mom, my younger brother and I 

followed Dad as he hiked to the woods to cut down 

an old-fashioned cedar for our Christmas tree. 

I‟ll always remember the Christmas season when I 

was eight-years-old and a heavy blanket of snow had 

fallen the night before our tree outing. It did not 

deter our plans. That morning, we put on our 

snow gear and trudged to a large grove of cedar 

trees in our woods. 

“Choose the tree you want and I‟ll chop it 

down,” Dad said. 

“Oh, let‟s get this one!” I shouted when I 

spotted a tree with an abandoned bird nest 

tucked inside. My six-year-old brother 

agreed with my choice. It was the 

perfect tree for us, but maybe not 

perfect for some folks because it 

wasn‟t a traditional pine Christmas 

tree. Our cedar tree was irregular, 

about six feet tall and had 

graceful dense branches adorned 

with clusters of prickly, bur 

like, dark green foliage. 

After Dad chopped it 

down, he wrapped twine 

around the length of it, then 

tied the end into a handle. I could still see the bird 

nest tucked away in the middle of the branches and 

shivered with delight as I visualized my very own 

folded white paper dove sitting inside it. The four of 

us grabbed the twine handle and headed for home, 

retracing the footsteps we‟d left in the snow. 

“I love the smell of Christmas,” I said as the sweet 

scent of cedar permeated the air. My mind swirled 

with decoration ideas for the tree. I‟d make red and 

green paper chains, folded paper fans, white paper 

Day Care & Boarding  

Elizabeth Country 

Kennels Pet Resort  

(303) 646-8400 

6213 Hwy. 86 Elizabeth, CO 

Part of our family while they’re here  
Friendly, professional staff  
Clean facility on 60 beautiful acres  

On-Site Family owned/operated  
Personal attention and service 
Day, month, or your whole vacation 

1000 Gallon: $5,500  

500 Gallon: $3,400 

Buy, Lease, or Rent Propane Home 

Delivery:  
$2.10 per gallon 

(Prices subject to change) 

Bottle Refills: 
20#, 30#,  

40#; & 100# 
(Within Expiration date) 

Qualifications and 

Requirements: 

High School Diploma  

or equivalent 

Obtain Class A CDL license  

with air brake, hazmat, and 

tanker endorsements 

Must possess a  

clean driving record 

Must pass a background check 

and drug screen 

Must be able to lift up to       

75 lbs. and work                        

in all weather conditions 

Meet all DOT requirements  

We are seeking a qualified, self-motivated, 

career-oriented person with a strong work 

ethic to help us provide exceptional service on 

the Colorado Front Range. 

Propane Services (Driver, Tech) 

M-F: 8-4:30pm 

555 Colfax Ave.  

Bennett, CO       

from the staff at  

Love  
Funeral Homes 

Limon, CO  
719-775-2333 

Strasburg, CO 
303-710-4221 

lovefuneralhomes.com 

Georgia A. Hubley 

Growing up, my favorite family tradition was going to the woods and cutting 

down a Christmas tree on our family‟s farm in the Midwest.  

 

 

core elec 

CORE Electric Cooperative and FarmBox Foods 
are partnering to grow trees for reforestation 
in the areas damaged by wildfires in the 5,000 
square miles CORE services 
along Colorado’s Front Range. 

Their goal is to plant 15,000 trees within the first three years. 
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butter and the house full of smoke. I remembered 

when my mother baked pies, if they boiled over, she 

threw in some salt. On the bottom of the oven, not 

the pies. I tried the salt remedy and let the cake 

continue to bake. 

 When the two hour baking time was up, I humbly 

removed the cake from the oven. My first and only 

Christmas Cake. Now I had the problem of the hole 

in the center. 

 Marzipan. English fruitcake is topped with a thick 

layer of marzipan. I warmed the almond paste by 

turning it around in my hands until it was soft 

enough to roll out. Confectioners sugar on the pastry 

board instead of flour prevented it from sticking. 

First though, I had to brush the top of the cake with 

watered down apricot jam. Fortunately, the 

marzipan, rolled out to one-half inch thick, covered 

the cake, including the hole in the center. “Allow to 

dry before icing.” Then came the royal icing. Yes, 

Ruby even sent me the recipe for Royal icing.  

 As Christmas drew near, the fruitcake was ready 

to be served. Since the two of us couldn‟t eat a 

whole cake ourselves, we invited my mother and a 

couple friends to join us. It may not have been an 

authentic Christmas Cake, baked by a British baker, 

but my friends didn‟t know the difference and it 

made my husband proud of me. ♦ 

to send her a piece of the fruitcake. Unfortunately, 

we had none to send. 

 So there I was in the store, grabbing the items on 

my list, while watching my grocery budget shrink. 

Once I reached home, I put on my apron and did 

something I‟d never done before: made an English 

fruitcake. I brought out the big mixing bowl, 

measuring cups, measuring spoons, and a wooden 

spoon for mixing. Norman was no cook, although he 

knew how to make tea and toast. But he did know 

what the end product of the English fruitcake had to 

look like. “It has to be round,” he told me.  

 I nodded.  

 I stirred together the ingredients in the order of the 

recipe I‟d received from our sister-in-law in 

England. Next, the proper pan for baking. I squatted 

down and looked through the bottom cupboard for a 

round baking pan. The only thing I could find was 

an angel food cake pan I had received as a shower 

gift. It would have to do. Besides, the inside lifted 

out for easy removal.  

 According to the instructions, cover the cake with 

foil after the first hour of baking. However, before 

that hour was up, the house began to smell of 

something burning. I hurried to the kitchen to find 

the stove in a cloud of smoke. I opened the oven 

door, something you‟re not supposed to do when 

baking a cake. But this was an emergency! 

    Fruitcakes take butter, 

a lot of butter. I hadn‟t 

thought about that when I 

chose to use the angel 

food cake pan. How easy 

it would have been to run 

out to a nearby store and 

buy the proper baking pan 

for this special occasion.   

   The bottom of the oven 

was covered with melted 

OFF YOUR PURCHASE OF  
$25 OR MORE * 

* One coupon per customer per day. Excludes all tobacco, lottery items, 
money services, postage stamps, gift cards, and prescriptions. Customer 

is responsible for all applicable taxes.  
Reproductions of this coupon prohibited. No cash value. 

Exp Jan. 1, 
2023. Present 
at check-out. 

Byers General Store 303-822-5325 

Your Hometown Grocery 
Store & Pharmacy!  
We work for you! 

Limon, CO  
719-775-2333 
Strasburg, CO  
303-710-4221 

Funeral Homes  
& Monuments 

Burlington, CO 
719-346-8826     
Cheyenne Wells 
719-767-5961 

www.lovefuneralhomes.com 

Funeral & 

Memorial Services, 

Online Memorials, 

Obituaries, 

Veteran‟s Benefits, 

Death Certificates. 
Dec. 11 & 18 10:30-3 

See us for all your 
Christmas Gifts: Unique 

Clothing, Stocking 
Stuffers, Puzzles 
and much more! 

Road Atlas-State 

Atlases-Maps Chugwater Chili Spices 

56551 E. Colfax, Strasburg 
303-345-4460 M-Sa 9-6 

Barnyard Boutique 

PU/load out of items 

Dec 12 noon - 4 pm  

Dec 13 -  9-4 pm 

Bidding opens 

12/1/22 soft close 

on 12/11/22  

at 6 pm (MT) 

No Buyers Premium  - 3% Credit Card Fee -For bidding 

& pickup info go to www.linneburauctions.com 

Preview of items by apt only, 303-822-9298 

Marlin was a collector of farm toys, with most of his 

collection being John Deere, however there are many other 
types/kinds as well.  There are hundreds of new toy 

tractors (in boxes), implements, cars, vintage tractors, 
pedal tractors, etc.  This auction will be the first offering, 

with possibly a couple more in upcoming months.  

Bid/buy from the comfort of your home! 

Selling for the Estate of the late Marlin Ratzlaff 

Sale location: 670 S. Tenney St., Byers, CO 

My hubby was born and raised in England and 

often talked about his family traditions: Mince 

Pies, Christmas Pud (steamed pudding), and 

Christmas Cake (fruitcake). 

 “Could you make a fruitcake?” he asked. 

 Wanting to be a good wife and please him, I said, 

“I‟ll try, but where can I find a recipe?” 

 “Write to Ruby. She‟ll be glad to send it.” He 

reminded me, “You have to start early to let the 

cake set to blend its flavors.” 

 In the United States, fruitcakes take the butt of 

stories and jokes. They say there is only one 

fruitcake and that gets re-gifted around the world. 

Since no one will eat it, they make great doorstops. 

Or don‟t throw away food because there are hungry 

people, but some cakes should get thrown twice. 

Then I read of a woman who locked her car when 

she went Christmas shopping. She said if she 

didn‟t, when she came back her car would be full 

of fruitcakes. Why is history like a fruitcake? 

Because it‟s full of dates! Sometimes people are 

referred to as “nutty as a fruitcake.” Seriously, 

there is even a Society for the Protection and 

Preservation of Fruitcakes! 

 While we joke about fruitcakes, and they are not 

on my favorite foods list, the British take them 

seriously. In fact, the fruitcake is used in England 

as the wedding cake as well as the Christmas cake. 

When Norman and I married, his mother asked us 

710 Colfax Bennett, CO  
Locally Owned & Managed 

SHERER 
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Banking the way it used to be... 

TheChampionBank.com 

16790 Centre Court, Parker  303-840-8484  

Every one of our customers 

is important to us. 

Personal Banking 

Business Banking 

Mortgage Solutions 

SBA Lending 

Commercial 

Lending 

Parker’s ONLY 

Locally Owned Bank 

What distinguishes 
a community bank? 

Personal Service 
 Local Credit Decisions 

Local Ownership 

For Your Family 

For Your Business 

Have a wonderful 

CHRISTMAS! 

Marion Tickner 

Christmas music filled the air as I pushed my grocery cart through the crowded 

aisles of the supermarket. I shopped in search of ingredients for a fruitcake. 

 

http://www.linneburauctions.com
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Should we help ourselves to a room? We weren‟t 

that bold. 

“I‟ll take the armchair,” I said as I curled up into 

its small space. 

“That leaves me the settee,” Eirene said. “I don‟t 

think Naugahyde is too cozy.” She settled in for a 

few hours‟ sleep. We had to wait for daylight. 

Exhausted from our long bus ride, we slept like 

babes. The morning sun woke us. I tried to stand, 

but my limbs would not respond. They were stiff 

and cramped from sleeping so soundly in a tight 

space. I moved slowly and circled the lobby, 

limbering my legs and arms. Eirene did likewise. 

We laughed at our predicament. Our problem was 

clear. How do we cover those thirty miles into town 

without transportation? 

The owner of the hotel finally appeared and 

offered us his telephone. No cell phones back then. 

Who could we call? We certainly couldn‟t walk 

thirty miles in fresh snow dragging heavy suitcases. 

My sister saved the day. She worked as a court 

reporter. “I‟ve got an idea. Why don‟t we call my 

friend Sergeant Ron Smith from the local police?” 

In about forty minutes, a black and white police 

car known as the Black Maria rolled up. He hustled 

us into the back seat and drove us safely home. It 

was a ride that made Christmas 1959 memorable 

above all others. ♪ 

and cherish the hymns I learned there. I remember 

the Christmas pageant I starred in as Mary while 

growing up. My sister played Joseph. The cold crisp 

air and the blanket of snow provided by the Lord 

completed the holiday ambiance. 

After our Christmas celebrations and the 

holidays ended, Eirene and I packed our bags and 

tucked our presents in the corners. We said our 

goodbyes with hugs and kisses. “Have a safe 

trip!” echoed across the bus lanes. We 

climbed aboard the waiting Greyhound and 

headed back to our work-a-day world in 

the far corner of the province. The big 

warm swaying bus lulled me into 

contentment. The high-backed seats 

offered a cocoon of privacy. My 

thoughts reviewed each precious 

moment of our Christmas. The 

sweet traditions and love that 

permeated our small home were 

foremost in my mind. Thankful 

for the blessings of the season, I 

dozed off, rocked to sleep like in a 

cradle, knowing you‟re safe and cared for. 

The bus rolled on and on for the full day‟s 

journey. It was 3 a.m. when the driver announced 

our intersection on the highway. He would go no 

farther. A wall of cold jolted us wide awake as we 

tumbled down the steps. It was in stark contrast to 

the warm, heavy air of its interior. A hushed hotel 

stood at the intersection. A small night light shone. 

We stood gazing at the snow, “deep and crisp and 

even” twinkling under the stars. The night was quiet 

and holy except for the sound of the Greyhound 

continuing on its way. 

The road into the town we now called home 

stretched thirty miles to the south. Eirene and I had 

no way to cover those miles. We faced our lack of 

planning. The hotel was our only possible sanctuary. 

We each picked up a suitcase and trudged up to the 

door, grateful to find it unlocked. We entered the 

lobby to be greeted by funky green furniture and a 

threadbare green and brown plaid armchair. No one 

was around. We couldn‟t arouse a night clerk. 

When my sister Eirene left home, she worked in a 

town a day‟s drive from the village we grew up in. 

I joined her there when my turn came to leave the 

nest. The distance covered was from the southwest 

corner of the province of Saskatchewan, Canada 

to the northeastern part, over 400 miles. 

December in that part of the country is blustery, 

snowy and forty below, but the weather never 

deterred us. It was a given that our family 

would be together during Christmastime. 

We were fortunate one year to get a ride 

with friends headed in our direction. 

However, we had to take the bus back. 

Neither one of us drove. We were 

faithful Greyhound bus riders. The 

company offered regular service and 

could get us from one point to 

another wherever we wanted to go. 

I never realized how story-book 

our Christmases were until I 

looked back on our magical 

atmosphere. If carolers sang outside 

our door, Mom welcomed them inside, 

offering them fruitcake and a sip of traditional 

wine. Our tiny tree always had a blessed angel on 

the top. The twinkling lights matched the candles 

we lit for prayers. The town had two churches. We 

attended services at both. I loved the organ music 

All makes and types of 

HVAC equipment: 

furnaces, A/Cs, 

evaporation coolers, 

boilers, and water 

heaters. If possible, 

we’d rather fix than 

replace your equipment. 303-990-5268 

Family owned and operated in Kiowa 

with over 30 years experience 

Repair or Replacement 

of a wooden spool, 

complemented by two 

small splints of 

wood. One 

splint held an 

end of a rubber 

band, which passed 

through the spool‟s hole to another splint of longer 

dimension. When the band was wound and released 

on the floor, it propelled the spool across the floor. 

It must have spurred interest with its unique 

animation and pleased a needy child. Appreciation 

of the toy‟s antics lasted for hours. Of all gifts, even 

those of a better time, none ever exceeded that of an 

animated wooden spool from long ago. 

 I am not immune to memories of my favorite 

Christmas gifts. A cast iron International tractor 

was one which captured my interests as a child. Its 

steel lugged wheels left many marks in sandy soil 

near our prairie home and the following year I 

received a cast iron threshing machine. I had 

advanced above normal holdings of my favorite 

childhood friends! 

 Our most memorable Christmas gift came from a 

couple without children. In their spare time, they 

had created from reclaimed lathe, bright paint, and 

a great deal of effort, a unique dancing figure. Its 

arms and legs were freely jointed and a whittled 

stick kept the dancer in place above a moveable 

base. The dark skinned character who danced was 

held above a flat platform attached to another 

Eager children of long ago may remember anxious 

anticipation during this season. It was a time of 

receiving a rag doll, wagon, or a similar gift. They 

also may recall leaner years when an only gift was a 

highly polished apple, an orange, or an inexpensive 

trinket. One story comes to mind about a needy 

family of yesteryear. The youth in this family, clad 

in ragged clothing, expected no gift at all. On this 

special day, a gift did appear, however. It consisted 

Lyle W. Stone 

SELLING or BUYING CATTLE?  

 

 Dec 7 & 14 
Fall Calf & Yearling 
Sales in Conjunction 
with Regular Sale 

 
 

Fall Calf & Yearling 
Sales every 
Wednesday  

through Nov. 16 

La Junta Livestock  
Commission, Inc.  
719-384-7781 

1-800-748-1795 
24026 County Rd 30.25 

La Junta, CO 
www.ljlivestock.com 

 

Email: lajuntalivestock@ 
gmail.com  

Buddy Johnson 
Field Rep  
719-338-0576 

Home Owned/Operated 

Elizabeth Bible Missionary Church 
590 Elm St. Elizabeth ♦ 720-556-2941 

December 25  
6:30 pm 

Belle 
Schmidt 

Christmas is a holy tradition for many people. So it is for our family.  

whittled wood member. When the platform was 

sprung into action, with dancer‟s feet close to the 

base, it presented a performance quite intriguing. 

Few parts of the dancer failed to move. We kept 

this figure dancing for hours on end. 

 Early kids found as much joy in toys of old as 

modern children find joy in sophisticated ones 

now. Though simpler in scope, usually much less 

in cost, they filled every need of yesterday‟s child. 

How neat it is to remember their joys and realize 

the youthful fulfillment they afforded in a rather 

simple way. Nor do I forget the love that existed, 

and still does, among family members and friends, 

which is the greatest gift of all. ♪ 
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with Medication, Bathing, Dressing, 
Eating, and other Personal Services 

56175 Sunset Ave. 
Strasburg, CO 

(303) 622-6262 
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Aurora off I-70 

Residences at Prairie Creeks 
720-412-6718 Senior 

Apartments 

 

In general, toys are most often associated with Christmas-time giving.  
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It was the time when my mother would loop her 

checkered apron over her housedress and tie a 

pretty bow in the back. Snow covered the trees 

outside our windows and Dad shoveled the two feet 

deep powder off the walks. The fierce snow storm 

the night before had left sparkling, powdered sugar 

on all our patio furniture with sun adding its rays to 

light up our backyard.  

 Christmas cookie recipes were lined up on the 

kitchen counter ready to become sugar cookies 

with frosting and ginger-

bread men with eyes of 

silver candy balls. There 

were also chocolate chip, 

oatmeal and fudge to make, 

but my favorites were the 

gingerbread men. They each 

had their own personality 

and were cut precisely by 

mother‟s gingerbread man 

cookie cutter with a green 

handle on top. The cutter 

made perfect shapes every 

time. All the mixing bowls 

were ready and flour, eggs, 

and sugar were standing by, 

awaiting my mother‟s bidding. The scent of ginger, 

cinnamon and chocolate curled around my nose as 

I prepared for a full day of work. Then we began 

designing and fashioning treats for everyone at our 

small church and our neighbors‟ goody bags.  

 Truth be known, I looked forward to standing next 

to my mother in our aprons, working side by side 

with flour on my cheek more than the actual 

process. She was a giving, caring and warm-hearted 

cook who always tossed our dog, Teddy, a broken 

cookie piece just to include him in the fun. Once 

that old oven had preheated to 350 degrees, she put 

me in charge of shaping and 

cutting the ginger men and 

placing each one carefully on 

the old tin cookie sheets. 

   When they were finished 

baking and the timer went off, 

we pulled those little guys out 

and placed them on cooling 

racks on every counter in our 

kitchen. Believe me when I say I 

faced a great temptation to 

sample them early, but I knew 

from previous experience it was 

better to wait. 

   My mother, who had gone to 

baking classes, went all out and 

piped frilly red frosting on some of them after they 

cooled, adding dresses and ruffles so the men would 

have a lady by their side. All were placed on waxed 

paper and needed “taster verification” that they were 

acceptable for gifts. I was the designated taster. If 

you‟ve ever eaten a warm cookie just out of the 

oven and decorated with sweet butter frosting, you 

know what I mean when I say those cookies were 

heavenly. They melted in your mouth when warm 

and provided crunchy goodness when cooled. They 

were a delectable treat rivaled by no other, even 

though my dad would argue the fudge was the best.  

As soon as the Montgomery Wards catalog came 

in our mailbox, it was Christmas. My younger 

brother Neil and I wore it out looking at all the 

dolls and BB-guns. Toys, toys, toys! We wrote 

our letters to Santa early so it had plenty of time 

to get to the North Pole, which we knew was a far 

piece from Strasburg, CO. Daddy would take it to 

the post office and mail it. (We watched to make 

sure it got in the mail slot).  

 At Sunday school, practice for the Christmas 

play started. As we learned our poems and lines, 

our mother made our costumes. Neil and I saw it 

as a special time, because the Pastor came by to 

borrow my doll house and Neil‟s barn, windmill, 

and all the other out buildings. He would put 

down cotton snow and set up the house and farm 

buildings and light them in the front of the church 

right on the stage. Oh, we felt so important. Our 

oldest brother Gilbert had handmade these items 

for us for Christmas when we were little; I still 

have my doll house at 78 years old. He even made 
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 When all cookies were cooled and decorated, we 

boxed them in white boxes dressed in ribbons, with 

family names written on each tag. The best fun was 

still to come when we slipped on our snow boots 

and carried our cookie presents to all our neighbors, 

even the ones we didn‟t always get along with or 

didn‟t know very well. Although my feet were numb 

from the cold that evening, it was worth it to see the 

look on their faces when they opened the door and 

saw us standing there with our presents for them. 

 In her own way, my mother taught me the joys of 

Christmas aren‟t weighed by the special presents 

under our tree, but rather by the unselfish giving to 

others and by remembering the best gift of all. She 

taught me that God was the greatest giver and His 

son the greatest gift. ♪ 
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all the furniture except for bedroom and bathroom 

and they were of medal and porcelain. 

 Mother was so busy baking, she let me wrap her 

packages. It was fun keeping secrets from everyone 

in the family.  

 Daddy would take Neil and I with our savings 

from our allowance and the extra money we got for 

good report cards to Denver (which often amounted 

to $2 each) to see the May Company and Denver 

Dry Goods windows, which were always beautiful 

with all the elves, dolls, and Santa. We shopped at 

Woolworth and Kresses‟ 5¢ and 10¢ stores, where 

we bought something for each family member. We 

always got Grandpa Christner a can of Prince 

Albert tobacco. I often wondered what he thought, 

but he seemed very happy about it. 

 We got to sit on Santa‟s lap and tell him what we 

wanted and explain it was all in the letter we sent 

him, then went home to wrap our presents and put 

them on top of the piano till we got our tree. Daddy 

would bring home the Christmas tree on his lunch 

hour seven days before Christmas. We couldn‟t 

wait till he got home from work to put the lights on 

it so we could decorate it with our precious colored 

balls and paper chains and foil icicles. It was an 

event to put all the presents under the tree, turn all 

the lights out and sit on the floor just soaking it all 

in; oh the beauty of it all. I can still see it.  

 On the Sunday before Christmas, we held our 

pageant, where we sang carols, presented our play, 

and said our poems. Santa came to the church with 

bags of hard candy, nuts, and oranges. We knew he 

was only Santa‟s helper, but he was still exciting! 

 Christmas Eve, we got one of Daddy‟s socks (his 

were bigger than ours) and hung it on his big chair, 

as we had no fireplace, only a coal stove. We could 

not wait until bedtime so Santa could come in the 

front door we had left unlocked. Up early in the 

morning… bless my soul, under that tree was a 

beautiful doll and all kinds of toys for both of us—

many things we had seen in the Montgomery 

Wards catalog. Our socks were full of candy, nuts, 

oranges and apples. Fudge sat on the table, along 

with a frosted “poor man‟s fruit cake,” which was 

and still is my favorite Christmas goody. We 

opened our gifts and played with our toys. Then 

Mother put dinner on the big table in the living 

room with turkey, dressing, ham, and all that goes 

with it. Our older brothers and our sister and their 

families would be there for dinner.  

 Oh the joy of an old-fashioned Christmas. We 

wish you all a Very Merry Christmas and a very 

Prosperous and Healthy Blessed New Year. ♦ 

For All Your Excavation 
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Donna L. Reese 

I remember Christmas as a child. 
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were shiny and looked like a lot of fun to me.  

Sometimes I was able to get two or three off while 

you put on another one. You gave up for a while 

and I went and took a nap. 

 When I woke up, the tree was alive with color and 

oh, so enticing. I waited as long as I could, then 

watched for my opportunity. Those balls were going 

to come off, one way or another. By morning, I‟d 

accomplished my goal. They were all 

over the room when you got up. I 

think you were mad at me. You 

called me a bad girl. Maybe 

I‟m bad, but sometimes a 

cat can‟t help it. You went 

around and picked them 

all up, looking into the 

tree for some of the tops 

that were still there. I 

watched you for a while, then 

began my light strategy. 

   How does a cat remove lights from a 

tree when the lights go around it?  

Well, I‟ll tell you. Start near the 

trunk and use your head and 

shoulders to get to the end of the 

branch and shove. If you‟re good at it, you 

can get the lights to fall down a little.  I started at 

the bottom, but next time I think I‟ll start at the top. 

Every time you came home a little more was 

different about your tree. You started taking my 

picture rather than taking me out of the tree.  

 When I had the lights pushed to the bottom two 

rows, I began working on how the branches looked.  

The farther toward the end of the branch I went, the 

better because I could completely re-sculpt the tree.  

The last to go was the very top branch with the red 

bow on it. I fell out of the tree while taking care of 

it, so the bow didn‟t fall off, but I managed to make 

that top branch weak, so if you straightened it back 

up, it would fall down. I accomplished what I‟d set 

When you brought in the box from storage and 

revealed a tree full of needles, I took an immediate 

interest. It smelled musty, like stored things do. I 

did a lot of sniffing, looking for something to jump 

out of the box so I could chase it. Nothing hopped 

out so I jumped into the box and crawled under 

something I found interesting. I looked at you and 

you smiled at me. You said something like, “What 

do you think that is?” I just meowed and 

looked cute. 

 It scared me a little when you 

took it out of the box and stood 

it up. I‟d seen things like that 

outside your window, but had 

never experienced it, 

because I never go out. It 

wasn‟t long before I got 

up the courage to start 

exploring it by climbing it.  

It was fun!  

 You told me to “get out of 

my tree” so now I had a 

name for it. You 

picked me up, petted 

me, and told me to 

“stay down.” I‟ve never 

learned what that word means so I did everything I 

could to help you do whatever you were doing. You 

said something about me being “insubordinate.” I 

have no clue what that means but I gave you a soft 

bite when you took me out of the tree again.   

 Next you told me something about putting on 

lights. I watched and waited to see what they were 

and how I could help. Ahh, they were little things 

hooked together with something that twisted around 

the tree. I was a big help. I followed the lights up 

and around the tree. I got tired of you taking me out 

of the tree so went off for a while and sat on the 

window ledge to supervise. When the lights were all 

on, you hung some round things on the tree. They 

She had been much loved and, like the Velveteen 

Rabbit, was looking a bit bald, bruised and broken. In 

1939, the autumn of my seventh year, my mother 

convinced me it was time for Snow White to go to 

wherever old dolls end up. With many tears, I finally 

agreed. Momma said if I were good, Santa might 

bring me a new doll. That reassured me, but I knew 

another one could never be the same as my Snow 

White. 

 As the United States was helping England to fight 

Germany, rationing had become a way of life. All of 

us were doing without a lot of things we were 

accustomed to having, and I worried Uncle Sam 

might ration dolls, too. Momma assured me that was 

not the case. I prayed for a new doll, wrote letters to 

Santa Claus begging for a one, and bugged my parents 

incessantly with questions like, “Do you really think 

he‟ll bring me a new doll?” The answer was a variant 

of the usual parental response, “We‟ll see.” 

 As Christmas came closer, my prayers, letters and 

questions increased until my father said, “You know, 

Suzie, if you continue to pester people like this, Santa 

may decide not to bring that 

doll.” That scared me. I kept 

my mouth shut, but my brain 

continued to beg. 

 Christmas Eve was very 

exciting that year, at least for 

me. As we decorated the tree, 

I continued to think about my 

wish, but never said anything 

aloud. My brothers teased me 

as usual, implying I had been 

so bad there wouldn‟t be any 

doll for me that year. This 

went on until my parents took 

pity and told them to be quiet. 

Getting to sleep was difficult 

that night—I was too excited. Eventually, I must 

have succumbed to the sandman since suddenly it 

was Christmas morning. I could hear my parents in 

the kitchen fixing breakfast—a much larger and 

more formal affair on this special day of the year. 

My feelings were a strange mixture of hope and 

dread. Family rules said we must finish breakfast 

and clean up the dishes before opening presents. I 

sneaked frequent glances into the living room to 

look at what was under the tree, but saw nothing that 

looked like a box with a doll in it. My fears grew 

that if I didn‟t get the doll, I wouldn‟t get anything, 

since that was all I had asked for. 

    At last the time had come. We gathered around 

the tree, with my oldest brother distributing the gifts. 

I tore the wrapping off one package with my name 

on it and found the perennial underwear and socks. I 

don‟t remember any Christmases in my childhood 

that did not bring these items. It was hard to sit still 

while others opened their presents, but that was the 

rule, so I sat and fidgeted. Finally, my brother pulled 

a gift for me from behind the tree. It was very large, 

and my spirits sank when I realized it was much too 

out to do.  You called it “brutalizing my tree.” I like 

to think of it as kitty art. 

 I heard you laughing as you showed a picture to 

your family, so I guess you aren‟t too upset. I may 

not be done yet, however. There‟s still one branch 

that could use a bit of tweaking. I miss the balls, 

though, they provided a lot of entertainment during 

the nights when the only lights are those on the tree. 

 Could you tell me what you meant by your tree 

looking like a big-hipped, drunken barmaid? That 

sounds like an interesting sentence to remember. ♦ 

JD Bishop (as told to him by his cat) 

My brutalizing of your Christmas tree began the day you put it up. 
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big to be a doll. I ripped off the wrappings and found 

a large wooden box covered with flowered paper, and 

hinged on one side with a clasp on the opposite side. 

I opened the clasp and my Christmas was made. 

 Not only did the box contain a doll, but it held an 

entire wardrobe for her. I shrieked with delight to 

discover what seemed to be a brand new Snow 

White. Later, I learned that my mother had taken my 

battered doll to a repairman who fixed the broken and 

bruised parts, cleaned her up and put a new wig on 

her. Then Momma made the clothes, and Daddy built 

the chest that held my wonderful Snow White and her 

beautiful new wardrobe. I have never forgotten that 

magical Christmas—never again was that holiday 

preceded by more hope or followed by more 

gratitude and joy. ♦ 
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McCafferty 

I cried when I had to give her up—my Snow White doll.  

Merry Christmas! 
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The tiny hands and feet of her sweet, 

innocent babies gave way to size ten 

tennis shoes and football jerseys only 

a few pages later. There were so 

many memories. 

 The kids were grown now—both 

sons married and spending the 

holidays with their new families in 

different states. Mom was visiting her 

sister in Cheyenne and Dad was 

gone. He had died of pneumonia 

early in the spring and Sarah found 

herself searching for pictures of him 

to add to the album. She sat down at 

the kitchen table and turned to a 

blank page. Before her were half a 

dozen photos of her dad that had 

never made their way into her album. 

 While she worked on the page, her 

mind played through her life with 

“papa,” as she called him. She 

wished she could tell him some of 

those things that never get said 

because the cares of this life seem so 

intense and personalities get in the 

way. She knew it was too late to talk 

with him and she felt new grief flood 

through her. It had been this way for 

months. Grief and guilt, then anger 

and hurt. Some of her friends told her 

to “buck up and get over it. Death is a 

part of life and crying will never 

bring him back.” Others told her to 

have a good cry, as that it was the 

only way to heal. 

 As she worked, Sarah resolved to 

try and say the things that were so 

close to her heart to the ones that 

were still living... but first she would 

finish the page in the album. At the 

top she wrote: “Tribute to Papa.” 

Beside each picture she wrote down a 

brief story that showed the positive 

characteristics she remembered about 

her dad. Each story was only a few 

lines, but was rich in history and 

hope. She knew she made him sound 

better than he was but she didn‟t care. 

She was forging memories for her 

children and grandchildren that 

would fill them with pride in him and 

what he stood for. 

 She worked long into the night and 

when her husband came in late and 

looked at her finished page, he 

rewarded her with a tight squeeze and 

some comforting words. She looked 

at him and remembered her resolve... 

to say some of the things she‟d 

wished she‟d said to her dad 

while he was alive. 

 “Richard,” she said, “you will 

never know how very much you 

mean to me. You have 

comforted me... challenged me... 

encouraged me... and fed me 

bits and pieces of love when I 

couldn‟t give any in return. You 

are a good man and I am proud 

to be your wife.” 

 Richard stared at her for a 

moment, then tears formed in 

his eyes. He tried to speak but 

couldn‟t. The last few weeks 

had been stressful for him 

because of his late night work 

schedules and the deepening 

depression of his wife. He knew 

something had happened to her 

but was hesitant to ask. “Sarah,” 

he whispered, “I appreciate 

those words so very much. I 

cherish you.” 

 Now it was Sarah‟s turn to be 

surprised. So few words... such 

wonderful results. She showed 

Richard the album and as he 

read through the album page he 

said, “You know, Sarah, I never 

realized what a wonderful man 

your father was.” Sarah smiled 

and the depression that had 

lurked around her heart for nearly a 

year began to lift. 

 During the days just before 

Christmas she kept up her resolve and 

called both her sons and told them the 

positive things they had done for her, 

then she wrote a long letter to her 

mother. She filled it with stories she 

remembered and ended it with the 

words: 

 “You know, Mama, when I think of 

the sleepless nights you‟ve put in, the 

tender caring, the discipline, and the 

mother‟s pride I see in your eyes, I 

know there is a God.” 

 Sarah smiled as she sealed the 

envelope. She didn‟t know how it 

would make her mother feel when she 

got it, but she did know she had found 

the secret to coming out of her own 

valley of depression. The simple act of 

telling the ones she loved the good 

things they‟d done for her was 

changing her life. 

 This would be a Christmas to 

remember. ♦ 

Sarah leafed through the album and gazed at the pictures.  
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DADS OF ELBERT COUNTY was 

formed by a group of dads led by 
Clint Decker in December of 2020 

for the purpose of helping people in 
the county who can’t help 

themselves. 

   The non-profit was formed to 
provide support to men in the 

county by coming together to help 
each other and in turn, provide aid 

to citizens that would be helped 
through the skills coming from the 

members and by volunteering their 

time to repair, modify, build and 
service those in need. They 

currently have about 400 members 
who have been able to help in a 

wide range of projects such as three 

listed below: 
  Assisting an elderly rancher who 

was injured and could not attend to 
his cattle. DADS OF ELBERT 

COUNTY came to the rescue by 
taking on the chores of feeding, 

watering and servicing his cattle 

until he was able to attend to his 
cattle once again. The chores were 

done daily, regardless of weather 
conditions. The help lasted a total of 

nine months. 

  Building a wheel chair ramp to 
provide access for an elderly couple 

to enter and exit their home. 
  Coming together to aid an elderly 

handicapped woman at the verge of 

being evicted from a trailer park 
primarily due to the condition of her 

trailer and yard. DoEC came to her 
aid by repainting her trailer, making 

numerous repairs and improving the 
landscaping bringing it up to a 

satisfactory condition. 
Ad paid for by Elbert County Partnership 

The list goes on and on as they help 

many individuals and families by 
sharing their individual skills and 

knowledge. These men continue to 
make a big difference in our 

community. 

   In addition to these projects, 
DADS OF ELBERT COUNTY assist 

first responders and the Elbert 
County Emergency Response office 

by assisting during evacuations, 
finding shelters and helping to feed 

both people and animals impacted 

by floods, grass fires, etc. 
               For Assistance: 

      Call 720-500-3043 or email:    
    dadsofelbertcounty@gmail,com 

 

                To Learn More,  
    or to sign up to be a Member: 

    Visit Their Website:  
        dadsofelbertcounty.com or  

      Facebook: dadsofelbertcounty 
 

  They are always looking for more 

volunteers and donations so they 
may continue the great work they do 

and expand their reach in the 
community.  

Donations to Dads of Elbert County  
a 501(c)(5) non-profit corporation, 

can be made via Venmo to @DoEC1. 

Susan Bishop 
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Grandma Poppy was a widow, because my Grandpa 
Joe had died in October. It was her first holiday 
season without him in years, so we went to comfort 
her. I enjoyed visiting her because she always had a 
tale to tell, and we would get to celebrate both 
Christmas and Hanukah together. Grandma Poppy 
was Jewish and had lived during the Holocaust. Every 
time we visited, she would tell us a story about her 
life during this time period. I don‟t think anyone can 
truly understand the horrors of what went on in Nazi 
Germany unless they heard firsthand accounts. 

When we went to see her last year, she had a story 
unlike the others. We were all sitting around the fire 
one night when she spoke up softly. After living in 
America for so many years, her German accent was 
still very thick. “Have I ever told you the story of how 
I met your grandpa?” she asked. 

“I don‟t think I have even heard that one, Mom,” 
said my dad. 

“Please tell us,” I added eagerly. 
She told us the following story. 
I had been living in a small concentration camp for 

six months. Conditions were bad, horrid in fact. It was 
like living in a nightmare. It is like the pictures you 
see when you study the Holocaust in school. We slept 
piled on top of one another because there wasn‟t room 
for us to do otherwise. They rarely fed us. One 
morning, I woke up and started crying. I was starving. 
Miserable. I looked around and saw everyone as 
skeletons. Shadows of the people we once were. I 
could not believe that humans could do this to each 
other. The guards treated us worse than dirt. 

Every week, they would lead people off to be 
gassed, burned, and forgotten. We never forgot, 
though. I will never forget the day they took my 
sister. We woke up that morning and a Nazi came into 
the camp and grabbed her. She broke free from his 
grip and ran to hug me. I grasped her and told her I 
loved her. Rose told me not to worry. To be brave. 
She said she would watch over me in heaven, and she 
held true to her promise. 

A week after they took my dear Rose from me, a 
true miracle occurred. I know it was from God. The 
American soldiers were coming! We hoped they 
would rescue us. It was a small possibility, but we all 
clung to it. We had heard stories about how soldiers 
found camps like ours and liberated those inside it. 
This kept us going through the day. 

I trudged out of my hut in the early morning, unable 
to sleep because I was starving. It was cold, but none 
of us really noticed it because we all slept together. I 
heard footsteps. At first, I assumed it a fellow prisoner 
suffering from insomnia because of food deprivation. 
Then I listened more acutely and discovered the 

footsteps were coming from outside the fence that 
held us in. I walked over to it… and there they stood. 
There were only three of them, and they looked like 
angels sent from God. I let out a cry of joy. That is 
when they noticed me. All three got puzzled looks on 
their faces, and for a second, I thought they were 
going to leave. 

“No!” I yelled and stretched my arm out of the 
fence, reaching, willing them to stay. They walked 
slowly over to where I stood. 

As long as I walk this earth, I will never forget the 
looks on their faces. It expressed the same feeling I 
felt inside every day. A look of pure, heart-wrenching 
sadness, and a hint of misunderstanding. They, too, 
were wondering how someone could do this to 
another person. 

The rest of the camp was rising. I wondered how it 
must have looked to the soldiers—like zombies rising 
out of their grave. We may have been alive outside, 
but our souls were long dead. 

One spoke to the other two. I barely knew English, 
so I didn‟t understand what he said, but they started to 
walk away. They were leaving me, leaving us. I 
couldn‟t let them do that. They were the small ray of 
hope we had all waited for so long, the small light at 
the end of a long, dark tunnel. 

“No!” I screamed, reaching hard through the fence. 
“No!” 

They turned to one another and spoke again. Two of 
them ran off, and one stayed behind. He came over to 
the fence and took my hand. He spoke in shaky 
German. “It‟s okay. They are coming.” 

I let out a cry of relief. 
He asked, “Where is the door?“ 
He meant the gate. I released his hand and showed 

him. He tried to break the lock, but his attempts were 
in vain. He slammed his fist into the gates in a rage. I 
saw true human compassion. He wanted to help. He 
sat down with his back to me. I stuck my hand 
through the fence and grabbed his. I smiled at him. He 
was crying, and I knew it. 

We waited there like that for a while, then we heard 
big trucks come rumbling down the road. Soldiers 
came pouring out of them. To this day, I am 
convinced angels are not white with wings, but 
dressed in brown uniforms, wearing helmets instead 
of halos. They broke the lock on the gate, and my 
soldier came in. I ran to hug him and held on tight. 
“My angel! You are my angel! Thank you!” I told him 
in German. 

I‟m not sure if he knew what I was saying, but I 
knew he understood. Others rushed over to hug him as 
well. That day, more and more of them came. The 
Nazis must have caught wind of the Americans‟ 
arrival, because they were nowhere in sight. They 
brought us food, water, and blankets. I clung to the 
soldier that helped me that morning. I had never felt 
such joy in my entire life. 

For a few days, the soldiers fed us, but they had to 
leave us in the camp for the time being since they had 
nowhere else to put us. We let the elderly sleep on the 
beds they brought. The rest of us slept on blankets on 

Call 303-822-5400 for a FREE quote! 

RELIABLE HIGH-SPEED 

From Watkins to Limon, 
we’ve got you covered. 

STARTING 
AT JUST 

PER MONTH 

Whitesides,  
Put Brighton Address On 

Last holiday season, we went to  
visit my Grandma Poppy in Virginia.  

Title 
Insurance  

 

Property 
Searches 

 

Closing &  
Escrow 

 

Notary  

303-621-2079 
305 Comanche St. 

Kiowa, CO 
elbcntyab@aol.com  

the floor. We no longer had to sleep on top of one 
another. Every day I would find my soldier, for I 
knew my sister Rose had sent him to me. One day I 
asked him in very slow German for his name. 

“Joe.” He beamed at me. “My name is Joe. What is 
yours?” 

“My... name... Poppy,” I said, trying hard to speak 
English. I knew a little, but not much. „You... are... 
angel sent by... God.” 

The next day, they let us out of the camp and put us 
in a huge building, more or less like a motel, full of 
Germans to help us out. Everyone had food and a bed. 
We all cried tears of joy. I don‟t think anyone on the 
face of this earth had ever been, or will ever be, as 
happy as we were that day. 

For two years, I relearned how to live. The war soon 
ended. I got a job helping take care of others like me, 
others who lived like I had and needed reminding love 
still existed in the world, if you look in the right 
places. I took English classes in the hope I would find 
my angel again and thank him properly. 

My chance came soon enough. One morning, as I 
got ready to leave, I heard a knock on my door. When 
I opened it, I could not believe my eyes. It was my 
Joe, my angel. I invited him in and after I thanked him 
for everything he had done for me, he gave me 
something shocking. A death list with my name on it. 
They had scheduled me to die on the day he came. He 
saved me. He told me he found the list when they 
were cleaning out the camp and thought I should see 
it. 

“Life is precious,” he said to me. 
“Joe, you are preaching to the choir,” I told him and 

he laughed. 
I knew in that moment life really was a beautiful 

thing, and I would never take it for granted. Joe came 
to my house many times in the following months. He 
helped me with my job of helping those like me, who 
needed help learning to live again. One night, he 
asked me if I would go to America with him. I agreed. 
We moved to America, fell in love, and got married. 
Then we had our son, that little rascal. 

Joe saved me. He was my angel. 
It was a beautiful story. I cried. I‟ll never forget the 

look on Grandma‟s face as she told the story: so full 
of love and joy. Grandma Poppy died before our next 
Christmas/Hanukah together, but we all knew it was 
okay. She went up to heaven to be reunited with her 
angel. ♦ 

Julie Page 
 

Business, Home, Auto, Farm, Renters, 
Tax-Free Retirement, & More 

INTEGRITY INSURANCE 
& Five Rings Financial Agency 

FREE QUOTE 
303-644-4872 

Julie Lewis, Agent/Owner 
www.integrityinsagency.com 

Integrityins@gmail.com  
Text Only 720-552-6698 
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Brighton Location Only

LIGHTWEIGHT WATERPROOF

A27X5

Radius Comp
Toe Sneaker
- Anti-Fatigue Technology
- Timberland Pro Rubber

$17999$10999
(Compared
to $189.99) 92615

- Anti-Fatigue Technology
- All-weather TPU Outsole

6”Boondock Comp
ToeWork Boot

(Compared
to $119.99)
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Meg left the cheerful message on my answering machine 
on Tuesday afternoon, the week before Christmas. 
It threw me into a flurry of panic, followed by leafing 
through several cookbooks. I was not 
a baker, but a braiser and fryer, a 
boiler and roaster, a vegetable peeler 
and dicer, a salad dresser. I had 
moved here from England, and I 
imagined all Americans were ace 
cookie bakers and pastry chefs. After 
all, there were hundreds of references 
to chocolate chip cookies and apple 
pies in newspapers and magazines 
every day. How could I compete with 
such experts? 
   I found what I hoped would be the 
perfect cookies: Apricot Temptations. 
They were photogenic and looked 
delicious and perfect on the glossy page next to the 
recipe. A straightforward list of ingredients and only two 
stages in the process added to my confidence. I scribbled 
a list of groceries and drove to the local supermarket. I 
easily found all I needed; a good sign, I thought. 
   On Wednesday morning, I scurried the kids off to 
school and my husband to work, and assembled all I 
needed for the big bake-off. I measured and whipped, 
folded and molded, and carefully dolloped 
tablespoonfuls of batter onto cookie sheets I had 
purchased for the occasion. The recipe instructed me to 
flatten the balls slightly, and impress a dent in the center 
of each one. Then fill it with apricot preserves. The 
flattening was easy, but some cookies were larger than 
others. I didn‟t think I would get seventy as forecast. I 
guess my tablespoons are bigger than the ones used by 
the creators of the recipe. 
     Making the dents was more of a problem than I 
expected. As I pressed my finger gently into the center 
of the first one, I got a fingernail full of dough. This felt 
uncomfortable. I knew my hand would be full of dough 
before I finished them. I rummaged through my untidy 
kitchen drawer and found the perfect instrument, a 

melon baller. Its bowl was the perfect size and shape. 
This worked well, and I also used it to drop the preserves 
into each hollow. Now, into the oven for 17 minutes.    

After the timer trilled, I excitedly 
opened the oven and gazed upon my 
little treasures. The aroma was 
mouthwatering. They looked tanned 
and perfect. Proud of myself, I 
transferred them to the cooling rack 
and dusted them with powdered 
sugar. They looked like they had just 
come in from a snowstorm. I waited 
for an endless second before I bit into 
one. Oh, it was heavenly. Yes, I 
could do this cookie baking thing. 
   The next day at Meg‟s, I placed my 
tray of offerings on the large 
decorated table with all the other 

cookies and noticed mine were the best looking there. 
The weird, scatterbrained yoga instructor (an always-late
-for-appointments type of person) had produced huge 
chocolate chip cookies the size of salad plates. They 
reminded me of elephant‟s feet because the nuts had 

gravitated to the wrinkly edges and looked like large 
toenails. I did not want any! I found others gaudy, bright 
green and red, or shaped into monsters that vaguely 
resembled gingerbread men. Some were Christmas trees 
and bells, snowmen and Santas, and candy canes. Mine 
were more conservative, but the better for it, I thought. 
Before I could get my thoughts organized, Meg rang a 
bell, and the exchange began. It was a shambles! 

“Just make a batch of about three dozen or so of your favorite cookies and bring 
them along on Thursday morning for our annual cookie exchange.” 

M-F 9-6   Sat. 9-4 
303-261-7743  

 Your Pet & Large Animal Health Center  
1 mile west of Watkins on the old hwy  

Like us on Facebook,  
and visit us at 

www.omalleysmercantile.com 

Jewelry, Home Decor, Art, & More 

Mention this ad for 
25% off gifts  

through Dec. 23, 2022 

Do your  

shopping with us! 

Open Dec. 24 from 9-noon 
Closed Dec. 25 & 26 

Our good friend and neighbor Jim Proudfoot had told 
us to help ourselves to the pine trees on his property. 
We would hike to an old gravel pit where hundreds 
of little pines had sprouted after the pit had been 
abandoned. If there was any snow cover, we 
wouldn‟t risk driving the farm pickup truck down in 
there because we might never get back out. Two 
wheel drive pickup trucks are pretty helpless in snow. 
In those days hardly anyone had 4 x 4‟s.  
 Dad and I looked for a tree with an upright shape. 
Since these were so close together, most weren‟t 
filled out properly and mister porcupine had 
chewed on others and ruined them. Our perfect 
tree stood six and a half to seven feet tall, with 
full branches and nicely shaped. Once we 
found it, Dad pulled out his short handsaw 
and had me cut it off at the ground.   
Thinning trees properly, I learned, 
helped the others grow better. We 
hiked the half mile back to where we 
left the truck parked by the road, Dad 
carrying the tree on his shoulder. We 
had to stop several times to rest 
because the tree was heavy and some 
years had deep snow. Along the way we 
often saw mule deer; they jumped out of 
the timber nearby, startling us. 
 When we arrived home, there was a lot to be done 
before our tree could be put up. We had to move an 
overstuffed chair into temporary storage to make 
room in the corner. Dad trimmed a little off the foot 
of the tree to make it fit into a stand. Soon the bright 
green Christmas tree stood upright, waiting to be 
decorated. Mother would untangle strands of lights 
and she and my oldest sisters placed them. When 
they were plugged in, we hoped they all lit up; it got 
pretty tedious if they didn‟t.  
 As the youngest, it was my duty to find the “dead” 
bulb. I spent the next half hour trying a new bulb in 

every socket of the reluctant string of lights until I 
discovered and replaced the culprit. Next my sisters 
went into action finishing the decorations. Chains of 
popcorn were strung. The popcorn had been freshly 
popped and the strand made using a needle and coarse 
double thread. Ornaments were retrieved, unwrapped 
and carefully placed on the tree. My job was to put 
“icicles” made of shiny foil on the branches. These 
tended to make a terrible mess and were still showing 
up in unexpected places months after Christmas. 
When we were finished, Mother put an angel on the 
top of the tree and we all stood back to admire our 
work.  

 The two weeks between putting up the tree and 
Christmas Eve seemed like an eternity. Our 

family‟s tradition was to open the gifts on 
Christmas Eve. Mother would prepare a big 

Christmas dinner while we children enjoyed 
our gifts. Dad had winter chores to do that 
took most of the morning but came in just 
as things were starting to smell really good. 
Many years, we had my mother‟s brother 
and his wife join us for the festivities. We 
finished off our Christmas dinner with our 
choice of mince meat or apple pie. Next, 
Mother played Silent Night on the upright 

piano. We all sang, some voices much better than 
others. After several songs, the kids drifted away 
while the “gown ups” talked. 
    Love, appreciation, honesty and encouragement are 
gifts we can give each other that keep on giving, 
affecting us for a whole lifetime. In one of my favorite 
Christmas movies, The Muppet Christmas Carol, my 
favorite line is when Bob Cratchet relates that his son 
Tiny Tim told him that he hoped others would see him 
at Christmas and it would “remind them of the One 
who came to make the lame walk and the blind to 
see.” May your holidays be joyous, and “God bless us, 
every one.” ♦ 

Everyone grabbed cookies from left, right and center, 
filling their Tupperwares with as many as would fit. By 
the time I fought my way to the table, all my Apricot 
Temptations had gone, vanished. I‟d only eaten one the 
day before. I felt disappointed, but also a surge of pride 
that mine were so popular. The only ones left were 
several elephant feet and a few dejected, armless 
gingerbread men. Oh well, I thought as I drove home, the 
birds will enjoy these. I took a detour around the lake and 
donated the disfigured cookies to the geese gaggling and 
sliding around on the ice. 
   I no longer feel intimidated by baking and often use the 
fancy air-filled cookie sheets I bought for Meg‟s 
exchange party. But I don‟t go to gatherings like hers 
anymore. I keep my skills for my friends and family. I 
don‟t want any deformed gingerbread men on my 
conscience. ♦ 

Local to Elbert County   Licensed/Insured  
Honest. Trustworthy. Reliable.  

www.oldetownehvac.com 
Read our rave reviews online on Google & Yelp! 

No Job Too Big or Too Small 

Angela J. Elliott 

Steel Corner 
put inside 
border 

Jerry Bishop 

In my childhood, we cut our Christmas tree two weeks before the magical day arrived.  

Inc. 
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Torches 
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 Portable 
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Eastern Colorado Steel Supplier 

Hwy 59 &  24 
Seibert, CO 

970-664-2626  

Open Mon- Fri 7-12; 1-5 www.steelcornerinc.com 

Best Value on the Market - In Stock 

Rugged • Reliable • Reasonably Priced  

Angles, Flats, Solid Rounds & Squares-
Expanded Metal, Channels, Beams, Square 
Tubing,  Rectangular Tubing, Sheets, Plates 

Pipe, Round Tubes, Mechanical Tubing      
Rebar Contractor Pricing 
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Wanted: home for my 

dogs. Two Australian 

Shepherds, one female 

blue merle and one red 

tri male. Siblings, 

healthy, active. 8 years 

old. Spayed/Neutered. I 

cannot keep them due to 

medical issues.  

303-243-1601 

Noreen Firearms AR-

15 Model BBN-223 

lower with PSA 5.56 

NATO upper; Magpul 

hardware. Bushnell 

CQB 1-6x Optic - dialed 

in: $880. Jim in Castle 

Rock 423-895-2341 

Pasture for Rent: 600 

acres in north central 

Elbert County. 400 

acres good native 

pasture, 200 acres cool 

season grass former 

CRP. Water on site. 

Steers only. Lease from 

April thru October 

2023. 720-600-0221 

leave message. 

Gun: New SAR 9mm 

polymer frame CZ-75 

clone with two 17 round 

magazines, ammo and 

range case: $365. Jim in 

Castle Rock  

423-895-2341 

For Rent: furnished 

room for single person 

$600 month to month. 

$200 deposit. Hi speed 

internet, utilities, trash 

included. Elizabeth, Sun 

Country. 720-422-8200 

For Sale: 2007  trailer, 

front ramps, new 

submersible lights. 10.5 

feet long. Great for 

motorcycles, atv, 

mowers, snow mobiles 

etc. $1,500  

720-422-8200.  

For Sale: horse cart and 

harness, seats two 

people. $2,000. Text 

Linda at 303-243-0695. 

TLLC Concrete: 

Specialize in barn floors, 

driveways, and remove 

and replacement.  

Any job over 400 SF.  

Call 303-646-2355 

 The delivery boys left. I stood looking at the 

monstrosity leaning against the wall. I ended up 

taking out the coffee table, an end table and a 

stuffed chair, and moved the couch so close to the 

stairs there was just space enough to squeeze 

inside. I sawed off a few branches so the tree fit in 

the stand. I thought that would help. It stood 

majestically, spreading its branches across our 

living room. Together, the children and I pushed 

the tree to the wall, so the back was flat against it. 

It was a beautiful, full tree in the front. We hung 

every ornament we could find on it. I think we 

made some, too. We didn‟t have enough lights so I 

bought more. My daughter stopped crying once I 

told her it was special.  

 “See, it fits. It‟s wonderful!” I said. 

 This happened twenty-five years ago. We still 

laugh about it. A smaller tree would have been 

forgotten. Our big, mushroom tree has remained a 

memorable Christmas story. Yes, we made a 

memory that day. ♦ 

 The youngest brothers played “make believe” in 

the trees while we tried to decide. They had their own 

adventure. We finally chose one that seemed small 

enough. My daughter was sure of its perfection. I 

thought so, too. We were so excited! I pictured a 

Norman Rockwell scene with the children gathered 

around the perfect tree, smiling, singing carols, 

and hanging ornaments while new snow fell 

outside… and I got more than I 

bargained for. 

  I had the tree delivered. As I 

watched the delivery boys unload it 

out of the back of their pickup, I was 

sure it was the wrong tree. The one 

we chose was not that big… this one 

was huge. 

   “Here‟s your tree! We can carry it 

in, just tell us where you want it,” 

the tree carriers said. 

   My children all stood in a line, 

watching the teenagers carry our 

special tree. 

 “No way, Mom. That is not going to fit in our 

house,” a young voice of reason said. 

 The delivery boys got to the door and I had to 

agree. It didn‟t look like it was going to fit through it!  

 “No problem!” The young men pushed and pushed. 

It looked like a giant mushroom, full blown, round, 

and huge. They finally got the tree in the door and up 

the steps of our bi-level home. At the top of the  

stairs they stopped.  

 “Here, I‟ll move a few things.” 

 The teenagers scooted the tree in and I moved the 

coffee table, the couch, the chair, everything but the 

piano, which was too hard to shift. The tree spread 

out across our whole living room. The brothers 

started laughing, and looked at their sister, who had 

chosen the perfect tree. 

 “Hey, Mel! We could play hide and seek in that 

tree and you‟d never find us, it‟s so big!” they teased. 

 She started crying. 

That would be something special we could do as a 

family. It wasn‟t that easy in our small town. 

Sometimes the grocery store or the discount store 

carried fresh trees and we could choose one of 

those, but they hadn‟t arrived yet. I had a nice 

artificial tree that we usually put up, but I was 

on a memory mission. Then I had a thought.    

We had friends with a 

Christmas Tree Farm. That 

would be special! I loaded my 

five children in the car, and off 

we went. We were in for a 

special day! We‟d pick our own 

tree. We‟d make a memory. 

 All the trees were beautiful, 

so picking one was harder than 

I thought. The adventure was 

fun. Anyway, I thought so. 

Some of my little helpers 

thought the trees that reached 

halfway to the sky would be 

great. Our ceiling was an 

average eight feet high. Some liked the really fat 

trees. Our living room wasn‟t spacious. There was 

some debate  but not much, because as I recall 

there were those little boy voices who shrugged, “I 

don‟t really care, Mom. Let‟s just get a tree.” 

Christmas was coming. Maybe we‟d buy a real tree!  

Family Owned Business 

Text ―globalpropane‖ to 22828 for email prices. 

per Gallon for 500 Gallons 

$2.099 per gallon for 300 gallons 

$2.199 per gallon under 300 gallons 

Volume Discounts 

Free: Samsung 27" TV 

and Remote. Great 

picture quality. Photo 

available: 303-877-0686 

Free: Queen Size 

sleeper sofa w/pillows. 

Nice Victorian stripe 

print. Mattress/couch in 

very good cond. Photos 

available. 303-877-0686  

For Sale: 2008 Chevy 

Trailblazer Parts: New 

brake shoes F/R $40, 

used brake shoes F/R 

$20, Tail lights / bulbs L 

& R $20 ea, 1 tailgate 

shock $15. Two Rokon 

Trailbreakers 2015,  

7 hp, 2sp, go anywhere 

$4,500/ea. Dave  

303-646-2111 

For Rent: Basement, 

incl furniture, utilities. 

You can use kitchen and 

common areas. 2 bed. 

$1,200/mo. $400 deposit 

full time job required. 

720-422-8200 

For Rent: 2 bed, bath, 

mini kit, apt, upper tri-

level. BR, Bath, Mini 

Kit. $800/mo incl trash, 

utilities, private entr. 

Deposit $600. No pets 

or smokers. Pass bkg 

check. 303-870-0576 

Projector: Slightly used 

ViewSonic PJD5555W 

3300 Lumens WXGA 

HDMI Projector. Great 

for power point or films. 

Includes 10' screen & tri-

pod plus wall or ceiling 

mount 6' screen. Sells 

new: $698. $250 OBO. 

Call 303-621-2325 ask 

for Jerry 

Goat: Very friendly, 

leash trained, bottle fed. 

Alpine Buck 2.5 yrs old 

in Eliz. Tested negative 

in May for CAE. 

Thomas 720-899-1112 

Wanted: free used 

kitchen type cabinets for 

my garage shop. Where 

can I pick up? Byers  

303-570-4801 

For Sale: 2004 Ford  

F-250 for sale: 194, 224 

miles, 4WD, new stage 3 

KC turbo, new 205/75 

injectors, custom tunes, 

great shape. $15k OBO. 

Text Matt 720-421-6118  

Base, driveway material 

5 ton delivered, dumped 

$250/10 mile radius.  

303-829-2572  

 

For Sale: Horse, buggy, 

exc cond, holds two 

adults, some new parts 

Amish built Kentucky, 

have harness $1,500 both 

mlnorm@yahoo.com 

For Sale: Sears Proform 

X 615 Treadmill, lightly 

used. $110 OBO Call: 

303-870-0576 

Sabbath Assembly and 

Torah Study 10 am in 

Eliz. Also available 

during week for Torah 

Studies. Thomas:  

720-899-1112 

For Rent: 4 bed 3k sq ft 

house on 70 acres, paved 

rd, horses ok, new 

carpet, paint, $3,000/mo 

deposit indoor pets 

require add $. Require 

deposit person live on 

property. 303-829-2572  

For Rent: 3 rooms, 600, 

700, 800, master 1200, 

indoor pets with deposit. 

15 min to Eliz.  

303-829-2572 

Firewood, ponderosa 

pine, some downed/trees 

need felling. Near Eliz. 

Price neg. Thomas  

720-899-1112 

Great Pyrenees: 

working line, great 

family/livestock 

protector. Worming, 

shots currant, vet check.  

911 first responders, 

Alzheimer, proven line 

Steps, basic commands, 

potty training, smart. 

303-889-9802 

Can haul off trash, 

junk, you load or I do, 

dump fee, call for 

pricing 303-829-2572  

AKC Golden 

Retrievers: Puppies 
ready, proven service/

therapy shots utd, 

worming, vet health 

check.  Friendly, quick 

learners,  potty trained, 

steps, steps, basic 

commands  

303-889-9802 

Colorado Mountain Dog Puppies! 
From gentle tempered, working parents. Ready for 

their new homes. First shots, de-wormed, registered 

with the CMDR.  

5 Females, 4 Males. 

Black, fawn, and badger 

colors! Open to possible 

barter. Text Jenny  

303-819-2481. 

Got something to sell or looking to buy something special?   
Lost pet or help wanted. 25 word limit.  Free to private parties only.  

Land for Sale Ads $3/word.  Business ads: $3/word. 
E-mail text of ad to: classifieds@prairietimes.com  

or mail to Prairie Times Classifieds  P.O. Box 880 Byers, CO 80103 
New classifieds posted daily at www.prairietimes.com 

 

Neal Wilson Ins Agency Inc 
  

209 E Kiowa Avenue,  
PO Box 1990 
Elizabeth, Co 80107 
Bus: 303-646-5353 
Fax: 303-646-5976 
Cell: 865-755-2041 
neal@nealwilson.net 

The greatest compliment you can give is a referral. 

Neal Wilson, Agent 

Diane 
Homm 
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Keeping citizens informed and up-to-date on county government 

Tumbleweeds rolling across Colorado‟s open plains may 

remind you of an idyllic scene in a classic American 

western movie. Still, these pesky plants have big 

consequences on farming and livestock in Elbert County. 

The tumbleweed is an invasive plant species due to its 

ability to grow and reseed quickly on unmanaged land.   

 

Challenges  

Tumbleweeds cause issues for all residents, including: 

 

 Farmers and ranchers struggle to cope with 

increased fire danger, over-burdened fence lines, 

lost productivity due to laborious clean-up efforts, 

loss of productive grazing lands, and potential 

poisoning of grazing animals 

 Drivers trying to dodge them on roadways 

 Animals who eat it can get sick 

 County staff who work to keep roadways and 

drainage areas clear 

 Taxpayers who may have to deal with increased 

county road maintenance costs. 

 

Management Tips 

It‟s possible to control Russian thistles with land 

management and, if kept from tumbling, thus spreading 

its seeds for miles as it rolls along. The plant can be 

easily pulled out of the ground during its early growth 

before it dries out. New growth is less likely if the plant 

is removed and disposed of before the late summer.  

Mowing will help control the weed if done in late 

 

summer, but it will 

continue to grow and 

produce seeds. The 

main benefit of 

mowing is to reduce 

the size of the weed 

ball, thereby reducing 

seed output. To prevent reinfection, 

the remaining seed production will 

need to be addressed before the next 

growing season.   

 

Residents can safely use herbicides 

to control the weed, and there are 

some options that are also safe for 

animals. Burning the tumbleweed will not eradicate it 

and is not advised, especially in Elbert County, where 

fire danger is a concern.  

 

How to Help 
Commercial and private landowners should be aware of 

the problem presented by this and other weeds and take 

responsibility for controlling weeds on their property. 

 

The County Commissioners approved a Noxious Weed 

Management Plan earlier this year. We encourage 

residents to learn about the dangers of Russian thistle 

and other noxious weeds in our community. For more 

information, visit www.elbertcounty-co.gov/241/

Noxious-Weed-Management. ♦ 

The Trouble with Tumbleweeds 
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In Elbert County, winter weather can create a higher risk 

of car accidents, carbon monoxide poisoning, frostbite, 

hypothermia, and heart attacks from overexertion. 

Storms can bring extreme cold, freezing rain, snow, ice, 

and high winds that last a few hours or several days, 

knock out heat, power, and communication services and 

place people at greater risk. It‟s important to be prepared, 

especially in areas of the County where help from 

emergency responders may be some time coming. 

 

Follow these tips to stay safe in a winter storm: 

 

Before the storm: 

 Know your area‟s risk for winter storms—extreme 

storms can leave your community without power or 

utilities for extended periods. 

 Insulate your home with caulking and weather 

stripping. 

 Insulate/drain your pipes to prevent them from 

freezing, cracking, or bursting. 

 Verify any fire alarms or carbon monoxide detectors 

are functional with backup batteries. 

 Sign up for CodeRED emergency warnings through 

the County‟s Office of Emergency Management at 

www.elbertcounty-co.gov/177/CodeRED-

Notifications,or call 303-805-6132 during business 

hours for help signing up. The National Weather 

Service also has various helpful weather alerts you 

can subscribe to.  

 Follow social media for local and statewide 

emergency management agencies, and reference the 

County website for road closures. 

Elbert County Public Health now has two Nurse 

Practitioners available to provide a wide range of 

health care services, including: 

 

 Diagnosis and management of acute, chronic, and 

complex health problems (e.g. diabetes, high 

blood pressure, infections, minor injuries) 

 Annual health exams 

 Prescribing medications and other treatments 

 Managing patients‟ overall care 

 Counseling to individuals, families, groups, and 

communities 

 Educating patients on disease prevention and 

positive health and lifestyle choices 

 Sports physicals 

 

Individuals or families interested in seeing one of our 

providers can call 720-595-3620 to schedule an 

appointment between 8:00 am and 4:00 pm. COVID-

19 vaccinations are available on Wednesdays. 

 

Healthcare services are available on a sliding-fee 

discount for uninsured and underinsured patients, 

based on your household‟s annual income and the 

number of individuals living in your home. Learn 

more about the County‟s public health services at 

www.elbertcounty-co.gov/206/Public-Health. ♦ 

The Board of County Commissioners,  your elected officials and the employees of the County, wish our  

residents and businesses a safe and happy holiday season! We are thankful for you and hope 2023 is a year  

full of happiness, health and prosperity. Elbert County is a wonderful, unique place to live, and we look  

forward to continuing to serve the community with excellence and integrity in the coming year. 

Merry Christmas, Happy Holidays, and Happy New Year! 

At the Neighbors Helping Neighbors group meetings, 

members collaborate and discuss ways to support 

residents who may need a helping hand. Elbert 

County Commissioners and staff, alongside local 

nonprofits and service organizations, have been 

working together since last year to organize resources 

that support the community and get the word out 

about available programs. 

Since the first meeting in 2021, Elbert County has 

created a resource directory of outreach services 

available to individuals and families looking for 

additional support. This easy-to-use digital directory 

is intended to be a one-stop-shop listing of local 

service providers. At www.elbertcounty-co.gov/

outreachservices, you‟ll find helpful information 

about local food banks, diaper donations, health 

screenings, home maintenance, financial education, 

veteran assistance, and more!  

The last meeting included over 40 participants, 

including new members attending for the first time.  

“I was happy and impressed to see the amount of 

participation from the various organizations whose 

main concern is helping the citizens of Elbert 

County,” stated Commissioner Rick Pettitt. “The 

response to the meeting was very positive and 

productive. It is extremely important we ensure this 

program continues to grow and make a positive 

impact on the community. I look forward to our next 

gathering.” 

Nonprofits are already gearing up for the holiday 

season, when they often see an increased demand for 

their services. And the good news is that plenty of 

people and organizations are eager to help. Below is a 

list of the organizations currently listed in the online 

resource directory: 

 

Advocates for Children (CASA), Baby Bear Hugs, 

Dads of Elbert County, East Central Council  

of Governments (ECCOG), Elbert County Coalition 

Outreach (ECCO), Elbert County Early Childhood 

Council, Elbert County Colorado State University 

Extension, Elbert County Veterans Services Office, 

Elbert County Workforce Center, Elbert Women‟s 

Club, Elizabeth Area Chamber of Commerce, 

Elizabeth Firefighters Community Foundation, 

Elizabeth Food Bank, Help and Home Center,  

Kiowa Lions Club, Lawyers at the Library,  

Parker Task Force ♦ 

Nonprofit Resource Directory Connects 

Residents to Community Services 

Are You Ready for Winter Weather?  Move your vehicle from the road‟s right of way for 

snow plow operations. 

 Stock up on supplies in case you‟re forced to stay 

indoors for multiple days due to a blizzard or power 

outages. Don‟t forget any medications, pet food, or 

extra batteries for radios and flashlights. 

 Stock your vehicle with emergency supplies, 

including jumper cables, sandbags, a flashlight, 

warm clothes, blankets, drinking water, and non-

perishable food. Keep your gas tank full. 

 Learn how to identify and treat frostbite and 

hypothermia. 

 

During the storm: 

 Stay off the roads. If you‟re stuck, remain inside 

your vehicle. 

 Limit your time outside. When going out, wear 

multiple layers of warm, dry clothing. Be mindful of 

frostbite and hypothermia. 

 Avoid carbon monoxide poisoning by using 

generators and grills outdoors and away from 

windows. Do not heat your home with a gas 

stovetop or oven. 

 Avoid overexertion when shoveling snow to reduce 

the risk of a heart attack. 

 If you spot hypothermia or frostbite, treat the 

affected person immediately. 

 Check on neighbors, especially older adults and 

young children at higher risk. 

 

For additional resources like weather terminology and 

livestock considerations, visit www.redcross.org/get-

help/how-to-prepare-for-emergencies/types-of-

emergencies/winter-storm.html. ♦ 

Join Elbert County Commissioners as they share updates 

on County activities and upcoming projects at a Town 

Hall meeting in January. This is also an opportunity to 

get to know incoming Commissioner Dallas Schroeder. 

Following a brief formal presentation, residents are 

invited to participate in a question and answer session. 

January Town Hall Meeting  

Primary Care Services Available 

at Elbert County Public Health 

Wednesday, January 18, 2023  

6:30 – 8:00 p.m. 

Elbert County Fairgrounds  

/ Exhibit Building 

95 Ute Avenue ♦ Kiowa, CO 80117 
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Our local advertisers make this publication possible. 

SteelStructuresAmerica.com 

Strasburg, CO  

30x30x10 

Bennett, CO 

40x60x16 

Parker, CO 

30x50 

Elizabeth, CO 

40x40x16 

Parker, CO 

30x30x12 
Centennial, CO 

40x50 

Call for our pricing or visit our website for a quote. 

We offer and 
install Shops, 

Garages, 
Barns, & Pole 

Buildings! 

FREE 3D 
Rendering 
for HOA 

Approval. 

Visit our website 
for our complete 

selection to service 
all your needs. 

We do custom outbuildings with any roof and any siding sizing options.  
24x24, 24x30, 24x36, 30x30, 30x40, 36x40, 36x48, 40x60 and Others  

Steel Structures America, Inc would like to bid your project! 

360 Diesel   7 

Academy for Dental   5 

Advanced Quality Auto 15 

Barnyard Boutique 11 

BC Building   7 

Bender Menders   7 

Bernie‟s Kitchen   9 

Bijou Telephone    16 

Byers General Store 11 

Candlelight Christmas 12 

Champion Bank 11 

Charity‟s Book   2 

Chunkys Towing 18 

Clark‟s Equip. 14 

Cleary Building    5 

Core Electric 10 

Creekside An. Hos.   9 

Diesel Repair   9 

El Co Abstract  16 

El Co Connection 19 

El Co Partnership 15 

Eliz Barber 13 

Eliz Country Kennel 10 

Eliz Fam Dental  14 

Farmer‟s State Bank 15 

Forty Mile Feed   4 

Front Range Kubota   3 

Global Propane         4, 9, 18 

Holly Acres 20 

Home Improvement   4 

Integrity Insurance 16 

Just Window Screens   5 

Kim‟s Handyman 13 

Kiowa Bar   7 

Ladybug Landing   8 

La Junta Livestock 12 

Legacy Landscaping   5 

Life & Health Solutions   9 

Linnebur Auctions  11 

Love Funeral Home 11 

Man & Machine 13 

Maverick Auto   6 

Maverick Mercantile   3 

Mountain Heart   8 

Neal Wilson Ins. 18 

Olde Towne HVAC 17 

O‟Malley‟s  17 

Pelton Thank You   7 

Plains H& A/C 13 

Prairie Creeks  12 

PRISM Financial 13 

Puppy Classified 18 

Rachel‟s Book   6 

Ref. Christmas   3 

Roggen F. Elevator 10 

Running Creek Dental   6 

Sherer Auto 11 

Steel Corner 17 

Steel Structures 20 

Strasburg Auto Parts    8 

Stratton H&A 12 

Tim Brown Jewelers      4, 8 

TLLC Concrete 18 

Weller Insurance 13 

Western Hardware 14 

Whiteside‟s Boots 16 

 

Make Holly Acres  
part of your 

holiday tradition 

Hundreds to choose from! 

Largest selection of 
Christmas Trees on the 

Eastern Plains! 

SAVE $5.00 
OFF YOUR FRESH 

CHRISTMAS TREE 

NO DOUBLE 
DISCOUNTS   

Expires  
Dec. 24, 2022  

Bring this coupon ad 

From Jim & Kelley at Holly Acres 

Picked for freshness, beauty, quality, 
and selection. All sizes and price ranges.  

Long lasting & fragrant  

5403 Hwy 86 1 mi east of Elizabeth 

THIS YEAR OUR TREES WILL BE HOUSED INDOORS!!!  
 

Come and see our new store front! 

These advertisers are why you receive the Prairie 

Times each month. Please give them your support. 
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