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Anchorage has a well-lit highway, but as we proceeded 

further toward the edge of Alaska‘s bush country, things 

got very dim. Out of nowhere, a pickup truck began 

weaving in and out of our lane, with the occupants 

making crazy gestures at us. 

I cautioned my husband to be wary of those ―wild 

Alaskans!‖ 

He assured me he would, as their spooky antics 

continued. After a while, they gave up and sped ahead 

of us. Several miles and one sign later, my husband 

exclaimed, ―I know what they were doing! They were 

trying to tell me to turn my brights on!! We are in 

moose country!‖  

Usually, people don‘t see a moose on this highway 

until they hit one. 

Suddenly, those ―creepy Alaskans‖ became my 

dearest friends. They had our best interest in mind and 

were watching out for us! They cared, so they tried to 

alert us to the danger. Even if we didn‘t understand the 

alarm, they were trying to warn us.  

This gave me a moment of reflection. I had conjured 

up a lot of false ideas about them. Judged them as weird 

without trying to understand their behavior. With this 

new revelation, I asked my husband to speed up so we 

could give them a ―thank you‖ wave. I wanted 

desperately to express my heartfelt gratitude, mixed 

with an apology of sorts. I had imagined the worst about 

two men who now appeared to be the most angelic 

beings I‘d ever laid eyes on.  

They waved back and proceeded up Park‘s Highway, 

which is noted for its frequent moose sightings (after 

it‘s too late). As we drove the many miles up the dimly 

lit highway towards our cabin, I asked God to bless the 

dear Alaskans who were looking out for our well-being 

that cold, dark night! ♥ 

with her about romance in a couple of years, so 

I‘m not sure. 

We have three sons. I don‘t know how 

romantic they are with their wives. Once in a 

while I will hear a word or two from their 

spouses like the time our oldest bought his 

darling a car for Valentine‘s Day. That was a 

couple of hundred miles past romantic, but his 

wife was beyond pleased and made sure all her 

social media contacts were aware of what her 

prince had done. That made me happy, too. I 

hope that all three have at least a streak of 

the romance DNA from their father. 

One year in the late fall, I noticed 

my husband spending a lot of 

extra time in his home office. 

He was very secretive about 

it. I didn‘t have a clue until 

he asked me if I could spare 

a cookie tin. What? 

―Just a small one, square if 

you have it.‖ 

I handed it over, trying to decide 

if it was worth playing private 

detective to find out what he wanted 

it for. I found out that Christmas. 

Sitting in my comfy recliner taking this 

gift and that, he reached over and 

presented me with a wrapped gift 

suspiciously shaped like that cookie tin. 

It was. It held fourteen small envelopes. 

On the outside of each one, he had written a 

phrase like ―To the neat wife‖ or ―To the great 

wife.‖ The cards inside contained one job offer 

of my choice, such as yard work or a neck 

message, because I‘m ―always sticking my neck 

out for others.‖ Each gift touted one of my 

virtues, along with the job offer. It stunned me. 

The best husband on earth had spent hours 

figuring out things to do for me just because he 

loves me. 

It‘s taken a long time to cash in those cards. I 

cry whenever I open one. I‘ve kept them all and 

I‘m keeping him. Sorry ladies, but Mr. Romance 

is mine. ♥ 

I wasn‘t paying much attention as I unlocked the 

driver‘s side door. I tossed my handbag and 

exercise mat onto the passenger seat and plopped 

down behind the steering wheel. And there it 

was, balancing precariously, a single Hershey‘s 

kiss. Momentarily shocked, my mind went into a 

tizzy. How had someone gotten into my car? Had 

I left it unlocked? I moved my head back and 

forth, checking out the parking lot. No dark 

figures were lurking in the shadows. Then I 

smiled. That sneak. 

The drive home was short. Pulling into the 

driveway, I noticed the house was dark. Uh oh, 

something was up. Our back door is off the 

kitchen and through the windowpane I could see 

lit candles placed on the counter, our wooden 

table and the little mantel over the kitchen 

fireplace. 

I took off my jacket, put down my purse and 

Husband slid alongside me with a glass of wine 

in his hand. Yup, something was up. He had a 

towel over his arm and led me to the bathroom, 

where a warm bath awaited me. Wow! As I 

stepped into the tub, sliding into the silky water, I 

thought of our wedding vows, ―for better or 

worse.‖ What a prime example of better. How 

blessed was I? 

This was not the least of Mr. Romance‘s antics. 

When he worked in the city, he frequently came 

home tired but smiling because he held 

something behind his back. He 

stood in front of me and slowly 

pulled out a small, delicate 

bouquet. On inquiry, I 

discovered he 

frequently passed a 

flower shop at 

lunchtime and when I 

came to mind, he 

couldn‘t resist. Bonus 

for me! 

We all have an idea of 

what romance is. 

Technically, it only means to 

see a person, place or thing in the best 

possible light. I recall discussing this 

with my fifteen-year-old granddaughter 

one year as we walked the beautiful 

grounds of her sister‘s college. She was 

just beginning to realize boys can be more 

than annoying, bottomless pizza gobblers. 

Her current crush was a young man named 

Joseph who treated her like a kid sister. 

―Do you know what the word romance 

means?‖ I asked. 

―Um, I think so.‖ 

Her hesitancy led me to repeat the best possible 

light description. I mentioned diamonds and how 

the industry hypes them and ties them into 

romance. What woman doesn‘t want a diamond 

wedding ring? Or, in her dreamy dreams about 

Joseph, how she might only focus on things like 

his smile, his divine hair or his charming sense of 

humor. I think she got it, but I haven‘t spoken 
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I emerged from the middle school gym a 

sweaty mess. Step aerobics had done me in. It 

was dark out; I felt tired. All I wanted was to 

get home, put on my jammies and crash into 

my recliner. Somebody else had another idea. 

His name is Husband. 

Tammy Hallam 

We weren‘t used to driving in Alaska, since we 

were only occasional visitors. One dark night after 

dropping our son and his wife off at the Anchorage 

airport, my husband and I headed back up the 

highway toward Willow. 
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FROM THE EDITOR CHARITY BISHOP 

She did not elaborate but I bet something 
popped into your head that if you got rid 
of it, you would feel lighter. Maybe it‘s 
the insult your daughter flung at you on 
her way out the door, or the deep-seated 
anger you hold for your ex. Maybe it‘s 
shame for your actions, or being angry at 
yourself for a mistake you made a long 
time ago. Is it time to let it go? 

I am hard on myself. An inner voice 
hammers me most of the time, about the 
things I ―should‖ or ―ought‖ to do. It 
ranges from ―you ought to be nicer to 
this person‖ to ―you should have been a 
better dog owner in the past.‖ ―Why did 
you let the kitchen become such a mess? 
You should clean it up!‖ ―Why did you 
not call to change this appointment 
sooner?‖ One of my resolutions this year 
was to keep the kitchen tidy, but also not 
be as hard on myself. I am only human. I 
am allowed to 
make mistakes or 
to have a ―bad 
day‖ without a 
guilt-trip.  

I waste so 
much mental 
energy trying to 
justify myself, 
when the truth is, 
I don‘t have to 
justify my 
feelings, or feel 
bad about them, 
provided I am not being a jerk to other 
people. It‘s fine not to like someone. It‘s 
fine not to want to work out every day in 
the week. It‘s fine to take time off.  

For better mental health, we need to 
learn to observe ourselves without being 
critical of what we are seeing; to self-
watch and understand what motivates 
our reactions, without immediately 
trying to fix them, by digging into 
what‘s behind them. For example, to 
know I am hard on myself, I had to look 
at how I talk to myself, and see a pattern 
of self-judgment. Would I talk to my 
best friend that way? If I did, we 
wouldn‘t stay friends long... so why is it 

okay for me to beat myself up all the 
time?  

In that same way, why is it okay for 
us to ―abuse‖ our bodies all the time? I 
started out January exercising. Each 
morning I woke up, sprang out of bed, 
and did a twenty minute routine that 
was... too hard for me. Yes, it got my 
heart beating and raised a sweat, but it 
also made everything hurt. It‘s hard to 
stay enthusiastic about it, when you 
are not looking forward to it, and tired 
just thinking about it. I managed a 
week and then thought, ―Charity, you 
are doing this for the wrong reason. 
You are punishing yourself for the five 
pounds you put on over the holidays. 
Do not take it out on your body!‖  

In desperation, I asked a friend what 
she does instead, since neither of us 
are that coordinated. (I spend half of 

my exercise video routines trying to 
figure out how to move two limbs at 
once.) She sent me a link to her 
favorite online Pilates instructor. The 
first video I clicked was just what I 
needed to hear. This is not about 
weight loss, but about learning to love 
and take care of your body. Slow and 
steady. It‘s not about punishing 
yourself for over-eating, but learning 
to exercise and eat right moving 
forward so you feel good.  

My friend said she started doing five 
minute routines a day when the 
pandemic started and is now up to an 
hour. She has biceps for the first time 
in her life. That made me smile, since 

a book my mom loaned me recently said 
to build good habits, you need to start 
with one small commitment. Such as ―I 
can do five minutes of exercise a day!‖ 
Often, after five minutes, you keep 
going, but if not, that‘s fine too. It‘s still 
five minutes more of exercise than you 

had yesterday. 
My week of hard 
exercise taught me I can 
do twenty minutes of 
exercising a day. It 
showed me I have self-
discipline when I 
commit. Now I can find 
a routine that isn‘t as 
hard on my joints, builds 
up my strength better, 
and leaves me feeling 
better about myself 
instead of exhausted.  

The first routine did not ―serve me,‖ so 
it‘s fine to try a different one. The same 
with my weight loss and maintenance. I 
need to find a new and healthy eating 
lifestyle I can live with and that keeps me 
feeling good all the time, rather than 
depriving myself, then over-eating junk.  

I can practice being mindful and let go 
of the problems that are not mine to fix. I 
am learning to hush my inner critic and 
choose to do things not because ―I must‖ 
but because it‘s what I want for myself. 
Hopefully, that means waking up excited 
to do Pilates, because it will make me 
feel good about myself, and not dreading 
twenty minutes of aerobics because I ate 
a cookie yesterday... ♦  
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I heard a piece of good advice this morning: if it doesn‘t serve you, let it go. 
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Every Saturday night, we all looked 
forward to listening to the Grand Ole 
Opry on the radio. 

I‘ll never forget one special Saturday 
evening in 1949. I was nine years old 
and attempting to tune in the Grand 
Ole Opry on the radio dial. Faintly, I 
heard fiddles playing and then the 
wailing of a lone steel guitar… 
excitement mounted in the kitchen... 

―I found it!‖ I yelled when I finally 
landed on radio station WSM, the 
home of the Grand Ole Opry in 
Nashville, Tennessee. 

―Turn up the music!‖ Mom said as 
she scrubbed a roasting pan in a 
dishpan of hot soapy water. 

I gleefully squealed and stopped 
drying dishes as fiddle music blared 
from the speaker. Perched upon a three
-foot tall, wobbly red wooden kitchen 
stool, I began rocking back and forth, 
keeping time with the music. 

―Sit still for a minute and listen,‖ 
Mom said. ―They‘re introducing a new 
singer.‖ 

The new singer called on stage was 
Hank Williams. He sang, ―Lovesick 
Blues.‖ After he finished the song, the 
audience went wild and begged for 
more. He had encores galore. What a 
memorable evening! 

―That Hank fellow is going to be real 
famous with a mighty fine voice like 
that,‖ Mom said during the station 
break. 

Every evening after supper, I‘d plead 
for Mom to sing a song as she washed 
the dishes and I dried them. She 
needed little coaxing, as we both loved 
to sing. Mom‘s motto was: ―Singing is 
good for the digestion and music heals 
your soul.‖ 

A favorite song we‘d sing was ―You 
Are My Sunshine.‖ Occasionally, I‘d 
compose a silly ditty with an upbeat 
tempo for us. Mom encouraged my 
creative expression. Sometimes she‘d 
surprise me with a tune of her own. 

During a radio commercial that 
unforgettable Saturday night after 
Hank Williams‘ Opry debut, I joined 
Mom in a chorus of ―Big Rock Candy 
Mountain.‖ As Mom sang perfect 
harmony, she clapped her hands and 
stomped her feet, while I wobbled the 
old stool back and forth to the beat. 

The live Grand Old Opry broadcast 
continued as a bluegrass band‘s music 
filled the airwaves. 

―I‘ve been waiting for some good old 
fiddle music!‖ Mom shouted. 

Suddenly, she grabbed two spoons 
from the hot soapy dishwater and dried 
them on her apron. She grinned, 
winked at me, placed the bottoms of 
the two spoons back to back and began 
slapping the spoons against her right 
leg and her palm. Giggling, I watched 
her play the spoons, and accompanied 
her by deliberately making the stool 
wobble to her rhythm.  

Without missing a beat, Mom 
played the spoons until the Grand Old 
Opry signed off for another Saturday 
night. 

That was the first time I‘d seen 
anyone play spoons as a musical 
instrument. 

 I, too, wanted to learn. ―Can you 
teach me to play spoons?‖ I asked. 

―I‘ll teach you next Saturday 
night,‖ Mom said. 

The following Saturday evening, 
we gathered around the radio to listen 
to the Grand Old Opry. Again, the 
new singer Hank Williams captivated 
us. 

As promised, Mom gave me 
instructions on mastering the lost art 
of playing spoons. My first attempt 
was awkward. I dropped the 
tablespoons, so we switched to 
teaspoons to fit my small hands. I 
held them back to back in my right 
hand and placed them on my left 
thigh. While placing my left hand 
over the spoons, I began hitting them 
against my leg. After a few attempts, 
I heard that magical clickety-clack 
sound and felt elated! My joy was 
short-lived as I lost control. 

―Keep practicing and you‘ll be 
playing spoons in no time at all,‖ 
Mom said. She played her spoons 
until Bill Monroe and his Bluegrass 
band‘s rendition of the ―Orange 
Blossom Special‖ drifted away, and 
the Grand Old Opry‘s announcer bid 
us a fond farewell for another 
Saturday night. 

We continued our Saturday night 
tradition of listening to the Grand Old 
Opry on the radio in the late 1950s. 
We mourned the untimely death of 
Hank Williams four years after we 
heard his debut on the Grand Old 
Opry. The list is endless of country 
singers and musicians we listened to 
long before they attained legend 
status. 

That Saturday night tradition of 
listening to country music on the 
radio brought us closer as a family, 
adding love, laughter and joy to our 
lives. I wish I could say I mastered 
Mom‘s proficiency for playing 
spoons, but it was a fun activity to 
share with my family. Indeed, my 
mom was right.  

Music heals one‘s soul. ♥ 
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music on the Philco radio 
console was my family‘s main 
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We set aside February 14, Valentine‘s 

Day, each year so we can pause and 

give thought to that special man or 

woman in our lives that means so much 

to us. Our world would not be the same 

without them. We try to make up in 

one day for any heartache that our 

neglect throughout the year has caused. 

Greeting card companies like 

Hallmark have the lion‘s share of the 

verses in their Valentine cards start with the phrase, 

―I know I never tell you enough how much you 

mean to me, and how empty my life would be 

without you.‖ 

It is human nature to take things for granted. The 

roof will never leak, water will always go down the 

drain, and we will always be healthy. Until the rain 

finds its way into our homes, greasy dishwater 

clogs the drain, and we run to the cupboard for an 

antacid after eating a bit of spicy dip. Only then do 

we take the time to repair what could have been 

preventable. 

This is not only true of the immediate 

surroundings that our daily comfort depends on in 

life, but also in our dealings with those dear to us. 

We have a tendency to neglect them and take them 

for granted. Because of this, many relationships 

sour. We leave friends by the wayside as we travel 

our path in life and family ties no longer are as 

close and binding as they once were. This can be 

especially true between a husband and wife. The 

high rate of divorce cases brought before the courts 

bear this out. 

It need not be so. It should not be so. In all the 

above instances, an ounce of prevention is worth a 

ton of cure. Just 

like a weekly 

dose of drain 

cleaner keeps the 

water flowing 

down the drain, 

regular 

recognition of 

thoughtful 

actions and deeds 

done on our 

behalf by a loved 

one will allow 

love to grow and 

flow freely 

between partners. 

If you know 

you‘ve been lax in acknowledgement of your loved 

one‘s efforts to please, it‘s time for some changes 

before it‘s too late. It need not be any big deal. A 

simple, ―Thank you, honey, that was a delicious 

supper,‖ or an unexpected sneak-up hug 

accompanied by a soft kiss on the nape of the neck 

with a whispered, ―I love you,‖ go a long way 

toward cementing a relationship that will stand the 

test of time. In the fast-paced, glitzy world we live 

in today, it is easy to forget these small acts of love 

can better express our feelings than any card money 

can buy. They have an endearing impact on a loved 

one. 

There are only so many baubles and jewels our 

spouse can wear at once, and a dozen roses in a 

vase last only so long. Yes, there is room and a 

need for these, but what lingers longest in the mind, 

long after the fact, is the sincere spoken word and 

the little unexpected validations that shows our 

affection. They are priceless, can‘t be bought, and 

when given freely, are a sign of true love. 

I can find examples of the effect of devotion in 

the society pages of our daily newspapers. Pictures 

of couples celebrating their Golden Anniversaries 

portray people from all walks of life who have 

found this secret to a happy life together. They‘ve 

been there to see one another through the many 

hardships that befall us all. They‘ve been there for 

each other to ease the pain and heartache of 

sickness and storm clouds. Their love is strong. 

Secure. It has been reinforced and strengthened 

regularly throughout the years by small, spur-of-the

-moment acts that let their partner know how much 

they are valued and cherished, simply because they 

are a part of their lives. They did not take one 

another for granted. Theirs is a December kind of 

love. It has endured through all the seasons of their 

lives. They were never concerned about how many 

years they had been together. Instead, as much as 

was humanly possible, they recognized with each 

passing one that each of them was a blessing to the 

other. 

When they were young and first wed, I‘m sure 

she thought of him as a Greek god, and he thought 

her a goddess. Together, it seemed there was 

nothing they couldn‘t 

accomplish. During those 

early years, the flames of 

passion burned brightly in that 

fireplace within us all, that 

place we call ―the heart.‖ It is 

good that this is so. It is the 

base upon which to build a 

happy marriage. 

   Some believe love is wasted 

on the young. I disagree. If 

you have ever seen a young 

lad and lassie in love, there‘s 

no mistaking how they feel 

about one another. They walk 

slowly, heads together, 

holding hands, as they make 

conversation about what one or the other feels is 

important. The most essential item to each of them 

at that moment in time is the welfare of the other. 

Memories of those initial days last a lifetime. It‘s 

a time of minimal worry. It‘s the two of them 

against the world. Over the years, they will look 

back on this exciting period of their relationship 

with fondness. 

Regardless of how many years, be it many or 

few, since you and your beloved have shared this 

special time, each year presents us with an 

opportunity to rekindle the flame of love. We 

should also remember one other item: add a little 

something special to the hearth regularly. Keep the 

flame burning brightly throughout the year. 

May this Valentine‘s Day be extra special in all 

your lives. The world needs love. Some say, ―Love 

is what makes the world go around.‖ Truer words 

were never spoken. Therefore, to my wife, Annie, 

―Happy Valentine‘s Day, honey.‖ ♥ 

Amy Shroff  
Financial Strategist 

- Partner 

Amy@PRISMFinancialStrategies.com 

www.PRISMFinancialStrategies.com 
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Mick decided to take me somewhere on Monday 
so I could kayak while he sat in a camp chair on 
the shore and read a sci-fi novel. It so happened 
that on Sunday, we learned of the Catamount 
Reservoirs on Pike‘s Peak. All these years in this 
state and I never heard of them?! 

Monday came and off we went. We drove South 
on I-25 to 24 West to Pike‘s Peak Highway. The 
day seemed specially made for us. Vibrant blue 
skies, fluffy clouds, the temperature perfect. North 
Catamount Reservoir was stunningly beautiful. 

I inflated my little yellow craft and launched on 
a new adventure. As is 
my custom, I explored 
every nook and 
cranny of the crystal 
clear body of water. 
One inlet had no sign 
of human visitation 
and was totally still 
and silent. My eyes 
drank in the beauty 
while my soul soaked 
up the restorative 
quiet. Hmmm, 
reminiscent of the most familiar Psalm ―He leads 
me beside still waters, He restores my soul.‖ 

Cruising on, for there was much more to see, 
including fisher folks on the shore while the fish 
leapt as high as twelve inches above the water‘s 
surface out where I paddled. Either these edible 
creatures couldn‘t understand my language when I 
encouraged them to go towards the bait or they 
knew they were safer out by me. 

Portions of the lake were smooth as glass, while 
others had a slight current pushing or pulling me. I 
soon realized there were more acres to paddle than 
I thought. For a moment, but only that, I 
considered not following my custom. ―I may never 
come here again. I have to see it and paddle it all.‖ 
On I went, farther from where I launched. A 
thought that ―I have to get back, do I have enough 
in me?‖ drifted through my mind. Stroke, stroke, 
stroke. No gentle push to help me here. Now using 
landmarks as goals to get me to the end of the 
reservoir. ―I‘ll go to that tree and see how I feel.‖ 
―To the rock up ahead and then I‘ll turn around.‖ 

Within a few yards of my goal, I noticed a 
change. The winds came up. 

Something in me said, ―Turn around NOW.‖ 
Obeying, I now paddled into a wind creating waves 
with white caps. All systems went on alert; this was 
my first time kayaking in these conditions. I was 
not sure how my little boat would do. It was a 
pretty bumpy ride. I had to keep stroking or I 
would lose ground quickly. Fear tried to join me 
with headline thoughts ―Kayaker Lost on North 
Catamount.‖ The near panic was short-lived as I 
prayed for calm and the strength to complete this 

adventure. I found it 
scary and 
exhilarating at the 
same time.  After a 
few minutes of 
intense paddling, my 
arms grew tired. In a 
brief break between 
wind gusts, I rested a 
bit and rode the 
waves, but never 
relaxed my attention 
to the conditions. 

Back to serious stroking. I got in a bit of a rhythm, 
but I could not fully return to the still place of an 
hour ago. Again, I used visible markers on the 
shore to help me not think about how far I still had 
to go.         

There were few others on the lake, and they were 
far away. Getting help was not an option. I had to 
finish this myself. I set my focus on the destination 
and paddled on. My arms got over being tired and 
went on autopilot. I became one with my yellow 
craft as we fought the blustery wind and white 
choppy waves. This continued for many minutes 
until I noticed ahead other kayakers just floating 
and looking up. As I reached them, the wind 
decreased. I relaxed my pace and gazed upward to 
find a beautiful bald eagle soaring on the breeze, 
swooping down, then back up high in a showy 
display of majesty. As I took it in, it reminded me 
of how I have always wanted to soar like an eagle. 

The rest of the journey to where I had launched 
and to Mick was a joy. I had just experienced an 
adventure that was a picture of life. ♥ 

Cleary 

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 

All Home Repairs 
Kim Stanfield  

Carpentry, Windows, Doors, Siding, 
Decks, Painting, Drywall Repairs,  

Barn Repairs, Gutter Cleaning, 
Remodeling 

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 

Labor Day has forever been exactly that in the Rike household.  
Stay home and work on house projects. Borrrring. This year was different. 

M. Dawn Rike  

800-373-5550 • ClearyBuilding.com

Get started at ClearyBuilding.com
Farm, Homes & Cabins, Commercial, Suburban, Horse, Unique

Discover The Cleary Advantage

Featuring:

• Proven Reliability Since 1978

• Debt-Free, Your Money Is Safe

• Search Our Buildings

• Virtual Planning

• Financing Available

Celebrating our 45th 
Anniversary

• Proven Reliability Since 1978

• Debt-Free, Your Money Is Safe

• Search Our Buildings

• Financing Available

Celebrating our 45th Celebrating our 45th 
AnniversaryAnniversary

Celebrating our 45th Celebrating our 45th 
Anniversary

Celebrating our 45th Celebrating our 45th 

FRANKTOWN, CO • 303-660-0420
FT. MORGAN, CO • 970-542-0648
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Church, 
where 
she 
attended 
services 
and 
taught 
Sunday 
school. 
She began buying real estate and investing in 
mines. She often ―grub-staked‖ new miners, 
loaning them the money to buy their equipment for 
the promise of a share in their findings. Clara was 
so successful in her many ventures that her savings 
account at the local bank grew to more than 
$10,000. 

Although she saved much of her money, Clara 
Brown did not hoard it. Anyone who needed a meal 
or a place to stay had only to ask for help, and she 
gave it. She believed she should act out her 
Christian faith by helping others the way Christ 
taught in the Bible. It didn‘t matter to her what 
race, religion, gender, or reputation a person had—
she freely gave to anyone in need. She helped 
people find jobs and housing, nursed the sick, and 
delivered babies. After the Civil War ended, Clara 
funded an entire wagon train of former slaves who 
wanted to move west and start new lives. All of 
that philanthropy earned her the nickname ―Angel 
of the Rockies.‖ 

By the 1880s, Clara Brown had given away all 
her money. Now at eighty years old, she sold her 
laundry business and moved back to Denver. All 
these years, she had continued to write letters to 
people all over the country who might help her 
track down her family members. Finally, in 1882, 
Clara received news that a former slave named 
Eliza Jane was living near Council Bluffs, Iowa. 
This woman was the right age to be Clara‘s 
daughter and came from Virginia. 

Clara traveled to Iowa, where she discovered this 
Eliza Jane was indeed her long-lost daughter. 
Newspapers all over the country reported on the 
joyous reunion. When Clara and Eliza Jane saw 
each other, they threw their arms around each 
other, laughing and crying so hard they fell over 
into the mud. They were so happy to have found 
each other they did not want to let go even long 
enough to stand back up, and sat there embracing in 
the middle of the street. 

Eliza Jane and her family moved to Denver and 
lived with her mother until Clara‘s death in 1885. 
Clara‘s years of searching were over, and she died 
surrounded by her grandchildren and her daughter. 
Her years as the ―Angel of the Rockies‖ had 
touched lives great and small, and both the mayor 
of Denver and the governor of Colorado attended 
her funeral. ♥ 

Clara Brown was born a slave in Virginia around 
the year 1800. Like most enslaved people, she never 
knew her actual birth date because no one recorded 
it, so her ages in this article are estimates. Her 
owner sold Clara and her mother to a tobacco 
farmer who permitted them to attend the local 
Methodist church. There, Clara learned the basics of 
Christianity, and her faith would guide her every 
action later in life. 

When Clara was eighteen, she married another 
slave, Robert. Together, they had four children: 
Richard, Margaret, and twins, Eliza Jane and 
Paulina Ann. Tragically, Paulina Ann drowned 
when she was eight years old, but the other three 
children enjoyed a rarity in the enslaved world: they 
lived with their mother for many years. However, 
when Clara was thirty-five, her master died. All the 
slaves went to auction. The entire family got 
separated. Clara never saw her husband, son, or 
daughter Margaret again. 

Clara went to a Kentucky man named George 
Brown. She cared for his three daughters and 
eventually adopted the family‘s last name as her 
own. When George Brown died, he freed Clara in 
his will. Now in her fifties, she moved to St. Louis 
because she had heard one of her daughters may 
have moved west and passed through there. Around 
that time, Clara learned her daughter Margaret had 
died of a fever. 

From St. Louis, Clara worked her way west, 
always searching for news of her family. She 
arrived in Denver as part of a wagon train in 1859. 
Denver was barely large enough to be called a town, 

much less a city. 
Reportedly, Clara 
was the first black 
woman to live in 
Denver, though 
there were about 
twenty black men 
there. Clara 
opened a laundry 
there, but left there 
after about a year, 
following the gold 
rush to Central 
City, CO. She 
opened another 
laundry and also 
worked as a 
midwife, nurse, 
and cook. 
In Central City, 
Clara worked hard 
and saved up 
enough extra 
money to fund the 
building of St. 
James Methodist 

Rachel Kovaciny THE WEST OF YESTER-YEAR 

Purchase now at Amazon.com or visit rachelkovaciny.com. 

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. 

Specializing in any and all types of replacement 
windows, siding and replacement doors. 

Locally owned with over 28 years experience 
Licensed and Insured 

Home Improvement Brokers 
John K Carollo 

Cell 303-907-4185 
Byers 303-822-5252 

Quality 
Exterior Home 
Improvements 

Windows • Siding • Doors 

Decks • Sunrooms 

Repair & Replacement. Affordable 
Prices, Customer Satisfaction,  

& Quick Turnaround 

Just Window Screens 

720-903-6933 

Get New Window Screens! 

Call for  
a FREE 

Estimate! 

Please, keep checking the website 
www.linneburauctions.com 
for daily updates. 303-822-9298 

ONLINE ONLY: Selling for Misc Estates,  
670 S. Tenney St., Byers, CO Bidding closes on  
Th 02/09/23 @ 6 pm.  Catalog is now posted!!  
Load out Fri 02/10, noon to 4 pm& Sat 02/11,  
9am-2 pm.  
  
ONLINE ONLY: Firearms Auction, Selling 37 
guns for Misc Estates, 4711 SCR 185, Byers, CO 
Bidding closes on Mon 2/20/23 @ 6 pm.   
Catalog is now posted! Load out will be weekend 
of Feb 25 @ Butterfield Firearms. 

 FR Kubota 
12 unit 

Why were a woman in her eighties and her middle-
aged daughter sitting in the middle of a muddy Iowa 
street, hugging, laughing, and crying, one rainy day 
in 1882? Because Clara Brown, the ―Angel of the 
Rockies,‖ had finally found her long-lost daughter. 

Front Range Kubota Inc.
7983 Cherrywood Loop
Kiowa, CO 80117
(303) 625-9811
www. frontrangekubota.com

• Heavy-duty utility vehicles have 
the strength to haul and tow 
heavy loads

• Highly maneuverable, 
professional-grade mowers 
easily mow around obstacles

• Powerful, comfortable track 
loaders can do it all 

From mowers to track loaders to utility vehicles, it’s a lineup built  
to build your business. Stop by for a closer look at the Kubota 
commercial landscape lineup today.

- 4 Color Print Ad, Small (4” wide x 5.5” high)
- No additional headline or image options are available.
- Space is limited, confirm all your updates appear by clicking the 
Refresh Preview button.

Once complete, click Finish button. 
***Download format must be DOWNLOAD PDF for the correct file 
type to submit to your print vendor or publication.***

KubotaUSA.com
© Kubota Tractor Corporation, 2023. This material is for descriptive purposes only. Kubota disclaims all representations and warranties, 
express or implied, or any liability from the use of this material. For complete warranty, safety, incentive offer and product information, 
consult your local dealer or go to KubotaUSA.com.

Commercial Landscape Lineup      All-day comfort

Built to do the hardscaping, 
landscaping and profit making. 
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We had barn cats born on our farm that never felt a 

human touch, or if they did, it was probably the cat 

that did the scratching. A small gray female simply 

known as Granny mothered and led our pack of 

cats. The name denoted both how long she‘d 

survived and the fact that two generations of 

offspring often accompanied her. 

If you showed up in the barn, morning or 

evening, with a bucket in your hand, cats seemed to 

materialize as though by magic. By the time we 

locked the cows in their stations, the cats had 

gathered just beyond the back fence of the milking 

stall. It was not human companionship they sought, 

but fresh, warm milk. Begging was simply beneath 

Granny, who would sit patiently near the cats‘ pan 

knowing that eventually I‘d finish and share with 

her. Some younger cats, be they her kids or 

grandkids, were not so refined. A considerable 

yowl might accompany the sound of streams of 

milk ringing in the bucket. 

It‘s in the nature of boys to shoot things, at least 

farm boys. And when you found yourself with two 

fists full of automatic liquid ammunition, all you 

lacked was a target. Your 

brother‘s back or cap were one 

option, but brothers could be 

short on patience and long on 

retaliation. One had to consider 

if it was worth it to drench your 

co-milker when he, too, was 

fully armed. That left the cats. 

The most fun was when Granny 

had hauled her newest litter out 

of the granary to meet the 

people whose twice daily chore 

was to provide milk for her. 

She never brought forth her 

latest pride-and-joy until they could scoot around 

and stay out of the way of the cows. 

Understandably, when kittens had their first 

encounter with living things other than Granny or 

granary mice, they were skittish. It took little to 

send such young cats airborne. And we boys had 

long since learned a strong jet of milk hitting the 

ground beneath a kitten‘s belly was akin to 

applying heat to popcorn. 

Veteran cats made bigger, slower targets, but 

about all the reaction one got was the cat backed 

out of range and groomed itself, an appetizer before 

the main course. However, some cats learned to 

catch the streams of milk we launched at them. 

Granny was one, but there were several others. 

They‘d sit on their haunches facing the cow. If I 

was milking a Holstein or Guernsey, both of which 

had ample handles, it was possible to produce a 

stream of milk steady enough that it momentarily 

overwhelmed some cats when they tried to take a 

breath. The first half of the stream would disappear 

into the cat‘s open maw, but the second half would 

cascade off their face and down their chest. At that 

point, the average cat would retreat a few feet and 

indulge in a full-fledged lick bath, complete with 

vigorous ear and face polishing. 

Then there was Bud. He was half again bigger 

than Granny, but also half as bright. He observed 

other cats enjoying their antipasto, and I could see 

no reason to exclude him. I think another cat was 

fielding a milk stream when Bud helped himself. 

The problem was that he was not facing the cow, 

but was crosswise to the jet of milk. Bud reached in 

to intercept the passing stream and caught a good 

portion of it in his right ear. I watched 

as he pulled his head back, but then 

tried again to grab a chunk of the next 

gush of liquid lunch. Now the ear was 

approaching capacity and a white 

stream was making its way down 

Bud‘s right shoulder. About two more 

mid-stream collisions with the milk 

and the young male calmly backed up 

to clean himself. He licked and 

polished and pawed and finished just 

in time to join his extended family at 

the pan. I figured with several good 

role models present, Bud would grasp 

the art of sitting head-on and catching milk in his 

mouth; he never did. Time and again I‘d practice 

my milk marksmanship on an orthodox cat when 

Mr. Sideways would show up for his evening ear 

drenching. Despite his unique methods, Bud grew to 

an impressive size and at least the right side of his 

head was usually well-groomed. 

When the last cow was out and all the cats fed, I‘d 

hook the door, flip the light switch, and head for the 

house with a half-bucket of Jersey milk. Whether 

hurrying across the yard on a wintry evening or 

leisurely savoring the balm of a warm summer dusk, 

I‘d make my way toward the glow of the kitchen‘s 

lights, but not without stopping to tip a bit of still-

warm milk into the dog‘s dish near the door. I didn‘t 

have to enter to know Mom was making her 

typically hearty supper and our family was about to 

gather around the table. 

It was a fitting end to another day‘s honest farm 

family work. ♥ 

Assisted 
Living  

Prairie Creeks Living Center 

One Bedroom, One 
Bedroom w/ Multi-

Purpose Room, Garages, 
Handicapped Accessible 

Units, Pets Allowed 

PrairieCreeks@outlook.com 

www.prairiecreeks.org 

24-Hour a Day Staffing, Assistance 

with Medication, Bathing, Dressing, 
Eating, and other Personal Services 

56175 Sunset Ave. 

Strasburg, CO 
(303) 622-6262 

Just east of 
Aurora off I-70 

Residences at Prairie Creeks 
720-412-6718 Senior 

Apartments 

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 March 1, 
2023. Present 
at check-out. 

Byers General Store 303-822-5325 

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

OT, Holiday, Vacation, 

Benefits 
Class B, Tanker, 

Hazmat 
Local Propane 

Delivery 

Non-Smoking 
Environment 

Work Where You Live! 

303-870-2804   

call or text 
719-960-3321 FAX 

anthony@ 
globalpropaneinc 

.com 

Global Propane 
PO Box 583 

Franktown, CO 80116 

CDL Driver Wanted 
$50-70,000 DOE 

Cats were as much a part of milking time as 

cows. Understand, these were no lap cats, 

no ―pick me up and scratch my chin‖ cats.  

*Limit 1 per visit. Not valid 
for sale items. Exp. 2/28/23 

Western Hardware 
303-622-4414 
56640F E Colfax Ave, 
Strasburg, CO 80136 

We have gloves, ammo, 
paint, plumbing, 
electrical, heaters, the 
tools to fix what’s broken, 
and much, much more.  

one item* 

Head to the hardware store 

My mother enjoyed telling this story of when I was a toddler. 

Dad and Mom had a part-collie farm dog. Jack was a good 

cattle dog but he was getting old and was snappish when 

children tried to play with him. Mother warned me to stay 

away from Jack because he was grouchy and reinforced the 

lesson by saying, ―Jack bites.‖ 

 That evening Mother was delighted to find I had learned 

her lesson well. I crawled into bed between Dad and Mom 

and proceeded to turn and squirm until Dad said, grouchily 

and firmly, ―Hold still!‖ 

   I slid over as close to Mom as possible and whispered, 

―Daddy bites.‖ ♦ 

Iola Bean 

Charles Oz Collins 

“Love all, trust a few, do wrong to none.” ― William Shakespeare, All’s Well That Ends Well  

The Prairie Times 
Wants Stories! 

Submit yours today at 
charity@prairietimes.com 
Include your full name 

and address. Our writer’s 
guidelines are available at 

www.prairietimes.com. 
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My dog Fred lay beside my feet, but Yohan had 

gone outside. Although both dogs live in the yard, I 

sometimes let them in. Yohan is happy either way. 

Fred likes to be inside. If he‘s indoors and you open 

the door for him to go out, he just looks at you and 

lies down on the rug. 

Now, barking is not unusual for Yohan. It‘s his 

reaction to any and everything. Fred heard him but 

stayed in his spot in front of the couch. Soon, the 

barking got closer. It sounded different from his 

normal yap. It lacked his usual cheerful tone, and 

was deep, loud, and had a growl to it. He was clearly 

barking at something. Even Fred noticed a 

difference and lifted his head off of the rug. 

I went to the back door, hoping there wasn‘t 

anything there. I turned on the light and peered out. 

Yohan stood on the far end of the porch. The barking 

continued. I hoped he‘d just seen a frog, but couldn‘t 

see anything. ―Shh,‖ I said. Yohan looked at me and 

then stared up the side of the screened porch. I 

followed his gaze, startled to see a large raccoon 

clinging to the support. I didn‘t expect that. As far as 

I can recall, I‘d never seen one in person before. I 

didn‘t know what to do. The last thing I wanted was 

for the dogs to get bit. I called Yohan into the house 

and closed the door. In the way dogs communicate, 

Yohan seemed to 

tell Fred about the 

raccoon outside. 

Now Fred wanted to go outside. Both dogs 

scratched at the back door and barked. Yohan 

jumped on me and seemed to plead to go outside. 

I went over to the window and looked. The 

raccoon hung in there. It didn‘t seem happy, but 

less upset than before. It sort of waved back and 

forth and climbed on the screen, but didn‘t move 

from its perch. I thought about going outside and 

trying to shoo it away, but it didn‘t seem a good 

idea. Thinking about getting bit, I stayed put.  

Yohan got even more determined in his yips and 

scratches. He really wanted out. I wondered if his 

barking would scare the raccoon so much it just 

stayed on the pole, but after a couple of minutes, it 

climbed down onto a ledge, walked behind some 

plants and onto the floor of the porch, then down 

the steps and away it went. 

After waiting a while, I let out the dogs. They ran 

to the back of the porch where it had been, and 

didn‘t seem to realize he was gone. They stared at 

the screen. I was happy the raccoon had gotten 

away and that the dogs were okay. Although I like 

raccoons, I hope this one doesn‘t visit again. ♥ 

The family ended up having thirteen children, my 

dad being the fourth oldest. My aunts and uncles 

worked hard around the farm, but they also played 

hard. Fortunately, none of them ever sustained any 

serious injuries.  

On one occasion, they had their dad mighty scared. 

They nailed a basketball hoop to the side of the barn. 

Cattle and horses sometimes stood beside the 

building for shelter, and cow pies and horse manure 

were plentiful, but they made the area their 

basketball court. It sat near the road that entered their 

yard. 

One Saturday morning while playing basketball, 

they saw their dad headed their way, driving a truck 

full of straw. The kids stood there as the basketball 

rolled under the truck‘s back wheel with their 

mouths hanging open. Terrified that he‘d run over 

one of them, their father slammed on the brakes and 

leapt out to check. It relieved him to find only a 

basketball. They continued playing with an egg-

shaped ball. The deformed basketball certainly made 

it more challenging to make baskets.  

Aunt Virginia remembers my father had a pair of 

ice skates that belonged solely to him. He loved 

skating whenever and wherever he could. 

Unbeknownst to him, one day his sisters confiscated 

them when he wasn‘t around. They went down to the 

pasture where there were several ponds of ice. The 

skates were far too big for them, and they couldn‘t 

get the hang of the sport. After a few falls, they put 

his skates back where they found them. My dad 

never suspected a thing, and they weren‘t about to 

tell him what they‘d done. 

In 1957, my grandparents retired and moved into 

town. That‘s when Dad moved his family to his 

boyhood farm. Like his father, he rented the land 

from the same family, just a different generation. My 

parents ended up raising ten children in the same 

house. Not much changed from one generation to the 

next, except farming practices became more modern. 

Like my aunts and uncles, my siblings and I 

worked and played hard. None of us ever got 

seriously hurt, but we earned some nasty scars from 

unforeseen accidents. One evening, we were playing 

hide-and-seek, and my oldest sister crouched down 

behind our sugar beet thinner. She saw her chance to 

make it to home base. Without thinking it through, 

she hurdled over the thinner and tore a wound on her 

knee. The game abruptly ended. My parents never 

took her to the doctor, and she ended up with a scar. 

For a 

while, my 

siblings and 

I enjoyed 

driving or 

riding 

around our 

farm in a 

dune buggy. 

A couple of 

our uncles 

built it out of 

an old car. It 

had no 

windshield 

or doors. Just a bench seat, a roll bar and a stick 

shift. On the day they brought the dune buggy to 

our farm, they had fun with their new toy. It 

surprised us when they left it at our place and said 

we could drive it whenever we wanted to. 

One beautiful fall Sunday, my oldest sister took 

me for a drive. We sailed along, headed toward the 

south end of our farm. She must have forgotten the 

cattle were roaming the fields, cleaning up after 

harvest. A closed barbed-wire gate kept them in the 

pasture. When she got close enough to see it, she 

slammed on the brakes. We came to an abrupt stop, 

the barbed-wire gate staring us in the face. We 

avoided running into the sharp strands of wire by 

mere inches. If they had snapped, it could have 

seriously injured us. With our hearts in our throats, 

we headed for home. Besides a few other foolish 

incidences, most of the time we were responsible 

while driving it. However, we neglected to check 

the oil. Eventually, the engine ran out of the 

lubricant and sadly that ruined it beyond repair. 

Just as our dune buggy days ended, so did my 

parents‘ farming days. They retired and move into 

town. They held their farm auction on January 25, 

1982, with plenty of bidders vying for their used 

equipment. Two generations of my family 

considered it a sad day. The place they‘d called 

home for 56 years would now belong to a new 

family. Twenty-three children got to experience 

many wonderful things living on that small farm. 

None of us would have changed where or how we 

grew up. To this day, it‘s still my favorite home, 

filled with family, fun, laughter, work and a lot of 

memorable experiences. ♥ 

Welcome  
to new & long 
term clients!  

Excellent service since 1992 

Only Old School Barber Shop in This Area 

Haircuts  

Men $22 (includes  

hot lather neck shave) 

 Senior Men $21 
65 years and older 

Students $17 

 Women $25 & up 

251 E Kiowa Ave Elizabeth  

call or text 

There are times when 
I’m available for  

Walk-ins but 
Appointments are 

Highly Recommended 

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! 

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 

710 Colfax Bennett, CO  
Locally Owned & Managed 

SHERER 

& REPAIR 

Susan 
Davis 

In 1928, my paternal grandparents rented a small farm in northeast Colorado.  

M.S. 

One evening, a loud bark interrupted my favorite television show. 

These deals expire March 

1st, so come in today! 

1313 Monroe St. Strasburg 303-622-4211 

Don’t Get Stranded! 
Keep your diesel running perfect! 

Power 
Service 

Diesel Fuel 
Supplement 

32 fl oz 

Power 
Service 

Diesel 911 
Fuel Additive 

32 fl oz 

SAVE 
44% 

SAVE 
38% 
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Keeping citizens informed and up-to-date on county government 

Feb 2023 

The Board of County Commissioners was invited 

to speak to Conservative Breakfast Association of 

Elbert County members at the organization‘s 

January meeting. During a panel discussion, many 

issues were discussed, but the three areas of most 

interest were: growth, water, and the County‘s 

budget. Summarized below are our thoughts on 

these topics: 

 

GROWTH – Comm. Richardson (District 1) 
While the proposed changes may not please all, we 

have accommodated new communities regularly 

since Ponderosa Park was built in the 1960s. What 

we now see is the natural consequence of job 

growth in Castle Rock, Parker, and Aurora. Denver 

Tech Center employment spurred growth in the 

northwestern part of the County in the late 1990s, 

and now these closer employment centers drive 

current growth. 

Though it is painful to see ranches being sold, it‘s 

the rancher‘s right to sell. When no kids want to 

continue the family business, often the result is 

selling to fund retirement. Currently, 7% of the 

County‘s 1,851 square miles is developed, with this 

number projected to reach 10% by 2050. When 

landowners determine the best use of their property 

is to build homes, rezoning and subdivision 

processes are required.  

During this regulatory public hearing process, the 

sufficiency of water, adequacy of roads, changes in 

drainage, and other physical and safety impacts are 

addressed and mitigated. These processes ensure 

new development supports both current and future 

citizens. Managing growth is everyone‘s 

responsibility. We can‘t close the gates behind us, 

but we can make new residents feel welcome and 

integrate them into the communities we love. 

 

WATER – Comm. Thayer (District 3) 
The Colorado State Demographer has projected the 

Elbert County population will continue to grow, 

and each new household will consume water. The 

County has five Denver Basin water aquifers, of 

which only the Upper Dawson is somewhat 

renewable from surface water sources. Most 

current rural dwellings not located in major County 

subdivisions secure their water from the shallowest 

Upper or Lower Dawson aquifers. Major 

subdivisions such as Spring Valley Ranch or 

Independence must obtain their water from the 

deeper Denver, Arapahoe or Laramie Fox Hills 

aquifers preventing any impact on the shallower 

rural water wells. 

An application for County approval of a new or 

expanded subdivision must include a Colorado 

State Water Board determination of adjudicated 

water volumes controlled by the developer. The 

State Water Board specifies the annual volume of 

water that may be produced so the water in place 

will last 100 years. County regulations require that 

any sub-development demonstrate that there is a 

minimum of 300 years of water supply. This is 

accomplished by dividing the state-determined 100

-year annual withdrawal rate by three. 

Elbert County has applied for a state grant to 

fund a detailed expert water study to project future 

water needs and the availability of such water to 

develop a Water Master Plan component for our 

County‘s Comprehensive Plan. It is anticipated that 

the grant funds will be available later this year. 

 

Budget Process – Comm. Schroeder (District 2) 
Managing the County budget is one of the primary 

responsibilities of the County Commissioners. The 

process of managing, tracking variances, and 

monitoring revenues and expenditures is a year-

long event. Early in the year, the Commissioners 

lay out their budget goals for the following year. 

This public document is then adopted at a public 

BOCC meeting. This document, along with the 

County‘s Strategic Plan, guides the Budget Officer 

(generally the County Manager) and the Budget 

Steering Committee to develop the budget calendar 

and overall plan to establish the budget. 

By mid to late summer, monitoring and planning 

move into active development of the budget. Elbert 

County relies on each director and Elected Official 

to create their budgets and identify revenues and 

expenses. Draft budgets are compiled, checked and 

rechecked to make sure priorities for each 

department are funded appropriately. Unfunded 

mandates from the state must also be included. By 

the beginning of fall, the budget is taking shape. 

Public workshops and budget hearings are 

scheduled before the final budget is presented to 

the Commissioners for final approval and adoption 

in December. 

As always, feel free to reach out to your district‘s 

Commissioner for more information on these topics 

or others of concern. ♦ 

 

Commissioners Weigh in on Topics of Interest  
Growth, Water, and Finances Top the List 

Approximately 35 citizens attended the most recent 

quarterly Board of County Commissioner (BOCC) 

Town Hall meeting at the County fairgrounds in 

Kiowa. These sessions provide an informal public 

forum where Commissioners can share data on 

ongoing County issues, hear citizen concerns, and 

answer questions on County matters. Along with 

the publication of the Elbert County Connection, 

social media messaging, live-streamed and 

recorded County meetings, the Town Halls offer 

our citizens transparency and direct access to local 

elected officials. 

The latest meeting began with a presentation on 

changes in County elected leadership and the hiring 

of a new county manager (see our bio of Shawn 

Fletcher), followed by an overview of the budget 

closeout from 2022 and the 2023 County budget. 

The budget discussion highlighted the sharp 

decline in the economy and rise in inflation that 

occurred during 2022. Even while experiencing 

these conditions, the County ended 2022 with 

revenues 1.3% higher than anticipated and kept 

spending at 2.8% under authorizations. This 

allowed the County to increase its fiscal stability 

fund to ensure that services to citizens can be 

preserved if the downturn deepens or continues.  

In 2023, the County anticipates revenues will 

drop by 2% and anticipates spending approximately 

6.7% of our accumulated fund balance. This slight 

expenditure of fund balance allowed the County to 

partially address our employees‘ rising cost of 

living and inflation in project and utility costs in a 

manner that is sustainable in the long term. 

The discussion then turned to Xcel‘s ―Colorado 

Pathways Project‖ and the most recent preferred 

routing for a large power line that will carry 

electricity from Pueblo to the Denver Metro area. 

The preferred route that Xcel made public in late 

December was quite different from what was 

anticipated.   

In late summer, Xcel requested permission from 

the Public Utilities Commission to look farther east 

into areas that included parts of Lincoln County. 

This request supported the strong desire expressed 

by our citizens and local elected leaders to consider 

a route that used the existing power line rights of 

way, followed by the Rush Creek project in the 

Simla/Matheson area. However, even after making 

this request, Xcel appears to have selected a route 

that crosses the County from Ramah north to 

Highway 86, parallels the highway west to Kiowa, 

and then parallels the Kiowa Bennett Road to 

Arapahoe County. 

The new route uses previously eliminated 

segments and has raised tremendous concerns for 

landowners along this route.  

The Commissioners relayed that Xcel has not 

submitted an application for this project, nor has 

there been any contact between Xcel and the 

planning staff since work on the County‘s 1041 

regulations was completed (1041 regulations 

address County requirements for large utility 

projects such as this). 

For approximately an hour of the 90-minute 

session, the Commissioners answered questions 

regarding the application process, the roles of the 

County vs. the PUC, and methods by which 

citizens can engage with both if an application is 

received. If received, the BOCC will ensure the 

public hearing process is fair for all involved and 

that all pertinent statutes and local regulations are 

followed. ♦ 

Town Hall Meeting Discussions  
Attendees express concerns regarding Xcel power line route 

Beginning in January, the Colorado State 

Treasury expanded its current property 

tax deferral program to include a tax 
growth cap increase based on prior 

years‘ tax bills and continues to offer 

programs to Colorado seniors and active 

military members.  

 

Call for Assistance  

Customer Care Representatives are 

available to help eligible Coloradoans 
Monday through Friday, 8:00 am – 5:00 

pm, at 833-634-2513. 

 

The Customer Care Contact Center 

can assist with: 

 General program information 

 Program requirements and 

qualification questions 

 Website navigation, questions, and 

troubleshooting 

 Reporting website outages to the 

Technical Team if needed 

 
 

For more information, visit 

Colorado.PropertyTaxDeferral.com.  

Property Tax Deferral 

Program for Seniors and 

Active Military 

THIS NEWSLETTER IS PAID FOR  
BY ELBERT COUNTY GOVERNMENT 

file:\\Users\kristenknoll\Slate%20Communications%20Dropbox\Marketing%20Department\Projects\Elbert%20County\PM\Monthly%20Newsletter\2023\2.February\Colorado.PropertyTaxDeferral.com
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enforcement and local, state, and federal agencies. 

Fletcher is also a certified law enforcement officer in 

Kansas. 

―I‘m honored to have the opportunity to continue a 

history of service, now beginning in Colorado,‖ said 

Fletcher. ―I look forward to working with our 

professional staff and our municipalities across the 

County to collaborate and continue professional 

service delivery to residents.‖ 

Fletcher graduated from the University of Kansas 

Certified Public Manager program, a prestigious and 

nationally recognized program. He also earned a 

Bachelor‘s degree from MidAmerica Nazarene 

University in Management and H.R., a Master‘s 

degree in Business Administration and Organizational Security Management, 

and a Master‘s in Legal Analysis. Fletcher also earned a Doctorate in Pastoral 

Theology. 

Fletcher reports directly to the Board of County Commissioners and began 

the role on January 30, 2023. ♦ 

To protect the public health, safety, and welfare of 

the citizens of unincorporated Elbert County, the 

Board of County Commissioners recently adopted a 

Contractor Licensing Ordinance. The new 

ordinance requires building contractors conducting 

work under a county-issued building or sign permit 

demonstrates, through the licensing process, that 

they are competent in the general construction 

trades or practices in which they are engaged and 

maintain current insurance coverage. 

 

Licenses are required for the following services: 

 Construction, alteration, tenant finish or repair 

of any structure permitted by the International 

Building Code or International Residential 

Code (Class A). 

 Construction, alteration, tenant finish or repair 

of commercial buildings and single- or multi-

dwelling buildings not exceeding three stories 

in height as permitted by the International 

Building Code or the International Residential 

Code (Class B). 

 Construction, alteration, or repair of one- and 

two-family dwellings and accessory buildings 

as permitted by the International Building Code 

or the International Residential Code (Class C). 

 Gas piping 

 Mechanical 

 Roofing 

 Specialized trades 

It should be noted that electrical and plumbing 

licenses are issued by the Department of 

Regulatory Affairs (DORA). Fees vary based on 

the license and range from $100-$125 annually. 

 

Required Documents 
 Contractor License Application. 

 Copy of appropriate passed ICC exam or 

current license from a surrounding testing 

municipality or county. 

 Affidavit of lawful presence accompanied by a 

valid form of identification. 

 Proof of current insurance coverage, including 

Workers‘ Compensation Insurance and General 

Liability Insurance. 

  

Licensing Process 

 Contractors must submit a complete license 

application, including all required supporting 

documentation. Documents can be submitted via 

email to buildingdepartment@elbertcounty-

co.gov. 

 The applicant will be notified of approval or 

denial within seven business days after 

submitting a complete application. If approved, 

the applicant will receive a notice of fees and 

instructions on how to pay. 

On the morning of January 25, County Commissioners 

took the opportunity between two large winter storms 

to express their thanks to the Road & Bridge 

Department employees for their tireless efforts to keep 

our roads clear. These thanks came in the form of 

heartfelt words, breakfast burritos, and donuts! 

In January, after almost nine months with no 

appreciable moisture, mother nature decided it was 

time to correct her error. In many areas of the County, 

a foot of heavy, wet, spring-like snow covered our landscape. Several storms in 

rapid succession kept our crews on back-to-back 12-hour shifts in plow trucks 

on pavement and graders on our extensive gravel road network. 

The Public Works Department has replaced the aging road fleet as the budget 

has allowed. The new graders and plow trucks are safer, more reliable, and 

more comfortable for lengthy shifts than the equipment replaced. The new 

public works facility taking shape east of Kiowa will soon ensure that critical 

equipment can be kept out of the elements and help staff respond even more 

quickly when the weather changes. 

Though we continue to seek improvements over time, we have to deal with 

the present. Sub-zero temperatures left de-icing fluid ineffective and our roads 

treacherous. 

Yet, these employees never give up as they know our citizens depend on 

them. In what seems like a never-ending job – especially when the wind picks 

up, and already-cleared roads drift over – the men and women of Road & 

Bridge keep at it. 

The Elbert County Board of County Commissioners recently announced 

Shawn Fletcher as the new County Manager.  

―We were impressed with his experience in local government and are 

confident he will lead Elbert County, which makes him the ideal choice to 

guide Elbert County into the future,‖ said Commissioner Chair Chris 

Richardson. 

Fletcher joins Elbert County after a long career in Kansas. Most recently, 

he was Assistant County Administrator for over five years in Ford County, 

Kansas. In that role, his responsibilities included budget development and 

administration, human resources management, public health, infrastructure, 

public works supervision, contract administration, and emergency 

management. 

Before serving as Assistant County Administrator, Fletcher had a 

distinguished background in other government administrative roles. His 

previous experience includes managing and coordinating with law 

Elbert County Welcomes New County Manager 
Shawn Fletcher started January 30 

 Once the fees have 

been paid and 

processed and all 

conditions of 

approval are 

met, the 

County will 

issue a 

license 

number. 

 Licenses 

shall be effective for twelve calendar months 

after their date of issuance. Licensees shall 

expire at the end of this term. Contractors 

holding licenses may apply for a new license 

within three months before the expiration of 

their existing license. Contractors holding a 

valid County license who apply for a new 

license must not have any unresolved building 

code violations, must have completed two jobs 

within the past two years in Elbert County, 

including any of its incorporated municipalities, 

or have taken code update classes approved by 

the Chief Building Official, or passed a code 

update test approved by the Chief Building 

Official. 

 

For more information or to contact County building 

staff, visit www.elbertcounty-co.gov/235/Building 

or call 720-595-3619. ♦ 

New Contractor Licensing Ordinance Takes Effect 

While every citizen knows the conditions of the roads they travel daily, few 

can understand the tremendous difference weather can have across our large 

County. With five school districts to support, commuters in the west and 

northwest parts of the County, ranchers that need to get out to the cattle down 

in the ―L,‖ and lots of wind-swept prairies in between, keeping 275 miles of 

pavement and nearly 1,100 miles of gravel roads clear is a daunting task. To put 

it into perspective, the lane miles of gravel road in Elbert County, if laid end-to-

end, would reach from Washington, D.C., to Las Vegas, Nevada. 

With all this in mind, the Commissioners felt the least we could do was join 

this team and provide breakfast burritos and a big thank you on behalf of the 

27,000 citizens of Elbert County – these 50 individuals deserve much more – 

but we wanted them to know that they are truly appreciated. 

If you have the opportunity to show gratitude to a grader operator on your 

route or see a crew patching a damaged portion of pavement, please take a 

moment to let them know you thank them for their work. ♦ 

A Very Early and Very Snowy 

Winter Hits the County  
Commissioners thank road & bridge 

http://www.elbertcounty-co.gov/235/Building%20or%20call%20720-595-3619
http://www.elbertcounty-co.gov/235/Building%20or%20call%20720-595-3619
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Volunteers must be at least 

18 years old to participate. 

However, those under 18 are 

encouraged to help adults 

while learning the science of 

meteorology.  

 

How to Get Started 

 To become a member of 

the team, your first step 

is to attend a class. Classes are free 

and typically last two hours. To 

find upcoming classes, visit 

www.weather.gov/bou/spotters. 

 Once you have been trained, you 

will receive your own spotter 

number and information sheets on 

how to report severe weather 

events like tornadoes, funnel 

clouds, hail, wind damage, 

flooding, snowfall and rainfall.  

 No Special equipment is needed.  

The Colorado Constitution establishes a property 

tax exemption for senior citizens and disabled 

veterans and gold star veteran spouses. For those 

who qualify, 50% of the first $200,000 in actual 

value of the primary residence is exempted from 

property tax. The State of Colorado pays the 

property taxes on the exempted value.  

 

Senior Exemption Qualifications  

 Must be at least 65 years old on January 1 of 

the year the application is filed. 

 Must be the current owner of record and listed 

as the owner of record for at least 10 

consecutive years prior to January 1. 

 Must occupy the property as his/her primary 

residence and must have done so for at least 10 

consecutive years prior to January 1. 

 Surviving spouses of previously qualified 

senior citizens may be able to continue 

receiving the exemption with a long form 

application. 

 

How to Apply for a Senior Exemption 

To apply, you must complete the appropriate 

application form and return it to the Assessor by 

July 15. The Assessor will accept late applications 

until August 15. The Short Form Application may 

be used by qualifying seniors who meet each of the 

basic qualifications. The Long Form Application 

must be used by applicants who satisfy one or more 

of the exceptions to the basic qualifications. If you 

would like to receive an application form or a 

brochure that explains the Senior Citizen 

Exemption in greater detail, or if you have any 

questions regarding the exemption, please call the 

Assessor‘s Office at 303-621-3101. 

 

For more information, visit www.elbertcounty-

co.gov/274/Senior-Property-Tax-Exemption.  

Disabled Veteran Exemption 

Qualifications 

 Must be a veteran who 

sustained a service-connected 

disability while serving on 

active duty in the Armed 

Forces of the United States. 

This includes members of the 

National Guard and Reserves 

who sustained injuries while 

serving on active duty. 

 Must have been honorably 

discharged. 

 The federal Department of Veterans Affairs has 

rated the applicant‘s service-connected 

disability as a one hundred percent permanent 

disability through disability retirement benefits 

pursuant to a law or regulation administered by 

the department, the U.S. Department of 

Homeland Security, or the Department of the 

Army, Navy, or Air Force. 

 Must be the owner of record and must have 

been the owner of record since January 1 of the 

current year. 

 Must have occupied the property as his/her 

primary residence since January 1 of the 

current year. 

 In many cases, an eligible surviving spouse of a 

previously qualified disabled veteran may 

continue to receive the exemption by 

submitting a disabled veteran surviving spouse 

form to the Assessor‘s Office. 

 

Gold Star Veteran Spouse Exemption 

Qualifications 

 The surviving spouse was legally married to a 

qualifying Gold Star Veteran that has passed 

away. 

 Ownership is in the surviving spouse‘s name 

and was the primary residence of the surviving 

spouse as of January 1 in the year of the 

application. 

 The surviving spouse has not remarried. 

 

How to Apply for a Disabled Veteran or Gold 

Star Veteran Spouse Exemption 

To apply, you must file a completed application 

with the Colorado Division of Veterans Affairs by 

July 1. The Division of Veterans Affairs may 

accept late applications until August 2 if the 

applicant can show good cause for missing the July 

1 deadline. The surviving spouse of a prequalified 

veteran must apply directly to the assessor‘s office 

no later than July 1. If you would like to receive an 

application form or a brochure that explains the 

disabled veteran exemption in greater detail, or if 

you have any questions regarding the exemption, 

please call the Assessor‘s Office at 303-621-3101. 

 

For more information, visit www.elbertcounty-

co.gov/275/Veterans-Property-Tax-Exemption. ♦ 

Severe weather can cause significant injuries and 

billions of dollars in property and crop damage.  

To obtain critical local weather information during 

severe storms, the National Weather Service 

(NWS) established the volunteer program 

SKYWARN. 

 

SKYWARN is a partnership program between the 

NWS and local organizations. Volunteers 

participate in a training class to become severe 

weather spotters. Once trained, participants help 

keep their communities safe by providing timely 

and accurate reports of severe weather to the 

National Weather Service. 

 

The information provided by SKYWARN 

spotters, coupled with Doppler radar technology, 

satellite, and other data, has enabled NWS to issue 

more timely and accurate warnings for tornadoes, 

severe thunderstorms, flash floods, and severe 

winter weather. 

The Public Works Department plays an important 

role in keeping County residents safe. The mission 

of the Public Works Department is to provide the 

citizens of the County with the safest possible 

roadway infrastructure, to improve the roadway 

system, and take pride in the maintenance of the 

roadway system and the equipment used. 

With all that to accomplish, the Public Works 

Department has outgrown its current building and 

needs more functional working space and 

equipment storage. In September 2022, the 

construction of a new 38,000 sq. ft. building for the 

Department began. 

As of January 2023, the foundation and the frame 

structure of the building are complete. The next 

steps for the project will be to sheet and insulate 

the structure. 

The building is in Kiowa at 1330 State Hwy 86 

and is expected to be completed in late 2023. ♦ 

Property Tax Exemptions Available for Seniors, 

Disabled Veterans and Gold Star Veteran Spouses 

Public Works Building Update 

Volunteer to Become 

a Storm Spotter 

http://www.weather.gov/bou/spotters
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Elbert County released its first-ever standalone economic strategy. After 

months of research, analysis and gathering community input, the County 

has compiled a concise, targeted plan for maintaining the County‘s 

fundamental rural character while meeting the needs of the community 

over the long term. 

 

―A completed Economic Development Strategic Plan now allows us to 

take what we learned from community input and analysis from our 

consultant partners and focus our energies on the specific goals and 

objectives that were identified,‖ said Marc Dettenrieder, Economic 

Development Manager. ―We have targets with timelines, and we look 

forward to taking action on the recommendations that align with the 

philosophy and vision of the County‘s Comprehensive Plan.‖ 

  

The plan‘s formation included a survey with feedback from over 300 

community members, ensuring that it reflects the values and priorities of 

those who call Elbert County home. The plan consists of three objectives, 

with correlating strategies and a vision for each: 

  

1. Community Character 

  
Local leadership understands how important Elbert County‘s authentic 

rural character is to its residents. With that in mind, the plan includes a 

strategy for strengthening and maintaining that rural character by clearly 

identifying and articulating what makes Elbert County unique – and what 

it means to be in Elbert County from both a resident and business 

perspective. 

  

Examples of this include finding new and exciting uses for fairgrounds 

and trails and implementing a façade grant program so business owners 

can enhance their businesses and adhere to standards for their respective 

historic zones. This also includes advocating for land use regulations so 

that the community continues to benefit from open spaces and limited 

residential sprawl. 

  

2. Fiscal Stability 

  
To ensure that the County‘s economic future is sturdy and secure, the plan 

has formed a strategy for facilitating the process of commercial 

development and recruiting new businesses. Examples of this include 

improving the permitting process and targeting and recruiting businesses 

based on residents‘ needs and priorities. 

  

―From a purely economic development perspective, the strategic attraction 

of businesses that meet the needs of our community and provide jobs 

closer to home is an appealing output of this project,‖ explained 

Dettenrieder.  

  

3. Local Economy  

  
Lastly, the plan is committed to supporting the local economy by 

expanding and retaining local businesses. This includes advocating for 

existing businesses as well as providing assistance to help retain and 

expand them. It also includes marketing support for and promotion of 

companies that align with Elbert County‘s rural identity. 

  

 ―To increase and support the physical assets, businesses, and events that 

strengthen the rural identity of the County is an exciting aspect of the 

plan,‖ said Dettenrieder. ―This will help shape and preserve what it means 

to be in Elbert County.‖ ♦  

On January 10, the 2022 election cycle officially 

ended with the swearing-in ceremony of newly 

elected County officials held at the Agriculture 

Building at the County Fairgrounds in Kiowa. 

Board of County Commissioners Chairman Chris 

Richardson hosted the event and District Court 

Judge Gary Kramer administered the oaths of 

office. 

Each of the seven elected officials chose the 

traditional Colorado oath and did ―swear by the 

ever living God‖ to support the constitution of 

the United States, the constitution of the state of 

Colorado, and the laws of the state of Colorado 

and to faithfully perform the duties of the office 

to which they entered to the best of their ability. 

The newly sworn-in elected officials included 

Commissioner Dallas Schroeder (who formerly 

served as the County‘s Clerk and Recorder for 

Economic Strategy Focused on Maintaining Community Character  

over nine years); Sheriff Timothy Norton 

(beginning his second term as Sheriff); Clerk and 

Recorder Rhonda Braun (formerly the County‘s 

election manager); Assessor Susan Murphy (for a 

second term); Treasurer Sherry Hewlett (for a 

second term); Coroner Sandy Graeff (for her 

second consecutive term, and 4th term overall); 

and Surveyor Sam Gallucci (for his first term). 

During the event‘s opening, Commissioner 

Richardson welcomed the honorees‘ numerous 

family members, friends, and coworkers and 

shared that ―Each of these officials to be sworn 

in represents the best. Everyone has shown the 

voters that they care about service to their fellow 

citizens and take pride in the job they do. It is 

clear that our County is in good hands for the 

next four years.‖ 

The gathering also provided an opportunity to 

thank outgoing County Surveyor Keith Westfall 

(who was term-limited after eight years in office) 

and departing Commissioner Rick Pettitt (who 

had previously served one term as commissioner 

and eight years as County Treasurer). Both of 

these gentlemen served the people of Elbert 

County honorably and faithfully and will be 

missed. 

Rounding out the changes in January, we 

welcomed Shawn Fletcher to the role of County 

Manager. Shawn will oversee the directors of 

Public Works, Public Health, Human Services, 

Emergency Management, and Community and 

Economic Development, along with the 

administrative support of the elected offices. 

With some new and some very experienced 

leaders, the County enters 2023 confident and 

ready to face whatever challenges await and is 

eager to provide high-quality customer service to 

all the citizens of Elbert County. ♦ 

A Mix of Continuity and New Ideas 

Swearing-in of Elected Officials and a New County Manager 

 



February 2023  Prairie Times  13  

 

Please thank them for advertising in the Prairie Times. 

Our family may not have been as poor as Dolly‘s, 
but there are similarities. Dolly Parton joked they 
―had two rooms and a path, and running water, if 
you were willing to run to get it.‖ I remember trips 
to the outhouse in the dark and being scared. 
Mother laughed and asked, ―Do you think a wolf is 
going to get you? Would you like me 
to come with you?‖ 

We often received a box full 
of used clothes, including shoes, 
from my Aunt Inga and Uncle 
Jack. As a child, I thought they 
were millionaires. After all, they 
owned a television set! Of 
course, they weren‘t real 
millionaires. 

One day, a big box arrived for us 
at the post office. Mother opened it to 
find sweaters, blouses and men‘s sports jackets. I 
particularly remember a mustard-colored Mr. 
Rogers sweater. It had a hole in the front below the 
last buttonhole near the hem. At the bottom of the 
box, I spied a pair of size 7, AA width, yellow 
suede ladies loafers. It was like Christmas, except 
it wasn‘t. The box held no frivolities. No jewelry 
or old lipsticks to play with. There were no jeans 
or workout pants. In the 1950s, women rarely wore 
slacks. To keep our legs warm in winter, we wore 

heavy brown-ribbed cotton stockings. If women or 
girls wore pants, we put a dress or skirt on over 
them.   

I‘m not sure what my aunt was thinking when she 
included the men‘s sports coats. There were no men 
in our family. She knew mother was an excellent 

seamstress who sewed for our whole 
village, so maybe she thought 
Mother could repurpose them.  
    I had my eye on the yellow 
shoes. I forced my feet into them, 
feeling a bit like Cinderella or, to 
be truthful, more like one of her 
stepsisters. They were very long, 

very narrow and reminded me of elf 
shoes, although they did not curl up at the 

toes. ―I can wear them,‖ I said, my arches 
feeling pain.  

Mother looked doubtful. She could see the size 
was all wrong for my size 6-½ wide foot. I walked 
around the house with them on and knew in my 
heart of hearts I would have to give them up. I 
convinced myself I didn‘t like them. What would 
my friends think of me if I entered the classroom 
wearing yellow suede shoes? I went through a short 
list of pros and cons. Wear them. Do not wear them. 
In the end, I never wore them to school. I wore them 
around the house, hoping they would stretch, but 

Brenda Flipse 

Life & 
Health 

Solutions 

Local, trusted, advisor/advocate. 
Personalized instruction/strategy session. 
Consistent, reliable, client service.  
No consultation or service fees EVER! 

Services we offer: 
 Air Conditioning/Heating 
 Oil Change/Fluid 

Flushes 
 Batteries and Electrical 
 Engines and 

Transmissions 
 Exhaust Systems 
 Custom Suspension/Lifts 
 Wheel Alignment 
 Custom Welding 
 Much, Much More! 

381 E Kiowa Ave 
Elizabeth, CO 80107 

720-573-8781 

We treat you like family with fair 
prices and quality services. Your 
safety is our priority! As a family-

owned and local business, we 
welcome all local residents of 

the surrounding areas.  

I got up, cleaned up, and got ready for 
work. I go to the chair where I hang my 
coat and find a strange one in its place. I 
look high and low for it but it‘s nowhere 
to be found. My coat is special because I  
just got it and know how much it set me 
back. 
 My wife leaves for work at 7. I don‘t 
leave until 8 so I couldn‘t ask her where 
to find it; my daughters were both still 
sleeping. It takes a braver man than me to 
wake one, so I found a spare and headed 
for work. 
 8 am: I head to work pondering the 
events of the previous evening for clues. I 
remember putting it on at the bowling 
alley. It was cold outside. If I hadn‘t had 
my coat on I would have noticed, since I 
sat in my pickup for thirty minutes 
waiting to pick up my son-in-law from 
work before going home. I recalled taking 
it off and hanging it on my chair. So why 
is a strange coat in its place? The only 
answer could be someone brought my 
daughter home last night and took it by 
mistake. That had to be it. I‘d call later 
when I was sure they would be awake. 
   10 am: I call my girls to ask if they 
know where my coat is. One doesn‘t and 
the other is gone. Figures, the one gone 
had to be the one who could have had a 

they never did. But I always thought they were 
mighty pretty. 

Shoes are an expensive item for any wardrobe, 
back then and today. Mom ordered our shoes from 
an Eaton‘s or Simpson‘s catalog. She made us stand 
on a clean piece of paper. Then, she drew the outline 
of our foot with a pencil and sent it off to the catalog 
people to figure out our size. Amazingly, it worked, 
and worked well. My mother was resourceful 
beyond words. She had no car to take her three 
daughters to the next biggest town to buy shoes. She 
was always inventive and overcame all obstacles 
which arose. 

She cut up some of the men‘s sports jackets into 
patchwork quilt pieces and donated others to the 
annual church bazaar sale. I got my spring coat at 
the bazaar. It was wine in color. Mom altered it to fit 
me. At first, I was reluctant to wear it because I 
knew if someone in the town had donated it, they 
would recognize it. It would humiliate me! In the 
end, I wore it, because I needed a coat. No one came 
up to me and said, ―I recognize that coat. I donated 
it to the church rummage sale.‖ But I stayed away 
from wine-colored coats after that. Dolly Parton 
says it best: ―We didn‘t have any money, but we 
were rich in things that money don‘t buy. You 
know, like love and kindness and understanding.‖ ♥ 

Mav Merc. 
 

Belle Schmidt 

Dolly Parton had her coat of many colors,  
but I had Aunt Inga‘s yellow suede shoes.  

boyfriend snatch it by mistake. By now 
I‘m tired of trying to figure it out, so I 
figure I‘ll wait until my wife gets home. 
   3:30 pm: I go home from work and 
water my trees. If you don‘t water them 
during a dry winter they could winter kill; 
if that happens the dog and deer won‘t 
have anything to kill in the spring. 
 4:45 pm: My wife arrives so I can ask 
if she knows where my coat is. She 
doesn‘t but agrees to look for it. Five 
minutes later she comes outside to ask 
whose coat is hanging on the chair. I tell 
her it belongs to the culprit that has mine. 
She heads back into the house and returns 
dangling a pair of keys. ―You don‘t 
suppose you might have worn someone 
else‘s coat home and he is still trying to 
get a ride, do you?‖ Then she insisted I 
call the bowling alley.  
 5:15 PM: I call and ask if a coat is 
missing. Sure enough! I have to justify 
my mistake. I go into the story of how I 
put on a coat and how it felt warm so I 
didn‘t realize it wasn‘t mine. The odd 
thing is, the coats were nothing alike!  
 5:45 pm: Tried to take the coat by the 
guy‘s home. Luckily he wasn‘t there so I 
took it by the bowling alley.  
 Now my pocket knife is missing. I 
wonder who I can blame that one on. ♥ 

Donald Snider 

The day started like any other.  

Family Owned And Operated 

45 N. Main Circle   Byers, CO    303-822-5625 

EVERYTHING FOR YOUR FARM, HOME AND RANCH   

- Hay and Feed 

- Propane 

- Fencing and Livestock Panels 

- Shoes, Boots, Shirts and 
Jeans for the Entire Family 

- Tools and Hardware 

- Tack and Grooming Products 

- Automotive Supplies 

- Home Décor 

- Firearms and Ammunition 

- Conceal Carry Classes and 
Private Pistol/Tactical Training 

- And MUCH MUCH MORE!! 

New Winter Hours: 
Mon - Sat 8 - 6 

Sun 9 - 5 
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Though a tomboy, I had another 

passion I shared with my mom: 

movies! Sappy or dramatic, comedy 

or romance, it didn‘t matter. I loved 

the theater and the smells when you 

first entered. Fresh popcorn drizzled 

in real butter; candy lined the counter 

under glass, waiting for my anxious 

fingers. Mom did not care for soda 

pop in all its bubbly glory. No matter, 

I loved the popcorn and saw 

Raisinettes as a bonus. 

I stood in front of the marquee in 

the lobby, waiting for Mother to get 

our snacks. I felt small staring up at 

the life-size 

figures of 

Richard 

Egan, Debra 

Paget and a 

handsome 

young man 

making his 

first screen 

debut. He was 

tall and had 

lips that 

curled 

slightly when 

he sang. He 

had a sexy swagger and gyrating hips 

that weren‘t even allowed on Ed 

Sullivan, but this was the movies. 

Yes, Elvis Presley would sing his 

heart out for millions of young fans 

and move his hips any old way he 

wanted. 

My mother was one of his faithful 

fans. Even though she was a happily 

married woman, when Elvis sang and 

looked into the camera lens, women 

of all ages, married or not, melted. 

He was handsome with his thick, 

unruly hair. It always had at least one 

strand that would work its way over 

one eye. Elvis could actually act, 

even though he had a fairly small part 

in Love Me Tender. 

The movie took place during the 

Civil War and was about the Reno 

brothers, who all went to war and left 

their baby brother (Elvis) home to 

tend the farm and take care of his 

mother. When the mother learned her 

oldest son had been killed, an error 

by the Confederacy, young Elvis was 

there to not only take care of his 

mother but also his big brother‘s 

girlfriend. As you can probably guess, 

Elvis gets the girl. Later (SPOILER 

ALERT) he loses his life in a gunfight 

at the end. 

When Elvis died, I‘m here to tell you 

there wasn‘t a dry eye in the theater. 

Every girl put aside their popcorn, 

myself included, and reached for a 

tissue. It was awful! I struggled to hear 

the dialogue over all the screaming 

whenever Elvis appeared on-screen, 

but during his death scene, I couldn‘t 

hear his final words because of all the 

sniffing and 

sobbing from girls 

of all ages. I hadn‘t 

seen my mother cry 

very often in my 

nine years, but she 

blubbered away 

with the rest of the 

female audience. 

My tomboy self 

found this crazy. 

It‘s only a movie 

after all, but still the 

crying and sniffling 

went on. I looked 

up at my mother and asked if she was 

all right. To that, she snorted into a 

tissue and smiled at me. Geez! It 

wasn‘t real, but they treated it as if 

Elvis had really died! 

That was my first experience with 

death on the big screen, and I got 

hooked. Romances, and especially 

those with Elvis, were my new 

favorites! I used my allowance to buy 

his single, Love Me Tender, and later 

learned the original name of the movie 

had more to do with the Reno brothers, 

but because of the record sales of the 

song going gold even before it had 

released, the producers changed the 

name to cash in on the song‘s 

popularity and sell more box office 

tickets. 

Later, when mother and I were riding 

home, I excitedly recounted my 

favorite parts in the movie. We both 

decided not to tell dad we bawled our 

eyes out in the theater and especially 

not to tell him a word about Elvis. 

It was our secret. ♥ 

TIRE REPAIR 
 
$20 Cars 
$25 Light Duty Pickups 
$35 1-Ton Pickups 
$40 Implements  
$60 Semi Tractors 
 

ROTATIONS 
 
$40 Cars 
$40 Light Duty Pickups 
$50 Dually Pickups 

BALANCING 
 
$20/tire  Cars 
$25/tire  Light Duty Pickups 
$30/tire  1-Ton Pickups 
 

PURCHASE 4 NEW TIRES 
FROM US AND RECEIVE 

FREE ROTATION 
 

OIL CHANGES  
STARTING AT $65  

elbertcountypartnership.com 

The Agate School, located in the 

Northeast corner of Elbert county West 

of Limon, is a well loved Pre-K through 

12th grade school, thriving despite many 

years of past economic decline. With 82 

students and a teacher to student ratio of 

1:7, this school offers extremely unique 

education opportunities for its local 

residents. The students not only get more 

attention from faculty, they are also 

developing time honored skills in the 

wood and welding shop that has been 

lovingly restored along with the rest of 

the school campus.  

 The faculty and students share a deep 

love for their community, as the school 

superintendent Melinda Walls said in her 

June 2022 statement, ―At Agate, we 

want our students to develop into great 

community and global leaders.‖ The 

2022-23 school year has proven her 

statement to be more than true, and the 

current students show no signs of 

slowing down.  

 Even though the school is thriving, 

they still need help to continue their 

momentum. The Elbert County 

Partnership has been able to assist this 

small but mighty school with a few 

important items, most urgently being a 

need for a PA system.  

 The Agate School is located directly 

off I-70 and the near proximity to such a 

busy corridor means safety is of the 

utmost priority for the Agate School. The 

Elbert County Partnership jointly with 

Elizabeth School District repurposed the 

PA system from the retired Frontier High Ad paid for by Elbert County Partnership 

School building in hopes of continuing to 

keep this school safe for students and 

faculty.  However, the adjacency to the 

highways and railroads are also what 

make the town of Agate so unique. 

Strong potential for trucking and a 

distribution center are just a few of the 

qualities this town possesses making it a 

part of our Elbert County family worth 

fighting for.  

 Among the benefits based on location, 

Agate has a history worth noting. There 

are many theories on how Agate earned 

its name, most popular being agate stone 

found in the area. Locals will tell you 

differently!  

 Previously, we mentioned the town‘s 

proximity to railroads, one going directly 

through Mainstreet. This meant the 

conductors had to stop at three gates A 

gate, B gate and C gate, opening and then 

closing the gates behind them as they 

passed through the towns. If you haven‘t 

guessed already, Agate was the A gate! 

The name stuck and many decades later 

the town is still persevering with a bright 

future ahead. 

  

Walls, Melinda. ―Archived Messages.‖ 

Page - Agate School District #300, 3 

June 2022, https://www.agateschools.net/

archivedmessages.aspx.  

Avis Jaenson 

In late November in 1956, Mother piled me into our new yellow 

Buick for a surprise outing for my nine-year-old self. 

 

―There is nothing I would not do for those who are really my friends. I have no 

notion of loving people by halves, it is not my nature.” ― Jane Austen 
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Some time ago, I mentioned to Molly I hadn‘t 

heard from her English friend in a long time, and 

she told me Holly was in Australia with her family. 

The letters and phone calls soon dwindled. Holly 

became another long-lost letter-writer. Or was she? 

Did I suspect Holly was in fact Molly calling and 

writing? I might be technically challenged in my 

70s, but by golly, I‘m not completely dim-witted. I 

just loved to play with Molly. And Holly. 

I heard from Molly‘s mom once that Molly said, 

“I can’t believe Aunt Cindy believes I’m Holly!”  

When I found a photo of a red-haired girl on the 

Internet similar to the drawing of Holly, I copied it 

into a letter to Molly to let her know Holly had 

found a school photo. That floored Molly! (Hey, 

two can play this game, right?) I love to play with 

children and when they use their imagination, it‘s 

even more fun. So I played along for a few years. 

Recently, the phone rang. I thought it was Molly 

or her mother calling me, but after my ―Hello,‖ I 

heard that lovely English accent again. Holly 

Wilson. Did I continue? 

Molly had turned 12 a short time before the call. 

Not wanting her to believe I was a complete dim-

wit, I thought it was time to break the magic. Holly, 

I mean, Molly, took it well. I did, too. It was fun. 

I‘ll always remember the wonderful, unique and 

imaginary Holly Wilson. We both will. 

Someday I‘ll share with you my emails to Shirly 

(that‘s how my niece Danielle spelled the name of 

the columnist, Ask Shirly), who I could write to if I 

had a problem.  

Imaginations. Aren‘t they wonderful? ♥ 

It had a state-of-the-art design, but until we 

thoroughly tested all protective devices, it was 

necessary to have two operators on duty at all times 

in case of a malfunction. The other operator was an 

immigrant from Lithuania (we will call him John) 

and he told me about the experience he had during 

the last days of the war in Europe. 

All his immediate family had died in forced labor 

camps run by the Nazis. His closest living relative 

was his widowed Grandmother who took care of 

him. He was about eight years old when this 

experience took place. They had been moved to 

Hungary by 1945. 

As Nazi Germany was collapsing, the Soviet 

armed forces were racing at breakneck speed to the 

West in order to expand their sphere of power. One 

of the last trains to leave Hungary for the West was 

commandeered by a train crew fleeing the Soviets. 

John and his Grandmother were on that train to 

France. Feeling that they were far ahead of the 

Russians, the train stopped at a small town so the 

passengers could try to find some food. John stayed 

on the train while his Grandmother went in search 

of something to eat. 

They received word that the Russians were close 

behind them so the train crew blew the whistle, and 

started to move. You can imagine John‘s feelings 

when he was separated from his Grandmother. 

It was quite a surprise and her accent was so 

adorable. She told me she was a friend of my 

great-niece, Molly. That was also a surprise, as I 

wasn‘t aware Molly had a friend in England. 

Perhaps she was getting pen-pals across the sea as 

I did when I was a teenager. Molly was only nine. 

Holly told me Molly said I loved to receive 

letters and would she mind if she wrote to me and 

I wrote back? That suited me fine. We chatted 

about letters being a long lost art. Holly seemed 

sophisticated for her age, which was the same as 

Molly‘s. We began a short correspondence. She 

wrote for a while and told me about her family, 

her parents and younger sister. More often, she 

called. It was always fun to hear her accent and 

the certain English words which were a bit 

different than what we used in the States. She 

came to visit Molly twice, with her family. Once 

they were on their way to New Jersey and another 

time Canada. However, I learned of the short 

visits too late, as Holly was gone by the time I 

knew she was here. Maybe next time, I hoped. 

In her first letter, she drew me a picture of 

herself, as she couldn‘t find a proper photo. I even 

copied it onto a return address label that I sent her 

in my letters. Oddly enough, she had to use 

Molly‘s address (in care of Molly) to receive and 

send letters. Being an elderly great-aunt, I didn‘t 

question it. I was simply happy to have another 

person to correspond with. It was also strange 

how when she called, my phone showed Molly‘s 

phone number. Molly explained that Holly called 

her first and then she transferred it to me. Since 

I‘m not very technical, I didn‘t question it.  

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 

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. 

Twenty years later, as he related the story to me, he 

had tears in his eyes. (So did I). 

His Grandmother ran frantically after the train 

and was able to catch the last car, but was unable to 

get to the car where John was until five hours later 

when the train stopped in country controlled by the 

Western Allies. 

They arrived in France. Then John eventually 

migrated to America. He was later able to arrange 

passage for his Grandmother to Los Angeles, where 

he lived. On the way home from the airport, they 

stopped at a grocery store for some bread. John 

selected four loaves, and caused his Grandmother 

to go completely ballistic! Bread was rationed in 

Lithuania, and anyone caught hoarding was 

executed by the Soviets. Grandmother spent the 

rest of the time in the store looking over her 

shoulder for the police! John was unable to 

convince her that it was okay. 

When I think back on this story, I marvel at being 

fortunate enough to have been born in America. 

I‘ve known hardships and want—I was a child 

during the depression, but I never lost my family! ♥ 

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! 

Visit our website to get a free quote 
or schedule a service  

www.bcbuildingservices.com 

B.C. Building Services Inc. 

Cutting Edge 

Technology  

Superior Service 

Integrity   

Customers are #1 

24 hour 

emergency 

service! 

322 E. Kiowa Ave, Elizabeth 80107 

M-TH 8-5; F 8-4:30 

Sales & Service 
Remodel  

New Construction 
Hot Water Heat   
Boilers & A/C 

Cindy Nappa McCabe 

One day, a few years ago, I received 

a phone call out of the blue from a 

little girl in London, England.  

Rollie Campbell 

In the year 1965 I was assigned 

the task of starting up a new 

hydro-electric power plant. 
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That was long before the days of buckling up or car 

seats. We had an ancient Chevy pickup on the farm 

whose engine noises sounded like a flock of 

canaries chirping and squawking. A few years later, 

we had a Nash sedan that resembled an inverted 

brown washtub. Our neighbor had a big black 

Hudson, so when we passed them on the road it 

looked like two big beetles trudging down a road. 

 When I reached the legal driving age, my dad 

allowed me to drive the family station wagon to 

school. When it snowed, he dutifully put chains on 

the rear tires for me. They were fine for short trips 

but had a tendency to ruin tires if I went too fast or 

was too lazy to take them off for driving on dry 

pavement. Once I overheard my mother 

commenting that Dad was 

running a tire repair shop 

for his son. If one of 

the links in the 

chains broke 

while driving fast, 

it could do a fine 

job of beating the 

paint off the fender 

while sounding like a 

machine gun. Once, I 

managed to knock a hole 

in the gas tank on a sixty mile trip to Denver and 

had to stop and gas up every few miles to make it 

there and back. Fortunately no one threw a lit 

cigarette anywhere near my car on that trip. 

 When I was in high school, my parents bought a 

brand new Ford. I used it to get to and from school 

activities and on dates during my last year. It was 

really their car but I used it like it was mine. It had 

a six cylinder that would top out at about 87 mph 

(believe me, I know) and got great gas mileage. 

About that time my best friend got a new Chevy 

Impala V-8. The old farmer who lived on the main 

road to town said when he and I cruised past on our 

way to school in the mornings, we were just barely 

touching ground at the tops of the hills. 

 My first car was a Ford Mustang. It sold for 

$3,800 fully loaded off the showroom floor. We 

had a lot of adventures together, including getting a 

speeding, a driving on the shoulder, and a parking 

ticket all in one day. I‘m glad to say I learned my 

lesson. I‘ve had only one ticket in the last 35 years. 

 Repairing cars has also written some interesting 

chapters in my life. When the above mentioned 

Ford had a fender crunched in, I decided to replace 

it myself. I did manage to find a good fender in a 

junk yard and replace it but it was the wrong color. 

The hood flew up on that same car while going 

through Death Valley, California at a high rate of 

speed. You haven‘t really lived unless you‘ve had a 

hood instantly enfold your windshield while 

cracking it to smithereens and completely blocking 

your vision while at the same time going through a 

desert in blazing heat. To add to 

the excitement, the whole 

phenomena also produces a 

loud smashing ―pop‖ sound 

like crushing a soda can to 

the hundredth power. By 

tearing off the hood and 

driving with my head out 

the window, I was able to 

reach a repair shop where we 

removed the full hood and I drove home 

hoodless. Once again I did the work myself and 

now had a blue Mustang with a gray fender and a 

white hood. 

 There was also the time I went 4-wheeling with a 

Ford Galaxy Sedan and broke the power steering 

arm under the car. Baling wire managed to hold it 

together until I tried to make a sharp turn and ended 

up in a farmer‘s field. They say the Good Lord 

looks after ―Little Children and Fools‖ and I sure 

wasn‘t a little child during any of those crazy 

adventures. What probably saved my life more than 

once was my driving skill (even if I didn‘t always 

obeyed the law). I honed it driving around the farm 

all the time as a youngster  and taking driver‘s 

education in 10th grade. I would recommend that 

every parent see that their teenaged children take 

and pass a driver‘s education class. 

 What are your particular ―car‖ memories? I‘ll bet 

you could come up with some doozies, too. ♥      
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 I awoke and pulled back the 

curtain of the van window to 

behold the firmament 

declaring the glory of God.  

Farther than I could see in 

both directions, the pre-

sunrise sky was ablaze with 

glory. Knowing I would miss 

much of the show if I took 

time to dress, I pulled on my boots, put a jacket over 

the sweat suit I had slept in, and walked to meet the 

rising sun. For 180 degrees the Master Painter had 

set the morning sky aglow. A mortal painter could 

capture only one moment of this glory on his canvas 

but God sent wave after wave of ever changing 

beauty washing over my soul. 

    We were camped out near the Buttes. No noisy 

trucks or clanging trains broke the silence. I walked 

and walked, my only companion an occasional 

horned lark flitting beside the road. I went east until 

the road turned, then south until the sun came up and 

the glory of the sunrise changed to the glory of the 

sunbathed grasslands. To the north a rise concealed 

the Pawnee Buttes. Later that morning we hiked to 

the top of that rise and viewed the Buttes standing 

sentinel over the prairie. In our lives of TV, portable 

stereos, and cell phones, we need moments like 

these to refresh our souls. 

    In the afternoon, our son and his wife invited me 

to ride with them. We saddled up and explored a 

small area of the vast grasslands. Some people like 

trail riding in the mountains, but give me the 

flatlands any day. How blessed we are to live where 

we can enjoy the great outdoors and the beauty of 

God‘s creation. ♥ 

Neva Andrews 

Growing up on a farm, I‘ve 

witnessed many a sunrise 

in my day, but none to 

equal that one over Pawnee 

Grasslands on a Saturday 

morning in 1995. 

Jerry Bishop 

As a very small child, my first memory of riding in a car is going down a country road 

standing on the front seat of a Chevy 2-door coup next to my dad while he drove. 
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Not long after this, Valentinius received news of 
his imminent execution. Scribbling a last letter to 
his pupil, he dedicated her to the faith of Christ and 
signed ―From your Valentinius.‖ According to 
some accounts, on February 14, 270 A.D., they 
beheaded this devout man for his love of Christ and 
of His church. 

Although we know little about the historical 
figure of Valentinius and legend has taken its place, 
we would do well to remember the story of a man 
who risked his life for the undying love of those 
deemed unlovely. As Christ reminded us, ―greater 
love has no man than this: that he lay down his life 
for a friend.‖ 

Though few of us may lose our lives for the sake 
of another, the everyday sacrifice of our opinions 
and ―rights‖ demonstrates true love far more than 
any box of chocolates. 

As you show your love to those around you this 
February, don‘t forget the example of Valentinius. 
Roses are great, but it is even more important to 
share the love of Christ to those dearest to you by 
giving up of yourself as an example to them. Many 
this Valentine‘s Day will give the gift of roses, but 
few will offer the gift of love. Chocolates will 
abound, sacrifice will not. The choice is yours. ♥ 

A step back into history reveals the answer. Amidst 
the cacophony of the 2nd Century Roman Empire, 
the identity of one‘s allegiance became the focal 
point of the day. With Claudius II in power, 
worship of the state‘s twelve gods became akin to 
allegiance to the state itself. Claudius‘ hatred of 
Christians led him to force capital punishment on 
all who even associated with them. 

When love of Christ versus love of the state 
became a matter of life or death, true love shined 
above the evil intentions of those in power. 
Valentinius, Bishop of Terni, Italy, was one of these 
believers who found that his love for Christ deemed 
him an enemy of the state. His decision to aid 
Christian martyrs forced him to fear for his very 
life. Caesar‘s agents arrested and threw Valentinius 
into prison to await his end. 

Unhindered by this turn of events, Valentinius 
accepted his jailer‘s plea to help his blind daughter. 
Renowned for his knowledge and medical 
experience, Valentinius became both doctor and 
tutor for young Julia. Through the zealous teaching 
of the word of God, as well as instruction in 
arithmetic and history, Julia came to accept the faith 
of her teacher. 

According to one legend, Julia‘s wonderment of 
the ability of God to answer prayers prompted her 
to pray every day to see the world in which she 
lived. Then one day, a light shone through 
Valentinius‘ cell during their prayers, and Julia‘s 
eyes opened in wonder. The beauty of the everyday 
light gleamed in her eyes as she cried, ―I can see, I 
can see!‖ 

He was more than a man who owned pigs, his pigs 
owned him! By that I mean, ―he ate and slept pigs.‖ 

One day in the local hardware store, I overheard 
Frank telling the cashier about his pigs. His face lit 
up, and he looked the way my wife does when 
she‘s talking about the grandkids. He was in ―hog 
heaven,‖ if you know what I mean. 

I tried to join the conversation, but old Frank 
wasn‘t about to be distracted. The cashier finished 
the transaction and waited patiently until Frank 
finally took a breath. He quickly interjected, ―It 
was nice talking to you, Frank…‖ (although he 
hadn‘t said a word)... ―Next.‖ 

Frank grunted and wandered out the door. 
It got me to thinking about the swine verse and I 

remembered the old TV show called Leave It To 
Beaver and the ever-present string of pearls June 
Cleaver wore. June and Frank would have made 
quite a pair. One felt at home in high heels and a 
dress, the other in bib overalls that had seen better 
days. 

Jesus was the one who came up with the idea of 
not throwing your pearls to the pigs. I think it 
means to be careful who you spend your time with. 
Some people just don‘t get it. They have one 

subject... theirs. Your likes and dislikes don‘t matter 
because they never come up. You might as well be a 
refrigerator, for all they care about conversation. 

Now, Frank is a mighty fine man and I often go 
over there just to hear about pigs, but if I had a 
steady diet of the subject, I think I‘d be ready to 
leave the table. It‘s the same with lots of folks. They 
have one subject they are passionate about and that‘s 
what they and everyone around them talk about. 

As I left the hardware that day, I made a mental 
note to improve my conversation skills and be 
interested in the lives of others, but also find friends 
who can talk about a variety of subjects and include 
me in the conversation. 

Who knows? I might have something brilliant to 
say some day, but never get to say it. Now, that 
would be a tragedy! ♥ 

For All Your Excavation 
and Grading Needs 

Grading for: 
 

 horse corrals 

 driveways 

 utility or 

water lines 
 foundations 

 backfills 

 and more.  

Family Owned & Operated. 
Combined 40 Years Experience. 

Jordan Thomas: 303-709-0719 
Bob Thomas: 720-877-0792 

manandmachineexcavation.com 

We work weekends! 

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 

Whitesides,  
Put Brighton Address On 

10240 Hwy 86 Kiowa, CO 80117 

Family owned and operated 

★ Wide selection of 

brands and price 
ranges 

★ Dog and cat foods 
including all natural 

and holistic 

★ Hay, grains, straw, 
wood shavings. 

★ Buckets, feeders, 
tubs and barn 

supplies 
★ Everything you 

need for raising 

poultry 

★ Animal health, 

vaccinations, grooming 
products. 

★ Supplements, salt & 
mineral blocks. 

Bulk pricing available.  

Stop in and get supplies for 
all your ranch needs. 

Mon-Sat: 8am-7pm. Sun: 10:30-5pm. 

for Elbert Co 
Residents 

Mon-Fri:  
8-5:30 
Sat: 9-3 

Smooth or planed, tongue & groove, or rough 
sawed for exterior siding, woodworking, flooring, 

fireplace mantles, interior trim, paneling. 

Wood for all your projects!  

303-621-2120 or 303-653-7646 

Mention this ad! 

South on CR 17 outside Elizabeth. 7 mi. West side. 
www.mountainheartwoodworks.com 

Prairie Parson 

I never understood that Bible verse 
about not casting pearls before swine 
until I met Frank.  

Jewel 
Mathis 

Is romance, candies, and flowers for your 
beloved once a year all there is to love? 

“You don’t love someone because they’re perfect, you love them in spite of the fact that they’re not.” ― Jodi Picoult 

2 0 1 7 2 n d A v e . • G R E E L E Y - 9 7 0 8 8 8 3 3 9 0

Brighton Location Only

GOODYEARWELT WATERPROOF PRO

10035916

-Waterproof
- 4LR Stabilization Shank

$22999$15999
(Compare
to $239.99) 10036002

- ATS Max Extra-Wide Shank
- Duratread Sole

(Compare
to $169.99)

RebarWedge Moc Toe Workhog XT Patriot
Safety Toe
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For sale: Two nice 

4x4 mule deer 

shoulder mounts 

$250/ea. One Turkey 

breast mount $75. 

Call or text for pics 

303-359-7659  

 

Searching for 

artisans for Hilltop 

Fair located NW of 

Elizabeth on May 6th. 

Booth spaces are $40-

$50. Call for info at 

303-720-4982.   

 

Free Projector: 

ViewSonic 

PJD5555W 3300 

HDMI Projector. 

Great for power 

points or viewing 

movies. Includes 10' 

screen & tri-pod plus 

wall or ceiling mount 

6' screen.  Works 

great. 303-621-2325 

ask for Jerry or leave 

message. 

 

FTGH Beautiful 

Baldwin Piano. 

Purchased & only 

moved once to 

current home.  Text 

303-489-6024 

 

 

Antique Dresser: 

1911 w/ hand carving 

on beveled, titling 

mirror. 6 drawers (2 

each lrg, med, small) 

Excellent condition. 

$750 Elizabeth area.  

text 520-444-2939.  

 

Alpine Goat: 

Beautiful 11 month 

old Alpine Buck. 

Very friendly and 

leash trained near 

Elizabeth. Thomas 

720-899-1112 

 

Wanted: Experienced 

person to break 

yearling colt to ride.  

Mark 303-931-0291  

 

Nubian/Alpine Does: 

10 month Twin 

Alpine Does, both 

pregnant, leash 

trained, very friendly, 

and beyond adorable 

near Elizabeth. 

Thomas  

720-899-1112 

Bible Study/Hebrew 

Assembly every 

Saturday 10 am 

Calvary Chapel 

Elizabeth, downstairs. 

Feast afterwards. 

Thomas  

720-899-1112 

 

Texas Longhorn 

Cattle: Herd 

reduction. Selling 

cow calf pairs, calves, 

3 bulls and some 

steers. Many 

registered, others can 

be registered. Good 

temperament, horn, 

color. Near Kiopwa. 

Call or text for appt 

to see 303-243-1130 

 

2007 trailer, front 

ramps, new 

submersible lights. 

10.5 feet long. $1,400 

720-4228-200. Great 

for motorcycles, atv, 

mowers, etc 

Furnished Room: 

for single person 

$600 month to month 

$200 deposit. hi 

speed internet, trash, 

utilities included. 

Eliz. Sun Country.  

720-422-8200 

 

Bausch & Lomb 15-

60x60 Zoom 

Spotting Scope.  

Clear FOV at 1000 

yards at every power 

level: $150. Call or 

text Jim, Castle Rock 

423-895-2341 

 

Basement to rent. 

Includes furniture, 

utilities, high speed 

internet. 2 bedrooms, 

bath, living area. 

$1,200 use of kitchen, 

common areas. Full 

time job required. 

720-422-8200 

 

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 

Dr. Boone Terry 
Elizabeth, CO 80107 

Comprehensive Family-Friendly 
Dentistry in a Relaxing Environment 

Call for your exam today! 

Next to Taco Bell in front of Walmart.  

Keeping Your Smiles Bright 

ElizabethFamilyDental.com 
Elizabethfamilydental@gmail.com 

We Cater to 
the Anxious 

Patient 

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 

Food Bank of the Rockies 
2nd Friday 10:30am 

Franktown SDA Church 
905 N. State Hwy 83 Franktown 

Jack 303-688-8730 
Jamey 303-688-8687 

Food Bank of  

Kiowa Creek Community Church 
231 Cheyenne Street, Kiowa 

303-243-6500 
Mon 9-1; Tues 3-6, 2nd Fri 10-1. 

An Equal Opportunity Provider. 

TLLC Concrete: 

Specialize in barn floors, 

driveways, and remove 

and replacement.  

Any job over 400 SF.  

Call 303-646-2355 

SELLING or BUYING CATTLE?  

Feb. 11 Special Bred 

Heifer, Cow & Pair Sale 
& Trosper Black Angus 

Bull Sale 
Feb 24 Reid Charolais 

Bull Sale 
Mar 1 Replacement 

Heifer Sale & Special 
Calf & Yearling Sale 

Mar 11 Special Bred 

Heifer, Cow & Pair Sale 
Mar 15 Back to Grass 

Calf & Yearling Sale & 
Replacement Heifer Sale 

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 

Verse by verse teaching 
Sunday 10am 

7114 Sun Country Dr. 
Elizabeth 80107 

303-646-2728 
Calvary Chapel Ministry 

www.soncountrycc.com  

Elbert Women ‘s Club  
-DINNER & BINGO-  

1st Monday of the month 
(except July 3 & Sept 11) 
Dinner (6-7) Bingo (7-9) 

-MONTHLY BREAKFAST- 
All you can eat  

Every 4th Sunday thru Oct.  
8am-Noon 

Age 9-Adult: $11 Age 3-8: $6 
Under 3 FREE 

Russell Gates Mercantile Community 
Hall 24223 Eccles St. Elbert. 
Proceeds upkeep the Hall 
See Facebook for Updates 

Questions: Wendy 303-243-1308 

CDL HAZMAT DRIVER 
NEEDED  

by Spring Valley Gas, Inc. 
Family owned; 20+ year old 

company, seeking local propane 
delivery truck driver with 

customer service experience. 
Join our team! Salary based on 

certification and experience. 
Class A or B with hazmat 

endorsements. Full time & part 
time positions. Propane 

experience preferred but not 
required. Clean MVR with no DUI 

or drug history. On call pay, 
holiday pay, paid industrial 
training, and paid time off.  

Call for interview:  
303-660-8810 

Elizabeth Presbyterian 

Church, Helping People 

Walk with Jesus 

Sunday 9 am 

http://elizabethpc.org/home 

Big Sandy School in Simla 
Accepting applications for 2023-24 

school year: K-12 Music Teacher 

& JH Head Football Coach.   

Please e-mail Danni Hankins, 

dhankins@bigsandy100j.org  

Or call 719-541-2292 for more 

information. Open until filled.  

tel:+1-303-660-8810
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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 

My grandma had been a homesteader (though not a very 
successful one) and I figured I knew all about country 
living. Most young couples bought a piece of land next 
to other young couples with the name ―Rural Ecstasy 
Estates‖ at the end of the road. My wife and I, however, 
wanted the real thing. 

Our new neighbors wore peaked caps backwards with 
―Burley Seeds‖ and ―John Deere‖ printed on them. 
Now, coping with the neighbors wasn‘t easy, although 
we learned how and somehow, they learned to adjust to 
us. Coping with the wildlife was another thing 
altogether. Neither of us had much experience with 
coyotes or snakes, despite my assurances otherwise. My 
wife was terrified by bears and owls made her jump. 
Cattle scared her up close, although she admitted she 
thought they looked ―pretty, with those big soft eyes.‖ 

―Come on, Catherine,‖ I told her, ―you know cats and 
dogs are friendly; owls and cows are just animals, too. 
Learn how to get to know them.‖ 

―Yes, but they don‘t know me,‖ she replied. 
―Well, that‘s true. They won‘t trust you until they see 

you won‘t hurt them,‖ I said. Then I thought maybe it 
wasn‘t such a good idea to actually try to get to know a 
wild animal. 

―You could start with some of the farm animals 
‗round about,‖ I said as I left for work in the city. I 
wouldn‘t be home that night, I called as I left. She 
thought it might be lonely, as I wasn‘t often away, so 
she took me at my word. 

Soon, the yard was home to heifers, sheep and their 
lambs, and various animals from the surrounding fields. 
They ate my beans, my strawberries and roses, the 
spinach and anything else I held dear. I put up with it. 
After all, we needed to feel comfortable in the country. 
Not to mention the ―right to farm‖ laws. So long as the 
neighbors saw their beasts eating our fodder, they didn‘t 
complain—much. 

On one sunny afternoon when I was again likely not 
to be home for the week, Elizabeth noticed a furry stray 
horse had arrived in the yard. It looked curiously at her 
kneeling in the flower bed and meandered over to her. 
She looked up, smiled at it, and cautiously stroked its 
long ears. When it pushed its head down for more, she 
thought, What a friendly creature, and how gentle it 
looks. 

―Who does it belong to, I wonder?‖ my wife mused. 

Thinking it over, she said aloud to nobody in particular, 
―It isn‘t our neighbors. They don‘t have horses, that I 
know.‖ 

She went in to the phone and called ‗round. No one in 
the immediate area had lost a horse. No one knew who it 
belonged to, either. She called me. I told her we‘d have 
to find an owner soon, or be responsible for a fairly hefty 
hay bill. In the meantime, the creature followed her 
everywhere. It even took bread and devoured it. It 
seemed totally at home and it sure liked my wife. 

At about nightfall, Evelyn, a distant neighbor, arrived 
with her truck, obviously worried. ―Have you seen 
Emma? I‘ve driven all over the county, and I can‘t find 
that mule anywhere.‖ 

―Oh, no,‖ said Elizabeth, ―I haven‘t seen a mule.‖ 
―Trouble with Emma is,‖ Evelyn went on, ―she will go 

on these rampages. Travels for miles. I‘m so scared 
someone will run into her. She has a vile temper and she 
bites and kicks everyone she meets. If you see her, just 
be sure you don‘t go anywhere near her. Well, I‘ll have 
to keep looking.‖ 

Elizabeth looked around to tell Evelyn about the horse, 
but it was nowhere to be seen. She waved goodbye and 
went back to weeding her flower beds. As soon as the 
truck disappeared, the horse returned and nuzzled up to 
my wife, braying softly. 

When I came home the next day, it horrified me to find 
a mule in the yard, obviously well content with itself. 
―Where in heaven's name did the mule come from?‖ I 
asked in alarm, knowing how unpredictable and 
independent they often were. 

―Mule?‖ asked Elizabeth, stroking the ―horse‘s‖ snout. 
―I couldn‘t find who owned this horse, though I asked 
everybody… oh! a MULE!‖ ♥ 

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 

Steel Corner 
put inside 
border 

16790 Centre Court, 
Parker 303-840-8484  

Parker’s ONLY 

Locally Owned Bank 

What distinguishes 
a community bank? 

Personal Service, 
Local Credit Decisions, 

Local Ownership 

For All Your Family 

Banking the way it used to be... 

Every one of our 
customers is 

important to us. Personal Banking 
Business Banking 
Mortgage Solutions 
Mobile Banking 
Remote Deposit 
Capture 

working with a 
locally owned bank 

B.B. Bunting 

When we got married, everyone was trying to 
move into the country. I was fresh out of the 
military and my new wife came from a city.  

Whether they grew wild in middle Tennessee or a long 
ago resident had planted millions of bulbs, I never knew. 
But every spring I bore witness to the most dazzling 
display of yellow I have ever seen. They didn‘t grow in 
elegantly designed, well-tended beds. My father, who 
loved and tended flowers of all sorts, never planted or 
fertilized or watered a daffodil in his life. Yet they 
grew in huge masses all along the fencerows as 
far as the eye could see. 

It was an incredible blessing to a rural 
child, cooped up all winter in a cold 
farmhouse, to feel the first rays of 
spring sunshine that warmed our faces 
and the earth, and brought on the yellow 
flames of daffodils. Because there were so 
many, we were free to pick to our hearts‘ 
content. I‘d pick huge bouquets, so many 
my hands could hardly clasp around the stems 
before it forced me to stop and go inside to 
unload. Once there, I placed handfuls in 
Mason jars to adorn tables and dressers. Such 
luxury: to have fresh flowers in every room. 

Besides the fencerows surrounding the house, the old 
cemetery in the west pasture was a wonderful place to 
pick daffodils. Weeds and vines and young saplings 
overgrew it each summer, until my father decided we 
should clean it up, out of respect for those lying there. 
But in late February or early March, it was far too early 
to have to worry about the ticks and chiggers that 
plagued us in the hot summer months. Nor was it likely 
we would step on a snake in the undergrowth. We never 
took lightly our parents‘ admonitions to watch where we 
stepped: a copperhead had bitten our father one summer 

in our own backyard. 
Picking daffodils in the cemetery held the added 

fascination of old tombstones. I loved running my 
fingers along the names and dates carved in stone. Some 
were so old they were leaning or had completely fallen 
over. In the cool, moist spring, those shaded from the 
sun were partially moss-covered. Walking among the 
graves, I wondered about the people buried on our farm. 
Had they lived here, on our land, in a previously existing 
farmhouse? Were they early pioneers passing through 
the area when tragedy befell them? The dates intrigued 
me: people had walked this same field over two 
centuries before my birth. Were there Native Americans 

in these woods then? Where did the people 
come from? Why did they stop here? What had 

happened to their families? Why did no one ever 
visit the old gravestones anymore? Mine visited 

my aunt‘s grave regularly; my child‘s mind 
felt sympathy for these forgotten ones. 

It was peaceful in those carefree spring 
days, walking the fields alone and 
picking daffodils. The road in front of 
our house was unpaved and only an 
occasional cloud of dust or a barking 

dog would signal some passerby. My 
grandparents‘ farm was just down the lane 

from us, and before the maples grew new leaves, 
I could see the white farmhouse across the fields. On 

a cool day, the scent of wood smoke filled the air. 
When we moved to the Front Range, I found only a 

few daffodils in my yard each spring. So last year, I 
made a special request from my parents. After the spring 
blooming, my father took a shovel in hand and dug up 
hundreds of daffodil bulbs. Such quantities, he informed 
me, would hardly be noticeable by next spring. He 
placed the bulbs in a box and shipped them west via the 
postal service. 

This spring, I am hoping for massive quantities of 
Tennessee daffodils along my fencerows. ♥ 

Anita King Birt 

Daffodils were the first sure sign of 
spring on the farm.  

Inc. 

 
 Spool Roll Tarps 
 Trailer Supplies 
 Welding Supplies 
 Welders & 

Torches 
 Bales Spears 
 Portable 

windbreak panels 

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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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 13 

Advanced Quality Auto   3 

Barnyard Boutique   4 

BC Building 15 

Bender Menders 16 

Bernie‘s Kitchen 15 

Big Sandy School 18 

Bijou Telephone    19 

Byers General Store   7 

Champion Bank 19 

Charity‘s Book   2 

Chunkys Towing 18 

Clark‘s Equip.   2 

Cleary Building    5 

Creekside An. Hos. 15 

Diesel Repair   8 

El Co Abstract  16 

El Co Connection   9 

El Co Partnership 14 

Eliz Barber   8 

Eliz Country Kennel   5 

Eliz Fam Dental  18 

Elizabeth Presbyterian 18 

Forty Mile Feed 17 

Front Range Kubota   6 

Global Propane         4, 7, 18 

Holly Acres 20 

Home Improvement   6 

Integrity Insurance 19 

Just Window Screens   6 

Kim‘s Handyman   5 

Kiowa Bar   3 

La Junta Livestock 18 

Life & Health Solutions 13 

Linnebur Auctions    6 

Love Funeral Home 15 

Man & Machine 17 

Maverick Auto 14 

Maverick Mercantile 13 

Mountain Heart 17 

Neal Wilson Ins. 17 

Olde Towne HVAC   5 

O‘Malley‘s    4 

Plains H& A/C   2 

Prairie Creeks    7 

PRISM Financial   4 

Rachel‘s Book   6 

Roggen F. Elevator   3 

Running Creek Dental   2 

Sherer Auto   8 

Son Country 18 

Spring Valley 18 

Steel Corner 19 

Steel Structures 20 

Strasburg Auto Parts    8 

Stratton H&A   8 

Tim Brown Jewelers     3, 16 

TLLC Concrete 18 

Weller Insurance 16 

Western Hardware   7 

Whiteside‘s Boots 17 

These advertisers are why you receive the Prairie 

Times each month. Please give them your support. 

Visit our website to see 
selections.  

Order early for best selection!  
50% deposit required  

to book your order.  
The rest due when you pick up your 

trees. 

Call to Order 

www.hollyacresnursery.com 

Email: kelley@hollyacresnursery.com 5403 Hwy 86  
1 mile east of Elizabeth 

Only  $32.99 each  

Colorado Fruit Trees 

5-8 ft well-branched trees 
zoned for your area 

Apple, Apricot, Cherry, Peach, 
Pear, Plum 

INSTANT ORCHARD  
ONLY $29.99 each 

for 10 or more trees 

Place your order 
January through March 

and get  

all potted and B&B 
trees, shrubs, and 

plants 
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