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Bea once she‟d moved to California. She also 

asked if I knew Aunt Abbie. I didn‟t have any 

memories of Abbie Bender. That was because she 

died in 1953, before I was born. 

I thought of my little treasure trove of pictures 

that I‟d collected and saved so many years ago. I 

offered to send her some. 

When I told my sister about this exciting 

interaction, she 

volunteered to go through 

some of the old 

photographs my mother 

had saved. She sent me an 

envelope to pass along 

with my treasures, 

including some 

photographs of Aunt 

Abbie. 

   We had photos of the 

fudge shop Bea and 

Pauline owned in Duarte, 

California, during the 

1940s. I even had a few of 

the fudge shop they had on 

Catalina Island in the 

1930s. There were early 

photographs of Bea. I also 

had a little book of masses 

that belonged to Bea more 

than a hundred years ago. 

These mementoes from 

the past winged their way across the United States 

to land in a family member‟s arms. My heart 

swelled with joy at finding out I‟d been a 

custodian of these treasured family pieces. In 

1975, I didn‟t know I‟d signed up for this role. 

Even if I knew there was a catch to picking all 

these photographs out to save for this secret 

mission, I‟d do it again in a second. ♦ 

Who knew that these ancient pieces of paper 

would fuel a lifelong love of vintage items such as 

these? 

More years passed. 

I became a mother. 

Then a grandmother. 

I moved more times than I‟d like to count. But 

always, the old photographs and postcards 

followed me. One of my favorites 

was a postcard from 1910 showing 

Pauline adorned with a large, 

brimmed hat, a furry stole and muff 

draped around her shoulders. 

In 2015, after I discovered Find a 

Grave, a website with over 210 

million graveside memorials, I 

added a picture of this postcard to 

the page with Pauline‟s headstone. 

That photograph sat there silently 

for seven years. Waiting. 

Then, they released the 1950 

census. It delighted people trying to 

trace family members. New 

avenues of data opened up. 

Thousands of miles away, Bea‟s 

great-niece researched her family 

lines, trying to find more 

information about Bea. With the 

latest census released, she found 

Aunt Bea. The census listed 

Pauline at the same address. When 

she looked up Pauline, the great-niece discovered 

the picture I‟d added seven years earlier. 

I received a message through Find a Grave—Did 

I know Bea Bender? 

I‟ve never been so happy to reply immediately—

Yes! Yes, I knew her! 

As we emailed back and forth, I found out 

because of a family rift years before either of us 

was born, little was known about what happened to 

When I was born, many, many moons ago, our 

family lived next door to two elderly ladies, Bea 

and Pauline. My mom took me to visit them while I 

was still in diapers. I‟d stand on their piano bench 

and bang the keys. I don‟t remember those visits. 

The memories that fill my mind are of both 

women being housebound. The hedgerow between 

our two properties had a gap in it which we used to 

travel back and forth. We three children played in 

their backyard as much as we played in our own. I 

climbed their two orange trees and caught bees. An 

overgrown Pyracantha bush cascaded to the ground, 

creating an almost teepee type fort. We used this 

hide away often. 

In spring we plucked fresh apricots from the tree. 

A peach tree in the back corner and its drooping 

branches provided another hidey-hole spot, along 

with the occasional juicy treat. 

If Bea and Pauline were up, they left their back 

door unlocked. We were always welcome inside. I 

spent many an hour camped out in an upholstered 

swivel rocker nestled in the corner next to the glass-

fronted lawyer‟s bookcase. I devoured their books, 

having the freedom to read any for as long as I 

wished. 

Bea was usually on her throne—sitting at the 

dining room table littered with towering mounds of 

paper. Her walker sat nearby. A huge magnifying 

glass enabled her to read the print her diminished 

eyesight couldn‟t make out. 

Pauline spent much of her day in bed, entertained 

by the small black and white television on her 

dresser. Sometimes she‟s rise, make her way into 

the living room, and offer to share a dish of peach 

slices with me. Always from a can. Always served 

in a small green petal ware dish. 

The years passed. When I was in high school, 

Bea and Pauline‟s lives ended. Pauline in 1974, and 

Bea on February 14, 1975. 

We children chose some items from their house 

to remember them by. I chose my treasures from 

Pauline‟s Pile-It Room. Pictures. Vintage postcards. 

A few letters they‟d received from people in their 

own past. And more pictures. 
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FROM THE EDITOR CHARITY BISHOP 

She has a problem, because she is one of 

those “intuitive” people who isn‟t aware 

of the impact her environment has on her 

mental state. She‟s starting to understand 

that clutter of the mind causes her stress, 

but she still has a long way to go before 

she can truly know herself. This baffles 

me, because I am very aware of being in 

a stressful environment. If I hear the 

vacuum or someone strange comes over 

for lunch, I hide and take a nap. 

But humans seem to be more complex, 

and they may get so used to something, 

they don‟t realize they dislike it until it‟s 

gone. Let me give you an example. 

Recently, she disrupted my life with 

minor “home renovations.” I hate when 

that happens, because I have to re-map a 

space when it changes. It feels new to 

me and that makes me anxious, so she 

tries not to do it often. But she had to 

make space in the guest room and did 

not want to give away a desk she had 

refinished, so she needed to find a new 

place for it in the house. She thought it 

might be nice to put it in the office. 

Her dad came over and tore out an 

unused existing built-in table so she 

could put the “cuter” desk there. She also 

took two large portraits off the wall and 

hauled them to the basement, because 

they “dwarfed the little desk.” Now she 

had room for her art cart beside the little 

desk, which had been pushed up against 

the wall.  She said her brain suddenly 

went, “I no longer feel claustrophobic 

and trapped in here!” She didn‟t realize 

the oversized pictures were looming over 

her until they weren‟t there or the desk 

was too big until she removed it. (I liked 

it, but as long as my cat tree stays where 

it is, I don‟t care about the rest.) 

I have seen her come to this realization 

before (as she moved stuff around on her 

shelves), but it‟s true that we get so used 

to something, we don‟t even think about 

hating it until it‟s gone. A bush died in 

our yard a couple of years ago, and she 

prefers the view now to what it used to 

be. But it would 

not have dawned 

on her to cut it 

down or trim it 

back. I wonder, 

are all humans 

like this? Does 

the junk in their 

yard bother them 

without them 

even thinking 

about it?  

A few years 

ago, she had a person who would call 

her all the time to complain about her 

troubles. Charity insisted she wanted 

to be a good friend by listening, but I 

noticed when this friend lost interest in 

her, she felt a lot happier. She did not 

really think about the dark cloud this 

person cast over her with her constant 

negativity until it lifted and the sun 

shone through again. (Do you know 

any people like that, who after you see 

them, leave you feeling sad, angry, or 

depressed? Are they optional?) 

I think it‟s important for humans to 

pay attention to their feelings more 

than they do—not their emotions, but 

the things their bodies are telling them. 

Their mind may not know what they 

think, but their body does. Does seeing 

a person make you feel lighter and 

relax you or does it create unease or a 

knot in your chest? Do you feel more 

at ease around them or more tensed? 

Do you pay any attention to these 

inner sensations and signals?  

Maybe there‟s a room in your house 

you avoid. Have you ever walked into 

it and wondered why? How do you 

feel inside it? Have you tried tinkering 

with that room? Taking things out to 

see if that changes how you feel? My 

mom (Charity) used to avoid going 

into her guest room, because she said 

it felt cold and dark. She painted it in 

colors she liked and ripped out a huge 

walk-in closet whose doors often 

pinched her fingers. Now she enjoys 

being in there!  

Life as a cat is simple. We know what 

we want and need from our home and 

our humans. These include warm spots, 

places in which to hide and feel safe 

(away from any other pets or dogs), the 

ability to be up high and watch activities, 

not being handled unless we initiate it, 

toys, and plenty of fresh food and water. 

We do not think as much as humans do 

about our environment; we just know if 

we like it or hate it or feel unsafe in it. I 

think humans could learn a thing or two 

from us about comfort and feeling safe. 

Charity says she wants every room in 

her house to make her happy and feel 

good, even our “cat bathroom.” (She 

made it beautiful just for us kitties! With 

cute cat art and purple walls!) Some of 

the rooms just needed a coat of paint. 

Others needed the furniture arranged in a 

new way, downsized, a new door put on, 

or less visible clutter. It‟s important for 

her to have beautiful things to look at, so 

she will not keep something just because 

it has “always been there.” She told me a 

famous person once said, “Keep nothing 

in your house you do not find beautiful 

or useful.” And, she added, if it‟s ugly 

but you still use it, find a way to hide it! 

Change is not my favorite thing, but I 

want her to be happy. I listen to what my 

body and mind tells me, just like she is 

learning to do. How about you? Maybe 

it‟s good to rip out a desk sometimes. ♦ 
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Editorial:  
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Since Charity has a cold, I took it upon myself to 

write this article for her. I am the pride and joy of 

her life, her gorgeous Russian Blue Kitty named 

Cap. And I know more about her than she does! 

With one of Charity’s books. Find them at Amazon.com 

Coming Soon! 
A daring magical tale of 

peril, prejudice, and 
romance unfolds  

against a magician’s 
competition in  

The Night of Wonders. 

Experience the peril and intrigue of the Court alongside 

the devious Sir Thomas Lovell, the king’s enforcer as he 
unravels plots of murder and intrigue in The Tudor 

Throne Series. Read them in order or as stand-alones! 

Are you an introvert or an extrovert? Someone who 
has to be hands on or prefers to dream instead? 16 
Kinds of Crazy will help you understand yourself and 

your loved ones by introducing you to your MBTI Type. 
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It‟d been a fix-upper and renovation was a 

slow three-year process. How proud we 

were of that first abode. However, after 

seven years, we decided to put it on the 

market and purchase a larger home. We 

didn‟t want to leave the area, and began 

the search in our neighborhood. We lived 

in a popular place, so the inventory of 

homes for sale was low.  

It took a year to find the home we 

wanted. It was perfect. Not only was it a 

beautiful, spacious house that fit our 

budget, it was move-in ready. It needed 

no painting, changes, or repairs. We 

decided not to let the off-white carpet 

(newly installed throughout the house, 

except for the kitchen and bathrooms) be 

a deal breaker. After all, we could replace 

or remove it and refinish the hardwood 

floors underneath it. How happy we were 

when our offer got accepted for the 

home.   

When we celebrated the one-year 

anniversary in our new home and my 

husband‟s acceptance of his marketing 

manager position, he made a toast, “To a 

terrific first year in our new digs, my great 

job and to my mahvelous employees!” He 

grinned as he imitated Billy Crystal‟s 

famous expression.  

I knew that sly grin. It meant mischief 

and mayhem were afoot.  

We rewarded his marketing employees 

with an impromptu dinner and a white 

elephant party. I‟d prepared enough salad, 

lasagna, and garlic bread to feed twenty 

guests. My husband made sure there was 

enough wine for the occasion, and donned 

butler attire for the evening. He emulated 

the famous British butler, Jeeves, as he 

greeted the guests at the front door. Once 

dinner was ready, he announced in a fake 

British accent, “A buffet feast awaits you 

in the living room.”  

After dinner, we began the white 

elephant gift exchange. We piled the 

elaborately wrapped zany gifts high in a 

corner of the living room. 

“Everyone take a number,” my husband 

shouted. “Let the game begin!” 

The first gift chosen was a black oblong 

metal mailbox with caricatures of John, 

Paul, Ringo and George painted on each 

side. The second gift was a pair of red 

glitter-encrusted clown shoes. Since the 

object of the game is to choose, open, 

trade and steal—merriment, thievery and 

greed ensued. During the reclamation of 

the clown shoes, a bottle of red wine 

toppled from the buffet table and saturated 

the off-white carpet. Jeeves raced to the 

rescue and poured white wine over the 

spill and blotted the spot with a towel 

until it disappeared—applause ensued. 

The joviality continued until midnight.  

To our dismay, the spot from the red  

wine spill returned the next morning. My 

husband called a professional carpet 

cleaning service. The experts assured us 

we‟d never see the spot again. Not true. 

Two weeks later, the red spot reappeared. 

Again, they removed it and promised us it 

was gone forever. It wasn‟t. A month later, 

the ghastly phantom red spot was back, 

larger than the original spill. It seemed to 

have taken on a life of its own.  

“Have I watched too many whodunits? 

That spot resembles the outline of a dead 

body.” I chuckled. “All that‟s missing 

is crime scene tape.”  

After the owner of the cleaning 

company refused to clean the carpet 

for a third time, we mulled over our 

options. Even though our renovation 

fund was at zero, we decided to have 

the carpet and padding removed, and 

the hardwood floors refinished earlier 

than we planned.  

“Since we must look at that ugly 

red spot for two more days before the 

renovation begins, let‟s 

have fun with it.” My 

husband outlined the stain 

with a jumbo black 

permanent marker until it 

looked like a dead body 

had once been sprawled 

there.   

The next morning, when 

the workmen arrived and 

spotted the outlined section 

of carpet, a visibly shaken 

worker asked, “What 

happened here?”  

“The butler did it.” My 

husband smirked.  

“We‟ll be right back,” the foreman 

said. But no workmen returned. 

Several minutes later, tires screeched 

as their van raced down our street. 

An hour later, the company‟s office 

manager called to apologize for the 

delay and to explain the workmen 

had an emergency to attend to at 

another job site. They assured us our 

floor renovation would begin the 

following day. 

 After my husband, the prankster, 

hung up the phone, he laughed 

uproariously, “Should I add crime 

scene tape for tomorrow‟s work 

crew?”    

Fortunately, the following morning, 

a new foreman and his crew arrived 

and were unfazed by my husband‟s 

antics. Five days later, we had a 

sparkling new hardwood floor. It 

withstood seventeen years of wear 

and tear and was still stunning when 

we sold it and downsized to live in a 

condo. When someone grumbles to 

me about the woes of renovating their 

home, I tell them to hang in there and 

share my tale of how a renovation 

can go awry. ♦ 

My family had outgrown our small starter home.  

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! 

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 

elbertcountypartnership.com 

The Elbert County Partnership has 

completed one year of focusing on 

charitable organizations that help  citizens 

in the county. It has been fulfilling to help 

people feed their families through our 

local food banks and help people with 

heating their homes through the firewood 

bank. We will continue doing this but as 

well as start programs to provide 

assistance to all citizens by generating 

economic development, jobs, and 

reasonable housing, thus bringing goods 

and services closer to everyone. More 

importantly, we will be helping school 

districts build vocation schools that give 

students a viable alternative to college. In 

addition, we will be assisting the county 

to expand the tax base, giving our County 

Commissioners additional funds to deliver 

better services to everyone, without 

raising taxes. 

   We will start by helping Elizabeth High 

School expand their Automotive 

Technology and new Welding curriculum. 

We are currently assisting in the 

construction of a building to house these 

two classes. We will also be working with 

the possibility of re-using the Frontier 

High School building for nursing, culinary 

and other courses. In addition, we are 

considering a community child care 

service, as well as providing facilities for 

small businesses and a community center. 

We will be very busy in 2023 by reaching 

out to local businesses and citizens to join 

us in this vital effort. 

   Going to college is great goal but it is 

not for everyone. It may not be necessary 

to get into high debt in order to obtain a 

high paying career. Trade/vocational 

training is a great alternative for 

graduating students to create a successful 

and promising career. We also want to 

encourage them to become entrepreneurs 

in the trades. 

   The Elizabeth High School Automotive 

Technology class currently has 143 

students enrolled who are  enthusiastic 

about what they are accomplishing. This 

program will continue to expand its 
Ad paid for by Elbert County Partnership 

offerings to prepare the students for post-

graduation when they will be better 

prepared get good paying jobs. We are 

asking the community to come together to 

help make the new Automobile 

Technology building a reality. This will 

help the students focus on learning and not 

have to deal with working outdoors and  

adverse weather. 

   Derek Spohn, instructor, has been 

supportive and great student mentor. Bill 

Dallas, (superintendent), Bret McClendon, 

(principal), and Craig Blackham 

(Elizabeth School Board) are all involved 

with getting the Automotive Tech building 

project off the ground. State 

Representative Rod Bockenfeld, and Ken 

Buck‟s staffs are also helping out. Rod has 

gotten the Legislative Staff to help us 

identify resources for getting grants. 

   The Partnership is asking parents, 

citizens and local businesses to join us 

with this important program. We need 

volunteers and financial support to 

accomplish this ambitious effort. We have 

been in contact with all five school 

districts in the county who also are 

pursuing similar vocational programs such 

as agriculture, construction, plumbing, 

electronics, heating & air conditioning, 

computer science and many others. In 

addition to these courses, we hope to teach 

students how to research job opportunities, 

fill out resumes and market themselves. 

We encourage them to consider starting 

their own businesses. 

   If you have questions or wish to know 

how to you may help in the program, 

please reach out to: 

 

Daniel Rosales,  303-324-0674, 

danielrosales45@gmail.com 

Bill Howell, 720-277-6607, 

bill@levelbestlifting.com 

Repair & Replacement. Affordable 
Prices, Customer Satisfaction,  

& Quick Turnaround 

Just Window Screens 

720-903-6933 

Get New Window Screens! 

Call for  
a FREE 

Estimate! 

Georgia A. Hubley 

 

mailto:danielrosales45@gmail.com
mailto:bill@levelbestlifting.com
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I agreed to work with Elliot the two days prior to 

her appointment. There‟s something about trailer 

loading that stresses the horse-human relationship 

more than anything else. People who are normally 

very respectful will often try to force their horse 

into a trailer against his will. This task just seems to 

bring out the “God gave man the authority to 

subdue and rule the rest of the world when he 

created it,” or, “I have to succeed so the horse 

doesn‟t win and learn he can get the better of me” 

attitudes in people. Neither of these perspectives 

will help a horse get in a trailer. 

The best advice I‟ve ever heard 

about loading a horse isn‟t even 

about working with horses. It was 

Jesus‟ response to his disciples when 

the mother of James and John asked 

that he give her sons places of 

special honor in his kingdom. Jesus 

said, “You know that among the 

pagans, the rulers lord it over them 

and their great men make their 

authority felt. This is not to happen 

among you. No; anyone who wants 

to he great among you must be your 

servant, and anyone who wants to be 

first among you must be your slave, just as the Son 

of Man came not to be served but to serve, and give 

his life as a ransom for many.” (Matthew 20:25-28, 

The Jerusalem Bible) 

Understanding how difficult (you might even say 

terrifying) getting into a trailer was from Elliot‟s 

point of view, I made it my mission to get him 

comfortable with it. After all, I was asking a prey 

animal whose survival depends on seeing trouble 

coming and running away from it to get into a box 

that severely limits his ability to see his 

surroundings, and prohibits him from escaping 

danger. 

As we approached the trailer, I let Elliot stop 

where he felt he needed to and worked on 

developing communication by asking him to allow 

me to position his head and feet. When those things 

were working, we walked up to the trailer. Elliot 

smelled the mats and the walls. While he was still 

interested in it, I took him away. We went back to a 

spot just beyond where he had first stopped. I did 

some things to get him comfortable with me and 

improve our communication. Then we went back to 

the trailer. I blocked Elliot‟s attempts to leave, but 

never tried to force him to get in. I just made being 

there comfortable and rewarded any attempt he 

made to get in by petting him and going back to a 

spot away from the trailer for a while. 

In less than an hour, Elliot was walking calmly 

inside. I replaced the halter with my sixty-foot 

lariat and started asking Elliot to load with less and 

less direction. In a few minutes, Elliot would leave 

me at our spot and get in while I fed the rope out to 

keep slack in it. I put the 

halter back on, and Lori 

loaded Elliot a few times 

before putting him up. 

The following day, 

Elliot didn‟t stop until his 

head was in the trailer. I 

let him sniff for a while, 

then took him to our spot. 

After a little review of the 

exercises we did the day 

before, we returned. On our third approach, Elliot 

calmly walked in. I replaced the halter with my 

lariat. Soon Elliot was walking inside while I stayed 

at our spot, about twenty-five feet away. Since this 

only took about a half-

hour, I decided to see 

how much more we 

could ask of Elliot. I put 

the halter back on and 

tied the lead rope around 

his neck. Standing near 

the back of the trailer, I 

let go of Elliot and he 

walked inside. I kept 

doing this, standing a 

little further away from 

the trailer each time, 

until I could let go of 

Elliot thirty feet away 

and he‟d load up. 

I had Lori load Elliot several times. We talked 

about what to expect the next day. I told her to 

approach it just like I‟d done, let Elliot smell the 

trailer, take him away while he was still interested, 

then take him back. I said it might take a few 

approaches, but I expected he would walk right in if 

she gave him a chance to get comfortable. 

I got a call from Lori saying things had not gone 

well. She had taken Elliot up to her vet‟s trailer and 

let him sniff. Without her prior knowledge or 

consent, the vet and the barn manager came up 

behind Elliot and tried to push him in. Elliot lurched 

forward and banged his shins on the edge of the 

trailer. After that, there was no getting Elliot loaded. 

Things deteriorated to where Lori got pushed aside, 

the vet and barn manager were shoving and 

smacking Elliot, while another person from inside 

the trailer pulled with all his might, and the barn 

manager‟s dog barked and nipped at Elliot‟s heels. 

Lori put a stop to everything. She told them she 

didn‟t care if her horse ever went into a trailer. He 

could stay there until he died, but no one was going 

to treat him the way they were. Two weeks later, 

Lori made another appointment at the vet hospital. I 

went to haul Elliot for her. As we approached the 

trailer, I petted Elliot and did a few things to check 

out our communication. Elliot walked up to the 

trailer, sniffed it, and I took him away. On our next 

approach, Elliot got in. He wasn‟t as calm as I felt 

he should be, so I let him come out and loaded him 

again. He was very calm this time. We closed the 

door and went on our way. 

   Nothing had been 

done with Elliot since 

the disaster. His ability 

to load so easily was 

not the result of further 

training. It resulted 

from me approaching 

the task with a 

servant‟s attitude, 

understanding things 

from his perspective, 

and helping him to get 

comfortable, instead of 

demanding he get in 

because, “I‟m the boss 

and you will do what I 

say.” ♦ 

“That‟s it,” he said, “the last of the cobs from the 

shelling last fall.” 

I knew what that meant, and my spirits fell several 

degrees. My winter chores were about to begin, the 

frightening job of gathering cobs from the pigpen. 

A writer once stated that the man who sawed and 

chopped his own wood was “twice warmed,” once 

from the exertions of his labor and the second time 

while enjoying the cozy fires the wood produced. I 

could say the same of my gathering cobs in the hog 

pen. Daniel in the lion‟s den could not have been 

more fearful than me when surrounded by dozens of 

grunting, pushing, stiff-haired beasts. They thought I 

came either to steal cobs that might yet have a few 

kernels clinging to them, or to bring fresh supplies. 

Corncobs made great fuel. A pair of them left to 

soak overnight in a tin can with a small amount of 

kerosene produced a quick starter for the kindling 

and wood chunks. It got the first coffee pot of the 

day soon bubbling on the old, black range. 

The hogs did not scare me when I stood outside 

their pen, scratching their ears, but getting in among 

them was a different story. They were not much 

shorter than me, and they crowded closely around 

me, snorting almost into my ear and rubbing their 

moist snouts against my coat. 

Unlike the cobs left in the feed boxes by horses, 

collected in one spot per stall, those in the pig pen 

got scattered all over the lot, a space that seemed to 

grow larger the longer it took me to fill my basket. 

The ones the horses left were clean but moist and 

soon dried out. Those the pigs had gnawed, rolled in 

the mud, carried about in wet mouths, and tossed in 

games only pigs could invent were not pleasant to 

handle. As I went back and forth, the hogs stayed 

with me. If I sat the basket down while I foraged, 

they‟d upset it and roll the cobs in the mud again. 

When the basket was full and I could escape, I still 

knew more forays lay ahead all winter. I felt hot and 

weary from pushing 350 pounds of hog out of my 

way, and the basket was heavy to lift over the fence 

and carry to the house. But on winter nights, when 

the fire burned brightly behind the isinglass in the 

heater‟s front door, or when the fragrance of an 

apple pie exited the oven of the kitchen range, I felt 

warmed again, not only by the blaze, but by my 

sense of accomplishment from having dared to go 

among beasts to bring home the fuel that helped to 

warm our home.♦ 
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Years later, I enjoyed Victoria Holt and gothic 
tales and many other writers. But I only bought 
one Agatha Christie book during those years. I‟m 
talking for decades! After all, they all called her 
The Queen of Mystery. This book had her first and 
last Miss Marple stories, The Murder at the 
Vicarage and Sleeping Murder. I liked them both, 
but just never read more. I foolishly thought 
because they were so old, other books must be 
better. Wow, was I wrong! 

Miss Marple is a fictional 
character based on Agatha 
Christie‟s grandmother and 
many of her grandmother‟s 
friends. She appears in 
twelve novels and twenty 
short stories. Most are page 
turners! Agatha described 
Jane Marple as attractive, 
with pink cheeks, twinkling 
blue eyes, thin and old. She 
is a gentlewoman and 
dresses neatly in tweeds. 
Miss Marple loves 
gardening and has a beloved 
rose garden. She often pulls 
weeds wherever she is. 
Ground elder was one of her 
enemies. She never married 
but dated in her youth, 
which is mentioned in a few 
stories. 

She lived in the quaint sleepy St. Mary Mead; a 
small English village with a pub, small shops 
which thankfully included a yarn store, a grocery 
store, a hairdresser, a basket weaver, Gossinger 
Hall, and a vicarage. She loves to knit shawls and 
scarves. There are many vintage keyhole knitting 
patterns online credited to her and her time period. 
In later books, her poor eyesight limits her 
knitting.  

She knows wickedness exists and actually 
expects the worst in people. She is not an optimist, 
loves to gossip and finds out much information 
this way. You could call her a busybody, 
especially in the early novels. However, she gets 
kinder and less critical in later books. She has the 

unbelievable gift of natural intuition, being able to 
judge character quickly, and solving problems. 
Agatha Christie said there was no unkindness in 
Jane Marple. She simply did not trust people. 
While television shows sometimes portray her as 
confused, she has a sharp logical mind. 

She rarely leaves St. Mary Mead and really has 
no desire to, but loves to visit friends in other 
villages which enable her to solve more mysteries. 
Miss Marple has never worked for a living and is 

of independent means but 
gets some financial help from 
her nephew, a well-known 
writer. While she has led a 
simple life and has no 
background in police work or 
criminology, the people in 
her community value her 
opinion and quickly learn of 
her talents and respect her. 
Many consider her an 
amateur consulting detective 
and she often outsmarts the 
professionals. She is house 
proud and has had many 
housemaids. Miss Marple has 
a passion for justice and 
cares very much for her 
employees. Many of them 
come to her from orphanages 
and Miss Marple trains them 
in housekeeping skills. When 

Miss Marple‟s maid Gladys gets killed in A Pocket 
Full of Rye, she helps solve the case.   

Within the past year, Agatha Christie has become 
my all-time favorite mystery writer. I‟m avidly 
collecting her books. I love all of Agatha‟s 
characters, but possess a soft spot for Miss Marple. 
Currently, one of my favorite of hers is 4:50 From 
Paddington. Agatha‟s favorite title was The 
Moving Finger. 

Maybe my answer to why I waited so long to 
discover her genius was time. Perhaps I needed to 
advance in years myself to appreciate Agatha and 
find the wisdom of old age. Miss Marple‟s last 
words in a story line were. “More tea, vicar?” ♦ 
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E. Z. C. Judson). Even though he had no acting 

training, Cody had dramatic flair and a charismatic 

stage presence that won him many fans. He 

enjoyed performing for an audience and, for about 

a decade, he would scout for the Army, lead 

hunting parties during the warmer months, and tour 

with the show during the winter. Wild Bill Hickok 

also joined the show for a time. 

Cody partnered with producer Nate Salsbury in 

1883 to create Buffalo Bill‟s Wild West Show, an 

outdoor extravaganza that celebrated, 

memorialized, and fictionalized the Wild West all 

at once. His show presented real American Indians, 

stunt riding, marksmanship, and dramatic vignettes 

like a stage holdup, a buffalo hunt, and the 

adventures of a Pony Express rider. Annie Oakley 

traveled with the show for years, exhibiting her 

expert marksmanship. Teton Dakota chief Sitting 

Bull toured with the show for a while. In 1887, 

Cody took the show to Europe, where it was part of 

Queen Victoria‟s Golden Jubilee celebration. 

By the 1890s, the show had transformed into 

Buffalo Bill‟s Wild West and Congress of Rough 

Riders of the World. The performers included 

Cossacks from eastern Europe, Arabian riders, and 

gauchos from South America. In 1893, the show 

operated next to the World‟s Fair in Chicago, 

where over three million people attended it. 

Buffalo Bill continued to tour with his show until 

late in 1916. Though he was in his early seventies, 

he still appeared in the show. Cody died peacefully 

on January 10, 1917, in Denver, Colorado.  

Despite having fought against American Indians 

so often in his early years, Cody was 

a staunch supporter of Native 

American civil rights. He employed 

as many native people as he could in 

his Wild West Show, giving them a 

chance to earn competitive wages 

and experience life outside their 

reservations. He encouraged the 

spouses and children of Native 

performers to travel with the show. 

Cody also supported women‟s 

suffrage and equal rights for women 

in all walks of life. He insisted on 

paying the women in his shows and 

treated them fairly and equally with 

the men. He spoke out publicly in 

favor of women‟s suffrage and 

rights. He was also a determined 

conservationist, having seen first-

hand the devastation wreaked by the 

wholesale slaughter of wild 

creatures. 

   It's hard to separate the myth from 

the man, but the real facts of Buffalo 

Bill Cody‟s life are well-documented 

now. The truth is so interesting that 

there‟s no reason to add fictional 

adventures to them anymore. ♦ 

In 1860, Cody worked for the famous Pony 

Express. Only fourteen years old, he had several 

remarkable adventures while riding for the Pony 

Express... though his legend has added quite a few 

others. We have corroborating evidence that he rode 

a 300-mile round-trip in twenty-two hours between 

Red Butte Station and Pacific Springs Station in 

Wyoming. Other riders on his route had fallen ill, so 

Cody just kept going. We also know he out rode a 

group of Sioux warriors intent on stealing his horse. 

During the American Civil War, Cody served as a 

scout for the US Cavalry in the West, then 

transferred to the Seventh Kansas Cavalry. He saw 

action in Tennessee and Missouri. After the war, he 

went back to scouting out West, where he married 

Louisa Frederici. Together, they had four children, 

two of which died young. A third died before Cody, 

but his daughter Irma outlived 

him. 

   In the late 1860s, Bill Cody 

earned his nickname of 

“Buffalo Bill.” He worked for 

the Union Pacific Railroad as a 

buffalo hunter, shooting buffalo 

to feed their construction 

workers as they raced to 

complete the Transcontinental 

Railroad. Legend says he killed 

over four thousand buffalo in 

less than two years. 

  Cody continued to work as a 

scout for the Cavalry and other governmental 

agencies through the 1870s. In 1872, Cody received 

the Medal of Honor for heroic actions while 

scouting for the Third Cavalry in Nebraska. He 

reunited with Wild Bill Hickok, since Hickok was 

also scouting for the Army. 

These exploits combined to give Buffalo Bill 

Cody a reputation as an expert marksman, hunter, 

rider, scout, and guide. They said he had total recall 

of every area he had ever traveled through. News 

reporters and dime novelists turned Cody into a folk 

hero, expanding on the wealth of exploits Cody 

endured. They turned 

him into a legend in 

his own time, and he 

realized this was 

happening, so he 

capitalized on it. 

In 1872, Cody 

appeared in The 

Scouts of the Prairie, 

a drama written by 

dime novelist Ned 

Buntline (real name 

I discovered there that most of what I knew about 

him was about his later years, touring with his 

eponymous Wild West show. The story of his 

earlier life was all new to me! 

For instance, I did not know Buffalo Bill was a 

fellow Iowan! He was born in Le Claire, Iowa in 

1846. The Cody family later moved to Kansas, 

where his father Isaac ran a trading post near the 

Kickapoo Indian Agency 

in Fort Leavenworth. 

Kansas in the 1850s was 

a hotbed of violence 

between pro-slavery and 

anti-slavery factions. 

Isaac Cody was a staunch 

abolitionist, and got 

stabbed twice with a 

Bowie knife while giving 

an anti-slavery speech in 

1854. He did not perish 

from his wounds right 

away, but he did 

eventually die of complications in 1857. 

The family‟s fortunes suffered because of 

Isaac‟s outspoken anti-slavery stance. So, Bill 

Cody went to work at nine years old as a 

messenger, wrangler, and driver for a freight 

company. When his father died, eleven-year-old 

Cody took work driving cattle. While on that 

drive, he met up with another famous Bill—Wild 

Bill Hickok. He gained notoriety as “the youngest 

Indian fighter on the Great Plains” when he took 

part in a fight against raiding natives who were 

after the cattle he was helping to drive. 

I thought I knew a lot about William 

“Buffalo Bill” Cody. Then my family 

visited the Buffalo Bill Center of the West 

in Cody, Wyoming, a couple of years ago.  
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thereafter, losing the opportunity to see the glory of 

next season‟s undefeated team, culminating with the 

Pasadena victory. I would like to believe he had the 

Rose Bowl‟s best view.  

Even though I have become one of those old-

timers, I still visit Ft. Worth and follow the Frogs 

whenever possible. While stepping through the 

falling leaves across the quad and marveling over the 

sweeping upgrades across campus with each return, I 

can easily slip back to the days of the TCU corner 

drug store and Movie Theater on University. Both 

the old and new fill me with pride. The camaraderie 

of sitting in the stands and being a part of the student 

body, a royal purple family with one heartbeat, is a 

treasure that will never fade.  

Now we have Max Duggan, which brings to mind 

Davy O‟Brien and his storied Heisman Trophy. So, 

while the Fightin‟ Frogs resurgence has restored 

them to a well-deserved place amongst college 

football royalty, I remain but one humble member of 

the purple legion that stretches across the decades. 

For me, it all started with those roars from Amon G. 

Carter Stadium as The Rusk Rambler, a decorated 

Vietnam veteran, a respected doctor, and a true 

legend, cut and swiveled his way up and down my 

field of dreams.  

With Jim joining so many immortals, let us be 

respectful and not forget that bygone era even as 

TCU‟s latest crop of athletes and fine coaches seek 

greater glories while the football world learns once 

again to “Fear the Frog.” Happy trails, Jim.  ♦ 

I grew up in Fort Worth, Texas, idolizing local 

sports heroes. I read of the passing of Jim Swink, 

one of my alma mater‟s football icons, with great 

sadness. As a boy, I‟d listened to the roar within 

TCU‟s football stadium, a stone‟s throw from my 

home. When the upper deck on its west side went 

up, reaching for the sky, it seemed to a young boy 

that the resounding Saturday afternoon echoes grew 

proportionately in what was to become a temple in 

my eyes.  

I caught my first live glimpse of my eventual 

hero from a seat on that lofty western perch. The 

Horned Frogs did battle against the Miami 

Hurricanes that evening in 1956 (I still have the 

program). My dad had witnessed my elementary 

school efforts as I tried to shuck tacklers and swivel 

my hips the way I‟d watched Jim do it in a 

newsreel against the Longhorns. How sweet it was, 

planting within me the seed of a life- long 

love affair with TCU and its sports icons. 

Although I was probably better at imitating 

the hip moves of Elvis, I always asked 

for #23 in all my future athletic 

endeavors, a tradition I passed on to 

my first son.  

Jim‟s TCU playing days ended after 

he and his teammates took the measure 

of Jim Brown and mighty Syracuse in the 

1957 Cotton Bowl with that amazing 

halftime locker room picture captured 

forever by Sports Illustrated. Jim‟s 

exploits secured a love for the campus 

stadium and the feats of glory within 

as purple shadows crept over the 

surrounding landscape. During the 

coming years, all the way 

through high school, I made 

the Saturday pilgrimage to 

the North Stands where 

fifty cents could buy a 

kid an end zone 

seat. The Frogs 

usually won and 

although 

football is a 

team sport, its 

individual 

players who often create dazzling conversation for 

weeks and years to come.  

For me, the highlight of that era was the 1959 

game against vaunted SMU. On that grand sunny 

afternoon, the Frogs smothered Dandy Don 

Meredith‟s Mustangs. I felt that made up a little for 

“the game of the century” played twenty-four years 

earlier upon the same 

yellowed grass of late 

autumn. I‟d often heard 

the story from the old-

timers in the local 

barbershop. On that not-

so-glorious day, the 

‟Stangs “stole” victory 

from Slingin‟ Sammy 

Baugh‟s team on that 

same patch of hallowed 

ground that, by then, I 

considered partly mine. One might have thought 

Dutch and Li‟l Davey‟s 1938 national championship 

would have eased that wound, but not in my 

neighborhood. When my time came 

for college, there was never any 

doubt where I would go. TCU was 

in my bloodstream. Of course, 

there was much more to 

higher education than 

football and waiting for the 

next gridiron god to 

appear. I couldn‟t have 

hoped for a more rewarding 

four years, surely not as 

intriguing as those of the 

great Dan Jenkins (I‟m also a 

writer), but nothing more could 

have been asked from my 

chosen institution of higher 

learning where the professors 

usually knew everyone‟s name.  

   During my junior year, my 

buddies and I followed the team to 

the 1965 Sun Bowl. The 

disappointment that day seemed to 

issue in the dark days ahead. But along 

with a legion of Frog Faithful, I 

followed them 

through those 

times, always 

hoping for the 

glory to return with 

the reincarnation of 

Jim or Sammy or 

Davey, so much 

more to me than mere ghosts from the past.  

Then something happened, something wonderful. 

I believe it began at the 1998 Sun Bowl, the sight of 

that debacle thirty-three years earlier. I watched 

with unbelieving eyes as La Dainian Tomlinson and 

company ran over the highly favored USC Trojans. 

Echoes of Jim Swink sung the Fight Song to me in 

that West Texas town as Mr. Tomlinson gave us a 

taste of what was to come. Students and alumni 

alike parted that evening like it was New Year‟s 

1957, the last time the Horned Frogs had won a 

bowl game. The faithful lined up to shake Coach 

Franchione‟s hand. A year later, LaDainian signed 

my son‟s TCU mini-helmet at the bowl game in 

Mobile, a valued trophy in Ryan‟s home. And then, 

along came Andy D, the Red Rifle. I wished that 

Sammy B could have lived to see what was 

transpiring upon the one-hundred yards of turf 

where he had worked his magic over seventy years 

before.  

Long ago, my fortunes led me to Colorado, but I 

kept in touch with a fraternity brother who had a 

bucket list. At the top was to see the Frogs play in a 

BCS game, should they ever get into that rarified 

air. We drove from Colorado to the 2010 Fiesta 

Bowl, a good old-fashion road trip. Upon our return, 

involving a detour to Vegas, we discussed Frog 

heroes. We both agreed that, next to LaDainian, Jim 

Swink was the most exciting TCU player we shared 

our alma mater with. My friend passed away shortly 
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Like a crazed yoga instructor, I shot out of 

bed. I stood up dazed, wobbly, wondering 

what woke me up. It wasn‟t until I caught 

sight of the clock that I realized. Panic set 

in. It was eight o‟clock, and I had a client 

meeting in my office at nine. 

In near record-breaking time, I 

showered, shaved, and preened. With my 

office just ten minutes away, I had ample 

time. At eight-forty, I picked up my 

briefcase and headed for the car, reaching 

unconsciously for my keys on the table. 

Nothing. My blood pressure started to rise. 

I panicked. I frantically checked all my 

pockets and briefcase, nada. Thirty 

minutes ago, I had seen my keys. 

How could something disappear 

in such a short time? I had 

maybe five minutes to find the 

keys or be late. The latter 

meant excruciating 

embarrassment and loss of 

money. I might have to 

search all seven rooms containing sixty 

drawers and five closets. 

At warp speed, I raced through the 

rooms, swearing at each drawer that 

fought me. I was swearing at everything, 

including myself. I even checked the 
refrigerator and freezer; both had been 

successful search locations in the past, 

including the time I found my frozen cell 

phone. 

Desperate, I called Sara, my secretary, to 

pick me up. She sarcastically asked if I 

had lost my keys again. I couldn‟t fire her. 

I needed help. 

In a few minutes, I met Sara in the 

driveway and jumped into her car. I 

pushed her to go faster. She rewarded me 

with a wifely facial expression that said 

“You‟re hopeless.” I couldn‟t think of a 

retort. 

Arriving at the office, I saw my clients 

huddled impatiently at the door, holding 

umbrellas to ward off the rain. Could it get 

any worse? I whispered to Sara to give me 

her keys. She broke out in a big grin and 

pointed at my waist. I thought she was 

warning me that my fly was open. 

 “Are those keys hanging from your belt 

the ones you were looking for?” 

There wasn‟t a hole big enough 

for me to hide from her or the 

drenched clients. I pleaded with 

Sara to keep my disaster to 

herself. I offered an on-the-spot 

raise as enticement. She thought 

about it for a moment, then turned me 

down. She explained later that she thought 

each time an opportunity arose to tell the 

story was like money in the bank. 

By the time she retired, she had added a 

host of “Boss Embarrassments” to her 
money tree and I had put up with her 

every day. I never felt like her boss again. 

Trying to eliminate my problems, I 

bought a “keyless” car, but had to buy 

new electronic openers three times in the 

first two months I owned it. ♦ 

fear losing my balance and falling off the edge. Since 

that day, I cannot walk closer than four feet from a 

ledge unless it has a fence or restraint between me and 

the drop. I don‟t climb on roofs or up trees anymore. 

But I also realized I needed to overcome my fear as 

much as possible, so it doesn‟t control my life. 

I refuse to let fear control me or take over my mind. 

How did I do this? First, I put it into perspective. As 

long as I don‟t walk up to a ledge and lean over it, I 

won‟t fall. That‟s a fact. I choose carefully and wisely 

where I am going. If a ledge looms in my path, I tell 

myself I am too smart to walk up to the edge and fall. 

From four feet away, I can see the view. I make others 

aware of my fear of falling, so don‟t pretend to push me 

—it may not end well. I also tell them I have learned to 

cope with the fear and need no special attention.  

The Bible verse of Psalm 23:4 has always 

given me solace. “Even 

though I walk through the 

valley of the shadow of 

death, I will fear no evil, 

for you are with me; 

your rod and your staff 

comfort me.” Saying 

that verse quietly has 

provided relief from 

fears, anxieties, or 

uncertain situations throughout the years. 

A similar instance of fear occurred as we loaded a 

large truck to move our belongings from Alabama to 

Colorado. Our children had moved there eight years 

earlier. We had visited many times over the years and 

found it a pleasant, friendly place. As time passed, we 

realized we needed to be closer to them as we aged. It 

was a tough decision to leave Georgia after over thirty-

six years. I hated leaving the south.  

I watched as my grandmother‟s Hoover cabinet got 

loaded onto the truck, thinking of the years she used it 

and how often I had seen her sift flour from the built-in 

sifter to make a cake, pie, or biscuits. I watched as, 

wrapped in blankets, my mother-in-law‟s rocker and 

grandfather‟s coat rack got stowed inside. As each 

piece of my life got added to the growing volume on 

the truck, I felt an unsettling sensation. I had moved 

several times during my life, but this felt different. So 

final. Since I had always lived in the south, I‟d grown 

used to the southern way of life—slow but fulfilling. I 

had never learned to tolerate the southern heat and 

humidity, even though I had lived there all my life. 

Each year, I found them more difficult to endure. 

As I stood there, the sinking feeling overtook me. I 

claimed my rocking chair from the collection of 

furniture under the carport waiting to be loaded onto 

the truck, placed it on the grass, and sat down. I gazed 

over the crepe myrtle trees just over the fence and 

listened to the cows mooing from the farm across the 

street. I could hear the Bob White Quails as they 

called to each other and the mockingbirds as they 

whistled with sharp rasps, scolds, and trills. It was all 

so familiar. Colorado was the unknown. That‟s what I 

was feeling, fear. The fear of the unknown.  

Things change, times change, and in order to 

survive, we must change along with them. I sat for a 

few minutes longer in my rocking chair, soaking in 

all that was southern to me—the sounds, the sights, 

and the smells. The south wasn‟t going anywhere, but 

I was. I slowly picked up my chair, put it where I had 

found it, and went back into the house to finish 

packing our bags for our final trip to Colorado. 

Though a rational fear, I still had to address it. 

Taking a good, deep cleansing breath, I finished 

packing our bags… slowly. Memories of my years in 

the south will always remain with me. My fear of 

moving to the unknown did not last more than a few 

miles on the highway. Our family and our lives now 

live in Colorado, without fear. ♦ 

“Don‟t touch that last piece of cake, or I‟ll put the fear of God in you!” 

710 Colfax Bennett, CO  
Locally Owned & Managed 
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I don‟t know how many people have had a parent tell 

them they would put the fear of God in you, but mine 

did—put the fear of God in me, that is. 

The “fear of God” lived in me for many years until 

I understood what fear is and what it is not. Fear is an 

unknown, triggering an unpleasant emotion because 

you believe someone or something is dangerous, 

harmful, or will cause you pain. Or maybe all three. 

Hebrews 11:1 tells us, “Faith is the realization of 

what is hoped for and evidence of things not seen.” I 

recall reading that verse in Sunday School as a girl 

and understanding that fears are people or things we 

dread, people or something we don‟t know, or to put 

it in my now adult mind—fear of the unknown.  

While there have been many times when I felt 

afraid, two instances stand out in my mind. In my 

mid-30s, my husband and I were 

moving an antenna on the 

roof of our house. As a girl, 

I climbed many trees, 

scaled tall fences, and 

climbed on the roof of 

our home to a hide-out 

where my sister couldn‟t 

find me. I saw it all as 

fun! I never felt an ounce of fear. 

On this day, a sudden irrational fear consumed my 

soul. Despite the coolness of the air, I broke out in a 

sweat and my heart began racing. I lay down on the 

roof and told my husband, “Get me off this roof as 

fast as you can.” He later said I had a look of sheer 

terror on my face. To his credit, he didn‟t question 

me, which is unusual for him. He simply responded 

by helping me crawl to the ladder. He descended the 

first couple of rungs, and then gently took my hand 

and, looking confidently into my wide eyes, said, 

“Turn around so your feet can touch the ladder.” 

I quickly turned, grabbed onto the rungs, and 

descended as fast as I could. He told me he had seen 

no one look as terrified as I did that day—and he‟d 

been in law enforcement for over thirty-five years.  

Once safe on the ground, I thought about it and 

realized it wasn‟t a fear of heights since I can go to 

other high places with no difficulty; it‟s the ledge. I 

Darlene 
Prickett 

John Fleming Sr. 

Deep in my sleep, something in my subconscious triggered a violent reaction.  
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unlike the others, as 

her own personal 

(felinal?!) fiefdom of 

R & R and special 

bedding point. 

To say Ducas‟s 

behavior is quite 

unlike the traditional 

role as litter-runt 

would be like stating 

something obvious 

like... like... well, like 

kittens are cute! I‟ve 

never seen such a bold 

and revered scrawny 

little two-ounce 

weakling rule the 

world, as I‟m fortunate 

enough to do so while witnessing the heroics of Ducas. It‟d be a trillion dollar 

product if we could capture and bottle up and sell the moxie Ducas wields so 

cutely and effortlessly. I think that trait is something rare and special to Ducas, 

the pint-sized alpha runt of the Tressler Family Litter... and it would prove 

extremely difficult to find the proper market placement and distribution outlets 

for. Not that I won‟t try... ♦ 

them access from the bedroom box to 

the larger universe of “the rest of the 

house,” Ducas boldly treaded where 

the others were reticent to wander. 

Always first, Ducas, upon making 

august entry into the living room, 

boldly mews her initial hello, then 

surveys the room to hash out exactly 

who else has taken up 

occupancy there, then 

makes a beeline for 

each attendant human 

one at a time for some 

kitty jabber-time 

pleasantries, and to be 

stroked and petted 

which she not only 

expects, but gets all 

groove-against-the-

skin-like as it‟s going 

down. Once she‟s 

checked the perimeter 

to make sure all is 

kitten-friendly, the 

others, as if by magical 

enticement or 

something, eventually make their way 

in following her all clear signal. 

The first time I introduced the 

“Little-Big Four” to the human 

concept of playing guitar, the entire 

quad watched in arms-length 

fascination as I tickled my fretboards 

(which was the dag CUTEST thing I‟d 

ever witnessed in my life). After the 

other three sauntered off to more kitten

-becoming activities, Ducas stayed for 

an extended period of watch time. 

Eventually she came to see the guitar, 

The “Little Four” (three females and 

one badly outnumbered male) are: 

Meowmeez (the sole dude), Walrus 

and Bunny Lebowski (twin striped 

ones), and the lone female who looks 

just like their mama cat, Ducas: a 

pretty short-haired blue and 

unabashed litter runt. Naturally, the 

fearless top-of-

the-heap alpha 

kitten has 

turned out to be 

Ducas. 

Ducas is a 

funny, 

extremely 

personable (is 

that the right 

word? Perhaps 

felinable?) and 

fearlessly vocal 

kitten, the likes 

of which I‟ve 

never seen 

manifest 

before! Most 

runts of the litter are pushovers, often 

getting kitty-punked-down during 

crucial nursing jockeying frays. This 

one appeared no different. But 

outside of the pick-a-teat-nursing-line

-scrum, is the unchallenged big-little 

kitten of the lot! 

Ducas is a lippy little gal. She talks 

and meows and squeaks and purrs 

and yells. What the little cutie is 

saying is anybody‟s guess, but 

language limitations aside, Ducas 

means to be heard. Once we granted 

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

www.bcbuildingservices.com 
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Don Boyer 

 It was about the effects of a name on a person‟s 

character. The first time I heard the song, the 

memory came back to me of the two brothers I 

knew as a child named Carol and Beverly. Carol 

had polio and wore a brace on one leg. That didn‟t 

keep him or his brother from besting anyone and 

everyone in a fight. Through their actions. I knew 

the meaning of the song before it existed. 

   The rest of my friends had normal names and no 

nicknames. Everyone I knew lived 

without a nickname except my 

father and me. They called my 

father “Tince.” When he was 

born, he weighed just under 

sixteen pounds. My 

grandfather took one look 

and remarked, “What a 

tincey baby,” and the 

nickname stuck for the rest 

of his life. 

   My nickname came from 

my extremely thin face and 

frame and the extra-large 

glasses I got in the third grade. They 

called me “Bug.” I didn‟t know if it was an insult or 

a long-awaited sign of recognition. No one used the 

nickname a lot, but it got uttered when playing 

sometimes, and I always responded to it. I became 

fond of it and bragged that I had a unique name, 

while others didn‟t. It made me special. 

   Then, in the next year or so, some budding poet re

-dubbed me “Bugalunder.” My, that sounded grand. 

It was like a promotion. It was extra special. I wish I 

could remember who coined that nickname, so I 

could send him a belated thank you. I was riding 

high for a brief time. 

   Then came the teen years and we all, me included, 

buried nicknames, and acted grownup. I forgot the 

childish affectation and anguished myself through 

middle and high school. 

   At college, I roomed with a psychology major 

who studied literature and philosophy. I was 

developing a literature minor, and we had many 

discussions well into the night about esoteric topics. 

(I even knew what esoteric meant.) One time in our 

discussions, he created another nickname for me, 

more dignified than the childhood ones, but 

much sillier. 

He took my name, Don Boyer, and 

“Romanized” it by switching the 

initials and calling me “Bonus 

Doyer.” He was the only one 

who called me that and it did 

not catch on, but it was 

unique. No one else in the 

universe would ever get a 

nickname like that. It was like an 

anointment, an honor. 

   Names, whether at birth or gifted, give power. I 

felt unique even though I was just another ordinary 

copy from humanity‟s production line. Not destined 

for greatness or glory, yet given a sense of 

uniqueness from a casual gesture. It may have 

caused me to appreciate the power of words. 

I had one more nickname I hated. My family always 

called me “Donny.” ♦ 

Shel Silverstein wrote the song A Boy Named Sue,  

which Johnny Cash made into a best-selling country hit. 

“God made the world round so 

we would never be able to see 

too far down the road.” 

― Isak Dinesen  
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Of our four precious bundles of joy and adrenaline, one kitten 

stands out as an unchallenged leader amongst the others. 

William Tressler 
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and I have both seen the commercials where a 
denture wearer, after just one application of Dr. 
Do Good‟s dental epoxy, chomps off a huge bite 
of Granny Smith and then proudly announces, “I 
couldn‟t do that before!” 

Dad had a different approach. With his store 
bought teeth safely soaking in the bathroom 
cupboard, Dad would sit down in his chair with a 
newspaper, apple, and a kitchen knife, the dull 
kind that goes with your fork and spoon. He cut 
the apple in half cross-wise and scraped out the 
contents. Practice allowed him to get most all the 
pulp out between the skin and the stem without 
damaging either. The grated apple bunched up on 
the knife blade in a neat, juicy little pile of 
applesauce. This and a third of the blade 
disappeared into his mouth and the blade came 
back out slick and clean. It was a smooth 
operation. When he finished, the intact apple skin 
looked like a small round boat with a pole sticking 
up in the middle. These he habitually put on the 
paper and left on the table beside his chair, 
planning to throw them away before he went to 
bed. Mom claimed she ended up hauling most of 
these little apple skin boats to the trash. 

Some of life‟s greatest joys arrive unplanned and 
un-summoned. On the rare occasion a vehicle 
pulled into our farmyard after dark, we all got 
treated to the spectacle of Dad sprinting to the 
bathroom to get his teeth before answering the 
door. Even from the living room, you could hear 
the teeth bowl‟s lid being lifted and the swooshing 
of water as he rinsed the dentures prior to 
insertion. Then Dad headed for the door, as Mom 

carted off the apple boats. 
I can no longer recall if I owed Dad one or if the 

idea came as a flash of genius too appealing to 
postpone. I went to the bathroom and moved the 
teeth bowl, lid and all, to a different shelf behind a 
pile of towels. Resuming my seat in the living 
room, I waited for what seemed a reasonable time 
to allay suspicion. Rising and walking past the 
window, I said in a tone calculated to convey only 
mild surprise, “Who do you suppose that is driving 
into the yard?” 

Down went the newspaper and apple boats, up 
came Dad and with quick steps he disappeared in 
the bathroom's direction. After a few delicious 
seconds of silence, there followed a pronounced 
clanking together of bottles and jars. A muffled 
voice immediately followed, inquiring about the 
whereabouts of a set of store-bought teeth. 
Precious moments, indeed. ♦ 

Sometimes the plates didn‟t need trimming; from 
time to time it was necessary to build them up. 
Dad‟s gums must have done a lot of changing. In 
the back of the bathroom cupboard were several 
brands of denture pads and adhesive. At various 
times, he used them all, but nothing ever really took 
the place of that jackknife. 

A good set of teeth is an important tool on the 
farm. Sometimes there are strings or tape to snip or 
a sticker that needs pulled from a finger. Teeth also 
make good temporary tool holders when your hands 
are full. As tools go, home grown teeth are a lot 
better than store-bought ones. Dad‟s set seemed 
anything but handy for farm work. 

We set out to burn the dry weeds and grass out of 
the ditches. To do this, we had a Silver Jet weed 
burner mounted on a little trailer. It took a while to 

get the bird nests out of 
the tube and head and to 
get the air-cooled engine 
running. These things 
accomplished, we 
attempted to light the 
burner. It became clear 
after only a minute or 
two that no diesel fuel 
was getting from the 
barrel on the trailer out to 
the burner head. Since 
the pump appeared to be 
intact, we suspected a 
clog in the fuel line. Dad 
removed this from the 

pump and blew into the hose. However, with nearly 
fifty gallons of diesel in the barrel, it was difficult to 
tell if any air was getting through. The next best 
way to find out seemed to be to suck on the hose. It 
took only a second to learn that the line was clear. 

Dad‟s diesel spitting fit lasted several minutes, 
well beyond when he yanked his store bought teeth 
from his mouth and waved them about. I thought at 
first he might be trying to sling diesel off them or 
dry them out. Later I‟d conclude that he was 
probably trying his darndest not to heave them and 
his lunch into the ditch we were getting ready to 

burn. After considerable 
hacking, gagging, and spitting, 
we got the burner going. It 
turned out all it needed was a 
shot of grease to the pump to 
seal it. By that time, the teeth 
had disappeared into Dad‟s 
shirt pocket. 
   Dad never was fond of 
wearing those teeth. He did so 
mainly out of respect for other 
folks‟ sensibilities. However, 
after basting them with that 
diesel fuel, the dentures went 
on an extended vacation except 
for mealtime, when we had 
company, or when he went to 
town. Scrub and soak them as 
he might, he claimed the taste 
of diesel lingered. His mouth 
didn‟t taste right, and it 
wrecked the flavor of most 
food. Scalding hot coffee 
seemed to be the one 
exception. 
   At home in the evening, the 
teeth came out right after 
supper and stayed in their cup 
in the bathroom until just 
before breakfast. You could see 
on Dad‟s face that he enjoyed 
this time of freedom from his 
tormentors. The problem was 
he liked to snack, especially 
after he gave up smoking. And 
without question, his favorite 
snack was a fresh apple. You 

My earliest recollection of store bought teeth came 
as I followed my grandad into the bathroom on the 
farm. At that young age, protocol and privacy were 
of no concern and following the old gentleman 
about was my favorite activity. He didn‟t mind. I 
watched him run water into the basin and wash his 
big old farm hands. That finished, he splashed his 
face and then, wonder of wonders, he reached in 
his mouth and took out half his teeth. He must have 
seen my expression as I leaned against the cast iron 
bathtub. Next he took out a bristle brush and 
scrubbed his lowers. No doubt I was really bug-
eyed by now. He told me I could scrub my teeth if I 
wanted to. You bet! If my grandad, who shared my 
name, suggested something, I was all for it. 

I reached up and grasped my two top front teeth 
and tugged. Nothing happened. I pulled some 
more, but it was 
becoming apparent I did 
not yet have special teeth 
like my grandad. About 
then, Nano called “come 
and get it!” Grandad 
replaced his polished 
lowers and we headed for 
the table. 

My parents both got 
dentures, but their 
experiences seemed 
worlds apart. Once Mom 
had hers, they stayed in 
her mouth. They looked 
nice, didn‟t click, and fit 
tolerably well. I never heard her speak of them, 
even to complain. Dad waged a continuous battle 
with his new teeth. Somehow, the guy who made 
them got the measurements wrong. They pinched, 
then they‟d be too loose or ride up on first one side, 
then the other. If it hadn‟t been for hours of work 
on those teeth with his jackknife, those dentures 
would have been worthless. I can see him now with 
the lowers clutched in his hand as he removed the 
high spots and smoothed the rough ones, all with 
the same knife he used for everything else, 
including castrating hogs. 

Mav Merc. 
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glorious, so I got teased about my little brown burro, 
but she was mine and I loved her and she loved me, 
so I didn‟t care. I was happy. The rides we took 
were precarious; over rocks and across rivers and on 
roadways where big trucks roared past. What we did 
wasn‟t safe. We liked to let the trucks come up 
behind us. Then we‟d move over to the ditch, give 
our mounts a loose rein and let them run. The noise 
of the trucks spooked them! I‟m sure the truckers 
thought our parents ought to have their heads 
examined for letting us ride like that, but kids will 
be kids! We saw no danger and our parents didn‟t 
know until we told them years later. They thought 
we were meandering down quiet country roads and 
along riverbanks. Ah, we rode every spare moment 
we could find. We made excitement happen. 

Sal was a great burro. I rode her for a long time. I 
don‟t remember how long I kept her or what 
happened to her. No doubt we moved and gave her 
back to her previous owner. When I started with her, 
though kind and friendly, she knew nothing. By the 
time we parted I had her neck reining as good as any 
horse and she was fun, surefooted and a mount I 
could be proud of. I didn‟t do things in any orthodox 
way, but we got it done in the end. I have a photo of 
us together. It makes me chuckle. She fell far short 
of a flowing mane and tail, but at least I had my 
flying hooves and ears that were every bit as big as 
the heart that beat within her bony body. Sal resulted 
from a promise fulfilled (in a manner of speaking) 
and gave me a friendship I won‟t ever forget. 

I never see a burro I don‟t love. There is magic in 
those ears; the bray and the fuzzy burro hide remain 
irresistible to me, even to this day. ♦ 

conversation every day as it approached. He was 
squirming. I feared he wouldn‟t keep his promise. 
He was notorious for that trick. When the day 
arrived, he disappeared. My heart sank. I tried to 
prepare myself for disappointment. In mid 
afternoon, he drove us to a pasture that held a herd 
of fuzzy, long-eared hoofed animals. Pointing to a 
little brown burro, he told me she was mine. My 
mother almost fainted. I did a double take. This 
wasn‟t the flowing manes and glistening sleek 
steeds I‟d daydreamed of all those years. Her coat 
was rough brown and those long ears twisted back 
and forwards in a gawky, funky way. Her mane was 

just little bits of fuzz sticking 
up here and there, and her 
tail wasn‟t glorious and 
trailing behind in the wind as 
she moved. 
I didn‟t know what to say, so 
I walked toward her. She 
was growing on me and we 
met in the middle, where 
love happened. That little 
burro was sweet. Her fur 
wasn‟t as wiry as it looked 
and her big, soft, kind eyes 
kept looking into my moist 
blue ones. We had an 
affinity. We belonged to 
each other. I placed my arms 
around her neck and in my 
ear she let out a sound that 
made me jump, which made 
her jump and everyone else 
laugh. If you‟ve never had a 
little burro bray in your ear, 

you have missed quite an experience. 
I named her Sal, and I wanted to ride her. Imagine 

my mother‟s shock when we were told that she was 
unbroken. It would be my job to train her. My 
mother was about to faint again. For me, it was 
heaven to think of breaking my very own burro. 
He‟d arranged for her to stay in a friend‟s pasture. I 
had to travel in the heat or cold down a long, tree 
lined, spooky road to catch her. Thankfully, she 
came with a bridle and she knew how to take that, 
but I‟d have to ride her bareback. 

An irrigation canal sat halfway down the road and 
over it, a small bridge that echoed the sounds of 
everything surrounding it. It scared me, so what do 
you think it did for Sal? Every time I‟d climb on her 
back and head up the road for a wild, unruly ride, 
she‟d refuse to go over it. The only way I could 
make her go was to threaten her with a smack. Over 
she went and off I went. This happened until I got 
the hang of locking my legs around her bony body. 
Her backbone bore into my shorts and her fuzzy, 
coarse hair left dirty sweat marks on my shorts and 
legs. It chafed enough to wear my hide thin. I didn‟t 
care and soon we had it down pat. 

Whenever I rode her, I talked to her. Those big old 
ears turned halfway around, first one and then the 
other. She was a good listener. We rode alone or 
with a bunch of other girls. Their steeds were more 

She was little, but her older siblings looked after 
her. They rode double and bareback and would 
camp out one night going and one night coming 
home, for it was a long trek across the high desert 
country of mesquite and cactus. During those rides, 
they encountered a band of wild mustangs. What a 
sight that must have been—wind tangled manes 
blowing in the breeze, nostrils flaring, resounding 
whinnies echoing, hooves pounding as they headed 
into the sunset, leaving a trail of dust behind them. 
My dream as a horse-loving child became her full-
color reality. 

When I was four years old, my stepdad tried to 
win my affection and asked 
me what I wanted for my 
birthday. Without hesitation, 
I said what I‟d been saying 
since I could talk: “A horse.” 
He wasn‟t expecting this, but 
promised me when I turned 
thirteen, he‟d buy me one. 
What a prospect for me to 
look forward to! 

It relieved him I let him off 
the hook so easily. He‟d 
made a promise that I could 
have what I wanted; a 
delayed promise to come. 
Rash promises aren‟t wise 
and he almost got caught up 
in a real tangle. For the 
succeeding years, all I talked 
about was when I‟d get my 
horse. I made sure he heard 
what it would look like and 
how I‟d ride it, enough that 
he couldn‟t forget his promise. I kept it alive and 
thriving, but he believed time would cause me to 
lose interest. We never stayed long anywhere and 
weren‟t set up to pasture and care for a horse. But 
what did that mean to a little girl and her dream? 
This four-year-old never forgot. 

My thirteenth year loomed. I made sure we had a 

My mother-in-law had a lucky childhood. She reminisces of riding horses from 
the one-horse town they lived in to a larger town miles away to get supplies.  

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 

 

Steel Corner 
put inside 
border 

1000 Gallon: $5,500  
500 Gallon: $3,400 

Buy, Lease, or Rent 

M-F: 8-4:30pm 

Propane Home 
Delivery:  

$2.10 per gallon 
(Prices subject to change) 

555 Colfax Ave.  
Bennett, CO       

Bottle Refills: 
20#, 30#,  

40#; & 100# 
(Within 

Expiration 
date) 

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! 

Janeen Jackson 

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 

  



 12  Prairie Times   January 2023 

 

Our local advertisers make this publication possible. 

venture outside during the school year because of the 
cold and darkness. Mike scoffs at this as he says he 
takes his son out in the winter. “It‟s really not that 
bad.” 

We‟d read a National Geographic devoted to 
Barrow prior to leaving home and asked Mike about 
the picture of two elderly women on the cover. One 
is the great-grandmother of Mike‟s son. At the time 
of our visit, she was 88 years old—and took part in 
outdoor activities all year. 

   We were so interested in all Mike had to tell us 
and asked so many questions that he responded with 
more and more information, enjoying our visit as 
much as we did . After three hours, he returned us to 
the Top of the World. 

   “How much do we owe you?” Lloyd asked. 
Mike‟s answer: “How about six dollars?” 
Astonished at this low fee, Lloyd tipped him 

handsomely. 
Now to experience the Midnight Sun. We walked 

onto the Arctic Ocean, which was frozen solid. It was 
too cloudy to see the sun, but in the distant west there 
was hazy daylight enough that we snapped a picture 
of each other, bundled head to toe in our ski wear, at 
12 o‟clock in the Land of the Midnight Sun. ♦ 

you‟ve unpacked.” 
   Here‟s where Luck took us by the hand. The 

person who came to “help” was Mike. He drove a 
mud-splattered red pickup, his six-year-old son in 
tow. If we could ride in the truck, he‟d be glad to 
take us on a tour. Mike had a Master‟s degree in 

archeology from the 
University of Alaska. He 
had been a schoolteacher, 
has a construction business, 
and during the “tourist 
season,” he runs a tour 
company. Since Mike was 
knowledgeable about 
history, geography, nature, 
wildlife, archeology, local 
education and politics, he 
proved to be the best guide 
ever. 
   First, he took us outside 
the city, where he showed 
us the summer homes of its 
residents. They like a place 

away from the city where they can enjoy the ocean. 
These homes sit on the migratory route, and they 
enjoy the ducks and geese flying overhead. 

Lloyd took a picture of the DEW Line station, 
which Mike said was one of the most important 
links in the entire network from Greenland to Point 

Barrow and down 
the west coast of 
Alaska. It‟s for U.S. 
radar and the entire 
chain of stations 
constantly look for 
Russian missiles. 
Next, Mike took us 
to the middle of a 
gas field where he 
explained that men 
who sleep in one of 
the buildings 
maintain a twenty-
four-hour 
supervision of the 
field. The area is a 

National Navy Oil and Gas Reserve. Barrow 
residents receive free gas from these wells. Alaskan 
residents, because of the natural gas and oil fields, 
get paid a certain amount each year. Unemployment 
is high and they need the help. 

Because of my interest in the school, Mike drove 
by the building, which 
is a long gray 
nondescript 
construction housing K-
12. His wife is the 
principal and enjoys her 
work. The system is 
excellent, with a ratio 
of twelve students to 
one teacher. What the 
teachers with whom I 
work would give for 
that intimacy! Some 
teachers, whose starting 
salary is about $18,000, 
come from outside 
Barrow. They live in 
quarters connected to 
the school building. 
Often they do not 

My husband and I found this to be true. We also 
discovered that when we had vague or nonexistent 
plans, our experience exceeded anything we could 
have planned. One fortunate experience was our 
trip to Barrow, Alaska. 

Because Lloyd‟s employment required he fly 
several times a week throughout the United States, 
he accumulated a lot of frequent flyer miles. In 
1986, we used them to fly to Anchorage for 
Memorial Day weekend. Because we both had 
flying above the Arctic Circle to experience the 
Midnight Sun on our “bucket list,” we went to 
Barrow, on the northernmost tip of the continent. 
We had only one day to spend there before we had 
to go back to work. Since United didn‟t fly to 
Barrow, we had to pay $800 to Alaskan Airways. 

We boarded a cargo/passenger plane with at least 
one-third to one-half 
of its space blocked 
off from the 
passengers. Large 
front loaders hoisted 
cargo into it through a 
wide door on the side. 
They must fly every 
food supply and most 
essentials into Barrow. 

En route, out the 
window, we thrilled at 
the magnificence of 
Mt. McKinley. They 
served a nice meal to 
the few passengers 
who go to Barrow. We 
landed at 6:15 pm local time. When we debarked to 
enter the terminal, we found the street unpaved, 
muddy, and icy underfoot. None of the streets in 
Barrow are paved. Because of the permafrost, and 
predominantly low temperatures, the roads remain 
passable. 

Our reservations were at 
the Top of the World hotel. 
When we walked in, the 
person at the counter 
observed, “You must be the 
Gundys.” Startled and 
pleased to be recognized so 
easily, we soon realized we 
were the only guests! We 
arrived on May 23rd! The 
“tourist season” does not 
start until the 24th. 

Usually, when we traveled, 
our procedure was to take a 
tour or to rent a car, get a 
map and tourist brochure, 
and “visit” the city.  When 
we inquired about renting a car, we learned there 
were none and since it wasn‟t tourist season, they 
had no tour available. What were we to do on foot 
for the next eighteen hours? Seeing our downcast 
faces, the hotel clerk said, “I have someone I can 
call to see if he‟ll help you. Check back when 
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We all have a story. Some of us tell it; others write 
it down and put it away, thinking others will find it 
boring, or it‟s not good enough, too ordinary. If 
only they realized it‟s in the ordinary where the 
extraordinary hides. Still others never let the story 
out. 

I choose to write mine, 
whether in a letter, an 
article or a story. It‟s 
something I love to do 
since a child. Sadly, I 
wasn‟t good at keeping a 
diary. I‟m still not and 
don‟t understand why. It 
would be a great read for 
me to go back to when I 
was young and see the 
things I thought and 
wondered; now long forgotten. I guess it‟s not too 
late, but I doubt I‟ll do it only to start and stop after 
two or three entries, ripping the pages out. 
Hopefully, I will keep writing in the way I‟m 
comfortable. I think of it as saying, “I was here.” 

Stories, I find, are what fill us. They teach us 
about others. When I read a story, an article or book, 
and discover I identify with it, it immediately makes 
me think I am not alone. My feelings are identical to 
this character‟s feelings. This makes me realize we 

are all connected. 
How sad it would be if we 
were all the same; liked the 
same things, did the same 
things. How boring! We 
would never get beyond 
the bubble we put 
ourselves in. We need to 
reach out, learn about the 
ways of others, and 
understand others. 
Otherwise, prejudice and 
hatred simmer and grow.  

When my husband and I used to vacation in 
Maine, we‟d walk a mile path along the ocean. 
Rocks piled up from the shore where wild flowers 
fought their way between them, and birds gathered 
in the bushes by the fence next to the path. People 
passed us coming the other way, smiling and 
greeting us as we greeted them. I thought how nice 
that was and why didn‟t we pass people in the same 
way at home? Of course, I realized vacationers were 
in a happy place, away from the chores of home, 
their work, etc. Yet still, wouldn‟t it be nice if we 
always did so, maybe complimenting someone on 
their blouse or hair? I try to do that often now. It 
makes me feel good and the person I pass smile.  

What are your stories? ♦ 

What could be better than that? Sixteen: driving, 
dating, kissing! Then twenty-one was supposed to 
be the ultimate birthday. Finally, to be an adult 
with all those wonderful adult privileges. By the 
time I got there, I‟d been married several years, 
moved across the country, and held down several 
jobs, so “becoming” an adult was pretty anti-
climatic. And all those privileges had just turned 
into hard work. 

I spent my twenty-first birthday alone in 
an apartment built out of a garage, 
cement floor and all, painting a set of 
kitchen chairs so I wouldn‟t get any 
splinters from them. My husband 
was gone from 4 am until after 
dark because he had KP that day. 
The Army didn‟t care about my 
birthday! 

If I thought twenty-one was 
anti-climatic, every birthday 
since then has been even more 
so. The only ones worth 
mentioning end in zero. They‟re not fun and 
exciting, just ordeals to live through while my 
“friends” and family members make bad jokes at 
my expense. The ones that don‟t end in zero are 
not worth mentioning, and I‟m lucky if anyone 
notices them. 

My father is the only one I know who looked 
forward to a birthday after twenty-one. He eagerly 
awaited sixty-two. That‟s when he could get a 
Golden Age Passport that got him into National 
Parks free and, best of all, a free fishing license. 
Now that was worth looking forward to from the 
time you were twenty-one. 

Occasionally, in restaurants, I‟m asked if I 
qualify for the “senior” discount. I never know 
whether to say yes and gratefully take the savings 
involved or feel insulted and say, “Young woman, 
I will not be eligible for several weeks yet!” I 

All Home Repairs 
Kim Stanfield  

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

Barn Repairs, Gutter Cleaning, 
Remodeling 

guess, if you‟re an optimist, being eligible for 
senior discounts is as good a reason as any to 
look forward to another birthday. 

I remember my parents struggling with the 
lack of enthusiasm for birthdays as they got 
older. My mother was always very practical. She 
had everything she needed, and she wanted 
nothing, so was impossible to shop for. One year 
when I was a teenager, my father and I pressed 

her for an answer to what she wanted for 
her birthday. She finally admitted there 

was something she needed: a new 
scrub bucket. I about died. I could 
just see my father going into the 
local hardware store, buying a 
scrub bucket, and asking, “Could 
you gift wrap that please? It‟s for 
my wife‟s birthday.” I refused to 
go to town with him for the 
next two weeks to spare myself 
the embarrassment. 

What did she get for her birthday? You 
guessed it: a scrub bucket. At least he had enough 
sense to fill it full of her favorite Jonathan apples 
first. And it wasn‟t gift-wrapped. 

Just like boys marry women who remind them of 
their mothers, I married a man with the romantic 
finesse and imagination of my father. As my 
birthday (hint: over 21 and doesn‟t end in 0) 
approached this year, my husband was listening for 
clues about what I wanted. Apparently, the only 
sentence that I started with the words “I want” 
ended with “some mulch for the new flower bed.” 
So for my birthday I got ... ready? ... two bales of 
straw. But, he quickly pointed out, not just any old 
straw, certified straw! 

“Certified to do what?” I asked. 
“To be weed-free.” 
“Great. I need no more weeds in the flower beds.” 
“Well, just noxious-weed free. It could have 

regular weeds.” 
“Oh, good. Now my new flower bed will look 

just like all the others. Full of weeds.” 
“But they won‟t be noxious. Happy birthday.” 
Speaking of noxious, one of my “friends” tried 

to steer him straight when she ran into him 
shopping for my bales of straw. “That‟s not 
enough for a birthday present,” she told him. “You 
ought to at least throw in a potato peeler, too.” 

With friends like that... 
Next year I‟ll have to be more careful about how 

I end my “I want” and “I need” sentences. 
“I want to take down that old barbed wire fence.” 

A pair of work gloves? 
“I need to lose some weight.” Padlock for the 

refrigerator? 
“I need my head examined.” Gift certificate to 

the local funny farm? I‟ll take it. ♦ 

16790 Centre Court, Parker 
303-840-8484 

TheChampionBank.com 

Personal Banking 
Business Banking 
Mortgage 
Solutions 
Mobile Banking 
Remote Deposit 
Capture 

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... 

It’s time to check out 

Every one of our customers 
is important to us. 

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! 

 
 
 

Running Creek Dental 
Center 

Jean Campion 

Remember when birthdays were fun? Ten! Now that was exciting! Double digits. 

Cindy Nappa 
McCabe 

Neil LaBute wrote, “Everyone has a story.” It‟s a simple quote, yet says a great deal.  

 



 14  Prairie Times   January 2023 

 

Our local advertisers make this publication possible. 

back then. I‟m getting off shift, but I‟ll let the 

person coming in know that you paid for the 

carwash.” 

I ran back to tell Peter the bad news. Now he had 

to back out with several cars behind him which had 

lined up while I was inside. The maneuvering 

took quite a while; it was interesting to watch 

the frustrated drivers, some 

more courteous than others. 

“I hope I don‟t wreck the car 

backing out of here,” Peter 

said, as the wheels jumped 

over the railings. 

At eight sharp, we were back 

at Terrible‟s. Miraculously, 

our story had preceded us. Our 

ten dollars was still good. Peter 

slowly drove into the carwash. Oops! 

Not again. Nothing was happening. We weren‟t 

moving along. 

The supervisor came running. She did her 

troubleshooting protocol. Pushed some buttons. Ran 

back to the office to check the manual. She reset the 

computer. No luck. She repeated this scenario again 

and again. If patience is a virtue, then we can 

proclaim ourselves virtuous. 

“How long are we going to be stuck in this 

carwash? Is my car going to be damaged?” Peter 

wondered. I had the wisdom not to say anything. 

I glanced behind and sure enough, a line had 

formed. Rats! I thought. A policeman had arrived. 

Not sure why. Maybe he was just getting his 

morning coffee. It seemed like an eternity. We 

waited for results of the supervisor‟s efforts. 

Suddenly, we realized we were slowly being pulled 

along by that invisible force which is the modern 

automatic carwash. Swoosh! Splash! Splash! The 

monsoon had hit. The windshield wipers had come 

on and were going full speed. Peter had forgotten 

that new cars have that wonderful feature which 

turns on the wipers automatically when rain begins. 

The roads had been well-salted and our Honda SUV 

had turned from steel grey to white. 

“I need to find a carwash,” my husband Peter said. 

We were in a strange town, on a main 

thoroughfare. We kept our eyes pealed. Then I 

spotted the sign, Terrible‟s Car Wash, 

which was also a gas station/

convenience store. 

“Terrible‟s? What a strange 

name,” I said. 

In the dim light and our 

excitement at finding the 

carwash, we narrowly missed 

making a left turn over a 

median strip. Luckily, Peter‟s 

reaction time is in the top range. 

My superman had saved the day, 

not to mention the car. We got to the 

carwash. Peter put ten dollars in the slot and drove 

forward. Nothing happened. We advanced slowly. 

The conveyer system wasn‟t moving our car along. 

No green light. No water spray. Nothing. 

“Run inside and check with the attendant,” Peter 

said. 

I hopped out of the car, went inside and 

confronted the clerk, “We paid ten dollars. We 

didn‟t get a receipt. It took our money, but the 

carwash is not working.” 

The pimply teenager turned to his supervisor, his 

face a big question mark. “The carwash doesn‟t 

open until 8 a.m,” she said. “You‟ll have to come 

We are blessed to live close to Rocky Mountain 

National Park, making day trips possible. After 

packing hiking sticks, cameras, binoculars, coffee, 

and snacks into the car, we headed for our favorite 

local breakfast restaurant. Eating out seems to 

make a mini vacation reality. 

 As we headed up the Big Thompson Canyon, 

snow-frosted evergreens and rocks covered the 

canyon walls, making it appear to be a painting. 

Two Big Horn sheep grazed on the shoulder of the 

pavement, seemingly unaware of the danger as 

cars whizzed by. Seeing sheep in the canyon, even 

high on the cliffs, makes us give thanks to God for 

eyes to see His beautiful creatures. 
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“Looks like my wipers are bent,” Peter said. “I‟ll 

have to change that setting. Who needs wipers to 

come on when water wets the windshield, anyway?” 

The sleeping monster had awakened and turned a 

fire hose on us. The water spray sounded like 

hailstones pelting our SUV. Long cloth strips were 

slapping and dancing along the sides and roof. We 

were in a dim, smoky cave. Through the grey 

streams of water, I saw the exit like the light at the 

end of a coal shaft. We were going to get out safely 

after all. What a relief! 

“Well, Terrible‟s certainly lives up to its name,” 

Peter said as he steered onto the main roadway with 

his spanking clean Honda. ♦ 
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   The river tunneled under eighteen inches of 

ice, but in open spaces the blue green water 

splashed around boulders. The evergreen 

reflections where the ice was smooth were a 

startling contrast to the rough, icy cascades. As 

we entered the park, the lack of snow reminded 

us of the drought Colorado is experiencing. A 

short hike on the Alluvial Fan trail provided 

sights of tiny animal tracks, wind sculpted snow, 

and a miniature pool of smooth ice surrounded 

by the granite sides of a rock. 

 Teens on the trail gave us blank looks as we 

pointed out our discoveries. They hurried on by, 

oblivious to the beauty that lay at their feet. At the 

end of the trail we crossed the road to a meadow. 

The long brown grass tended to reach up to trip us. 

Some of the snow was so hard we left no footprints, 

other places we sunk in to our ankles. Suddenly 60 

mph wind gusts hit us, making us turn our backs 

into it like cattle caught in a storm. The elk were 

hunkered in the trees, probably thinking “humans 

don‟t have the sense to get in out of a storm.” 

 We wished we had big towels to use as wind 

surfing sails as we slipped and slid across a frozen 

pond. As we trudged back to the car, we recalled 

stories of the Donner Party. How thankful we were 

our car was in sight and its heater would soon take 

the chill off our faces. 

   Four teens who were having snowshoe races in 

the parking lot heard us laughing at their antics and 

asked where we‟d been walking. Sliding on the ice 

sounded great to them, so they were soon trying to 

see if they could do as well as the “old couple.” As 

we left the park, a part of the sky filled with a huge 

sun dog. The colors of the rainbow surrounded the 
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We got up at the crack of dawn to avoid traffic. We needed a carwash badly  

after driving through the mountains in a slushy spring snowstorm.  

sun and extended on a long cloud like bright pastels 

on an artist‟s palette. 

 A shared trout lunch in Estes Park refueled us as 

we talked of going fishing next spring. All the way 

down the canyon, we marveled at God‟s handiwork. 

Our spirit‟s revived by our outing, we prepared to 

tackle the projects that must be done before Spring 

so we‟d be ready to enjoy more mini vacations. ♦ 
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After fighting off colds and being cooped up 

because of snowy wintry weather, the 

weatherman‟s forecast for a warm, sunny day 

spurred us on to head to the mountains.  
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with her six-year-old on her piano lessons. Her 
daughter‟s instructor had quit to take a teaching job, 
and she didn‟t want her daughter to fall behind. She 
knew I‟d played the piano and sang in the choir. It 
would only be for a few months until a new teacher 
could begin. Being asked surprised me, but I gave it 
careful consideration. I still had enough knowledge 
and books from my lessons to keep a little girl from 
sliding backwards. So I told her I‟d do it. 

We may tackle nothing but simple arrangements, 
but we‟re going to study fingering and rhythm like 
we‟re playing Mozart for the President. And maybe 
we‟ll do a Christmas recital for her mother, too. ♦ 

caught on because the 
Christmas Eve delivery was 
his solution. Now I could 
really become a piano player. 

I‟d gone about as far as I 
could on my own. Still 
determined, I remembered a 
fellow church choir member, 

Barbara, taught piano in her 
home for extra income. 
I asked about her rates. 
I had a part-time job 
and could easily afford 
a half hour with her 

once a week to 
improve my skills. 
Even though I was a 
nervous wreck the 

first couple of times I 
played for her, 

eventually I became 
comfortable and practiced 

at home before my lesson. 
The first assignment was to 
learn Love Makes the World 
Go Round. It was a simple 
arrangement, but I studied my 
fingering and rhythm as 
though I‟d be playing Mozart for the President. I 
was a bundle of nerves as I sat playing for her. 

“You sound just like a little music box!” she 
enthused. 

My heart soared! My hard work and regular 
practice had paid off. I was more than excited to 

stay with my lessons, 
and I did; for three 
years. I even devised a 
short Christmas 
program to perform just 
for her. I had White 
Christmas down cold. I 
did it so well it 
prompted her to say the 
R word—recital. 
   Gasp! A recital. Little 

kids did recitals, not grown up ladies who‟d come 
late to the game. Barbara assured me I‟d do fine 
and introduced me to another adult student, Merle, 
with whom I‟d be playing a duet. We did well in 
front of our small audience of twenty people. 
Participants ranged from eight years old on up and I 
was probably the oldest. But you know what? That 
was okay. I‟d overcome my habit of blaming others 
and adopted the attitude that age really doesn‟t 
make a difference if you really want to do 
something. 

That was over twenty years ago. I don‟t play the 
piano much anymore, but recently I got a call. The 
woman for whom I do child care asked if I‟d work 

Thank goodness my husband was already 
downstairs making the coffee! But I couldn‟t 
imagine who had come to see us so early. I heard 
him patter quickly to the door and open it. 

“You getting a piano?” a gruff voice said. 
My heart almost stopped. A piano? We were 

having a piano delivered? Then it hit me—this 
was my Christmas 
present! I sat up in 
bed and listened, 
clutching the 
blankets to my 
chest. Next came 
the dull thud of 
footfalls and 
groans as two 
men wrestled 
with the heavy 
instrument. I 
couldn‟t wait for 
them to leave. I 
grabbed my robe and 
dashed down the stairs as soon as 
the front door closed. And there it sat, 
an old upright piano with dark wood, well 
used but glorious. I looked at my husband and 
grinned. 

“Merry Christmas,” he said. 
I threw my arms around him. “You got me a 

piano!” 
Growing up as the oldest of nine kids, there was 

never any money for extras like other children 
seemed to have. We didn‟t do sports or take part 
in any other extra-curricular activities at school. 
When I was a Girl 
Scout, I never had the 
uniform. I never had 
piano or swimming 
lessons or was a 
cheerleader. Poor me. 

The year I turned 
forty, I realized I‟d 
been whining about my 
lack of advantages for 
most of my life. Mom 
and Dad loved us and did the best they could, but 
wasn‟t it time to stop blaming them for what I 
couldn‟t do or didn‟t have? Of the many lessons 
I‟d wished I‟d had, a piano was at the top. So I 
asked my husband for a keyboard for my fortieth 
birthday. Then I set out to find the best teaching 
book I could find and studied it like mad. Soon I 
could play Beautiful, Beautiful Brown Eyes with 
relative ease and was very pleased with myself. 

This diligence did not go unnoticed by my 
husband. Though I loved my keyboard, there was 
one problem: the keys weren‟t standard size and 
playing to maximum efficiency was hard. I don‟t 
remember complaining about it, but he must have 
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Sun: 8am-2pm  
breakfast only 
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Friendly 
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724 E. Kiowa Ave, 
Elizabeth  

303-955-4924 
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Bottomless Drinks 

$7 burger & fries on 

Wednesday 

Amy Shroff  
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www.PRISMFinancialStrategies.com 
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moved by our spacious windows. As I look back at 

the experience, I realize the cards were little more 

than a fun distraction, while the wondrous 

landscape and the ensuing small-talk were the 

meaningful activities of the trip. The 

conversation—as random and serendipitous as a 

carnival grab-bag—was as natural and engaging as 

any I had ever enjoyed. Time became an 

inconsequential theoretical notion: we had nowhere 

to go, nothing to do, and all the time in the world to 

get it done. 

Our trip into the lives of one-another continued 

well into the night, making a few brief stops along 

the route, the only interruptions being interesting 

tidbits of scenery that caught our eyes as we rolled 

through our Rocky Mountains. We laughed, 

gawked, and shared, carefully tending to, without 

realizing it, the feelings we had for each other. By 

the time we eventually arrived at our destination, it 

felt like eons had passed. The town we lived in 

seemed different somehow… friendlier, happier, 

and more home-like. We would never again be 

strangers. ♦ 

The slow and deliberate dialog between us was 

natural, unrehearsed, and vital. Like the ultimate 

destination of our journey itself, the subject of our 

discourse was relatively unimportant. We were in 

motion and truly communicating. The joy we 

realized was in the process itself, not in any result. 

We abdicated our responsibilities regarding stops, 

starts, speed, and timeliness. This time, we were 

simply passengers in the company of one another. 

We shared the experience with relish, fully living in 

the moment, and truly enjoying each other‟s 

company. 

My wife, in a flash of 

brilliance, declared our 

next “dance” trip would be 

unusual. She proposed that 

the next time we flew to 

another of our 

granddaughter‟s Irish 

Dance competitions, we 

would come home not from 

the airport but from the 

Amtrak Station downtown. 

We would go home by rail, 

traversing the beautiful 

expanses of eastern Utah, 

winding through the Colorado River canyons of 

western Colorado, ambling over the Rocky 

Mountains and through the unique towns of 

Glenwood Springs and Granby, to our final 

destination at Union Station in downtown Denver. 

“It‟s an entirely new way to see Colorado, in a 

way that may disappear in our lifetimes,” she said, 

nostalgically. “It‟ll be fun to just spend time 

together and catch up on chitchat.” 

I couldn‟t agree more, thinking we might truly 

enjoy the scenery only a trip by rail can provide, 

though I admit to having had more than a little 

concern how the three of us (my wife, my eight-

year-old granddaughter, and I) would fill the twenty 

intervening hours that only took an hour by air. 

Pretending to be rested after a mere three hours 

of sleep in our hotel, we packed our gear, including 

the usual dresses, wigs, shoes, and accoutrements 

of competitive Irish Dance (including trophies), and 

caught a cab to a deserted station in an area that 

looked more like an abandoned industrial center 

than a transportation hub. 

“We‟re here,” I proclaimed, doing my best to 

disguise the second-guessing of my wife‟s wisdom. 

“Maybe we‟ll be the only ones on the train.” 

It arrived an hour late, and the attendant escorted 

us to our seats. We found the accommodations 

roomy and comfortable. We stowed our gear in the 

ample space provided, reclined our seats, and 

grabbed a couple of hours of sleep as we headed 

south towards Provo, waiting for the inevitable 

sunrise. As the light 

of dawn awakened 

the landscape, we 

moved about in our 

seats, eager to rise 

and roam about the 

train. 

   “Let‟s head to the 

observation car.” I 

donned my ball 

cap. “Let‟s see if 

we can scrounge up 

some breakfast,” I 

added, preferring a 

cup of coffee to a 

king‟s ransom at this early hour. 

We waltzed between the cars, moving ever 

forward, not sure what to expect… knowing if we 

walked long enough, we would find a good spot to 

enjoy the ride. Arriving at the observation car, the 

absence of other travelers surprised us. We found a 

comfortable table on which to spread out and 

indulge in our usual morning chatter, enjoying 

breakfast sandwiches, coffee, and a cup of hot 

chocolate. 

Little did I know the seats around the table we 

had claimed would become our own private enclave 

for most of the journey, and the steady click-click, 

click-click, would become a surrogate of sorts for 

our own mother‟s internal heartbeats as we moved 

inexorably toward the City of Denver, our faraway 

home. 

I shuffled the deck and dealt the first of what, I 

later learned, would be a marathon of crazy-eights. 

We played cards as the ever-changing scenery 

I stayed in motels and ate in restaurants. I‟ve met a 

lot of folks in many situations and some have really 

made my day, so to speak. One such incident really 

gave me a boost. 

   I found myself in a city several hours from home. 

It was Thursday, the worse part of the week. Friday 

was “going home” day so I could cheer up a little 

then. Since I had gotten into the motel a little early, 

I decided to walk six blocks to a little cafe, take my 

time eating, and then return to the motel and enjoy 

a ballgame on TV. I had to cross a busy 

intersection during rush hour. One of my favorite 

pastimes is watching people, so instead of pushing 

the button to cross the street, I watched the traffic 

and drivers. Everyone was in a hurry. It was 

squealing stops, fast starts, racing engines, shifting 

gears and horns honking—people jockeying for 

position, weaving in and out of traffic, senseless 

passing, and wild gesturing. Some gave it the gun, 

trying to beat the light. One lady yelled at a man to 

either “drive it or park it.” I guess his only crime 

was trying to obey the speed limit. Several times in 

that twenty-five or thirty minutes, one driver would 

shake his fist at another one, then would pass in a 

rush and go on. But there was always honking. 

Then I saw one car going slower than the rest up 

the street. Actually, he was going about the speed 

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. 

limit. The honking and passing as cars sped around 

him drew my attention to him. As the car drew near 

and slowed for the yellow light, I saw an elderly 

gentleman in the driver‟s seat. As he stopped on 

yellow, another car zipped by and the driver shook 

his fist at “Mr. Easy” we‟ll call him. Mr. Easy gave 

him a big, friendly wave, grinning from ear to ear. 

He had his window down and sang along to one of 

the good old church songs I had heard all my life. I 

had to laugh. He spotted me standing on the 

sidelines and waved at me, continuing to smile. All 

this time, he never missed a word of his song. I 

waved back and laughed. What a contrast in 

people! 

   As the light changed and traffic in the far lane 

started moving faster than Mr. Easy, the driver 

behind him gave him the horn. Mr. Easy waved to 

him and moved on out. I punched the button to 

cross the street. Since there were six lanes to cross, 

the light changed before I could get all the way 

across. A driver gave me the horn to hustle. I 

turned with a big smile, gave him a big Mr. Easy 

wave, and went on. 

   I do not know who Mr. Easy is, where he lives, or 

anything about him, except what I saw that day, 

which was a lot. I know he is my friend because he 

sure made my day. ♦ 

Time stood still for the three of us. The rhythmic clicking of the metal wheels 

on the endless miles of steel ribbon was the only music we heard. 

Let Bender Menders  Put You Back in 
the Driver’s Seat for a Happy New Year! 

 Hwy 86 & CR 17 
(Crossroads Circle) 

Elizabeth 

Our ASE and  

I-CAR trained 

technicians use 

State-Of-The-Art 

Equipment to 

return your 

vehicle to  

pre-accident 

condition 

Collision Repair & Paint 

Dampen Your Holiday Cheer? 

www.bendermenders.com 

Title 
Insurance  

 

Property 
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Closing &  
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Notary  

303-621-2079 
305 Comanche St. 

Kiowa, CO 
elbcntyab@aol.com  

Don H. Homan, Jr. 

Gene Segers 

For thirty years, my job took me away from home during the week.  
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Sometimes the wind can blow for what seems 
like days, followed by a still, quiet, sunny 
morning. That is when I listen again for those 
little sounds. 

Most of the time, though, our air is refreshing 
and carries on it the gentle sounds of country 
living that remind me of what a privilege it is to 
live where we do. ♦ 

It‟s always, “Some day, I‟m gonna…” 
Deacon Jack, a Roman Catholic and a cousin-by-

marriage, always finds a way to provoke me into 
deep thought and to engage me in challenging 
arguments. Examples of his thought process 
follow. 

I got to thinking one day about all the women on 
the Titanic who passed up dessert on that fateful 
night to “cut back.” From then on, I‟ve tried to 
be a little more flexible. 

How many women out there will eat at 
home because their husband didn‟t 
suggest going out to dinner until after 
they thawed out something? Does the 
word “refrigeration” mean nothing? 

How often have your kids dropped in 
to talk and sat in silence while you watched 
Jeopardy on television? 

I can‟t count the times I have called my sister 
and said, “How about going out to lunch in a 
half hour?” 

She‟ll gasp and stammer, “I can‟t! My 
hair is dirty and I have clothes in the 
washer. I wish you had asked sooner. I had a late 
breakfast. It looks like it‟s going to rain…” 

Because we cram so much into our lives, we 
schedule our own headaches. We live on a sparse 

diet of promises we make to ourselves to fulfill 
when all the conditions are perfect! 

We‟ll visit the grandparents when we get little 
Gavin toilet-trained. 

We‟ll entertain after we replace the living room 
carpet. 

We‟ll go on a second honeymoon when we get 
two kids out of college. 

Life has a way of accelerating as we 
get older. The days get shorter and the 

list of promises to ourselves gets 
longer. One morning we wake up, and all 

we have to show for our lives is a litany of 
“I‟m going to,” “I plan on,” and 
“Someday when things settle down…” 

My lips have not touched ice cream in a lot 
of years. I love ice cream. It‟s just that I might 

as well apply it to my stomach with a spatula and 
eliminate the digestive process. (Besides, I‟m 
diabetic). The other day I stopped the car and 
bought a Triple-Decker. If my car had hit an 
iceberg on the way home, I‟d have died 
happy. 

Now, go have a nice day. Do something you want 
to, not something on your “should do” list. If you 
were going to die soon and had only one phone call 
you could make, who would you call and what 
would you say? And why are you waiting? 

Have you ever watched kids playing on a merry-
go-round or listened to the rain slapping on the 
ground? Ever followed a butterfly‟s erratic flight or 
gazed at the sun into the fading night? Do you run 
through each day on the fly? When you ask “How 
are you?” do you hear the reply? When the day is 
done, do you lie in your bed with the next hundred 
chores running through your head? Ever told your 
child, “We‟ll do it tomorrow”? And in your haste, 

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 

Too many people put off something that brings them joy just because they haven‟t thought about it, don‟t 
have it on their schedule, didn‟t know it was coming up, or are too rigid to depart from their routine. 

I don‟t remember any noises outside, unless they 
were being made by the neighborhood children 
(which would have included me!) We had little 
traffic on our street, and in those days no one 
ever drove by with the loud bass of their stereo 
blasting. Maybe I‟d hear some crickets or 
cicadas, red-winged blackbirds, or the wind 
shaking the leaves on the big silver maples in the 
front yard. I recall one night there was a loud cat 
fight outside my window. What a terrible sound! 

One cat went up the tree while the other, too fat 
to climb, waited and complained below. 

Things were quite different when we went to 
visit my grandma in the busy suburb of a large 
city. Though her street was a residential block of 
small houses, there were very busy streets nearby. 
I heard sirens, horns, trucks and traffic at night as 
I went to sleep. For me, a small-town girl, this 
was very exciting! 

As an adult, I‟ve lived in a variety of places, but 
nowhere has been so comfortably quiet as the 
rural Elbert County home where we live now. 
Perhaps I‟ll hear a sound from the neighbor‟s 
horses, or cows that are a mile or more away. At 
night we occasionally hear coyotes—a reminder 
we live in the wide open spaces! The few sounds 
we hear are the pleasant ones we expect in the 
country. 

Of course, with the wide open spaces comes the 
wayward, restless wind! When the gentle breezes 
pick up to form stronger winds, it drowns out just 
about any other sound. In our garage, you could 
record the soundtrack for some scary movie that 
starts out “It was a dark and stormy night…” The 
roar of the wind only adds to the beauty of the 
stillness when it stops. The contrast is startling. 

Where I grew up must have been pretty quiet. 

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 
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not see his sorrow? Ever lost touch? Let a good 
friendship die? Just call to say, “Hi!”? 

When you worry and hurry through your day, it 
is like an unopened gift thrown away. Life is not a 
race. Take it slower. Hear the music before the 
song is over. 

Matthew 25:13: “Therefore, stay awake—for you 
know neither the day nor the hour.” ♦ 

Bill Rupert 
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It‟s often said children are gifts 

from God. There are some parents 

who think we should change that 

to say: children come from God, 

but not necessarily as a gift! It‟s 

safe to say God created children, 

but I‟ll bet early on even He 

wondered why! To those of us 

who have children of our own, 

grandchildren, nieces or nephews, 

here‟s a tale to lift your spirits. 

Whenever your children are out 

of control, you can take comfort in 

the thought that even God‟s 

omnipotence did not extend to His 

children. After creating Heaven 

and Earth, God created Adam and 

Eve. And the first thing He said 

was “Don‟t!” 

“Don‟t what?,” Adam replied. 

“Don‟t eat the forbidden fruit,” 

God said. 

“Forbidden fruit? We have 

forbidden fruit? Hey Eve, we have 

forbidden fruit!” 

“No way!” 

“Yes, way!” 

“Do not eat the fruit!” said God. 

“Why?” they asked.  

“Because I am your Father and I 

said so!” God replied, wondering 

why He hadn‟t stopped creation 

after making the elephants. 

A few minutes later, God saw his 

kids having an apple break, and it 

ticked Him off! “Didn‟t I tell you 

not to eat the fruit?” God asked.  

“Uh huh,” Adam replied.  

“Then why did you?” God asked. 

“I don‟t know,” said Eve.  

“She started it,” Adam said.  

“Did not!” 

“Did too!” 

“Did not!” 

Having had it with the two of them, God‟s 

punishment was that the two of them should have 

children of their own. 

Now I know where my kids got it from! ♦ 

Gun: Classic Ruger 

P93c 9mm with Hogue 

grips, fiber optic front 

sight, extra mags, 

backup slide and 

barrel:  $565. Text or 

call Jim in Castle Rock 

423-895-2341. 

For Rent: furnished 

room for single person 

$600/month to month 

$200 deposit. Hi speed 

internet, utilities, trash 

included. Elizabeth, 

Sun Country. pt child 

ok 720-422-8200 

For Sale: matching 

bedroom lamps. Dark 

base (25” tall), tan 

shades (14” diam). 

$40/set. Small 

decorative bookcase 

$45 (40”Hx25”Wx 

14”D) Eliz area. Text 

520-444-2939 

Sitting on the edge of the long, scratched, gray 

bench, I enjoyed the wonderful aroma of my hot 

chocolate. It felt toasty between my hands—a 

welcome heat after the bitter cold. It proved almost 

too hot to drink. As the liquid went down my 

throat, it heated my entire body. Then, it was time 

to skate again. 

We had a preset time to meet our Mom, but it 

made me sad to leave. The warmth from the car 

would almost put me to sleep on the short ride 

home. 

My skates are long gone but as I tell this story, I 

wonder... Maybe, just maybe, it‟s time to buy 

another pair! ♦ 

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 

there would be ice or snow in your hair. Nothing 

mattered but the skating. We skated in yards and on 

small ponds. Sometimes, if we got lucky, we visited 

a larger lake. 

Our favorite, though, was the ice skating rink in the 

middle of town. Everyone went there. It never 

mattered how cold it was. It had a 

“warming house,” where we could 

get warm when our fingers and toes 

went numb from the cold. We had 

to wear skate guards inside. It 

seemed to take forever to put them 

on or take them off. They made a 

strange sound as I walked. 

The best part of the “warming 

house” was the hot chocolate 

vending machine. You put in your 

money and pushed buttons to 

choose if you wanted cream and/or 

whipped cream. The cream came 

out white as snow. The whipped 

cream came next and made a big plop on top. 

It got crowded in the “warming house” as people 

changed into their skates, slid on their skate guards, 

and put on extra clothes. 

We had a lot to do. Sledding and snowball 

throwing were our primary occupations. We also 

built snow forts and went ice skating.  

Snow forts made it easier to have snowball 

fights. We would stick our heads out of the 

window or door to throw our weapons of choice. 

Unfortunately, our enemy was often 

much better at war tactics than us, 

and usually got us in the face 

with a cold ball of snow.  

There were always new hills 

to sled down. The long 

toboggan was heavy as we 

pushed it up the hill. We forgot 

all that effort as we flew down it. 

Over and over, we went up and 

down! 

To a young girl, ice skating is a 

wonderful thing. You dream 

about being a ballerina or a figure 

skater. „Round and „round I would 

twirl. It was a little harder to twirl 

with the mounds of clothes I wore. When the 

temperature hit below zero, it was necessary to 

keep warm. I could see my breath. Sometimes, 

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 

For Rent: Upstairs 

2BR Apt. Mini kitchen 

$700/mo. Includes 

Utilities, & help to 

Senior. No smokers, 

prefer 1 person, 1 pet. 

Damage Dep. $400. 

303-870-0576 

2007 Trailer. 10.5 feet 

long. Front ramps, new 

submersible lights.  

$1500 720-422-8200. 

Great for motorcycles, 

atv, mowers, 

etc 

Basement for 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 

Queen Bed Frame w/

decorative wrought 

iron/wood. Combo 

headboard/footboard. 

Looks antique but 

modern construction. 

$55 Elizabeth area.  

Text 520-444-2939. 

FTGH: Piano, needs 

tuning. 303-870-0576 

Make Offer: 38ft 93 

Terry Camper needs 

repair, has 5th wheel 

hitch. 303-870-0576 

FTGH/Donation: 

Piano 303-870-0576 

Free: Bunk bed set and 

dresser. No mattresses.  

Can be converted to 

twin beds. Good cond.  

In Elbert. 303-648-3325 

High Tunnel Green-

House 50% off 28'x60'  

$1500. Build smaller or 

larger you decide. 

Perfect for growing 

vegetables. Extend your 

growing season by 

months John  

720-231-1612 

For Sale: 1911 

dresser w/hand 

carving on 

beveled, titling 

mirror. Six 

drawers total (2 

each lrg, med, 

small) Exc 

cond. $850 

text 520-444

-2939.  

Eliz area. 

 

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. 

Elbert Women ‘s Club  
-DINNER & BINGO-  

1st Monday of the month 
(except July 10 & Sept 11) 
Dinner (6-7) Bingo (7-9) 

-MONTHLY BREAKFAST- 
All you can eat  

Every 4th Sunday thru Oct.  
8am-Noon 

Age 9-Adult: $9 Age 3-8: $5 
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 

William P. Rupert 

TLLC Concrete: 

Specialize in barn floors, 

driveways, and remove 

and replacement.  

Any job over 400 SF.  

Call 303-646-2355 

© Katie Martin 

Winter as an adult, in a cold climate, can be long. But as a child, winter was never long enough.  
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Keeping citizens informed and up-to-date on county government 
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We live in interesting economic times. When the 

Board of County Commissioners (BOCC) drafted 

our guidance for developing the 2023 budget last 

January, we did not foresee the sharp economic 

downturn that would occur just three months later.   

As 2022 progressed and we refined our planning 

for the future budget, we saw interest rates rising and 

inflation peak at over 9% (as reported by the Bureau 

of Labor Statistics, Denver-Aurora-Lakewood CPI) 

and critical commodities such as fuel, asphalt, and 

other construction materials soar. Simultaneously, we 

saw a decrease in sales tax collections and an abrupt 

halt in real estate transactions. This was the 

environment in which we completed our budget. 

While we established many goals in developing the 

budget, we gave our Budget Steering Committee two 

priorities: (1) Ensure we have a budget that can 

sustain services to our citizens, and (2) continue to 

address the wage disparity between our County and 

competing employers. Accomplishing these two 

items is critical to our County‟s future.  

Unlike the Great Recession, the County did not 

enter this period of economic turmoil without cash 

on hand. Six years ago, we committed to building 

fund balances that would support the full first quarter 

of operations with no additional income. Once we 

achieved this, we began building a “contingency 

fund” to support emergency operations during 

disaster events and a “stability fund” to ensure the 

County could ride out a period of economic 

downturn without cutting personnel or services. With 

the approval of the 2023 budget, the County now has 

$1.5 million for contingencies and $5 million to 

ensure stability. This puts us in great shape to 

weather a downturn like the one experienced from 

2008 to 2012. 

As we end 2022, we estimated our annual revenue 

at $42.2 million (1.3% higher than projected), and 

expenditures were $34.5 million (2.8% less than 

budgeted).  

For 2023, we expect revenues to decrease to $41.3 

million (2% decrease from 2022) and have approved 

spending of up to $41.7 million. This potential 

expenditure of $400,000 more than expected revenue 

will consume 6.7% of our County‟s fund balances. 

It‟s a small amount that we can sustain for many 

years to come should the economy not improve. 

Using this fund balance allows us to provide a 4% 

COLA increase for our employees, address increases 

in medical coverage, and address materials costs for 

projects planned in 2023. Overall, the County 

remains fiscally strong.  

Citizens can view the 2023 County Budget in 

detail at: elbertcounty-co.gov/2023Budget. 

As always, it is a pleasure and an honor to serve 

the citizens of Elbert County. 

Respectfully,  

The EC Board of County Commissioners  

 

Elbert County welcomed a new Commissioner to 

District 2 in early January. The County elected 

Dallas Schroeder to the position after outgoing 
Commissioner Rick Pettitt chose not to run for 

reelection. 

Schroeder, while new to the position itself, is not 

new to our County government. He has actively 

served in Elbert County as the Clerk and Recorder 

since 2013 and felt inspired to run for the office of 

Commissioner after serving two full terms. 

“It‟s always a question of „what‟s next?‟” says 

from both the Colorado Department of Local Affairs 

(DOLA) and Colorado Housing and Finance 

Authority (CHFA). If you‟re interested in learning 

further about the HNA‟s findings, you can read it in 

full on the County website. ♦ 

Your 2022 property tax notice, payable in 2023, 

should arrive in mailboxes by the end of January. If 

you do not receive your notice by mid-February 

2023, please call the County Treasurer‟s office at  

303-621-3120. 

 

Payment due dates are: 

 

 1st half due February 28, 2023 

 2nd half due June 15, 2023 

 Full payment due April 30, 2023 

 

Please note that failure to receive a tax notice does 

not invalidate a taxpayer‟s obligation to pay on time. 

You may pay property taxes online at  

elbertcounty-co.gov, mail them, put them in the drop 

box at 440 Comanche Street Kiowa or pay them in-

person. Postmarks on or before the deadline are 

accepted for current taxes only. If a deadline falls on 

a day we are closed, or on a weekend, payment is 

timely if paid on the next regular business day. 

The Treasurer‟s Office does not send the original 

bill to your mortgage company. The original bill will 

come to you. Mortgage companies retrieve a tax file 

from our office or through a tax processing company. 

You may also send a copy to them directly. ♦ 

Schroeder. He‟s always considered Pettitt a friend 

and mentor and never considered running against 

him, but when Pettitt stepped down, Schroeder felt 

he could help. “After all my previous experience, 

including all the meetings and discussions I‟ve been 

a part of, I feel I‟m prepared for the role as much as 

anybody.” 

Schroeder moved to Elbert County with his wife in 

2005, where he started a business, raised his family 

and transitioned to working in the County 

government. He has filled many roles in the 

community outside his professional office as well—

from coaching softball and serving on the board of 

Legacy Academy for six years to actively assisting in 

the community at Elbert Christian Church. “We 

believe in working and helping in the community,” 

Schroeder says of himself and his family. 

As County Commissioner, Schroeder is prepared 

to roll up his sleeves and take on his new 

responsibilities such as filling key positions, 

operating and maintaining budget and finances 

(something he already has plenty of experience in) 

and cooperating with property owners while 

respecting their rights. 

Regarding his vision for the future, Schroeder 

concludes, “Here in the Clerk and Recorder‟s office, 

we‟ve strived to create an environment of helping 

citizens as much as we can, wherever issues and 

challenges arise on their end. We‟ve worked to be 

transparent, communicative, and go the extra mile to 

give resources and direct people towards solutions— 

rather than being an impediment.  As County 

Commissioner, I will continue to foster that 

environment of helpfulness and make it a priority in 

the work I do.” ♦ 

After months of careful research, Elbert County—

with the help of an experienced third party 

consultant—has completed a Housing Needs 

Assessment (HNA). 

The purpose of the HNA is to provide guidance for 

short-term decision-making and long-range strategic 

planning for the County and its towns. It includes an 

analysis of the supply, type, and cost of housing 

needed to support the County—especially regarding 

workers in critical fields. It is an important step 

toward a more current Comprehensive Plan for the 

County. 

Housing and economic development are closely 

interlinked. Housing availability affects labor 

mobility and attraction and retention of talent. A lack 

of housing can lead to an increase in business costs 

and economic instability overall. Elbert County is 

currently experiencing limited housing inventory, 

with only 164 units (less than 2% total) for sale as of 

September 2022. 

The focus was on analyzing the existing housing 

inventory, identifying the market conditions that 

affect housing needs, gaps in housing, and forecast 

housing needs for the next 10 years. 

“The HNA was quite the technical analysis,” says 

Marc Dettenrieder, Elbert County‟s Economic 

Development Manager. “It confirmed a lot of what 

we know, as expected, and will serve as a bridge to a 

full Housing Master Plan for 2024. Not all the 

recommendations outlined in the report will fit or 

suit our needs, but we will distill what others 

suggested and craft a plan based on what makes 

sense for the County and what aligns with our 

leadership philosophy.” 
The next phase of the project will be to create a 

Housing Master Plan (HMP) in 2024. HMP will 

invite feedback from leaders of Elbert County, along 

with engagement from the public. The HMP will 

ultimately determine which types of changes to 

implement. 

Elbert County‟s HNA received help in funding 

Approving a Fiscally  
Sound Budget for 2023 

Serving our Citizens and  
Ensuring our Financial Future 

A Warm Welcome to Dallas 
Schroeder, Elbert County’s 

Newest Commissioner 

Elbert County’s Housing 
Needs Assessment is Here 

Property Tax Notices  
Arriving Soon 

Check your mailbox in late January 

Wednesday, January 18 
This meeting includes a chance to chat with 

new Commissioner Dallas Schroeder. 
6:30 p.m. to 8:00 p.m. 

EC Fairgrounds / Exhibit Building 
95 Ute Ave.  Kiowa, CO  80117 

Wednesday, April 19 
6:30 p.m. to 8:00 p.m. 

Big Sandy School 
18091 CR 125    

Simla, CO  80835 

Wednesday, July 19 
6:30 p.m. to 8:00 p.m. 
Russell Gates Mercantile 

24223 Eccles St. 
Elbert, CO  80106 

Wednesday, October 18 
6:30 p.m. to 8:00 p.m. 

Son Country Community Church 
7114 Sun Country Dr. 
Elizabeth, CO  80117 

Save the Dates: 
2023 Town Hall Meetings 
Join the Elbert County Commissioners as 

they share updates on County activities and 
upcoming projects at four Town Hall 

meetings in 2023. Following a brief formal 
presentation, we invite residents to take 
part in a question and answer session. 

https://www.elbertcounty-co.gov/2023Budget
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Our local advertisers make this publication possible. 

SteelStructuresAmerica.com 

Strasburg, CO  

30x30x10 

Bennett, CO 

40x60x16 

Parker, CO 

30x50 

Elizabeth, CO 

40x40x16 

Parker, CO 

30x30x12 
Centennial, CO 

40x50 

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

We offer and 
install Shops, 

Garages, 
Barns, & Pole 

Buildings! 

FREE 3D 
Rendering 
for HOA 

Approval. 

Visit our website 
for our complete 

selection to service 
all your needs. 

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

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

360 Diesel   7 

Advanced Quality Auto   4 

Agate Elevator 15 

Barnyard Boutique   4 

BC Building   9 

Bender Menders 16 

Bernie‟s Kitchen 14 

Bijou Telephone    12 

Byers General Store 14 

Champion Bank 13 

Charity‟s Book   2 

Chunkys Towing 14 

Clark‟s Equip. 12 

Cleary Building    5 

Core Electric 15 

Creekside An. Hos. 13 

Diesel Repair 11 

El Co Abstract  16 

El Co Connection 19 

El Co Partnership   3 

Eliz Barber 10 

Eliz Country Kennel 17 

Eliz Fam Dental  14 

Forty Mile Feed   5 

Front Range Kubota   6 

Global Propane       3, 17, 18 

Holly Acres 20 

Home Improvement   7 

Integrity Insurance 18 

Just Window Screens   3 

Kim‟s Handyman 13 

Kiowa Bar   9 

Ladybug Landing   7 

Life & Health Solutions   4 

Linnebur Auctions  10 

Love Funeral Home 16 

Man & Machine   3 

Maverick Auto   8 

Maverick Mercantile 10 

Mountain Heart   9 

Neal Wilson Ins. 17 

Olde Towne HVAC   5 

O‟Malley‟s  12 

Perfect Touch Painting   5 

Plains H& A/C 14 

Prairie Creeks  11 

PRISM Financial 14 

Rachel‟s Book   6 

Roggen F. Elevator 11 

Running Creek Dental 13 

Sherer Auto   8 

Steel Corner 11 

Steel Structures 20 

Strasburg Auto Parts    7 

Stratton H&A 10 

Tim Brown Jewelers  12, 17 

TLLC Concrete 18 

Weller Insurance 12 

Western Hardware 14 

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  $29.99 each  

Colorado Fruit Trees 

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

Apple, Apricot, Cherry, Peach, 
Pear, Plum 

INSTANT ORCHARD  
ONLY $26.99 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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