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for-pound the strongest human being I‟ve ever known, 

but a good guy. He never bullied us little guys. We all 

loved Alan. He wasn‟t a part of the clique many of his 

teammates founded. He did his own thing, and wasn‟t 

afraid to put a beat down on any guy that had it coming. 

I witnessed a few of those encounters. I watched him 

punch Richard Chambers in the nose for talking smack. 

After Alan bloodied his nose, he stood there, tapping 

the left side of his face, daring Richard: “Go ahead, why 

don‟t you put one right here?” That retaliatory punch 

never happened.  

Back to Alan coming my way. It was a pass out in the 

flat to him. I went into kamikaze mode, forfeiting any 

sense of self-preservation or potential injury. The pass 

was a little high. I got the perfect form-tackle leverage 

as a result and put him flat on his back. This only 

happened once—trust me. I‟m guessing the stars 

aligned for me that day. The underdog JV squad went 

absolutely bonkers at this point. 

In the aftermath of human wreckage, I lay there 

waiting to get up, and Carey Harris, another god I 

admired, came over to me and grabbed me with both 

hands. Before I even knew what was happening, he 

ripped me out of the pile and pulled me into his 

facemask, yelling at me: “YOU CAN BE ON MY 

TEAM ANY DAY!!!!” and smacked me upside with all 

the tough love I could handle. He repeated that 

exaltation twice more. He gave me some of the greatest 

words ever spoken to me in all my life, all the while 

treating me like I was truly a teammate.  

I have never surpassed the emotional high that I 

experienced that day. It was the greatest compliment I 

have ever received. 

They got me on the next play. A lateral pass to a 

different back in the flat. This time, like a big, dumb 

bass, I bit on the fake and the guy threw a pass to a wide

-open receiver downfield. Oh well. Can‟t win „em all. 

The emotional high I had just experienced still 

intoxicated me. 

Alan caught up to me later, and I had a moment of 

uncertainty about what would happen. But he shook my 

hand and told me: “Good „stick‟ out there, man.” Some 

more special words that I‟ll never forget. ♦ 

We split up for a few minutes to get 

acquainted and to discuss a strategy. We knew 

the first string freshman guys were gonna 

destroy us. Many of them were headed to the 

Varsity squad next year (it simply wasn‟t 

customary to have freshman on a 4A Varsity 

team back then). Our newly formed iteration of 

the JV squad was on defense as the Freshman 

alpha males broke their huddle.  

Positioned at the cornerback, I was still 

fuming about being cut, betrayed, insulted, etc. I 

wasn‟t alone in my anger. The first couple of 

plays were up the middle, away from me—and 

those interior guys held their own. With no 

success up the middle, the coaches went outside, 

my direction. First play to me: I shut it down. 

They tried me again. Again, I shut them down. 

We were supposed to be the underdogs but were 

kickin‟ some serious butt. Hootin‟ and hollerin‟, 

we found our success infectious. The coaches 

(the ones that had just cut me) noticed this and 

decided “we‟re calling plays at him until we 

defeat him.” I got on their proverbial radar. 

The next play they sent Alan Fitts at me. He 

was one of these aforementioned “gods.” Pound-

g rowing up in Texas in the seventies as a 

boyhood daydreamer (nights, too), I dreamed 

of being the proverbial all-star high school 

football player. I idolized the NFL players, but 

saw those high school kids as living, breathing 

gods who walked amongst us. Though they were 

mostly upper classmen, we shared a common 

practice field. Big, strong, handsome, and always 

with a girl (or two) in tow. I so wanted to be like 

them. One of these days... I hoped. 

My young, pre-pubescent ninth grader self had 

no business out on a football field. Way too small 

and frail, but I refused to see that. I made a great 

little leaguer in 7th grade, but one day, the other 

guys started growing bigger and stronger, and a 

few of us didn‟t keep up. The rules were different 

back then. Blindside, crack-back blocks and 

horse collar tackles were completely legal, and 

therefore in our „little guys‟ repertoire. How else 

was I supposed to bring those big guys down? 

As a freshman, I showed up in August for two-

a-days in the hot, humid, brutal Texas Gulf Coast 

heat. I made every single practice, but I never got 

to play in the games. 3rd or 4th down the list on 

the depth chart, and always overlooked—even in 

„garbage‟ time. 

Along came the final week of the 1981 fall 

football season. The Junior Varsity had joined us 

for the week. They lined all twenty of them up 

across from us. Nothing intimidating, as we knew 

them as classmates and another school team with 

a losing record. And many of them were like me: 

too delusional to know they 

shouldn‟t be on a football field, but 

not giving up on that chance at 

gridiron glory. It was a small bunch 

of 10th graders who could not yet 

make the Varsity squad but could no 

longer be on the 9th grade team and 

11th graders who weren‟t 

athletically gifted or physically big 

enough to make the Varsity squad. 

The coach told us to listen up as 

he read a list of player names. I, 

along with many of the scrubs, was 

on this list. Apparently, the JV were 

short-handed going into the final 

week of the season. Since the 

Freshman squad had way too many 

guys (many of us never even got to 

play), someone came up with the 

idea to lend or trade us (“cut from the team” is 

how I took it) to them for next Thursday night‟s 

game.  

I went through a mix of emotions. The JV 

wanted me. That felt great! But misery loves 

company, so I focused on my feelings of betrayal 

and embarrassment. Feelings of not being wanted 

and not being good enough. And this, after nearly 

a whole August of two-a-days and Fall weekdays 

of after school practice—usually as a member of 

the „dummy‟ (a mimic of this weeks‟ opponent) 

offense or defense for the first-stringers to beat 

up on. We headed over to the JV side. They 

greeted us and told us, “We‟re having a 

scrimmage today: freshman against the JV!” 
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FROM THE EDITOR CHARITY BISHOP 

You know the one: every Wednesday on 

the dot, it snows. You plow out your dirt 

road, the wind blows it back over the 

next morning. The FedEx truck doesn‟t 

come for days, and UPS gets stuck at the 

end of your driveway. It would be real 

easy to complain about it, but I know all 

this snow means a pretty spring is on its 

way! I love a lush green prairie full of 

the little white prairie lilies that come up 

around Easter.  

In the meantime, it‟s a good time to 

snuggle up at home with your pets or 

loved one and read a book. I read two 

excellent quotes recently that made me 

think: one of them was “everything you 

want out of life is just outside of your 

comfort zone,” and the other was “the 

„you‟ other people know isn‟t the same 

„you‟ that you know.” 

Huh? 

Well, the first one seems obvious. It‟s 

easy to wish and hope for the life you 

want, but sometimes it‟s just a little bit 

outside what you‟re comfortable with; if 

you choose to step outside your “easy” 

space, you soon learn that you can do 

this and those things become possible. 

What if instead of assuming you can‟t do 

it, you assume that you can? Another 

author talking on the same topic said that 

she looks at it this way: her fear does not 

matter. If her body can do it, she can do 

it. She may be afraid to send an e-mail 

asking for a promotion or a pay raise, but 

her fingers are capable of typing up that 

letter and hitting send... so she might as 

well do it. Being told no is better than 

never asking in the first place, because 

the answer could be yes. If it‟s no, you 

are no worse off! If it‟s yes, your life is 

going to change.  

Some people love change, and others 

hate it. But it can be a bit disorienting, at 

the best of times. I moved a cabinet in 

my kitchen and I know that for weeks, I 

will be going to the wrong place to look 

for things. (Now I understand why my 

cats hate me moving furniture!) But it‟s 

a necessary change, because I needed 

room for something else important in my 

kitchen. Sometimes, to make room for an 

improvement, you need to be willing 

to experience a little discomfort. But 

the only way to grow is to take risks. 

Some ideas turn out great, others are 

less than swell, but they all teach you 

something about yourself and keep 

you moving forward. 

The second quote, about how your 

friends know “their” version of you, 

made me ponder a bit. It‟s true that 

how my friends see me is not the same 

way that I see me. My views of myself 

can be better or worse than their views 

of me. I always found it odd when two 

people had opposing views of me! The 

truth is, we all filter others through 

ourselves. What we pay attention to, 

and what is important to us, shapes 

how we interpret their words and 

deeds. Which means that you have the 

freedom to make the decisions that are 

best for you and your life, without 

needing to worry too much about what 

people will think... because they will 

see it through themselves, and it may 

not even be about you. 

For example, the other day a friend 

came to me upset about something 

another friend had told her. She was 

angry about how this person had been 

treated. I reminded her to “consider 

the source.” Her friend has a tendency 

to filter things through his negativity, 

so even if the third party involved 

didn‟t mean something in the way he 

took it, the negative lens through 

which he heard it, made him only 

remember the bad parts of their 

conversation. But a person with a 

positive outlook, who tends to 

overlook the negative, would choose 

to remember only the good things the 

friend said.  

I‟m a pessimistic-optimist. Which 

means that I fret a lot, and then notice 

my fretting, and decide to try and be 

positive instead. It‟s a slow process to 

shift your brain from anxious thoughts 

to happy ones, but the more I do it, the 

more progress I make. I am gradually 

finding my way to a “quiet mind.” It‟s 

a little strange, because I am a chronic 

over-thinker, but the more I choose not to 

over-think, the fewer anxious thoughts 

float around in my mind, and the more 

inner peace takes over instead. Doing 

this means being Present to myself, and 

to the situation at hand. Present enough 

to notice what I am doing, to know why I 

am doing it, and to make a decision to 

choose a different way forward instead.  

If you are like me and tend to expect 

the worst, over-think your decisions, and 

struggle to stay positive, here‟s a few tips 

I have learned along the way to make a 

quiet mind easier to achieve. 

 Do something that forces you out 

of your mind and into your body, 

such as yoga or Pilates. If you 

meditate, choose to dwell on the 

positive things in your life. 

 If you start to worry, ask yourself 

if this is yours to fret about, or if 

this belongs to someone else. 

 Instead of over-analyzing things, 

ask yourself instead how you can 

solve the problem. Worrying about 

it does not fix it; finding a solution 

is a more effective way to think. 

 Often, the easiest answer is the 

most correct, so go with that one. 

Learn to stick with your decision 

and not reconsider it.  

 

Lastly, remember that while this winter 

may be dull, it can also be a time for rest 

and reflection. Spring will come soon, 

and our lives will get busy... but for now, 

winter is a gift in which to find peace in 

your own mind. Use it well. ♦ 
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 stood restlessly with the other kids waiting at the 
end of my street for the school bus to arrive on 

my first day of first grade. It was strange to get up 
so early and put on a dress. I usually got up 
whenever I woke up and dressed in shorts. I asked 
Mamma why I had to wear a dress to school. She 
simply replied, “All young ladies wear dresses to 
school, and you are a young lady.” 

My older sister and brother accompanied me on 
that first day. They were in high school and could 
have driven their own cars, but rode with me on the 
school bus. It was a kindness I now appreciate. 

As the yellow bus approached, we all got in line, 
except for one boy. He pushed his way in front of 
me to get on first. “If I mess up this dress, Mamma 
won‟t be happy,” I told him. 

“You were in my way!” he declared loudly. 
As soon as the words 

came out of his mouth, 
my older brother 
stepped up to him and 
quietly said, “That 
wasn‟t nice. Apologize 
to my sister right now!” 
He didn‟t sound happy. 

The boy‟s expression 
immediately became 
contrite. “Gee, I‟m 
sorry. I didn‟t know she 
was in the line. I 
thought she was just 
standing there.” 

“Yeah, sure,” my brother said. 
We all knew better. 
As I stretched my short legs to climb the steps, I 

thought, Glad I’m not any shorter. At the top of the 
stairs, I came face-to-face with the bus driver.  

“Good morning,” he said happily. “How are you? 
Are you ready for your first day of school?”  

It surprised me he stood there and spoke to me! 
After everyone had boarded the bus, he said, “My 

name is Mr. Carter. I‟ll be picking you up each 
morning on this bus at the same time. I expect 
everyone to behave. Do not get up while the bus is 
moving. Don‟t get up when I stop, unless it is your 
turn to get off the bus. If I have any problems, I will 
call your parents. Now everyone, find your seat so 
we can go to the next stop.”  

After each stop, Mr. Carter 
stood up and repeated the same 
information. By the time we 
arrived at school, I could have 
delivered the same lines. 

Every day, I dutifully walked the 
three blocks from my house to the 
bus stop and waited for it to arrive. 
The boy who pushed me never did 
it again. I think my brother scared 
him! 

Each time we came to a railroad 
track, Mr. Carter stopped the bus 
and opened the door. An older boy 
went down the steps, ran to the 
railroad tracks and looked both 
ways several times. Then he 

waved his 
arms over 
his head, 
signaling to 
Mr. Carter 
that he 
could drive 
over the 
tracks. 
There were 
no 
mechanical 
“arms” nor 
flashing red 

signals to let Mr. Carter know there was a train 
coming. The boy who ran the tracks would get 
back on the bus after Mr. Carter had driven it to 
the other side. We performed this same procedure 
each time we came upon a railroad track, and there 
were several! 

One morning, I sat right behind Mr. Carter and 
asked, “How old do you have to be to run the 
tracks?”  

After a moment of contemplation, he said, “We 
usually only let boys run the tracks, because girls 
wear dresses and don‟t want to ruin them. I prefer 
the runner to be at least in the eighth grade.” 

Heck! I thought. I have a long time to wait.  
“Okay, thank you.” 
I sat back in my chair, dejected. 
Time marched on and finally I reached the 

eighth grade! On the first day, I asked. “Mr. 
Carter, remember you told me a runner has to be in 
the eighth grade before running the tracks?” 

“Yes,” he answered. 
“I‟m in the eighth grade now. Can I run the 

tracks?” 
Hesitantly, he replied, “Well, I‟m a man of my 

word. And since I said those in the eighth grade 
could run the tracks, I guess it is time!” 

I will never forget that feeling as Mr. Carter 
opened the bus door. “Make sure you look both 
ways, carefully,” he said as the wind came rushing 
in the door. It was mid-September and the cool 
winter breezes were blowing.  

I jumped down from the two steps on the bus 
and ran as fast as I could to the railroad tracks. 
Looking cautiously up and down the tracks, I 
spotted “something” on the tracks. It had four train 
wheels, but there was a platform on top of the 
wheels. Two men stood on it. They had their hands 
on handles, pushing them up and down to make 
the wheels roll. It reminded me of the see-saw at 
school. Mr. Carter tooted the horn since I was 
taking so long. I held up my hand in the “stop” 
signal, then ran back to the bus and said, “There‟s 
something on the track moving slowly. It isn‟t a 
train, but I don‟t know what it is.” 

“We can wait a minute to see,” he replied. 
We kept our eyes on the tracks. Finally, the 

platform on wheels came into view. “There it is, 
Mr. Carter!” I said breathlessly. I had never seen 
anything like it.  

“Oh, it‟s a handcar. Some call them hand push 
cars. Don‟t see those much anymore. They use them 
for track maintenance.” He said, “You did a great 
job! I almost hit one of those one day because the 
runner didn‟t see it. Thank you!” 

Nothing could compare with the way I felt that 
day. I ran the tracks twice a week. The boys didn‟t 
think a girl should do it, but I did anyway. I never 
told my Mamma. She would worry about my dress. 
I never ruined it. ♦ 
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I n the year 1140, King Conrad III, a nephew of 

Emperor Henry V, lay siege to the Castle of 

Weinsberg. It belonged to the Duke Welf VI, in 

Bavaria, Germany (current day Baden-Württemberg, 

Germany). 

The people were on the verge of being overrun and 

slaughtered by Conrad‟s rapidly advancing army. 

When King Conrad finally gained the castle, he 

intended to kill the men of Weinsberg and burn 

every building to the ground since the men of the 

city had not yielded to his demands with a surrender 

but elected to fight. Some of the male representatives 

of Weinsberg pleaded with King Conrad III to leave 

their women unharmed. In a moment of mercy and 

kindness, Conrad agreed to let them leave before he 

killed the men and laid waste to the city. After all, 

the women were not a threat to King Conrad, or so 

he thought. 

In a further act of charity, he allowed the women 

to take with them their most precious possessions, 

proclaiming he was not about to make them go 

hungry on the road after he sacked their homes. He 

gave them a deadline to gather their things and leave 

before he murdered their husbands and burned their 

homes to the ground.  

When the deadline came and the women gathered 

at the gates of the city, it stunned King Conrad III to 

see the women were not carrying gold, food, or 

clothing, but had their husbands, sons or other male 

family members slung over their backs. Conrad was 

a man of his word, and the scene moved him. He 

allowed them to leave the city—saving both the men 

of the town and the town itself! 

Like King Conrad III, sometimes it may appear 

our homes, our churches, and our communities are 

under siege, but we 

have the opportunity 

to carry our most 

precious possessions... 

our families, churches, 

and our communities 

to safety. Sometimes 

we must make the 

choice to leave behind 

what‟s less important 

to carry our most 

precious possessions 

to safety through 

prayer and care. May 

God help us be as 

brave as the Loyal 

Wives in Weinsberg. ♦ 

can be flanked by two closets that include hanging 

rods and shelves, giving you a window seat. This 

solution can be pared with a bump out if floor 

space is needed.  

 

Kitchen: 

Problem: Not enough room. 

Possible Solutions: Maybe you have too much 

stuff. A kitchen can also be bumped out a couple 

feet without a huge expense if you aren‟t moving 

water pipes. 

Maybe the 

island is too 

big. Rethink 

the space... 

most 

countertops 

are 24 

inches 

because of 

the depth of 

the refrigerator and stove. Maybe your island 

could be 18 inches by using overhead cupboards 

as the base, or by designing your own with a series 

of open shelves that only show from the kitchen 

side of the island. 

 

Problem: Poor layout/awkward space. 

Possible Solution: Could some of your cupboards 

be replaced with open shelves? Do some 

cupboards need more shelves? Would a lower 

cabinet function better with a pull out shelf? Is the 

island functioning? Could it be smaller and give 

more space to move around? Is the sink big 

enough (or too big)? 

 

If your rooms don‟t reflect you or what you need, 

home will not really be home for you. It all starts 

with ideas, then talking it over with your spouse 

and someone who can tell you if your ideas are 

possible. Happy planning! ♦ 

Thinking it Through 

Let‟s face it... we all have things we like 

about our home and some that just don‟t fit 

who we are. Sometimes it helps to talk 

things over with someone who has lots of 

ideas. (Some better than others.)  

 

Here are some questions to ask yourself 

about some of the main rooms in your home 

and possible solutions. They‟re meant to get 

your creative thoughts 

rolling, not as advice from an 

expert. Always check with a 

contractor before doing 

anything that requires tearing 

out a wall or doing a bump 

out. 

 

Formal Dining Room: 

Problem: Awkward to use. 

Too far from the kitchen. 

Possible Solutions: Repurpose the room. 

Could it also be used for other uses like 

reading, homework, TV, or crafting? If it‟s 

part of a big room, you can still repurpose it 

by using a different table that encourages 

games, jigsaw puzzles, or crafts. 

 

Problem: Too small. 

Possible Solutions: Sometimes the problem 

is the size of the table. A narrower one 

might work better. Or maybe the size of the 

chairs make it seem crowded. Using benches 

or stools instead can add lots of elbow room 

in a small space. 

 

Bathroom: 

Problem: Too small; not enough storage 

space.  

Possible Solutions: Combine the space with 

an adjacent closet or second bathroom. 

Could the outside wall be bumped out to the 

edge of the roof‟s drip line? It‟s amazing 

what adding a couple of feet can do.   

 

Bedroom: 

Problem: Too small; not enough storage. 

Possible Solutions: Pare down your 

belongings. It‟s true, we usually wear only 

20% of what we own. Take a look at your 

furniture. Was it made for a massive room? 

If so, get a more petite dresser, hang a 

headboard on the wall and use a metal frame 

for the bed. You‟ll be surprised how big a 

small room can be if you have furniture that 

fits the space. Sometimes walk-in closets 

can be reorganized so a dresser can sit there 

instead of in the bedroom (better yet, 

eliminate the dresser by using shelves and 

storage containers in the closet). A window 
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Smooth or planed, tongue & groove, or rough 

sawed for exterior siding, woodworking, flooring, 

fireplace mantles, interior trim, paneling. 

Wood for all your projects!  

303-621-2120 or 303-653-7646 

Mention this ad! 

South on CR 17 outside Elizabeth. 7 mi. West side. 

www.mountainheartwoodworks.com 

 

Tammy Hallam 

of Weinsberg 

Buy 1 pair  10% off 
Buy 2 pairs 15% off 
Buy 3 pairs 20% off 

Barnyard Boutique 
56551 E. Colfax     Strasburg  

M-Sat 9-5     303-345-4460 

Offer expires 

3/31/23 

5th 
Annual 

Sale 

Buy 1 10% off 
Buy 2 15% off 
Buy 3 20% off 

Susan Bishop 
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W hen should we reach out to help a 
stranger? Is it ever a bad idea? 

My husband is one of the smartest men I know. 
At age 86, and despite several medical conditions 
that slow him down, he continues to lead a 
productive life, but some folks see only his 
disability, not his ability. Recently Rich got 
“attacked” by well-meaning women who didn‟t 
know there are occasions to not offer help. 

The first episode took place at 
Dollywood. Rich has neuropathy. He gets 
a motorized cart when we‟re there, and I 
stride alongside him. I need the exercise, 
and he can enjoy the park without 
discomfort. Rich also has a tremor 
(it‟s Essential Tremor, not 
Parkinson‟s, although he says it‟s 
misnamed—he doesn‟t think it‟s at 
all essential.) 

We stopped to hear a bluegrass 
quartet. When we were ready to 
leave, it took a moment for his 
wayward hand to push “go.” He 
pushed the button just as a 
woman stepped in front of him, 
saying, “Let me help you.” The 
machine leaped forward. As she 
stumbled out of the way, she 
exclaimed, “He was shaking, so 
I thought he needed help.” 

Only a few days later, we were celebrating our 
29th anniversary at an upscale restaurant. Rich‟s 
hand was misbehaving again, making it difficult, 
but not impossible, to cut the steak. The waitress 
appeared by his side and in a too-loud voice asked, 
“Do you need me to cut that for you?” He shook 
his head. 

I, too, have offered help when I didn‟t need to. I 
remember opening a door for a professor in a 
wheelchair when in college. A friendly gesture, I 
thought, but he growled, “Get 
out of my way!” 

It‟s embarrassing to receive 
a public rebuff, but it‟s equally 
embarrassing to be offered 
help when it‟s not needed. 
Should we look the other way 
when we see someone 
struggling? Should we wait to 
be asked? 

I‟m five feet tall. When I need something off an 
upper shelf at the grocery store, I wait for help. If 
someone notices me struggling and asks if I want 
help, I‟m grateful. But sometimes helping is 
inappropriate. 

Rich relates the story of a man interviewing for a 
pastoral position. The wife joined them for lunch as 

part of the interview process. As they talked, she 
casually reached over and cut her husband‟s 
steak. He didn‟t get the job. 
  I‟ve worked in an assisted living facility for 
years. We encourage residents to do as much 

for themselves as possible. The adage, “Use it 
or lose it,” is true. We teach caregivers not 

to be rescuers because, although a task 
may be challenging, intervention isn‟t 
usually necessary. For example, 
constantly pushing a person‟s 
wheelchair inhibits his motivation to 
go places under his own power. 
Without motivation, ability 
declines. Loss of ability takes a 
toll on self-esteem. 
  Another occasion where 
helping may be inappropriate is 
when there‟s a companion to 
provide help if their loved one 
needs it. Rich has been 
dealing with the tremor since 

he was a boy. He has learned to 
compensate. He has accomplished more with a 
tremor than most people have with rock-steady 
hands. If he wants it, he‟ll ask for help.  

Finally, we shouldn‟t try to help if we don‟t 
know how. A person who can‟t swim shouldn‟t 
jump in to save a drowning man. If we don‟t know 
how to help, we should find someone who does. 

Ever since the professor incident, I‟ve hesitated a 
moment before I offer to help people I don‟t know. 
However, I still err on the side of doing good rather 

than ignoring a 
need. That‟s what I 
recommend. Rich 
agrees.  
   After all, curing 
people of niceness 
would be bad for 
everyone. ♦ 

Cleary 

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

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

No Job Too Big or Too Small 

All makes and types of 
HVAC equipment: 
furnaces, A/Cs, 
evaporation coolers, 
boilers, and water 
heaters. If possible, 
we’d rather fix than 
replace your equipment. 303-990-5268 

Family owned and operated in Kiowa 
with over 30 years experience 

Repair or Replacement 

OT, Holiday, Vacation, 

Benefits 
Class B, Tanker, 

Hazmat 
Local Propane 

Delivery 

Non-Smoking 
Environment 

Work Where You Live! 

303-870-2804   

call or text 
719-960-3321 FAX 

anthony@ 
globalpropaneinc 

.com 

Global Propane 
PO Box 583 

Franktown, CO 80116 

CDL Driver Wanted 
$50-70,000 DOE 

Diana L. Walters 

 

CUSTOMER APPRECIATION DAYS SALE!

800-373-5550 • ClearyBuilding.com

Stop in or contact us for a FREE consultation. 
Why Choose CLEARY?

MARCH 16-17 • 8 a.m. to 6 p.m. • MARCH 18 • 8 a.m. to 5 p.m.

Celebrating the 
Start of Our 46th  
Year in Business!

STOP IN 

& SAVE!

JOIN US 

FOR OUR...

Why Choose CLEARY?Why Choose CLEARY?

th  
Business!Business!

FRANKTOWN, CO • 303-660-0420
1964 N Hwy 83   

FT. MORGAN, CO • 970-542-0648
310 West Railroad Ave.

• Strongest Structure in the Industry
• DreamMaker 3D Design Software
• We Manufacture & Construct Our Product
•                        Lifetime Steel Warranty
• Featuring                 Doors
• Builders Risk & Full Insurance
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D ad bought a shiny black 1950 Mercury when I 

was in the first grade. Those cars were built 

like tanks and could run forever. With Dad‟s 

mechanic‟s background, he made sure it did.  

One time, on the way home from work, the 

steering column broke. Too stubborn to stop and 

get a tow truck to take it into the garage, he found 

by pushing real hard on the steering wheel, he 

could keep the column “connected” and steer, 

albeit carefully. He got the darn thing home into 

the driveway and ordered the parts to repair it 

himself. He could fix anything—the roof on the 

house, household appliances, anything. It might 

take him a week, or months, but he got it done. 

Over many years, the road salt used in 

Cleveland during the winter to melt snow took its 

toll on the body of the car. Not a problem for the 

old man. He got out his acetylene torch, a 

crowbar, and sheets of metal. I held the small 

sheets of metal against the rusted out sections of 

the Mercury with the crowbar while he welded it 

over the holes. He told me not to look at the 

acetylene torch while he did it, since it would burn 

my eyes. It sure was temping, but I knew better. 

He had goggles on and could see what he was 

doing. It wasn‟t easy being maybe nine, but I 

pressed with all my strength so the metal would 

hold tightly and make a good repair. 

Man, that car got ugly. Even worse, he drove 

that darn car until I graduated from high school. 

How embarrassing, riding to graduation in that 

mottled mess! We wore long white graduation 

gowns and carried a dozen red roses and I arrived 

in the ugliest car in Cleveland! ♦ 

you could build a sluice box, which let you shovel in 

dirt from anywhere and run water over it to wash away 

lighter dirt and sand, leaving the heavier gold at the 

bottom. You could also dig a mine and search for gold 

inside the mountains themselves. 

   At first, there was no organized system for staking 

claims and deciding who had the 

right to dig in a particular area. 

This led to a lot of violence. Not 

only did people kill each other 

over who had a right to look for 

gold in a specific area, but they 

quickly pushed away the native 

population from any place that 

might contain gold. By the end of 

the gold rush, between one-third 

and one-quarter of the American 

Indians in California had died 

from violence, starvation, or 

diseases brought by the 

newcomers. 

   Eventually, organization 

prevailed, and people discarded 

the old ways of showing up, 

looking for gold, and then moving on. Mining 

cooperatives and corporations took over. In the end, 

although millions of dollars-worth of gold were taken 

from the ground in California, most of the individuals 

who got rich quick during the California Gold Rush 

were the merchants and businessmen selling supplies 

to the hopeful prospectors. ♦ 

W hen we talk about “the gold rush,” we often 

mean the California Gold Rush that began in 

1848, when a carpenter named James W. Marshall 

found flakes of gold in a stream near the mill where he 

worked. John Sutter, the owner, tried to keep the 

discovery quiet so he and Marshall could work 

together to mine it, but the secret got out, anyway. And 

California has never been the same. 

In 1848, California mostly interested trappers, 

farmers, and ranchers. Otter and beaver pelts and cattle 

hides were its main exports. But the discovery of gold 

changed everyone‟s attitude toward the far-flung 

territory the United States had newly annexed after a 

war with Mexico. Folks along the East Coast viewed 

California as a gold-laden Promised Land where a 

person could get rich by just walking around and 

picking gold up off the ground. 

So many people set off for California that the 

population swelled from 157,000 people in early 1848 

to nearly 300,000 less than two years later. By the time 

the Gold Rush ended in the mid-1850s, there were 

upwards of 400,000 people in California. All those 

people, and all the money they were finding, meant 

that California went from being a territory in 1848 to a 

state just two years later. 

The biggest year of the California Gold Rush was 

1849, and that‟s why the term 

“forty-niners” is often used for 

gold prospectors. The lure of gold 

was strong enough to pull people 

there, even though getting to 

California from the rest of the 

United States proved difficult. 

You either had to travel 18,000 

miles around the end of South 

America and back north, which 

took five months, or go thousands 

of miles across the entire 

continent of North America and 

face hostile American Indians, 

deserts, and diseases. You might 

sail to Panama, travel across the 

Isthmus, and hope you could book 

passage on a ship on the other 

side, but that was the least-

popular option since most people 

feared tropical diseases. 

  Gold seekers didn‟t just come 

from the eastern United States. 

The Gold Rush attracted people 

from all over the world—by 1850, 

nearly 25% percent of the 

California population were 

immigrants. Most were from 

China, but South America and 

Europe contributed many, too. 

   Once the miners reached 

California, the biggest problem 

was figuring out where to look for 

gold. Panning for gold in rivers 

was a popular option for poorer 

prospectors because all you 

needed was a metal wash pan. 

You‟d scoop up sand from a river 

bottom, shake it around a while to 

separate any gold flakes from the 

dirt, collect your findings, dump 

the trash, and start over again. Or 

Rachel Kovaciny THE WEST OF YESTER-YEAR 

Welcome  
to new & long 
term clients!  

Excellent service since 1992 

Only Old School Barber Shop in This Area 

Haircuts  

Men $22 (includes  

hot lather neck shave) 

 Senior Men $21 
65 years and older 

Students $17 

 Women $25 & up 

251 E Kiowa Ave Elizabeth  

call or text 

There are times when 
I’m available for  

Walk-ins but 
Appointments are 

Highly Recommended 

 

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

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

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

PURCHASE 4 NEW TIRES 
FROM US AND RECEIVE 

FREE ROTATION 
 

OIL CHANGES  
STARTING AT $65  

Patricia Ruppart 

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

A Western Beauty & the Beast Retelling 

When a German baker and her brother 
take jobs working for a wealthy,  
disfigured recluse, they’re only  

hoping to earn enough money to  
help their parents regain their family’s 

bakery. But they discover that gold and 
silver aren’t the only treasures hiding in 

the Colorado mountains. 

TheChampionBank.com 

16790 Centre Court, Parker 303-840-8484  

Banking the way it used to be... 

Every one of our 
customers  

is important to us. 

Personal Banking 

Business Banking 

Mortgage Solutions 

SBA Lending 

Commercial 

Lending 

Parker’s ONLY 

Locally Owned Bank 

What distinguishes a 
community bank? 

Personal Service 
 Local Credit Decisions 

Local Ownership 

For Your Family 

For Your Business 
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throughout the ages only to die with the next wind 

of humanist ideology. Yet it is the true reformations 

like St. Patrick‟s that span a millennium, 

reformations that spread Biblical doctrine through 

confessions and creeds to the next generation. 

Patrick‟s legacy isn‟t over. The spiritual posterity 

of Patrick span this globe in men and women who 

care enough about the upcoming generation to build 

a foundation of Biblical principles. Who knows? 

Maybe it will be you who kindles the fire of 

reformation that could change the course of history. 

It doesn‟t take wealth; it takes courage. Vision, not 

political status, makes a difference. That‟s the kind 

of reformation we need today. ♦ 

I s it just another holiday and a chance to wear 

your favorite green shirt? St. Patrick‟s Day holds 

little significance for most of us. Yet without the 

legendary “little green man of Ireland,” the 

America as we know it would be a vastly different 

place! St. Patrick sparked a movement that changed 

the course of Western Civilization nearly a 

millennium ago. 

At only sixteen years old, pirates kidnapped 

Patrick from his family and sold him as a slave in 

the uncivilized land of Ireland. Known for the 

cruelty and devil-worship of its Druids, 5th Century 

Ireland was the armpit of Europe, as labeled by one 

ancient map “here be monsters.” 

For the next six years of his life, Patrick tended 

his master‟s flocks, ill-clad for the harsh winters of 

the north Atlantic. During this time, he recalled the 

faith taught to him in his youth and prayed. Not 

long after that, Patrick made fast his escape from 

Ireland and reached his homeland. 

Despite the pleas of his relatives, Patrick returned 

to Ireland to minister to the pagan Druids and the 

cruel masters he had once feared. Though facing 

imprisonment and death, Patrick baptized 

thousands into the faith, converting once cannibals 

into Christians and former masters into servants of 

Christ. By 

the time of 

his death, 

slavery had 

virtually 

disappeared 

in Ireland. 

A flame of 

reformation 

sparked in 

this 

transformed 

land. 

Convicted 

by his 

former life 

as an Irish prince and warrior, Columba, an early 

convert of Patrick, set out to serve God by exiling 

himself to the small island of Iona off the coast of 

Scotland in 563 A.D. Forming a monastic study 

center, his work would prove to be a major 

preservation of Western Christendom… and one of 

the foundation stones for American freedom. 

While continental Europe erupted in turmoil after 

the fall of Rome, the tiny study center on Iona 

carefully preserved the documents of western 

history up to that time, perpetuating the memory of 

the ancient world. Iona sparked a missionary 

movement unsurpassed until the 19th century. 

Traveling across the world, Irish evangelists 

reached from the equator to the east coast of 

America. In fact, archeologists found rock etchings 

containing hymns of praise for Christ‟s incarnation 

in ancient Irish in what 

is now Maine to West 

Virginia and as far as 

Arizona. 

Yet the influence of 

Patrick on American 

freedom didn‟t stop at 

the ancient inhabitants 

of the American shores. 

According to one 

legend, the situation 

back at Iona had 

become tense over the 

battle between the 

Columban community 

and the Roman Catholic 

tendencies of the rest of 

Europe. Living in 

relative isolation, the 

Irish Christians on Iona 

had taken for granted the freedom of religion they‟d 

experienced since the days of Patrick. The pope, 

however, sought to unify the church under his 

supremacy. He hoped to persuade the elders of the 

community to compromise their differences and 

commissioned a bishop to speak with them. Warned 

by the oldest men of the community 

not to trust this man unless he was 

humble enough to rise out of his 

chair to greet them, a group of young 

men set out for a council with the 

bishop. He remained seated upon 

their arrival. Though a few 

compromised with his wishes, the 

Saxon King Ethelwulf killed most of 

the representatives of Iona in the 

pope‟s name. 

   A group of these Irish 

Christians escaped to the 

highlands of Scotland. 

These men, called the 

Culdees, inhabited the 

moors of Scotland for a millennium. 

Their descendants were the first Scots to 

be influenced by the reformer Wycliffe in 

the 14th century. The Culdee clans read 

Tyndale‟s English Bible in the 1400s and 

prepared the way for the Scottish 

reformation of the 16th and 17th century. 

Most of all, the products of this very 

reformation immigrated to the American 

South in the 18th century, providing the 

theological backbone of the American 

War for Independence. Scottish 

Reformation documents like Rutherford‟s 

Lex Rex and Scottish Presbyterians like 

Witherspoon trained the hearts and minds 

of the American people during the early 

1700s. 

St. Patrick‟s 

Day honors 

much more 

than Irish 

legend; it is 

the story of 

generational 

reformation 

that spanned a 

millennium: 

the testimony 

of one man‟s 

faithfulness 

that changed 

the course of 

Western 

Civilization. 

Sparks of 

revival have 

flickered 

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 

 

Jewel Mathis 

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

Sun: 8am-2pm  
breakfast only 

Natural Fresh Ground Burgers, Grilled 

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

Prime Rib Saturday Nights Full Service Bar 

Brisket, ribs, or pulled pork  

w/ homemade barbecue sauce 

Family 
Friendly 

Restaurant 

724 E. Kiowa Ave, 
Elizabeth  

303-955-4924 

Daily Specials  

Bottomless Drinks 

$7 burger & fries on 

Wednesday 

 Your Pet &  

Large Animal Health Center 

1 mi. west of Watkins on old hwy M-F 9-6   Sat. 9-4 

Like us on Facebook, and visit us at 
www.omalleysmercantile.com 

Call us for chick arrival dates 
and availability 

44th Anniversary and 
Customer Appreciation 

March 17 & 18 

Register To Win:   

 IGLOO cooler with every $50 purchase. 
  or 

Double Door portable Pet 

Lodge medium pet crate 

 

Big Savings on Exclusive pet and 

Purina livestock feed, bird feeders, 

pet supplies, and home décor 

 

Plan NOW to join us for donuts 

and lunch both days. 

 

Don’t miss an auction!  
Colorado weather has made 

scheduling difficult. Watch for upcoming 

spring “online & live” auctions in the near 

future. Go to www.linneburauctions.com for 

complete details. 303-822-9298 

*Limit 1 per visit. Not valid 
for sale items. Exp. 3/31/23 

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

We have gloves, ammo, 
paint, plumbing, 
electrical, heaters, the 

tools to fix what’s broken, 
and much, much more.  

one item* 

Head to the hardware store 

http://www.linneburauctions.com
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whicker softly as they await you in the corral; ice 
balls fall from their feet with a funny thunk as they 
run and buck in anticipation. What wooly worms 
they are. 

The barn kitty hears you approaching and meows 
his welcome, sticking his head out of the little 
cubbyhole your husband made him while stacking 
hay in the barn. His whiskers sport icicles. He 
follows you out into the snow, lifting one paw after 
another, shaking them in protest against the 
shocking cold. Back to the barn, where he waits for 
you to come and feed him, deciding it is best to lie 
low for a while again. The dog runs ahead of me as 
I make my way back to the house, twirling, racing, 
hitting me on the legs. I have more time for her in 
the winter and she loves the extra attention. 

Moonlight and sunlight glisten off the landscape. 
Chickadees feed at my feeders with a frenzy, along 
with White and Red-Breasted Nuthatches fighting 
over the seed constantly. Nuthatches carry every 
other seed and poke it into some crevice in the bark 
of a tree or a knothole in the old log buildings; 
pounding it into the hole. Emergency rations, just 
in case I get stingy or forgetful. 

Everything is pure and white. The wood stoves 
feel extra good. We worked up a voracious 
appetite. Even the dullest food tastes wonderful, 

and a cup of hot tea or coffee 
warms your innards like at no 
other time. No need to fuss 
about the house. No one has 
time or the means to get through 
the huge drifts to visit, unless 
they come by helicopter. Hats, 
ten pairs of gloves, earmuffs, 
scarves, coveralls, twenty pairs 
of boots, fifty pairs of wet sock, 
get left where they fall to dry. 
Snow tracks from one end of the 
house to the other soon turn into 
cold puddles. There is a bit 
more time for reading, writing 
letters, or snoozing in a chair by 

the fire after a day of work. Nights are longer, days 
are shorter. If you are a snowbird and love to fly 
south, “go for it!” 

Personally, I think our northern country spreads 
each season gracefully and tastefully. I like winter, 
and ranching in the great northwest, even when it 
adds to the workload. ♦ 

I  like winter where I live in Montana. Snow 
came early this winter, but don‟t assume I 

sat holed up inside a warm house with no chores to 
tend. Storms came, one after another. Chinooks blew 
between storms, giving the roofs of our buildings a 
runny nose. As time marched on towards January, 
the storms got fiercer in velocity, working towards a 
winter crescendo; but I believe the symphony of the 
season has its beauty and its merit. 

Winter brings extra work and extra weight to a 
rancher; we have our fair share of it, too. Every 
morning you wiggle into sixty pounds of extra 
clothing, layer upon layer, until you look and feel 
like a butterfly in a cocoon, or maybe the 
resemblance is closer to the abominable snowman. 
No one is recognizable under his or her winter garb, 
and no one cares. 

Not every rancher has the most modern facilities. 
Some still feed with a team and wagon, or stone 
boat, as they were called long ago, and if they use a 
team, it takes the bigger part of the day to get the job 
done. By the time you chop the thick ice and open 
water for stock, feed your team, hitch them up and 
load the hay, you have about enough time to feed 
your cattle and return your team to their corral as icy 
darkness descends. 

Everyone has their own 
feeding program they feel 
works best for them. We 
used a rickety little tractor 
and small trailer, or our 
pickup with a flatbed 
trailer behind it. Snow 
scrunches under your 
tires, making squeaky 
noises. The wind howls as 
you climb on top of the 
haystack and brace 
yourself against its gusts. 
My job is throwing bales 
down to my husband while he stacks. On top of the 
stack with snow blowing hay in your eyes and up 
your nose, the cold wind bites through your mask, 
and takes your breath away. Wind roars in my ears, 
but I see him barking orders; words caught and 
whipped away long before they reach me. I read the 
gestures from long experience with his ways, smiling 
secretly because the wind for once has done me a 
favor. 

I drive. He cuts open bales 
and throws it to the cows. We 
like to feed twice a day, which 
makes extra work for us, but 
keeps our cattle contented in 
the coldest weather. A little 
belly warmth to get them 
through the snow and blow of 
the day and the icy cold of night. 
You try to plow or scrape out a 
path for the hay, knowing after they 
are full, the cows have a nice place 
to bed down. They know the routine, 
and often we work by moonlight for 
the last feeding; white muzzles and ice 
crystal whiskers follow, breathing out big 
puffs of vapor, heavy frost shining on the 
backs of a sea of black hides. Younger ones 
jump and buck in a wild spurt of glee over the 
prospect of the dinner call. In the daytime, when 
the sun favors you, steam pours from the backs of 
the cattle as they stand lazily chewing cuds, 
grateful for the respite. 

There are always surprises in the winter. A new 
heifer, who was to calve early spring, springs a wet 
and weak calf on you. Even though none of the 

ladies-in-waiting are supposed to give birth, you 
keep a wary eye out for the signs. At the slightest 
notion of calving, in she comes to a warm barn 
with fresh strewn hay. She resents being separated 
from her comrades and lets you know it as she puts 
you up on the fence. “Ungrateful Bag,” you mutter 
under your breath. She stands there snorting fire 
and smoke, whiskers and eyelashes laced with 
white frost, shaking her head at you 
as you throw her a bale of hay. It will 
mean watching her in the night, “just 
in case,” because if she calves, the 
rickety old calving barn will not be 
warm enough to keep the wet calf 
from freezing. The wind attests to 
what you are thinking as it batters the 
sides of the barn and blows snow 
through some of the larger cracks and 
holes. We will either have to bring 
the calf into the house and stuck it 
into a tub of warm water, placed by 
the wood stove, or at least rub it 
down and prod it a bit towards the 
dinner bucket. 

“With my luck, the heifer will refuse to mother 
up,” you growl, then take stock of your calving 
supplies before you turn to the house. “Don‟t be 
stupid,” you tell her as a parting shot, “It ain‟t fit 
weather for man nor beast!” 

What are the benefits to winter if your work is at 
least doubled and your clothes tripled? Horses 

Brenda Flipse 

Life & 
Health 

Solutions 

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

Whitesides,  
Put Brighton Address On 

These deals 
expire April 1st; 

come in today! 

1313 Monroe St. Strasburg 303-622-4211 
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Heavy Duty 
Engine Oil 

SAVE 36% 

Valvoline Premium 
Blue Motor Oil 
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Engine Oil 

SAVE 32% 

BlueDEF Platinum 
Premium Diesel 
Exhaust Fluid 

NAPA Diesel 
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“Wilma Fern, why didn‟t you eat this lunch?” 

“Mom, I just couldn‟t. It made me gag.” 

As we hike over the top of the last hill, I know 

I‟ll soon see the schoolhouse. Arickaree School sits 

on a low plain close to a creek by the same name. 

Built of red brick, it has rows of tall windows on 

either side, with a single door at the front. At the 

rear of the school are two small outhouses, one for 

the boys, one for the girls. 

As I walk in the schoolhouse door, I am happy to 

see Miss Amon. She was my first-grade teacher 

and I‟m glad she‟s my teacher again in third 

grade. 

   “Oh Wilma, what a pretty pencil box 

you have!” she greets me. 

  “Dad bought it special for me.” I 

lift it up so she can look at it. 

   Miss Amon shows me where I 

am to sit. Since I am small, I sit 

close to the front of the room 

and all the big 6th and 7th and 

8th graders are in the back. I 

carefully position myself in the 

seat of a wooden desk with a 

sloping top, an inkwell in the right-

hand corner, and a pencil groove across 

the top. The ink well is filled with ink and when I 

use a pen to write, which is rare, I must keep 

dipping the pen in the ink. Underneath my desk is a 

single open shelf where I can store my books and 

my box. 

I look around the room and see it is just the same 

as last year. A wood-burning stove stands in the 

middle of the room with a coal scuttle and scoop 

next to it. On the front wall are three sections of 

blackboard with the alphabet of both capital and 

small letters, marching across the top if it. I know 

the writing is called “cursive,” but I don‟t know 

why. Above the 

alphabet hang two 

pictures, one of 

George Washington, 

the other Abraham 

Lincoln. To the left 

of the blackboard is 

the American flag. 

At the teacher‟s 

direction, we all 

stand, place our 

hands over our hearts 

and pledge 

allegiance to our 

country, “One nation 

indivisible, with 

liberty and justice for 

all.” 

After we sit down, 

I carefully open the 

pencil box and gaze 

I  am eight years old and happiness is a new pencil 

box. It‟s a light blue color with Snow White on 

the top and it brings tears to my eyes as Dad gives it 

to me. “Is this just for me?” I ask in wonder. 

“It sure is,” Dad assures me. 

The prized pencil box is mine, and mine alone. It is 

the only possession that belongs just to me. 

Everything else in our house, including the bed 

where I sleep with my sister, I share with 

members of my family. Even all 

my dresses and coats are 

hand-me-downs from my 

sister or a cousin. 

I clutch the box tightly 

and take it upstairs, where 

I hide it under my side of 

the bed. 

On the first day of 

school, I hold the pencil 

box carefully in my right 

hand as I hurry to keep up with 

Ted and Betty. Every day we walk 

two and a half miles to the one-room 

Arickaree schoolhouse. On days when 

the neighbor‟s cows and bulls aren‟t in the 

pasture, we crawl through the barbwire fence 

and take a short-cut. 

With my other hand, I cling to a lunch pail, a 

round tin container that held last winter‟s molasses. 

“I hope I have a bologna sandwich and not head 

cheese,” I think and grip the pail. 

Souse, or what our family calls “head cheese,” is 

the one thing our mother prepares that regardless of 

how hungry I am, I just can‟t force myself to 

swallow. Once, when she put it in my sandwich 

because she had nothing else, I tried to eat it, but 

gagged. I stuck it back in the pail and carried it 

home. I intended to feed it to the chickens, but 

Mother saw it first. 

“Wilma Fern,” she said. 

Already, I knew I was in trouble. Like all kids, I 

got called by both names only when she was upset 

with me. 

at my prized possessions—three yellow pencils, 

sharpened and unused, a six-inch ruler, a red 

rubber gum eraser, and eight crayons. I slide the 

small drawer open and see the protractor and 

compass. It occurs to me that if I take this drawer 

out, I can hide a small piece of paper at the back, 

like in a secret compartment. I click the pencil box 

open and shut. I‟m mesmerized by the sound until I 

realize Miss Amon is looking at me. She smiles 

with a twinkle in her blue eyes. I stop the annoying 

noise, take a pencil, place it in the groove, close the 

box, and stow it on the shelf. 

While Miss Amon shows brother Ted how to 

make the alphabet letters, I take a small piece of 

paper, write a secret on it, and hide it behind the 

bottom drawer of the pencil box. I smile to myself 

as I think of what I‟ve written.  

The note, secure in its hidden compartment, says 

“I love Miss Amon.” ♦ 
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not! And like never before, I learned the power and 

persistence of gravity. 

I will spare you the gory details of the next 

several hours, but I got to enjoy nature up close and 

personal. I avoided trees as fortunately there were 

very few in the area. As for hitting other skiers, 

there was just that nice lady. One moment we were 

extolling the beauty of our surroundings and the 

next we were up close and personal. I stammered 

an apology as I tried to find the reverse gear on my 

skis, but the model I had lacked that feature. How 

those skinny boards had moments before suddenly 

slipped into passing gear I will never know. 

My lunch summarized the morning‟s adventure. 

As I took it from my belly pack, which during the 

morning had at various times been my fanny pack, 

my shoulder pack, my neck pack, my butt pack… I 

found the contents mysteriously altered. What 

formerly had been two neat slices of bread 

separated by a liberal layer 

of peanut butter and grape 

jelly was now a tortured 

matzo ball with streaks and 

splotches of brown and 

purple. The crust was 

nowhere to be found, but 

the taste was tolerable, 

provided you didn‟t look 

too closely. I reached for 

the potato chips. Though I 

held the zip lock up to the 

sun, I could find no 

fragment large enough to 

really call a chip. I lacked a 

spoon to efficiently eat the 

pulverized potato produced by countless falls and 

tumbles, but concluded any utensil would have 

been bent and/or broken had I packed one. To my 

relief, I found I could pour the potato powder 

directly into my mouth, assuming I had something 

with which to wash it down. That brings us to the 

drink of choice for myself and the two other skiers 

who eschew that ultimate mountain beer, Coors. 

All my Mountain Dew remained inside the can, 

though it was bent and misshapen. Those Dew 

folks make quite a container. However, the 

contents of my battered can spewed a bit when 

opened, leaving a splash of yellow snow, and of 

course one does not eat yellow snow. As I 

ruminated over my mangled lunch, a wave of 

gratitude washed over me: thank goodness I had 

not brought bananas! I felt reasonably confident I 

could make it back to my pickup truck, given 

enough time. 

My greatest lingering pleasure from my day “on 

the slopes” is that now when asked by some 

flatlander about skiing in my native state, I can 

truthfully tell them that skiing is an unforgettable 

experience. And if I‟ve had three cans of Mountain 

Dew, I might even confirm that myth that those 

who are blessed in the highest state do commonly 

ski to work, the store, the mall and the PTA 

meeting… why we practically live on skis! ♦ 

D o most native Coloradans feel an obligation to 

ski? Whether sitting in a dentist‟s chair in 

Kansas or trying to hurry across Texas, when folks 

learn I am from Colorado, they gush, “you must love 

the skiing.” It‟s less of a question than an accusation 

based on envy.  

When I told a dentist in The Land of Oz that I, a 

native of Ski Country U.S.A., did not ski, I saw a 

look of confusion come to his face. He involuntarily 

glanced down to see if I actually had two legs or 

was, in some manner, lame. After a few of these 

encounters, I felt guilty… as if I was not showing 

proper appreciation and loyalty to my birth state. 

Two responses came to mind; I could lie, or I could 

go skiing. I chose the latter but am not convinced it 

was the better choice. 

(A) Skiing is expensive, and I lacked any 

appropriate gear.  

(B) Skiing is difficult, and I lacked any experience 

or training, or spare 

cash to take lessons.  

(C) Skiing is 

dangerous. “Kissing” a 

tree, or another skier, 

at 40 miles an hour is 

going to leave a mark, 

and not on the tree.  

I thought I exercised 

good judgment when 

deciding to go cross-

county skiing. 

Thinking, and 

especially assuming, 

can get you into a 

bunch of trouble. I 

assumed skiing on more or less level ground and 

doing it at slow speed… in order to enjoy the 

scenery... could not be that difficult. 

Ha! 

The day dawned crisp and bright, the sort of 

weather they dub Bluebird Days on ski posters. I 

managed (for a reasonable fee) to rent a pair of cross

-country skis, the really long and narrow ones. They 

came with boots and ski poles. My favorite work 

coveralls rounded out my gear. I thought the head-to-

toe coverage would prevent any contact with the 

snow in the unlikely event I might ever fall. A well-

worn stocking cap and White Mule work gloves 

completed my ensemble. On the advice of a friend, I 

had a borrowed a fanny pack for my lunch which 

delectably contained a peanut butter and grape jelly 

sandwich, a small zip-lock bag of potato chips, and a 

can of Mountain Dew. Visions of a quiet lunch in a 

snowy glen populated by wild creatures filled my 

head. 

An inkling of the adventure ahead came when I 

donned my skis. After fastening the binding on boot 

number one, I attempted to do the same with number 

two. But as I stooped for that purpose, ski number 

one decided to leave… backward. The splits were 

not overly painful. I reasoned that a certain amount 

of stretching of thigh, calf, and lower abdominal 

muscles was good preparation for what lay ahead.  

I quickly learned “level” is a relative term. A 

properly installed pool table is level; foothills are 

I  never had orange hair, but in my passport 

photo, it‟s very orange. How did it happen? In a 

hurry to renew my passport, I allowed my postal 

clerk to take the photo. Big mistake. Something 

else I noticed. The sweater? It was the same one I 

had worn ten years ago for my old passport photo. 

When my husband and I traveled to Italy, 

Antonella, our tour guide reminded us to “Be sure 

to keep your pass-a-port-a safe.” 

Having a passport lost or stolen can be stressful, 

especially during a foreign trip. It happened to a 

friend of mine. Travelers should photocopy the 

information on the first page to have a record of 

their passport number. When at home, I keep my 

passport safe and handy in my bedroom drawer. 

After returning from a trip to Canada, I tossed 

our laundry into the washer. My husband had 

failed to remove his passport and cell phone from 

his jeans. I used the delicate cycle, but it didn‟t 

save his phone. The passport survived, but it 

looked like it had been in a flood. 

It got me thinking about when passports first 

came into being. I bet the 

camel caravans that made 

their way across the Sahara 

didn‟t need them for 

identification. They 

sometimes carried opium. 

Watching for robbers kept 

them occupied. No time to 

worry about protecting a 

passport. 

Christopher Columbus 

didn‟t need a passport. In 

1492, with his three little ships, Niña, Pinta and 

Santa Maria, he sailed for India. He carried a 

questionable map and money from Queen Isabella 

of Spain. No passport. Columbus landed in the 

Bahamas. Did you know that five hundred years 

before that, Viking explorers reached North 

America by touching on the shores of 

Newfoundland in Canada? 

In the United States, the current booklet 

passport began in 1926. In the 1800s, passport 

photos were often family or groups which would 

cover a wife, children or one or more servants. 

Beginning in 1941, anyone leaving or entering the 

U.S. was required to carry one. 

I predict passports will become obsolete in the 

future. Humans will populate Mars and be micro-

chipped like our pets. Today, we use fingerprints 

for identification. Customs agents at certain 

airports use eye scans. The government has a 

burning desire to keep track of everyone, all the 

time. They have established huge databases. 

Surveillance cameras and GPS devices to track 

our every movement. Our DNA can give us away. 

When we depart this life, the government requires 

that our loved ones return our passport to them. It 

doesn‟t really belong to us even though we paid 

for it. I‟m not fond of passports. I‟m sick of seeing 

myself age in ten-year increments. 

I look at my passport photo. Who is this older 

woman with orange hair? ♦ 
Call 303-822-5400 for a FREE quote! 
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Then I messed with the automatic lock to see if I 
could trigger it to open. Nope. I shouted, “Please 
help me, somebody!” to no avail. I found a painted 
rock by the glass front door, so I picked it up and 
gently but firmly tapped awhile. Nothing. I kept 
walking out to see if anything was happening 
upstairs. What are they doing? Is it eight o‟clock 
yet? 

I looked at the van parked out front and tried the 
door. An obnoxious alarm started screaming 

at me. At first it alarmed me but I thought, 
“Oh good! This will surely bring someone 
downstairs.” NOT! Even though the 
stupid honking continued for an eternity.  
   If I weren‟t so cold, the absurdity of it 
would have had me laughing, but I was 
too cold to muster the energy to find it 
humorous. I paced until my legs got 
tired, then sat down to wait. I felt too 
cold now to walk to the gas station.  
   Suddenly, my crisis ended. The 
therapy client‟s family came 
downstairs, opened the door, and let me 
inside at 8:17. The therapist had heard 
the tapping on the door and used her 

remote to stop the car alarm, but chose not to check 
it out. She was so apologetic.  

As I warmed myself in my cozy office, I realized 
it had not occurred to me to fear for my safety. My 
building sits right off the interstate in a public area 
and has been burglarized a few times. I obsessed 
over how to get out of this situation and how cold I 
would be before it was over, not on the risk 
involved. What was that all about?  

Sometimes we get ourselves into difficult 
situations without intending to. Then we go into a 
frenzy of activity to get ourselves out of it. When 
nothing seems to work, after we do what we can, 
we just have to wait for things to play out to 
resolve the matter. But if we look up, we can see 
the lights of hope and provision. I think it‟s a good 
thing I wasn‟t aware of how dangerous a situation I 
had gotten into, since it would have freaked me out 
even more than I was already. 

ne night, I stayed late at the office to see a 
client. They left without paying, so I hurried 

down the stairs and out the door to catch them, not 
thinking that after 7 pm, the front door automatically 
locks. After learning my clients planned to pay 
online, I turned to go inside. They asked if I wanted 
them to wait for me to leave, since it was dark and 
not a great part of town.  

“Oh, no,” I told them. “I will be fine, thanks.”  
As they backed out and I headed for the door, I 

realized it had locked.  
But that wasn‟t all.  
I had no phone, no purse, no keys to my 

locked car, and no jacket in the cold. Inside 
the building, I had left the door to my office 
unlocked and my purse in plain view. What 
a predicament! I had no way to call my 
husband in Elizabeth (a twenty-five minute 
drive). If his meeting ran late, he might not 
notice my absence for hours. 

As I walked around the entire building 
looking for lights in windows or an open 
door, I prayed for help. None. I paced the 
parking lot, praying and keeping my body 
moving to stay warm. Should I walk to the 
gas station across a field and a busy intersection and 
find a phone to call Mick? But then my office would 
still be open to whomever when the doors unlocked 
early on the morrow.  

Then I looked up and saw lights in the office on 
the level higher than mine. Yes! Thank God! I would 
just have to wait until she finished her Play Therapist 
Session. That would be another 45 minutes. I prayed 
for God to help me stay warm while I waited. 

Have you any idea how time crawls when you‟re 
locked outside at night with no one around, no 
watch, and dropping temperatures? Do you know 
what goes through your mind? I do. What time is it 
now? Is she ever coming downstairs? Shall I walk to 
the gas station? But if I do and someone comes 
down, I will miss them. Oh God, please tell Mick to 
come or send someone with a key or unlock the door! 

I tried pacing the parking lot again but found it  
got colder away from the building.  
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Praying is a good thing in these moments, for our 
Adonai, the God who sees us, is there to protect, 
calm, speak words of wisdom and comfort. When 
we are in the place of peace, we hear Him better. It 
is also good in these times to remember He has 
promised to never leave or forsake us, even when 
we act without thinking. He has our back, always. 
There are also the unseen angels present. Is that 
why I wasn‟t afraid? Because they protected me? 
Perhaps this incident happened to remind me once 
again of His faithfulness. Hmmm. ♦ 
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might as well make the best of it. The trip would 
take longer than I wanted, and maybe needed, but it 
could be worse. The CD player could be on the 
fritz. Driving slowly is one thing. Driving slowly 
without my good buddies, George, Alan, and 
Randy would be downright intolerable. 

Miles of pavement drifted past like a black sea in 
the wake of my truck. With the downpour I was 
navigating through, I prayed that those that had 
assembled my pickup also knew a thing or two 

about watercraft. Since I 
was already talking to the 
Good Lord, I included a few 
thoughts about my current 
situation. 
   “Dear God. I reckon you 
know everything about 
what‟s gone on for the last 
week. From what I read in 
your Word, you know 
everything abut everything. 
Since you understand I have 
a good reason to be driving 
like a crazy man to 
Colorado, I‟d sure 
appreciate it if you could 
see your way clear to 
stopping all this falling 
water. I need to make the 

best time I can and the wet isn‟t helping much. 
Thank you for listening to a right foolish cowboy 
like me. Amen.” 

Without even knowing it, I‟d removed my hat 
while speaking to Him. It found its place again on 
my head once I finished. I marveled at the changes 
I‟d undergone over the last year. At that moment, 
Mr. Strait finished his set. I asked Alan to take his 
place, filling the interior of the cab. With the rain 
and Mr. Jackson mixing their music together in the 

T he faded dashes of yellow slipped by on my left 
like .44 caliber rectangles of paint shot from the 

Wyoming wind and the darkness of oncoming night. 
I was hoping to make Eastern Colorado by morning, 
but wouldn‟t if the clouds building above let loose 
their speed-slowing contents. While I‟m sure rain 
would be a welcome sight for the thirsty fields of the 
surrounding farmers and ranchers, if it made me late, 
I‟d be one disappointed cowboy. Let it rain later. I 
needed my wheels to spin faster. 

My hand turned the 
knob clockwise on the 
radio, allowing George 
Strait to reach full 
voice. He filled every 
crevice of the interior of 
my diesel as he told a 
story about a rodeo man 
and lost love. I could 
sympathize. I wasn‟t a 
rodeo man by any 
stretch of the 
imagination, but I could 
ride some and knew a 
little about the love of a 
good woman 
disappearing like the 
last rays of a summer 
sunset. 

That was behind me now. In the past, over with, 
finished, done as a long forgotten burger on a hot 
grill. It‟s just that somebody forgot to tell my eyes 
and, as a result, they spring a leak every time I 
remembered her. Good ole George almost finished 
with his sad tale as my other hand flipped the lever 
controlling the wiper blades. Despite my protests, the 
sky allowed itself to overflow and spill, reducing the 
rate of revolution the worn rubber on my wheels had 
been enjoying. Since I had to slow a bit, I figured I 

background, my thoughts wandered back through 
several seasons. Back to Montana. Back to her. 

Two years ago, I saw her perfect face across the 
dance floor and felt a mule kick me right square in 
the chest. Her eyes rose to catch me gawking at her 
like a twelve-year-old farm boy that‟s just 
witnessed a swarm of high school cheerleaders 
wander by within spitting distance. She gave me as 
pretty a smile as I recollect ever seeing and broke 
my heart into a herd of different pieces. Or maybe 
it was the walls around my heart she broke. Either 
way, I felt a thunderous crash inside my ribcage 
and wasn‟t able to move a lick. 

After what seemed like an eternity, but was most 
likely ten seconds, I forced my boots to make a 
journey towards her table. I was about halfway to 
my destination when her dark eyes rose to meet 
mine, smoldering in the light of the surrounding 
environment. She smiled again and the world as I 
knew it detonated, leaving just her in my sight and 
the sound of my heart thudding in my ears. 

“Ma‟am, would you care to dance?” I couldn‟t 
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A letter arrived in the mail from a mutual friend I 

hadn‟t heard from in over six months. Julie Anne 

had received a proposal and was thinking of saying 

yes. The friend thought I should know and, in a 

subtle sort of way, wondered if she still meant 

enough to me to do something about it. That‟s the 

reason I drove south on I-25, crossing the 

Wyoming/Colorado border with the stars starting to 

show themselves overhead. 

A break in the rain let my dark green diesel 

roared a little louder, picking up speed as the 

pavement dried ahead of me. The 75 mph speed 

limit helped. I set the cruise control to eighty, 

tapping my fingers while Alan sang about being a 

“Work in Progress.” Despite my serious mood, I 

had to laugh at that. Boy, could I relate. 

The Rocky Mountains rose on my right and fell 

behind while I aimed for the little dot on the map 

where she was supposed to be located. The sun 

woke itself, helping my eyes stay open with some 

light chasing the stars to their respective resting 

places. I was almost there. A swirl of emotions ran 

inside like a corral of cattle just driven in from the 

range. The letter received a week ago had stated 

today was the day Julie Anne would make up her 

mind. If I could get to her early enough, maybe she 

wouldn‟t have had time yet to say “yes.” 

The pickup‟s tires kicked up dust and shuddered 

over ruts made by weather and traffic. According 

to the letter, her folks‟ house should be on this 

road. Another storm was looming and the 

dashboard clock said 8:15 am when I saw the name 

“Middleton” on the mailbox. A loud breath of 

worry pushed its way from my lungs as my hands 

turned the wheel, aiming my anxious sight up the 

long drive. My buddy Randy sang about God, love, 

and baptism, trying his best to provide me with a 

sense of calm as I neared the white farmhouse. 

The brakes squeaked, bringing the diesel to a 

stop just as a steady rain started. I swallowed with 

no moisture in my mouth, readying myself for 

either the bravest or dumbest thing I‟d ever had the 

nerve to try. The door of the truck swung open. I 

said a quick prayer, depositing my boots on the 

stony mud of her driveway. They brought me 

through the rain and around the pickup until I was 

close enough to be seen from the windows. I 

finished a second prayer for courage as I heard a 

screen door creak open and bang shut, followed by 

soft footfalls. 

   My head lifted slowly to 

meet the sight of her 

perfect face, water 

running off the brim of 

my hat. She stood in front 

of the door, one arm 

across her chest and the 

other holding a hand to 

her mouth. My feet took a 

few hesitant steps forward 

while I spoke the only 

words I could think of. 

“Hello Julie Anne. I was 

hoping I could talk to you 

some, if that‟s all right 

with you.” 

   Now I was near enough 

to see the tears streaming 

down her cheeks. “Oh 

Jake, you came.” They 

were the few syllables she 

managed before flying off the porch steps, through 

the downpour, and into my arms. I didn‟t realize 

how much I‟d yearned for her embrace until now, 

and my eyes watered in partnership with hers. I 

held the only girl I‟d ever really loved like I‟d 

believe I‟d actually gotten the sentence out of my 

mouth. It felt like a truck had backed up and dumped 

the contents of the Sahara on my tongue. She nodded 

and placed her arm in mine as we walked to the 

dance floor. I fought the urge to pass out, intoxicated 

by the touch of her arm and the way her slender form 

moved beside me. I wasn‟t usually like this. I‟d seen 

my share of pretty ladies, but this one was different 

in all the ways I‟ll never be able to describe. 

My friend, Randy Travis, was singing about “You 

and You Alone” when we reached the floor. As my 

left hand accepted her right, the other one found her 

waist. She felt electric, like a current was inside just 

waiting for my skin to act as conductor. I believe it 

took the entire song for me to say something. 

“It‟s Julie. Julie Anne.” Her answer to my question 

only let loose another wild stampede of emotion. I‟d 

never heard a sweeter voice. Rich and warm, a 

feeling of peace and contentment behind it. My ears 

wanted more, and I didn‟t blame them. Every part of 

me was under her spell, even if the raven-haired 

beauty I was dancing with wasn‟t even trying. 

That night turned to days, weeks, and months as I 

kept asking to see her and she kept saying yes. Her 

sweet company was addicting; I couldn‟t get enough. 

I‟d work like a dog at the ranch, hoping to get my 

job done early in the day. Once finished, I‟d explode 

through the front gates to where she was staying, 

usually carrying an assortment of wildflowers. A few 

of the other ranch hands tried to insult me about the 

way I was carrying on, but I showed them quickly I 

still knew how to fight, even if I was plumb crazy 

about a pretty little woman. No one challenged me 

after that; the bruised faces of the first two convinced 

them it wasn‟t a wise course of action. 

I wish I could say everything went happily ever 

after for me and Julie Anne. But that would be a lie, 

and it wouldn‟t explain why I was racing my truck 

toward Colorado as fast as it could take me. I did 

what most foolish cowboys do after corralling a 

precious woman with love, respect, and attention. I 

took her for granted. Maybe it was the lack of talking 

to her after a while. How I‟d break a date to go paint 

the town with the boys. 

All the excuses I gave 

for not treating her as 

fine as she deserved. I 

don‟t rightly know. But 

after one too many times 

of being treated poorly, I 

watched the best thing 

that ever happened in 

my life tell me goodbye 

and drive away, sorrow 

spilling from her eyes. 

That was a year ago, 

and an hour hadn‟t 

passed yet, in which I 

didn‟t kick myself, 

hoping someday I‟d get 

the chance to right the 

wrongs I‟d done in our 

time together. In the 

meantime, I focused my 

efforts on being a better 

man by renewing a long neglected relationship with 

my Maker. I worked hard, fought less, stayed sober, 

and enjoyed the simple things in life a lot more than 

I had. The single empty spot I couldn‟t seem to fill 

was the loss of Julie Anne. Then it happened. 

never be willing to let go. 

“Julie Anne, I got a letter from Margaret.” 

“Yes, I know. I asked her to write. I needed to 

see if you‟d come.” 

Her words stunned and brought hope at the same 

time. It looked like my Heavenly Father was 

smiling at me. With an effort of will, I straightened 

my arms, holding her a little apart in order to speak 

and watch the response in those dark eyes. “Don‟t 

say yes to him until I‟ve asked you something.” 

Her face lifted to look at me, water coursing 

down it, as flawless as I‟d remembered every 

minute of each day for the past year. “What is it?” 

It was the moment I‟d prepared for the entire 

trip. “Can you see your way clear to giving a 

simple cowboy like me another chance? I know I 

made some powerful mistakes before, but the 

Good Lord is helping me now to make sure I don‟t 

make them again. You‟re the best thing that‟s ever 

happened to me and I don‟t want to spend the rest 

of my life wishing I‟d never hurt you bad enough 

to cause you to go. Give me another chance to 

make things right and make me the happiest man 

on God‟s green earth.” 

She nodded her head yes as tears began again. 

My arms enveloped her once more, letting the cool 

rain hit us and run off, taking with it all the 

accumulated hurt I‟d caused myself and her. Now 

maybe I could be the man I‟d always wanted to be, 

one who wasn‟t afraid to share his hopes, dreams, 

and his life with a good woman. 

We stood among tall ponderosa pines 

surrounding her parent‟s house, lost in love and the 

promise of a future together. I thanked the Lord in 

my heart as we began a long-awaited kiss. The 

strength of our emotions and the mingling of rain 

and tears made it one I don‟t reckon I‟ll ever 

forget. In the dry confines of the truck, I figured 

my good buddies George, Alan, and Randy were 

sharing the back seat of the crew cab and smiling, 

congratulating themselves and each other on a job 

well done. ♦ 
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W e rarely stop at garage sales, but this 
one was at one of those mansions on 

3rd Avenue. Who knows what the rich are 
casting off? We stopped, looked and bought 
an old steamer trunk. It was massive, a little 
shabby, and covered in dark blue leather with 
huge brass hinges and rivets. It had a brass 
lock, but no key. 

“Be sure you don‟t lock it,” advised the 
seller. 

It found a home at the foot of our bed, since 
it was the perfect size for the winter 
comforter, with more room for other 
incidentals, and it matched our décor. It was a 
good buy. 

My wife is what I would call a progressive 
anal-retentive person. She wants everything to 
be extra neat and orderly. This made the trunk 
a handy target. She is always thinking of ways 
to improve and change the locations of things 
she has stored. Items pass from one location to 
another and after three or four cycles, we can 
no longer find it since she moved it to the 
perfect spot. 

That process is confusing and endearing, but 
it worsened when someone (probably me) 
accidentally locked the trunk. Yes, we lost 
access to the comforter, but what else was 
inside? Over the next few weeks, whenever 
we thought of something we could no longer find, 
we immediately assumed it must be in the trunk. It 
got so that the contents of the trunk were heaps 
and mounds of lost items. 
We had to get it open. 

I found a locksmith 
who quickly released the 
latch. Excitedly, we 
opened our Pandora‟s 
Box and found the 
expected comforter, but 
very little else—it held a 
few greeting cards, some 
pictures and letters—
nothing of extreme value. We 
were relieved and disappointed. We returned the 
trunk to service as a valuable rotational storage 
location. 

After about a year (and no less than three cycles 
of storage in the trunk), our five-year-old 
grandson became fascinated with the shiny brass 
lock. I sensed trouble and just about to tell him not 
to close it when I heard the click. Locked again. 

S arah loved her mop. She had bought it six 
years ago, and it lasted through many s 

crisis until it expired from exhaustion. She 
more than got her money‟s worth, since it 
cost her a mere $3. But the day came to 
replace it. Since Sarah was only five feet 
tall, mop buying could be a real 
challenge. Still, she headed into the 
local Dollar Store, hopeful of finding a 
new one.  

Only one clerk ran this little 
store, and when he went on 
break, you had to use the 
Self Check-out. Sarah 
and the Self Check-
out had a long 
history of not getting 
along, so, when she 
saw Ted the clerk go out 
the door as she entered, she felt apprehensive. Unsure of 
where to find mops, she wandered up and down the 
aisles and put a few other things into her shopping cart. 

Finally, she found them in the back corner, but her 
diminutive height made it hard to get the one she wanted 
out of the rack. Tangled up amid the brooms and other 
mops, it waged war on her and cracked her across the 
top of the head. After much frustration, she yanked it 
out, and the rest came with it. They clattered loudly on 
the tiled floor, but brought no one, since Ted was still on 
his break. Sarah had to put them all back.  

By now, she felt annoyed. Shoving the mop into her 
cart, it gave her another whack. But her real shock came 
when she saw the price tag: $14 for all her pain and 
suffering. But after all that trouble, and the fact that she 
needed it, she decided to buy it, anyway. Then came the 
challenge of running the maze, between the stocked 
shelves with a long mop handle sticking out of the cart. 
She made it to the check-out with only a few minor 
mishaps. Sarah scanned her other purchases at the Self-
Check-out. Easy peasy. You know what‟s coming next, 
right? 

Taking the mop out, she searched unsuccessfully for a 
UPC code. Nothing. The customer behind her started 
making impatient noises. He too, searched for the UPC 
code and when he couldn‟t find one either, he told her to 
leave it. No way. Not after all this trouble! Sarah pushed 
the HELP button at the check-out. A sign told her to 
state what kind of help she needed, so she told the 
machine. To her mortification, a loudspeaker crackled 
on and repeated what she had said, word for word. The 
other customer rolled his eyes. After telling her a second 
time to just leave the stupid mop, he went in search of 
the clerk. He returned with Ted, who pushed the button 
to see what type of help she needed. The loudspeaker 
again broadcasted her voice through the store, much to 
her humiliation.  

Ted eventually found and scanned the UPC code. 
Humiliated and beet-red, Sarah wrestled her plastic bags 
in one hand and the mop in the other. She felt everything 
slipping, but fortunately, the irate customer held the 
door open for her on his way out. He disappeared as she 
tried to get the mop into the car. A while later, she and 
the mop made the trip home, where she left the mop in 
the garage. She hasn‟t touched it since. For now, she 
says, she‟s had “too much mop.” ♦ 

For another six months, we assumed all our 
newly lost valuables were in the trunk. I 

remembered the hassle of finding a 
locksmith, the minor but 

irritating expense, and 
being continually 
vulnerable by having no 
key, and devised an 
ultimate solution. I broke 
the lock by prying it from 
the trunk. It is now 
hanging loose, still closed, 
but no longer holding 
down the lid. And no, none 

of our lost items were inside it. 
I sometimes think of that trunk as an 

analogy for my subconscious. What do I have 
stored there? What wondrous treasures exist 
there that I only glimpse in my dreams? I am 
afraid that if I broke that lock, I would find 
another junk drawer of valueless feelings, 
much like my waking thoughts. ♦ 
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We have supplies for all your ranch needs.  
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accuracy, 
guaranteed! 
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Don Boyer 

“Happiness depends upon 
ourselves.” —Aristotle 

 
“To be kind to all, to like many 

and love a few, to be needed and 
wanted by those we love, is 
certainly the nearest we can 

come to happiness.”  
—Mary Stuart 

 
“Happiness is not something ready

-made. It comes from your own 
actions.” —Dalai Lama 

 
“If you want happiness for an 
hour—take a nap. If you want 

happiness for a day—go fishing. If 
you want happiness for a year—

inherit a fortune. If you want 
happiness for a lifetime—help 

someone else.” —Chinese Proverb 
 

“Some cause happiness wherever 
they go; others whenever they go.” 

—Oscar Wilde 
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tank set in the middle to screen it from the view of 
the house. All was well until we hired one of the 
workmen back to widen the turnaround. I left to go 
the mile to the post office, and when I came back a 
few minutes later, he was very proud of himself. 
He‟d bull-dozed up all that unsightly sage around 
my propane tank for me. I didn‟t have the heart (or 
guts) to tell him what I was thinking, so let him 
continue to be proud of himself. Now, instead of 

that silvery sage, I have a view of a red and 
white propane tank from my kitchen 

window. Lovely. 
When they asked me what color I wanted 
the kitchen counters, I said, “Sage.” That 
wasn‟t a color choice among the 
hundreds of counter-top options. So I 
began looking through all the samples 
to find one I liked. Finally, I found one 
called “lichen” which had the right 
shades of green, brown, gray, and blue 
to match the sage view from my 
kitchen windows. Everyone says they 
like it until I tell them what “color” it 

is. Why would anyone want lichen on their 
kitchen counters? Surely sage would be better than 
creepy rock-sucking weeds. 

People always say sage isn‟t good for anything. 
You can‟t make money with it. Well, that‟s wrong, 
too. There have been several articles in the press 
about the need for sagebrush seeds. For a while, the 
federal government (who else?) paid people for 
seeds to help repopulate burned desert areas with 
sagebrush. It went for $5.50 to $12 a pound. The 
problem was collecting the seeds is pretty labor-
intensive and you can‟t store them for long. And, 
like anything involving money, they had problems 
with thieves. Sagebrush seed rustlers tried clipping 
branches illegally from National Parks and 
Monuments. Another problem was the need for 
sage that matches the locality. They needed 
Wyoming sage seed for Wyoming, for example. It 
has to be adapted to the soil type, climate, and 
moisture of the area it‟s being replanted in. 

Since the BLM didn‟t have enough labor to 
harvest all the seeds it needed, people got permits 
to harvest seeds on public land, then sold it back to 
the federal government. That‟s irony for you. Your 
tax dollars at work, as usual. But, hey, I‟m all for 
replanting sage if we need to. What‟s the other 
choice? Let the land erode away or/and get filled 
up with noxious weeds, not to mention prairie 
dogs? 

Back to the smell. I defy anyone to walk among 
the sage without pulling off a little piece, crushing 
it in the fingers, and sniffing deeply. That‟s what 
the west smells like. It smells like coyotes howling 
and horse and cattle hooves pounding the dirt and 
mountain streams rushing over rocks, and crisp, 
clean air, and skies bluer than blue. How can you 
not love it? ♦ 

W esterners are prejudiced. I‟m not talking race 
or religion or even gender. I‟m talking 

sagebrush. Mention sagebrush around a westerner 
and he or she will make some disparaging remark 
like Mark Twain did. In a letter he wrote to his 
mother, Mrs. Jane Clemens, in St. Louis in the fall of 
1861, he referred to sagebrush as “that fag-end of 
vegetable creation.” He added, “When crushed, sage-
brush emits an odor which isn‟t 
exactly magnolia and equally 
isn‟t exactly polecat—but is a sort 
of compromise between the two. 
It looks a good deal like grease-
wood and is the ugliest plant that 
was ever conceived of. It is gray in 
color.” 

Being a “true” westerner myself, 
unlike Twain (Clemens) who only 
visited the west at length, I don‟t know 
what magnolia smells like, but I beg to 
differ on several points. I know what 
polecat (skunk) smells like, and it sure isn‟t 
sage brush. Sage smells like, well, like, it‟s 
really hard to explain. I‟ll get to that later. I can also 
tell the difference between shades of gray, blue, and 
green. And sage brush, while having some gray 
qualities, isn‟t exactly gray. Ever heard of “Riders of 

the Purple Sage”? They knew color when they saw 
it. That‟s why we named our local writers‟ group 
“Writers of the Silver Sage.” I‟ll bet Twain was 
color blind. 

I do like sage brush. That half our property is 
covered with sage was a selling point for me. When 
we were constructing the house, garage, and 
driveway, I instructed the workmen to take out only 
what sage was necessary and leave the rest. They 
looked at me like I was crazy and discussed things, 
including my mental competency, at length. Finally, 
one of the older gentlemen settled it when he said, 
“Kinda makes sense. Keeps the prairie dogs out.” So 
they set my house in the middle of the sage. 

When it was time to set the propane tank, I found a 
large clump of sage near the driveway and had the 

A t the year‟s first chill in the air, I hurried to the 
kitchen. My deceased wife had kept a box of 

treasures, which included her “Grandma‟s Secret 
Recipe,” a spicy, saucy Mexican dish, one to die 
for. It devastated me to find the recipe box gone. I 
remembered my granddaughter in Las Vegas had 
requested it and I had sent it to her. I called. She 
said she would send me a copy. Time passed! I 
called to remind her. She informed me she had sent 
that card to Nancy, her sister-in-law in Dallas. 

I called Dallas. Nancy was out of town, but  my 
grandson said he would remind her and felt sure 
she would grant my wish. Sometime later I 
received a nice note which included the recipe. 

I studied it, then set out to collect the ingredients. 
My friend Jane had informed me that spices lose 
their freshness and flavor when stored too long, so 
I replaced them. I did my best to duplicate the rest. 
I verified what the corn chips must be, because no 
substitute would have the preferred flavor. Since 
this was an entrée to share, I settled on a garden 
salad to accompany the main dish. The only thing 
missing were the guests. I invited Jane and a young 
couple from my building. The casserole took 
shape. I shoved it in the oven and prepared a salad, 
then filled a bowl with the excess chips for snacks. 
All was ready! I served dinner. The guests lavished 
rave reviews on “Grandma‟s Secret Recipe.” 
Dinner was good, even excellent! I felt proud! 

Jane smiled. “Bob, are you sure that was 
„Grandma‟s Secret Recipe‟?” 

“Yes! Here‟s the copy I received from Nancy.” 
“Sorry, Bob, I was just curious. There is a recipe 

for „Pedro Special‟ printed on the chip sack that is 
a duplicate of what you just served. Look!” 

The recipe was indeed exactly the same. It 
crushed me. The guests playfully chided me. 
Through tear moistened eyes, I looked up. Near to 

the corner of the 
ceiling floated a 
small cloud. It had a 
sweet smile, 
twinkling eyes and a 
happy laugh and I 
heard it whisper, 
“Gotcha!” I blinked 
and looked up again, 
but it was gone. 
   Once more, my 
lovely wife had 
upstaged me, this 
time with 
“Grandma‟s Secret 
Recipe.” ♦ 
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720-412-6718 Senior 

Apartments 

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 

in her words. 

“What do we do now?” 

“Well, you know, there‟s a little town up the hill 

with really cheap rentals. I saw a place—just a 

buffet, really, but we could settle there until the 

market breaks. Or until we find the cash to lower 

our mortgage.” 

So they moved into the “little 

town” and expected a life of 

driving to the city to find 

“life.” Imagine their surprise 

when a group of small boys 

playing outside the rental 

insisted on helping them move 

in. It seemed like the children 

hadn‟t heard of “don‟t talk to 

strangers.” 

Looking out of the window 

onto the street the next 

morning, it surprised them to 

see rabbits casually hopping 

along it. A man walked across 

the street without seeing them. 

Another morning, a mule deer 

sauntered across their lawn. No 

one rushed out to scare it off. 

Soon, after finding the grocery store carried more 

than they needed, they also discovered everyone in 

town talked and had learned their names. Several 

people told them of places for sale at the prices they 

could afford. 

“Don‟t you find the wildlife destroys the 

gardens?” June asked. 

“There‟s plenty left, dear,” responded the old lady 

in the store. 

They started speeding home from Denver just to 

be there. Walking along the main (and only) street, 

they came across three preschoolers leaning on their 

fence. 

“Hi, Mr. and Mrs. Barnes! See our cat? He won‟t 

C ome away with me, my darling. We‟ll be 

together forever...” whispers the dashing hero 

at about 20 decibels. The screen fades to the credits 

and everyone surges towards the exits. Jim grasps 

his wife‟s hand, gently pulling her outside and 

across the parking lot in the pelting rain to the car. 

“You know,” he tells June as she climbs into the 

driver‟s seat, “they always have beautiful sunshine 

and friendly neighbors on the screen. Wish it were 

so in real life!” 

June starts the car in silence, waiting for him to 

continue. 

“I had a good offer when I was at that Denver 

conference.” 

She nods and pulls onto the crowded highway, 

glancing at him quickly to see how serious he was 

before concentrating on the traffic. 

“It would be a nice opportunity. It‟d mean we‟d 

have to sell the house. But why not?” 

June nods again, thoughtfully, before answering. 

“Honey, if you want to take it, go ahead. I‟m 

assuming the pay is good, eh? Though houses aren‟t 

selling that well just now.” 

“I hoped you‟d feel that way. I think I‟ll just put it 

on the market at a high price and see what happens. 

If we‟re stuck, we can always go down a bit. We 

should be okay for time, I think. We would have all 

summer to move.” 

Famous last words, or something to that effect. 

After accepting the new post and within a couple 

of days of putting the house on the market, someone 

offered the full price, and they grabbed it, thinking 

finding their new home would be easy. It is a 

buyers‟ market, after all. But life isn‟t always so 

cooperative, and they couldn‟t afford the homes 

they liked, and didn‟t like the homes they could 

afford. Denver house prices were way above their 

east coast city price. So, after spending a small 

fortune on motels, they decided to rent. 

Again, sticker shock. Rentals were “outrageous” 

Fondis, a ghost town at the intersection 
of CR 69 and CR 98 in southern Elbert 
County, is sparking interest amongst 
locals wanting to know more about this 
once lively little town. If you drive through the desolate streets today, 
you will see numerous decaying buildings that clearly tell a history of 
lives gone by. Some of the buildings are in better shape than others, 
and one appears to have had some restoration work done in recent 
years, but overall the clock is ticking on these previously inhabited 
storefronts.  
    Established in 1895, Fondis was said to be known for producing 
lumber from the ponderosa pine forests that naturally grow along the 
Elbert County landscape. The 1940s Elbert County census is dotted 
with Fondis residents farmers and blue collar workers.  
    Among the buildings still standing today is a General Store. Seven 
years after the town was founded, it is said that George Connoroe 
opened this store, marking the town center until 1949. This store was 
the meeting place for events, parties and a stop for the daily Stage 
Coach from Elbert. This simple brick building shared space with the 
doctor’s office and pharmacy making it a landmark for the townspeople 
in their daily lives. The post office was also established in 1895 and 
operated until 1954. Ella Cox is said to be the first Postmaster there.  
    Though the town is all but deserted today, there are still some signs 
of life in and around the surrounding areas. Fondis Baptist Church 
appears to be operational, but there is not much information available 
about this church and its current activities.  
   Some speculate that the town was named after Fondi, Italy. This 
town is a diamond in the rough for those with an interest in abandoned 
towns and local history buffs, and it's right here in our own Elbert 
County. 
    If you have any sites or stories of Elbert County history that you 
would like to share for our upcoming Elbert County Historical Guide, 
please submit them to: 
 

Daniel Rosales 
danielrosales45@gmail.co 

 
303-324-0674   

elbertcountypartnership.com 

Ad paid for by Elbert County Partnership 

hurt you,” as the cat made a fierce grab for her 

shoe. “His name is „Boots.‟ That‟s „cause he has 

white boots on.” 

“Why, yes, boys. He‟s lovely.” 

“I‟m Gordy. This is my little brother Tom. I‟m 

going to be going to school in the fall, Mom says. 

Our friend Walt lives on that farm across there. We 

have him for supper 

sometimes. Do you 

teach? Would you like to 

teach at my school? We 

often go over to Walt‟s 

home for supper, too.” 

On Saturdays, the whole 

town poured up the hill 

to the school playing 

field. The crowd 

encouraged the 

uniformed teenagers as 

our couple threaded their 

way through parents and 

friends to the game. 

Everyone moved to the 

middle to let the older 

couple who arrived late 

sit at the end. Some 

families brought refreshments to share. Although 

the town won, the crowd cheered and encouraged 

the visitors as they left the field. The town had a 

dozen clubs, and everyone knew everyone in all of 

them. Everyone also knew who in town needed 

help. And why. 

Despite this, the townspeople never felt nosey or 

pushy. They just wanted to be friends. “I guess,” 

Jim murmured one evening, “the sun shines in real 

life some places.” 

“And the neighbors are certainly friendly.” June 

smiled. “Could we stand driving from here every 

day until a job opened up here?” ♦ 

B. B. Bunting 
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Our local advertisers make this publication possible. 

$10 Prom Dresses: Sat. 

March 18: 9am-3pm. 1500 

E. 128th Avenue, Thornton, 

CO 80241. Over 2,000 up-

cycled dresses to choose 

from, supplied by a non-

profit.  Visit us online at 

promdressexchange.org 

Misc: engine stand $50, fire 

extinguisher steel boxes 

$10 ea, Pine laminated 

hexagon kitchen table $50, 

25- outside spotlight light 

fixtures $20. John  

720-231-1612 

Premium horse hay grass, 

alfalfa and mixed. Also 

have cow hay most of the 

year. Delivery options 

available. Fast loading and 

can load after dark. Dennis 

303-822-5564 

Misc: ceramic top 

kitchen table with 

leafs , 3 chairs $75, 

3 vintage 1940s ice 

cream parlor stools 

$25ea, 2 camp 

folding picnic 

tables $10 ea, misc. 

tools $1-$5, John 

720-231-1612 

High tunnel greenhouses 

50% off 28' x 48' $1200 

build smaller or larger you 

decide. greenhouse poly 

50% off. extend your 

growing season by months  

John 720-231-1612 

For Sale: 2 pure Black 

Angus heifer calves. 7 

months old, weaned and 

shots. Elizabeth area  

608-864-1767 

Wanted: raw milk and 

cream. 303-646-0465 

For Rent: furnished room 

for a single person $600. 

month to month $200 

deposit. hi speed internet, 

utilities, trash included. 

Elizabeth, Sun Country.  

720-422-8200 

FREE: Snapper rototiller, 5 

horse power Model # IR 

500 2B. 303-646-0465. If 

no answer, leave message.  

For Sale: Pure Black 

Angus Bull. 3½ years old.  

Good temperament.  Eliz 

area 608-864-1767 

Alpine Goat: stunningly 

handsome 12 month old 

buck. Very friendly, leash 

trained near Eliz. Comes 

from great milking lines. 

Thomas 720-899-1112 

Revolver: Diamondback 

22 with interchangeable 

22lr and 22 mag cylinders 

($350). Includes ammo and 

left hand Bianchi holster.  

Call or text Jim at  

423-895-2341. 

Nubian/Alpine 

Goat: 2.5 year old 

weed whacker/

wether/pet goat. 

Leash trained near 

Eliz. Stunning black/

white colors with 

blue eyes. Thomas 

720-899-1112 

Basement for Rent: 

2 bed, bath, living 

area. Includes 

furniture, utilities, 

high speed internet. 

$1200, use of 

kitchen, common 

areas. Full time job 

req. 720-422-8200 

Bible/Torah Study and 

Hebrew Assembly every 

Saturday 10 am Calvary 

Chapel Eliz, downstairs. 

Feast afterwards. Thomas 

720-899-1112 

Misc: Alford Stingl 

Violin by Hofner with 

case.$45; Trundle bed 

with mattress $110; 

Portable dance pole $45; 

New single hung window 

58.5" high x 31.5" wide 

$45 John 303-648-0042 

Pull Trailer: 28‟ Jayco 

Eagle, super slide 10‟, used 

7x, like new Asking $8,000 

Wayne  303-646-0565 

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

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

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

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

Franktown SDA Church 
905 N. State Hwy 83 Franktown 

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

Food Bank of  

Kiowa Creek Community Church 
231 Cheyenne Street, Kiowa 

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

An Equal Opportunity Provider. 

TLLC Concrete: 

Specialize in barn floors, 

driveways, and remove 

and replacement.  

Any job over 400 SF.  

Call 303-646-2355 

Verse by verse teaching 
Sunday 10am 

7114 Sun Country Dr. 
Elizabeth 80107 

303-646-2728 
Calvary Chapel Ministry 

www.soncountrycc.com  

Elbert Women ‘s Club  
-DINNER & BINGO-  

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

-MONTHLY BREAKFAST- 
All you can eat  

Every 4th Sunday thru Oct.  
8am-Noon 

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

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

Questions: Wendy 303-243-1308 

CDL HAZMAT DRIVER 
NEEDED  

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

company, seeking local propane 
delivery truck driver with 

customer service experience. 
Join our team! Salary based on 

certification and experience. 
Class A or B with hazmat 

endorsements. Full time & part 
time positions. Propane 

experience preferred but not 
required. Clean MVR with no DUI 

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

Call for interview:  

303-660-8810 

Elizabeth Presbyterian 

Church, Helping People 

Walk with Jesus 

Sunday 9 am 

http://elizabethpc.org/home 

Immediate Opening  
for Route Bus Driver 

Big Sandy School in Simla  
Accepting applications for 2023-24 

school year: K-12 Music Teacher 

Route Bus Driver 

& JH Head Football Coach.   

Please e-mail Danni Hankins, 

dhankins@bigsandy100j.org  

Or call 719-541-2292 for more 

information. Open until filled.  

I 
 will give you the old Buick if you will buy a 

license for it.” 

“How much would a license cost?” 

“About two dollars.” 

Grandad bought the Buick in the fall of 1917 

after he paid off the mortgage on the farm. He 

used it for 20 years. I 

bought a „37 Chevrolet 

and the old Buick sat 

in the machine shed 

for two years. 

I pushed it out, 

changed the oil, 

swapped batteries and 

finally got it started. 

After pumping up the 

four tires, I drove it a 

half mile to Eckert and 

filled up on Speedway 

gas at 19¢ per gallon at 

Don Aust‟s service 

station. Delta had only 

one 34 by 4 1/2 tire. 

The dealer wanted $4 for it. He quickly took $3. It 

had been sitting on his rack for 15 years. 

When I left Eckert on June 10, 1939 for my 

Grand Tour, I had a tank full of gas and two 

dollars. I picked up Pat (a college friend) at 

Appleton, a village west of Grand Junction. At 

Eden, Wyoming, we both got jobs haying. I 

worked for Verne McMurray and Pat worked on 

an adjoining farm. Verne liked my work. I never 

let the team run away and did no damage to the 

mowing machine. He wanted to hire me full 

time—$40 a month and board. After ten days, we 

each had $20. We drove north to Yellowstone 

Park, where we both had a hot bath late at night. 

We did not want any Park 

Ranger catching us bathing in 

their hot pools. 

“Got any 34 x 4 1/2 tires?” I 

asked a Mobil gas station in 

Jackson, Wyoming. 

“I haven‟t seen one in 20 years. 

The wrecking yard west of town 

might have some.” 

I found two in the wrecking 

yard. They cost us a dollar each. 

We had to remove them from the 

old car they were on and pump 

them full of air to 30 pounds. 

In McMinnville, Oregon, we 

visited Aunt Myrtle and Uncle 

Ernie. They found two tires for 

us. We filled up on good food and had several 

baths. Aunt Myrtle did our laundry. When we left, 

we had a tank full of gas and five dollars. When 

we reached Susanville, California, we got a job in 

a shingle factory for a week and located another 

tire. 

“Better carry plenty of water when you head 

west,” advised a gas station man at Reno. 

Whenever we found a stream, we poured water on 

the wooden wheels to prevent them from 

collapsing. We made it into Salt Lake City two 

days later, where we got a job changing tires. We 

had become experts. 

A week later, we pulled into the farm west of 

Eckert. 

“How did it go?” Grandad asked. 

“Those 34 by 4 1/2 tires are scarce and don‟t 

wear very long. Only got about 2,000 miles from 

each tire.” 

The 1917 Buick sat in the barnyard for about a 

decade. I think Grandad sold it to an old car 

collector. The memory of my Grand Tour during 

the summer of 1939 remains a lantern slide in my 

garden of memories. ♦ 

Clevenger Keimeier 

 

tel:+1-303-660-8810
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Please thank them for advertising in the Prairie Times. 

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

March 2023 

Recently, a water main break in a local 

municipality affected a significant portion of the 

community. As a precautionary measure, the health 

district, using social media and the CodeRed 

emergency notification system, advised customers 

to boil tap water before consuming it. The 

government issues such advisories when an event 

has occurred with the potential to adversely affect 

water quality or there‟s a known degradation of the 

water quality. There are two types of advisories: 

precautionary and mandatory. 

 

What is a Precautionary Advisory? 
You will receive a precautionary boil water 

advisory when the water system experiences a loss 

in positive water pressure, typically because of a 

serious main break or low storage tank levels. A 

loss of positive water pressure indicates conditions 

that could allow contamination to enter the 

distribution system. This is the most common type 

of advisory, which is issued as a precaution until 

water samples can be collected and analyzed to 

confirm its quality has not been affected. 

 

What is a Mandatory Advisory? 
You will receive a mandatory boil water notice 

when contamination has been confirmed in the 

water system. You must boil the water to kill 

bacteria and other organisms until the issue gets 

resolved, and they lift the notice. Contamination 

from organisms such as bacteria, viruses, and 

parasites can cause symptoms including nausea, 

cramps, diarrhea and associated headaches. 

 

How to Protect Yourself 
If you live or work in the area affected by a future 

boil water advisory, protect yourself by using 

bottled water or boiling any water for drinking, 

making ice, brushing teeth, washing dishes, and 

food preparation until local emergency 

management authorities tell you otherwise. After 

boiling water, let it cook for one minute and cool it 

before using it. You can shower in the water 

without boiling it. 

 

If you are experiencing any symptoms, such as 

nausea, cramps, diarrhea, and associated 

headaches, seek medical advice. When emergency 

personnel respond to an incident where a boil water 

advisory has been issued (for example, during or 

after a wildfire), know that there may be a 

significant loss in water pressure. A pressure loss 

can let disease-causing organisms into the water 

distribution system. 

 

After they lift the boil water notice, there are a few 

things you need to do to make sure the water you 

drink and clean with is safe.  

 

 All cold taps in your home (sink, tubs, showers, 

refrigerator water dispensers) should run for up 

to 5 minutes to remove sediment and stagnant 

water from your lines.  

 Coffee makers, dishwashers and washing 

machines should run empty through one cycle 

to accomplish the same goal.  

 Dump ice left in any ice makers or ice 

machines.  

 

Your municipality may highlight other event-

specific tips when the community is no longer 

under a boil water notice. ♦ 

The Colorado Constitution establishes a property 

tax exemption for senior citizens and disabled 

veterans and gold star veteran spouses. For those 

who qualify, it exempts 50% of the first $200,000 

in actual value of the primary residence from the 

property tax. The State of Colorado pays the 

property taxes on the exempted value. We urge 

qualifying seniors to submit applications if they 

have not yet done so. 

 

Senior Exemption Qualifications 
 Must be at least 65 years old on January 1 of 

the year they filed the application. 

 Must be the current owner of record and listed 

as the owner of record for at least 10 

consecutive years prior to January 1. 

 Must occupy the property as his/her primary 

residence and must have done so for at least 10 

consecutive years prior to January 1. 

 Surviving spouses of previously qualified 

senior citizens may continue receiving the 

exemption with a long form application. 

 

How to Apply for a Senior Exemption 
To apply, you must complete the right application 

form and return it to the assessor by July 15. The 

assessor will accept late applications until August 

15. Qualifying seniors who meet each of the basic 

qualifications may use a Short Form Application. 

Applicants who satisfy one or more of the 

exceptions to the basic qualifications must use the 

Long Form Application. If you want to receive an 

application form or a brochure that explains the 

Senior Citizen Exemption in greater detail, or if 

you have questions regarding the exemption, please 

call the Assessor‟s Office at 303-621-3101. 

 

For more information, visit www.elbertcounty-

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

 

Disabled Veteran Exemption Qualifications 
 Must be a veteran who sustained a service-

connected disability while serving on active 

duty in the Armed Forces of the United States. 

This includes members of the National Guard 

and Reserves who sustained injuries while 

serving on active duty. 

 Must have received an honorable discharge. 

 The federal Department of Veterans Affairs has 

rated the applicant‟s service-connected 

disability as a one hundred percent permanent 

disability through disability retirement benefits 

pursuant to a law or regulation administered by 

the department, the U.S. Department of 

Homeland Security, or the Department of the 

Army, Navy, or Air Force. 

 Must be the owner of record and must have 

been the owner of record since January 1 of the 

current year. 

 Must have occupied the property as his/her 

primary residence since January 1 of the 

current year. 

 Most times, an eligible surviving spouse of a 

previously qualified disabled veteran may 

continue to receive the exemption by 

submitting a disabled veteran surviving spouse 

form to the Assessor‟s Office. 

  

Gold Star Veteran Spouse Exemption 

Qualifications 
 The surviving spouse was legally married to a 

qualifying Gold Star Veteran that has passed 

away. 

 Ownership is in the surviving spouse‟s name 

and was the primary residence of the surviving 

spouse as of January 1 in the year they filed the 

application. 

 The surviving spouse has not remarried. 

  

How to Apply for a Disabled Veteran or Gold 

Star Veteran Spouse Exemption 
To apply, you must file a completed application 

with the Colorado Division of Veterans Affairs by 

July 1. The Division of Veterans Affairs may 

accept late applications until August 2 if the 

applicant can show a good cause for missing the 

July 1 deadline. The surviving spouse of a pre-

qualified veteran must apply directly to the 

assessor‟s office no later than July 1. If you would 

like to receive an application form or a brochure 

that explains the disabled veteran exemption in 

greater detail, or if you have questions regarding 

the exemption, please call the Assessor‟s Office at 

303-621-3101. 

 

For more information, visit www.elbertcounty-

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

Volunteers play an essential role in the community 

and help build connections and strengthen the place 

we call home. Elbert County government has a 

variety of volunteer opportunities available for 

residents looking to give back, including: 

 

Office of Emergency Management (OEM) 
 Emergency Operation Center Coordinator: 

Assist Emergency Support Function (ESF) 

specialists in coordinating efforts during a 

critical incident. 

 Disaster Volunteer: Supports emergency 

response efforts during county emergencies 

and/or disasters through coordinated efforts 

with the OEM in conjunction with local 

emergency agencies within Elbert County. 

 Preparedness Coordinator: Gain hands on 

preparedness and response experience by 

supporting Elbert County‟s OEM in a variety 

of ways depending on personal experience and 

the incident. 

 

Sheriff’s Department 
Support the mission of the county Sheriff‟s 

Department by serving as a member of the Posse or 

as a Reserve Deputy. 

 

Fairgrounds/Facilities 
Volunteer to support the management and 

operations of the county fairground and other 

facilities. 

 

Boards and Commissions 
Serve in an advisory capacity to the Board of 

County Commissioners and County staff by 

volunteering on one of the County‟s boards or 

commissions. The Board of Adjustment, Noxious 

Weed Advisory Board and Planning Commission 

regularly need people. 

 

Public Health 
Directly impact the health of the county by 

volunteering as a public nurse aid. 

 

Visit www.elbertcounty-co.gov/503/Volunteer to 

learn how to get involved in Elbert County and 

contribute to making our community a great place 

to live, work and play. ♦ 

About Boil Water Advisories 
What happens if your water quality is in question? 

THIS NEWSLETTER IS PAID FOR BY ELBERT COUNTY GOVERNMENT 

Property Tax Exemptions Available 

for Seniors, Disabled Veterans  

and Gold Star Veteran Spouses 

Give Back Where You Live 
Explore volunteer opportunities  

www.elbertcounty-co.gov/274/Senior-Property-Tax-Exemption
www.elbertcounty-co.gov/274/Senior-Property-Tax-Exemption
https://www.elbertcounty-co.gov/275/Veterans-Property-Tax-Exemption
https://www.elbertcounty-co.gov/275/Veterans-Property-Tax-Exemption
www.elbertcounty-co.gov/503/Volunteer
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360 Diesel   4 

4x4 Healing 12 

Advanced Quality Auto 16 

Barnyard Boutique   4 
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These advertisers are why 

you receive the Prairie 

Times each month. Please 

give them your support 

and tell them you saw 

their ads here. 

O n July 17, 1916, my father, Walter L. Scott, and my 

mother, Helen E. Hoery, borrowed my uncle‟s car and 

drove to Golden, Colorado, where they were married by the 

Justice of the Peace. They did not want to tell anyone about 

their marriage, as they were not quite ready to set up 

housekeeping. My father owned some stock, plus a team of 

horses and farm equipment. They needed to buy furniture and 

household items. My mother had sewn many household linens 

to prepare for their marriage. But they were in love and wanted 

to get married. 

The only drawback in the whole plan was, a distant cousin of 

my mother worked in the Recording Office in Golden. She 

recognized the name Hoery as she recorded the marriage, 

contacted some relatives, and before you knew it, 

EVERYBODY knew it! Secretly, they planned a shivaree and 

instigated it in the country fashion, as was the common practice 

in those days. A shivaree is where people bang pots and pans 

outside the house to interrupt the bride and groom on their 

wedding night. The young couple suffered at the expense of the 

others, but it always ended with music and a big feast. 

My father knew the DeLaney Farm had the facilities to fill his 

needs in starting his married life. We now know it as a historic 

Colorado property, but nobody suspected it then. Originally, 

John DeLanys‟ parents gave the farm to 

him and Mary in 1892 as a wedding 

present. The elder DeLaneys bought 

several acres of land in the area when they 

migrated here from Tipperary, Ireland. 

Sometime later, John‟s work prompted 

their move to the Colorado mountains. 

That left the property up for lease. My 

dad, liking the property, leased it. 

I have since dubbed the house “the 

Honeymoon House.” It served as the 

DeLaneys‟ Honeymoon House and did the 

same for my parents, the Scotts. After my 

parents lived there for a few months, my 

Aunt Annie and her new husband came there to spend a couple 

of weeks with my parents for their honeymoon. It was quite a 

romantic farm! 

My sister, Helen Dorothy, was born in the DeLaney Farm 

house on June 27, 1918. Her parents were proud of her. She was 

a beautiful, rather delicate child with had big dark brown eyes, 

and dark brown hair that had a tendency to curl. Her painful 

shyness meant she always wanted to be home and near her 

mother, but she also loved her father, who adored her. Helen 

felt bashful around strangers, but had five uncles and two aunts 

on the Hoery side of the family to love and spoil her! 

One uncle, Uncle Ed, had just come home from the war and 

was still recovering from several injuries he had received 

overseas. Somehow, Helen took a liking to him and would go to 

him without being coaxed! He played with her, taking her in his 

arms and lifting her skyward as he turned and twisted her. It 

delighted her so much she squealed and laughed for him! Then 

she came back for more! 

Another uncle, Uncle Bill, the oldest of the Hoery clan, 

thought he would try the same trick on Helen and get her to 

laugh for him, too! But he made a huge mistake! He raised her 

to make her laugh and cracked her head on a doorjamb, which 

led to screams and loud crying. From then on, Helen was 

always leary of him. Uncle Bill gave up entertaining children 

For more great deals visit hollyacresnursery.com 

Email: kelley@hollyacresnursery.com 

5403 Hwy 86  

1 mile east of Elizabeth 

$32.99 each  

Apple, Apricot, Cherry, 
Peach, Pear, Plum 

Call Now to Order  

all potted and B&B 
trees, shrubs, and plants 

Strawberries   
10 plants for $7.99 

25 plants for $15.99;  

50 plants for $25.99;  

100 plants for $44.99 

Raspberries, Black 

Berries, Boysenberries, 

& Grape Vines  

INSTANT ORCHARD  
$29.99 each for 10 trees 

Colorado Fruit 
Trees 

5-8 ft  
well-branched 
trees zoned for 

your area 

from that day forward! He left them alone! 

The round wooden barn on the DeLaney Farm is a unique 

building. They probably built it at the same time as the house, or 

shortly after. It served as a milk barn when my folks lived there, 

although it had been a storage building. I believe it‟s the only 

standing round wooden barn in Colorado. 

When my mother was still single, her job on their home farm, 

besides her household chores, was milking the cows. Her 

mother had died when she was very young. If her brothers came 

home in time to help her, one or two of them would also tend to 

the dairy chores. 

One evening when my mother went out to the pasture to bring 

the cows in for milking, my father came down into their pasture 

looking for some cattle from the ranch where he worked. Some 

of their cattle had broken through the corral fence and had 

strayed from their property. They sent my father to look for 

them. But, no, my mother had no strays in her herd. This led to 

more conversation. And that is how my parents met. They hit it 

off from the very beginning, and that is where their romance 

started! 

After my folks married, my mother thought it was still her 

duty to milk cows. My dad was prepared to milk them too, as 

that had always been his job. So they did it together—and 

enjoyed doing it that way. When my sister 

arrived, my dad built a wooden box for a bed 

for her to sleep in during milking time. He built 

it to fit within an old leather horse's harness, 

hanging on some bolts at the end of the round 

cow barn. Mother would wrap Helen in a 

blanket and lay her there, where she slept 

through their chores. The body heat from the 

cows kept the barn nice and warm. It proved to 

be a very satisfactory arrangement! 

   Many years later, when we were adults and 

the family got together, sometimes the 

conversation would lead to the years on the 

DeLaney farm. We teased my sister 

unmercifully by saying our folks used to hang her on a nail in 

the round barn while they milked the cows! She always said, 

well, they could have—she certainly didn‟t remember! 

It is almost impossible for me to describe the round barn. The 

contractors who built it started with an upright framework built 

in a circle. They fastened the boards to this framework around 

and around, one row after another. How was this possible?? The 

contractors brought the lumber out to the farm and soaked the 

boards in Tollgate Creek until they could bend them enough to 

encircle the framework. They seemed to know what they were 

doing as it worked and still stands today! I cannot really 

describe the pattern of the roof either, only that it is cone-shaped 

and topped with shingles. 

The Tollgate Creek and the Highline Canal both flow through 

this property. To see this unusual structure, call the Aurora 

History Museum to book a tour of it and other buildings on the 

site. Although I wasn‟t born until after my folks moved from 

this farm, I have often visited it. If you take the tour, you will 

see a large picture of my dad and his cows standing alongside 

this barn. My mother took it in 1916. I am very proud of my 

family for having the courage and ability to operate this farm so 

many years ago in the early years of their marriage when they 

were so young. ♦ 

Marian Scott Richards 
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