
Nancy’s News – 2000 !! 

They say, as one gets older, the years pass more 
quickly. Well, I can testify to that as fact! This past 
year has come and gone before any of us knew 
what happened. Now, tell me, truthfully, doesn’t it 
seem like just yesterday when everyone was wor-
ried about the Y2K disasters to come?! Yes, we sur-
vived that one...barely, (we are still tinkering with a 
couple of systems that have Y2K problems!).  Here 
we are at 2001 . I shall now set out upon my yearly 
duty of writing several pages whose sole purpose is 
to bore my friends! I apologize, in advance! 
 
 

Peach Schnapps at the Browning Plantation! 
 
In February, several of my art buddies and I decided 
to descend upon the Brenham Fine Arts League! 
They were having their winter Lone Star Art Guild 
show.  The Brenham League has their very own gal-
lery in downtown Brenham. It’s a nice location and 
catches a lot of the tourist trade, especially during 
bluebonnet time.  
 
Leah Blasingame, May Provan and myself decided 
to really splurge , and we went up Friday and 
stayed one night at the old Browning Plantation in 
Chappell Hill (Just outside of Brenham).  It really is 
a beautiful place, and we all enjoyed ourselves. May 

had started, what is now a tradition, of having some 
peach schnapps and orange juice whenever we have 
one of these special stayovers.  Cindy Odom and 
Anna Poerschke had also stayed overnight, but they 
stayed overnight with Anna’s sister in Brenham. They 
did, however, join us for peach schnapps on the ve-
randa of the old plantation that evening!  It was a 
great treat!  We sat in the rocking chairs on the ve-
randa sipping our peach schnapps instead of mint 
juleps! 
 
The next day we entered our artwork in the Brenham 
show. All of us took home at least one ribbon; so, we 
were not too disappointed with the results of that 
show! 
 

Wanted – Dead or Alive! 

Maxine Parnell – BUNNY KILLER ! 
 
As you all know by now, I take my neighbor’s dog , 
Maxine, for walks every so often! Now that we have 
this great park out back of our houses, it is a lot eas-
ier! I used to have a hard time with the 3 D’s of dog-
walking – Ducks, Other Dogs , and just about any 
other Distraction that might happen by.  The lake we 
used to walk by had a  family of ducks in residence.  
Quite a few of those ducks had a raggedy looking 
back end. They were the slow ones that couldn‘t get 
to the water in time to avoid Maxine, the duck de-
stroyer.   

Sipping peach schnapps and chatting on the old planta-
tion’s veranda. That’s the side of Anna Poerschke’s head, 
May Provan , Cindy Odom, and Leah Blasingame.  
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The Browning Plantation and the veranda where we sipped our 
peach schnapps 



 
The park out back, however, does not have ducks. 
As a matter of fact, the City of Sugar Land has put 
up several warning signs like this – “WARNING – Alli-
gators and snakes may be present “ . Okay, so we 
have a nice walk now with beautiful trails but, I have 
traded ducks for alligators and snakes. Doesn’t 
seem quite right , does it? 

 
And , if that wasn’t bad enough, I encoun-
tered a whole different problem in that 
park in the nice, balmy Texas spring. 
There must have been 18 million rabbits 
along that trail in the springtime. Big bun-
nies, little bunnies, old bunnies, baby 
bunnies, fat bunnies, and skinny bunnies.  
They would come up along the grass at 

the side of the trail and were , virtually, fearless. 
Maxi used to chase bunnies in the field and never 
once, not even one time, did she ever catch one. 
So….lulled into a false sense of security, and since 
we had the trail to ourselves, I let Maxi off the leash 
for a while. She spied a poor, innocent bunny and 
ZOOM...off she goes after that poor, little rabbit. 
Well, unfortunately, she caught it. I never knew that 
bunnies could scream like that.  Before I got to Maxi 
to make her let it go, she had pretty well mangled 
the bunny.  When I told her to drop it, she did , and 
the poor thing crawled off into a culvert before I 
could do an heroic rescue.  So, okay, there are now 
only 17,999,999 bunnies down back. I felt pretty 
bad about that for days. Maxi was in the doghouse, 
as far as I was concerned.  She said she was sorry, 
but she was just doing what comes naturally, after 
all, and didn’t I understand that. Nevertheless.  I put 
her on restriction after that. When we walk now, I 
ALWAYS have her on a leash along the trail.  NO 
MORE BUNNY KILLING! GEESH! 

Cats and 

Christmas! 
 
I used to put up a 
tree for Christmas. I 
don’t do that any-
more. Cats and 
Christmas really 
don’t seem to mix. 
One year, the cats 
ate all the needles 

off the tree for 2 feet up all the way around. I would 
find barf piles of pine needles in unexpected places 
for quite a while.  And , if that isn’t bad enough,  
they discovered tinsel, and, I guess, they thought it 
was spaghetti. The way I discovered that was when I 
came home one day and one of them had  what I 
thought was a tape worm trailing out of his nether 
regions. YUCK! What it really was was detinselled 

tinsel.  Sometimes the “tape worm” tinsel had little 
beads along it, too ; so, I was really not happy. The 
long and the short of that tale, is that I no longer 
have a Christmas tree! 
 
And wrapping Christmas presents with cats around 
is like running an obstacle course. You measure out 
the right length of paper, turn around to grab the 
gift to put on the paper and , by the time you turn 
back, there’s a cat lying in the middle of the paper. 
So...being patient , I gently set the cat aside.  I pro-
ceeded to tape the wrapping paper around the gift. 
No problem. Next step —> tie ribbon around the 
package. Now THAT is a trial and tribulation! The 
cats think that that is great fun! They figure that 
you are curling that ribbon, flinging ribbon ends  
this way and that solely for the purpose of playing 
with them. So, if some of you notice a little dried cat 
spit on the ends of the ribbons and , maybe, a tooth 
mark here and there, you will have to ignore it. I 
was under extreme pressure! 
 
And then comes packing the gifts for sending. I go 
find a LARGE  box that will hold everything. I set it 
down, turn to start loading in packages, and 2 cats 
are frolicking in the box while my back is turned. 
They manage to turn it over and bang it up a little 
before I get them evicted.  
 
Then I had a bag of those Styrofoam worms in a 
plastic Kroger’s grocery bag. Well,  Casper, some-
how managed to get his head stuck through one of 
the plastic handles. The plastic was making such a 
crackling noise that it scared him, and I ended up 
with Styrofoam worms all over the house before I 
managed to help him out of his predicament.  
 
In summary——Cats do not mix well with Christmas 
preparations! 
 

Two Texans Do Maine 
 

For many years, I have been trying to get my friend 
Mary to go with me on a visit to Maine. This year, lo 
and behold, she said that she could go with me! 
And, as a bonus,  another friend, Shirley Blevins, 
said that she could go, too! Hot-Diggety! Were we 
fixing’ to have a great time! I began planning our  
itinerary.  I made damn sure that we didn’t sit still 
for one little minute!  
 

 DAY ONEDAY ONE 

 
We flew into Boston on an early flight. I do believe, 
that the guys in the seats in front of us and in back 
of us on the plane would have preferred having two 
or three crying babies, because we laughed and gig-

This is one of the culprits that “helps” 
me wrap presents. This is Hershey. 
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We stopped off at 3:30 to meet up with my sister-in-
law, Linda. We were going to stay a couple of nights 
with my brother Dusty and Linda. She was not there, 
but I was so excited to show the girls the area, that I 
only waited like 5 minutes!! Apparently, poor Linda, 
showed up within 10 minutes after we cleared out, 
but I was in Heavy Duty TOURIST Guide Mode by 
then and chomping at the bit to show the girls the 
sights. Mary had been to Maine with her husband, 
very briefly. They drove up the coast a ways and 
drove back down. Shirley had never been to Maine; 
so, it was a cool experience seeing it through their 
eyes, because things I had taken for granted, they 
thought were COOL!  
 
Like, for instance, going from New Hampshire to 
Maine, constantly while touring around. Texas, as 
we all know, is pretty big and going from one state 
to another takes several hours , if not days.  
 
For my first tour, I took them around Eliot a little. 
Then we crossed back into New Hampshire to check 
out Newington. I always liked that drive down to-
ward the old Wentworth-by-the Sea Hotel. It’s a 
pretty little trip. The girls were fascinated by the 
front doors of some of the houses that opened into 
the traffic flow!  Now, I hadn’t thought too much 
about that before, but it is a little weird! The streets 
are almost like British streets. VERY narrow. Before 
you go out your front door, you needed to see if any 
cars were coming! I wonder how many tourists 
bagged locals coming out of their houses? 
 
The old Wentworth-by-the-Sea was looking very be-
draggled. I remember going by it in it’s heyday. All 
the rich folk were out walking around or going to 
the golf course. Some of the ladies carried parasols 
and twirled them as they walked! The hotel was 
HUGE and always painted such a bright, clean white. 
Well, not anymore. They probably could use it for 
the set of a ghost story movie now, it looks so 
spooky! 
 
After the Newington tour, I took the girls back to 

Dusty and 
Linda’s place. 
Dusty was 
home by then 
and we decide 
to go out for 
our first of the 
famous 
“Dustin Lee 
Night Time 
Tours”!  
 
The reason we 
got the mini-
van was for 
transporting a 

gled continuously for the four hour flight. That 
flight surely seemed to be faster this time than any 
other time I had taken it!! We were starting out on a 
fine note.  
 
First task—get the minivan that we had rented for 
our 12 day stay and navigate out of Boston. Okay, I 
volunteered to drive, but, I think that was a mistake, 
because I’m a pretty good navigator, but the two 
ladies that were with me  were having a heck of a 
time getting out of the airport and hitting the 95 
freeway to Maine and New Hampshire. I first noticed 
I had a navigation problem when Mary read off the 
directions that in about 5 miles we would hit a ro-
tary. Then that got Shirley and Mary started on try-
ing to figure out what that meant. I told them that 
that was the same thing as a roundabout in England 
or a traffic circle. “Well, what to heck is a traffic cir-
cle ?” , they said. Oh, man, I’m saying to myself — 
this is going to be interesting, by that time, we had 
hit the circle. I says “ this is it — this is a traffic cir-
cle.”  
 
“Oh, I get it!”, says they.  “ Yeah, well, “ say I, “ how 
about telling me which branch to take after this cir-
cle?” “ Oh!! Sorry!” . Yeah, right. We went into a hold-
ing pattern on the traffic circle while the girls pow-
wowed over the best way out of our predicament. 4 
circles later, they found the right branch. The fact 
that there were a couple more rotaries between us 
and Route 95, filled me with trepidation! 
 
I’d like to stop and comment on Massachusetts driv-
ers, if I may.  I took a Driver safety course here in 
Houston, recently (Okay, that was because I got a 
speeding ticket going through Greenwood, Louisi-
ana). They said that Houston was known as having 
the most aggressive drivers in all the US. WELL. That 
may be true, but Massachusetts is coming in a close 
second! Number one —– why don’t they paint white 
stripes down the middle of two lane roads. It really 
becomes a free-for-all!  Number two, why don’t driv-
ers look to see what traffic is coming BEFORE they 
pull out into the flow of traffic?  And , number 
three, why don’t Massachusetts folk like to stay in 
one lane for more than two minutes? And , number 
four, why don’t they signal when they decide the 
two minute threshold is up and they need to be in 
the other lane?  GEESH! Marilyn said that they call 
Massachusetts,  “Mass of Loose Nuts“, and I believe 
that that may be an accurate observation. 
 
Believe it or not, me and my two navigators actually 
made it to Eliot, Maine!  We did, however, make a 
rapid turnoff at Garrison’s Pond when Shirley spied 
some swans. We spent nearly 20 minutes there and 
a couple rolls of film trying to get the swans in just 
the perfect pose! Shirley has since won ribbons on a 
water color painting that she did of those swans!  
 

This is one of the MANY pictures of the 2 swans 
that Shirley took that day.  It is also the one she 
used for her 1st Place painting. Pretty, huh? 
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we spent a lot of time laughing it up. Along about 9 
PM Dusty said, enough of the touristing, he was 
REALLY hungry now. Of course, by then all the res-
taurants were closed. He did manage to find an Ital-
ian restaurant in York that was open until 9:30 PM. 
He said it had good food so we pulled in just before 
they closed the doors! Boy, I bet they wished they 
had closed them a little sooner. We are a rowdy 
bunch when we are having a FINE time! We ordered 
and were eating our meal and chatting. One of the 
young waitresses was cleaning up the tables around 
us and going back and forth by our table. She hap-
pened to have a bad case of the hiccups. First, let 
me say that Dusty is always a very helpful type fel-
low. That’s something you need to know to under-
stand what happened next. I was day dreaming eat-
ing my excellent meal, not paying attention to any-
thing in particular. The little waitress was hiccing 
along just in back of Dusty’s seat with a tray full of 
glasses. All of a sudden Dusty lurches up out of his 
chair toward the waitress and lets out this VERY 
loud “BOO!” . I must have jumped three feet into the 
air and I think I had some company at our table. We 
all looked at Dusty like he had gone nuts!  
 
“Well? “, says Dusty, “ Did that get rid of your hic-
cups?!” 
 
Everyone in the restaurant was rolling  around in 
laughter. All I can say is, I’m glad that girl didn’t 
upend that tray of glasses on top of Mr. “I’m a Help-
ful Fellow” Dusty. 
 

DAY TWODAY TWO  

  

First on our tourist’s agenda was Strawberry Bank.  
This is one of those old restored tourist traps that 
has artisan's, etc. to entertain the tourists. It is lo-
cated in Portsmouth , New Hampshire. It has a lot of 
the original houses of Portsmouth and other inter-
esting stuff to see. It didn’t auger well, that it was 
raining on our first official tourist day! But, never 
fear, 
you 
cannot 
keep 3 
artists 
away 
from all 
that 
pretty 
stuff to 
see just 
be-
cause 
of a 
little 
rain! 

lot of folk with us. That always makes for a more 
interesting visit! Well, Linda had her two teenage 
nieces staying with her, Lauren and Ashley. So we 
piled all of us into the minivan.  
 
First on the agenda, NUBBLE LIGHT!  I would have 
added black Raspberry ice cream, too, at Fox’s but, 
it was PACKED when we got there so we skipped the 
ice cream! We all took the obligatory tourist pictures 
of Nubble Lighthouse. It is ALWAYS beautiful ;so, 
that is a given, I think!  
 
By then , it was starting to get pretty dark. Never-
fear! Dusty thrives on being a tourist guide in the 
dark! We toured on down to York Beach village 
where we all engaged in a restricted knick-knack 
shopping spree (Dusty said he was hungry so we 
couldn’t dawdle. Never get between a hungry man 
and a restaurant  - especially for something like 
knick-knack shopping, which men hate anyway!). 
Dusty said he loved the Golden Rod peanut butter 
kisses; so, I decided to get him some! The lines 
were pretty long; so, you couldn’t mull things over. I 
yelled out that I wanted 2 pounds of peanut butter 
kisses. WELL! WHO KNEW?! Two pounds is A LOT OF 
peanut butter kisses! When we joined back up. 
Linda had bought Dusty a quarter pound of kisses, 
because she had a lot more sense then I did (not 
surprising). She said that the kisses deteriorated 
quickly so you were not supposed to get too many 
at any one time, you see. Okay, so, we overdosed 
on peanut butter kisses for a couple of days! No 
problem!! 
 
After the village, we started on a scenic tour of York 
and some of the coast. Okay...scenic might be 
stretching it, because Dusty would point out that to 
the left was some landmark. We all looked to the 
left, but, in the dark, it was a little difficult to see. 
We did, however, become quite proficient in naming 
lighthouses, because, you can definitely see light-
houses in the dark.  Well,  okay, technically, you 
cannot see the lighthouse, but you can see the light 
pretty well. I really loved our night time tours, 

Nubble Lighthouse, Cape Neddick, Maine 

This is Mary’s cooper. He really appreciated the inter-
est that Mary was showing in barrel making, and I 
didn’t even know Mary was interested in barrel mak-
ing – ahem! 
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with whom I grew up, at Newick’s restaurant that 
evening.   
 
Okay, let me stop a moment and explain about 
Marilyn Holmes (Turner), Audrey Spinney (Fortier)
and myself.  We were the 3 musketeers! We used to 
play Bonanza back when it was a hit show. Marilyn 
was Little Joe, Audrey liked Hoss ;so, she played 
Hoss , and they made me Ben Cartwright, because I 
had such a big mouth and could yell well. Once in a 
while, they let me be Adam Cartwright, because I 
really liked him the best, but most of the time I was 
required to be Pa Cartwright. We also enlisted Diane 
Preston (Carey) to be Adam once in a while.  So, as 
you can see, Marilyn and I have been friends for a 
long time! 
 
Anyway, we had a great meal at Newick’s. I was dy-
ing for some fried clams and got my first taste 
there!  Marilyn was going to come down to Dusty’s 
place tomorrow morning to join us when we de-
scended upon Salem, Massachusetts! I ALWAYS love 
going to Salem...the Witch City is a fun place to be a 
tourist.  
 
After we left Newick’s, Dusty , never one to shirk his 
duties, continued on with his job as our nighttime 

sightseeing tour guide. He decided to take us down 
the same Newington loop that I had taken the girls 
on the previous day .  On that day , I had tried to 
find the lighthouse out by the old Coast Guard sta-
tion, but missed it. Well, Dusty knows all the nooks 
and crannies and also knows quite a bit of history; 
so, he makes for a pretty good guide.  We stopped 
by the lighthouse and got out to let Dusty show us a 
couple more lighthouses that you could see from 
that shore.  Well, okay, technically, you could not 
see the lighthouse, but the light showed up just 
fine! Then we piled back in . We  went back by the 
Wentworth and, since I never pass up an opportu-
nity for black raspberry ice cream , we stopped at 

the Ice House for ice cream.  

 
As a matter of fact, I used that rain as an excuse to 
buy my first souvenir, a Strawberry Bank Umbrella! 
We had a grand time and really enjoyed all the old 
houses and shops. Mary even had a cooper (barrel 
maker) flirting with her at one of the artisan posts.    
 
Across from Strawberry Bank was one of the high 
points of our trip, at least from an artistic viewpoint! 
Prescott Park has a beautiful flower garden. We took 
LOTS of pictures of all the pretty flowers and trees.  
We even found an art show being held at one of the 
pier buildings behind Prescott Park. We went in and 
looked at all the paintings. They were done by mem-
bers of the New Hampshire Art League.  
 
We were to meet up with Linda and the girls at Pier 
9 restaurant for lunch (Or was that Pier 1 or Pier 16, 
oh well). I tried some of the lobster stew. It was 
YUMMY! Then we proceeded into some serious 
knick-knack shopping down along the riverbank. 
They have quite a few touristy places now. The 
thing that strikes me the most is, that I NEVER imag-
ined Portsmouth EVER becoming what one would 
term as “quaint”, but, eeesh, it is now. Who’d have 
thought?!  
 

We got 
home in 
time to pick 
up Dusty 
who was just 
getting off 
after a hard 
day’s work 
(yes, poor 
Dusty had to 
work while 
we girls did 
some heavy 
duty tour-
isting). We 

had arranged to meet Marilyn Turner,  a friend 

Prescott Park 

Mary took this of me at Prescott Park. Don’t I 
look like a true tourist!!?? 

We dined at Newick’s.  From the left, that’s Mary Blain, Shirley 
Blevins,  Lauren, Dusty, Linda , Ashley and Marilyn. We ate 

GOOD that night! 
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directions on how 
to get to Marilyn’s 
house with Dusty 
and Linda. EGADS! 
I made the girls 
miserable until 
Marilyn suggested 
I call and leave a 
message on Dusty 
and Linda’s an-
swering machine 
with directions. 
She figured that 
maybe Linda 
would call the ma-
chine and pick up 
messages (as it 
turned out, she 
didn’t, but it was a fine idea). 
 

We then proceeded to tour 
Witch Village , the witches 
cemetary, and the Salem 
Witch Museum. I wanted to 
take the Moby Duck tour, 
but we just missed out on 
that. That’s a cool thing! 
They had an amphibious 
vehicle that they’ve made 
out to look like a duck. It 
takes you on a guided tour 
of Salem city and then runs 
right out into the water to 
see Salem harbor from the 
sea. Cool, huh? 
 
Anyway, we finished the day 
and headed back for Bow 

Lake. I fully expected that Linda and Dusty would 
not be there, because, Marilyn had started to give 
him some sketchy directions before I had inter-
rupted saying that I had 
the directions from the 
EMAIL that she had sent 
me and would leave it for 
them, which, of course, I 
forgot to do.  So they just 
had the bare rudiments of 
directions. It turns out 
Dusty and Linda didn’t 
even know Marilyn’s last 
name! When we got to 
Marilyn’s house, THEY 
WERE THERE! I was SO sur-
prised! Apparently, never 
ones to shirk a challenge, 
Dusty, Linda and the girls 
had come to Bow Lake 

 
We doubled back, and Dusty took us down several 
of those really skinny streets I was telling you about 
before.  He had done some masonry work on sev-
eral of the houses and usually had a tale to tell 
about this one and that. The teenagers were begin-
ning to groan and moan in the back seat. They were 
not too impressed with this night time sightseeing 
stuff. They wanted to know when we were going 
home. Everytime they asked, Dusty took a turn off 
the main route and went on another side junket, 
just to irritate the girls! It was pretty funny! They 
were not happy with their uncle Dusty!  
 
One side junket took us out onto Pierce Island. 
Dusty wanted to show us the Navy Yard lit up at 
night so he took us right on down to the riverbank. 
The place he chose to stop might actually have been 
the best place to see things, but I think it really was 
because he had spied a couple kissing and hugging 
down by the shore and thought it would be a lark to 
pull up with a van full of sightseers. Well, that’s 
what he did. All of us piled out and were snapping 
pictures of the Navy Yard, etc. It is really hard to do 
serious spooning when you have a van full of tour-
ists right beside you! Needless, to say, the couple 
soon packed it in and moved out. That pleased 
Dusty immensely! Nothing he likes better than to 
torment innocent bystanders!  
 
After that spot, we all got back into the van and 
Dusty says “ Let’s go see if we can find where those 
two moved and unload in front of them again!”.  
Fortunately, for the two lovebirds, we were unable 
to find their next roost! 
 
The girls started to moan and groan again about 
when are we going home ;so, Dusty crossed the 
river and took us on a side trip through some of the 
Kittery neighborhoods!  I don’t know about Lauren 
and Ashley but we tourists were reaping some good 
benefits in sightseeing from having the girls com-
plain about when we were going home! 
 
Finally, Dusty stopped tormenting them, though, 
and we made it home after another heavy day at 
touristing! 
 

DAY THREEDAY THREE  

  

Day three was Salem day. Marilyn came down from 
her home on Bow Lake, in New Hampshire to meet 
up with us. Then Mary, Shirley, Marilyn and I took 
off for Witch City!  
 
Marilyn had invited the whole brood up for dinner 
that evening at Bow Lake. After we had done the 
House of Seven Gables and were looking for a lunch 
spot, it hit me that I had forgotten to leave the 

Mary, the witch! I think that the cap-
tioning on the sign in back of her is 
appropriate! 
Shirley lucked out because I couldn’t 
find her picture in time to put in this 
newsletter! 

Marilyn the witch! 

Yes we all took turns like 
true tourists!  

Behold, Nancy the witch! 
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with my aunts. I also decided to take the scenic 
route – Route 1, up along the coast. It usually takes 
about 3 and a half hours, or so to get to Bangor. If 
you take Route 1 , it is a day trip! It is wall to wall 
tourist traps ! We had a good time. Stopped and had 
our daily fix of black raspberry ice cream along the 
way. Went down through Kennebunkport , past 
Bush’s place and got back on 95 at Portland.  
 
We hit Bangor, picked up Aunt Bette and proceeded 
out to have supper at Aunt Lois’s place. Lois and 
Terri (her daughter) have a new double wide 
“modular home” that is just the cat’s meow. It is 
quite nice! The girls had prepared a grand supper 
we had a good feed.  
 
Then we went back to stay in Bangor at Aunt 
Bette’s. When we got back, I took us up to Broadway 
and parked at the 
head of Broadway. I 
told the girls that 
they had to guess 
which house along 
Broadway was 
Stephen King’s. So 
we all got out  with 
cameras in tow and 
proceeded down 
Broadway. Needless 
to say, they were 
able to guess right 
away which house 
was his! After all, 
he does have gar-
goyles, dragons, 
bats, and spiders 
designed into his 
wrought iron 
fence !  
 
And that was the 

looking for a house of a lady named Marilyn! Be 
damned if they didn’t find it!  Dusty said that they 
saw a guy standing by his mailbox, or something, 
and had told him they were supposed to meet his 
sister up here at the house of a lady named Marilyn. 
Fate must have stepped in, because that guy was 
the one that had sold Marilyn and John the lot that 
they built their house upon!   
 
I started out to have a boat ride with John and 
Linda, but along the way, old , hawk-eye Linda had 
spied Marilyn’s missing cat , Ted, hiding near a 
neighbor’s dock. Even when she pointed him out , I 
couldn’t see him , so, you know she has some sharp 
eyes! Ted had gotten out of the house and had been 
lost for a few days. Marilyn was really worried about 
him; so, this was pretty fortuitous! 
 
So...we all had a good meal at Marilyn’s , rescued 
Ted and had fun with Marilyn‘s Golden Retrievers! 
The dinner was excellent – and , consider this, 
Marilyn did this after spending all day in Salem with 
us! Wow!. 
 

DAY FOURDAY FOUR  

  

I decided to take the girls north to Bangor to join up 

Aunt Lois in front of Terri’s and her new double wide! 

Mary snapped this picture of Bette in her brand new PT Cruiser. 
We were stopped at a light and some teenagers walked by and 
yelled out “ Cool Car!”. Bette’s a Cool Mama now! 

We stopped at Dysart’s Truck Stop for breakfast twice so that 
we could have some of those famous cinnamon rolls. I didn’t 
want the girls to think that Texans had a corner on BIG! And 
what’s more, they were YUMMY! Mary took a picture of them 
for you so you could drool! That’s Bette, me and Lois! 
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This is my uncle Wayne, better known 
as the Governor. He deserted us to go 

camping on Grand Manan with his 
latest squeeze. 



Birches. When we went to check in Dusty was there 
with us girls. The guy at the desk looked at him and 
said that he really admired his courage to bunk out 
with 7 women and be the only guy. Dusty gave him 
his best tired old soldier look, and said it was a bur-
den he had to carry. Right! 
 
They assigned us to the “Strangers in Paradise” 
cabin. Truer words were never spoken! 
 
Well, we went out that evening looking for mooses. I 
am including a picture that I took of a moose. I am 
also including one that Mary took so that you can 
see we really did see a moose. But we only saw a 
couple and had to return to the camp.  
 
Lois and I volunteered to take the two rollaways. 
While we had been out moosehunting, Lois had 
stayed behind and made up the rollaways. The 
camp was not really cleaned or prepared for us: so, 
of course, she didn’t have enough sheets. No prob-
lem, says Lois, and rips one sheet in half! EGADS! I 
don’t know this woman! She’s not related to me! 
But, I have to admit, it was better than sleeping on 
the bare mattress!   
 
When I got onto the rollwaway, the blood drained 
from my feet and head! It had a vicious V-shape that 
let the butt hang down! I thought I was doing pretty 
poorly until I looked at the rollaway that Lois was in! 
Oh, man! Her head and feet were located about 3-4 
feet off the ground, but her butt was about an inch 
from dragging bottom! My Aunt Lois has a lot of 
ballast, you see, so the rollaway was an experience 
she might never want to repeat!  
 
There was only one bathroom for 8 people and it 
was upstairs; so,  Bette, Lois and Terri (bunk mates) 
had taken a wastebasket to use as a thunderjug in 
case they needed to get up in the night. In the early 
morning I started having this dream that I was at 

Niagara Falls.  I woke up and found out it was 

end of day four. 
 

DAY FIVEDAY FIVE  

 
Day five was a 
Saturday and we 
planned on meet-
ing Dusty and 
Linda up at 
Moosehead Lake. 
We were going to 
try to find a cabin 
on the lake that 
would accommo-
date all of us and 
stay overnight. 
This was so that 
we could go out 
in the early eve-
ning and look for 
moose and to 
hear the loons in 
the morning on 
the lake.  
 

Well, Dusty and Linda were not too sure that we 
would be able to find a cabin on such short notice, 
but on the drive up  from Eliot they managed to find 
one that had had a 
cancellation. It was 
called the 
“Birches”.  Cool! 
 
We all trucked up 
to Moosehead 
Lake. We had a 
couple of stops on 
the way to take 
some good camera 
shots. Terri was 
driving and was a 
great tour guide, because she let us stop at all the 

pretty 
places for 
pictures.  
 
We all met 
up at a 
knick-
knack shop 
outside of 
Greenville. 
We did 
some seri-
ous knick-
knacking 
and then 
headed out 
to the 

This is the group at the Birches.  That’s cousin Terri on the left, 
then Dusty, Me, Aunt Bette, Shirley, Mary and, yes that’s Aunt 

Lois guzzling down that wine. You just can’t take her anywhere, 
geesh! Linda was good enough to take the picture for us. 

Mary told Shirley to open the sliding door on her 
side of the van, not to be weinie and take the up 
close and personal shot of the moose. It did turn 
out well even at some personal risk to Shirley, or 
was the moose in danger? Oh, well! 

This is my moose picture.  What, you 
can’t see a moose? 

Eye of Moose (I think) 

Dusty posed for me with an off the rack 
duster and a Davy Crockett coonskin cap.  

Doesn’t he look natural? 
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This was scheduled as 
Bar Harbor knick-knack 
day. I had two days 
penciled in for Bar Har-
bor, because , as any 
good, red-blooded, fe-
male sightseer knows, 
one day is for knick-
knack shopping and 
one day is for sight see-
ing when you‘re talking 
Bar Harbor! This was 
knick-knack day!  We 
did a fine job of it. The 
only bad occurrence 
was having to find a 
parking spot. It gets 
harder and harder every 
year.  
 
Terri had taken off a 
few days so she could spend some time with us. It 
was nice having her along to keep a leash on Lois. 
She gets out of hand, you know, especially when 
knick-knack shopping. 
 
 

DAY SDAY SEVENEVEN  

  

This was the day that Lois and Bette were staying 
home. They were going to treat the girls and myself 
to a regular old Maine lobster dinner! YUM! 
 
Terri was our guide for the day. We decided to head 
out to Camden, Maine. This is a pretty little Maine 
village on the coast. It was used for filming Peyton 
Place. They had looked all over for the prettiest, 
quaintest little town  and Camden was it! 
 
We stopped at some great knick-knack shops on the 
way in Searsport. Then hit our first snag—–
Lincoln-
ville. 
Maine 
only has 
about 
two 
months 
when 
they can 
do high-
way con-
struction 
and 
that’s 
during 
the summer and also during the height of the tour-
ist season. They had it trimmed down to a one lane 

just 

Lois doing her morning call in the next room. Mary, 
Shirley and I were in the other downstairs bedroom.  
I fell back to sleep for a little and then woke up to a 
fit of giggling coming from the next room. Appar-
ently, as I found out later, Bette had tried to hit the 
waste basket and missed and fallen over. Man! What 
a sight that must have been.  Since, it was going to 
be pretty impossible to continue sleeping because 
of the cacophony occurring in the next bedroom, 
we got up for the day, bright and early.  
 
We managed to hear one lonely loon. It was a little 
disappointing, but the lake was so pretty we didn’t 
mind that.  We spent the day doing a little more 
sightseeing and knick-knack shopping. Then we 
parted from Linda And Dusty who had to drive back 
down to Eliot that day.  
 
  

DAY DAY SIXSIX  

  

Camden falls. 

We stopped at a knick-knack 
shop on the way back from Bar 
Harbor. It had some lovely 
flowers out front. 

Mary took this picture of Bette , Velma and Lois. It came out 
nice, didn’t it? It was take at H.O.M.E. where Velma works. 

Moosehead Lake morning sunrise. 
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set up for a heavy day 
of touristing. Unfortu-
nately, it was a foggy, 
cool, rainy day! Not too 
good for tourist type 
picture taking , but we 
never let little things 
like that get in the way.  
We started out by tour-
ing Castine where the 
Maine Maritime Acad-
emy is. We circled that 
little town several times 
looking at all the neat 
views. On the way out 
we stopped at a store 
for some treats and 
came out of it with a 
hot from the oven loaf 
or two of bread. We 
promptly devoured one 
whole loaf in record 
time! It was GOOD! 
 
After Castine, we moved done the peninsula to-
wards Deer Isle and Stonington.  Whenever we 
could, we took the longest way to get to anyplace in 
the hopes we would happen on an artist’s dream 
spot! So we toured through the town of Penobscot 
and continued down 175 . I told my navigators (and 
you already know about that!), that I wanted to take 
a side trip at Eggemoggin , because it looked like it 
would be interesting. Okay, I pick on my navigators, 
and, I realize , that it is hard to take in sights and 
navigate at the same time. However, Mary was sup-
posed to find that turnoff. She says – “ Okay take a 
right after Sedgewick” . I did.  We ended up in 
Brooksville.  “ Okay “, says I, “ Get me over to 175 
again. So we nip and tuck and end up back in 
Sedgewick. Okay, great we got it made, then , some-
how or another , we made another turn and before I 
knew it we were BACK in Brooksville again .  

bridge and it 
took us a 
LONG time to 
get by that ob-
stacle.  
 
We hit Camden 
and were go-
ing to go up 
on top of the 
Mt. Battie, 
which is out-
side of Cam-
den.  It has a 

stone observation tower at the top that overlooks 
Camden.  Unfortunately, the Ranger told us it was 
totally fogged in , and if we paid to get to the top, 

we wouldn’t be able to see anything. So , we 
moaned and passed that by and headed directly into 
Camden for some more serious knick-knack shop-
ping and picture taking.  
 
Luckily, on our way back out, the fog had cleared 
and we were able to go up the mountain. We took 
some neat photos of the harbor and headed home 
for our lobster dinner! 
 
Mary and Shirley were flabbergasted to see that 
Bette and Lois had prepared 16 lobsters for us all, a 
passel of steamed clams and corn on the cob, and 
all kinds of goodies including raspberry pie!  It was 
scrumptious! 
 

DAY EIGHTDAY EIGHT  

 
This was Stonington and Deer Isle day.  Bette and 
Lois pooped out on us this day ;so, we coerced 
Doris into joining us!  And Mary, Shirley, Doris and I 

I caught the 3 sisters chowing down at the lobster feed! I title 

this picture : 
EAT NO EVIL, SEE NO EVIL AND SPEAK NO EVIL! 

That’s Bette, Velma, and Lois.  

Doris at the lobster feed. She’s 
holding Lois’s little dog , Stacey. 
Terri drove clean to New Jersey to 
buy that dog for Lois! 

Shirley took this shot of Camden Harbor from 
the top of Mt. Battie. 

After a hard day at touristing, we came home to a lobster feed 
that Bette and Lois were so sweet to make for us! That’s Terri, 
Mary, And Aunt Doris at the head of the table, then Shirley. We 
had a feast of lobsters and clams! 
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wick three or 
four times. It 
made for a 
more interest-
ing trip, right?  
 
Anyway, Mary 
navigates us 
down to the 
Eggemoggin 
peninsula. We 
found the pret-
tiest little light-
house, which 
we found out 
later was called 
Pumpkin Island 
Lighthouse. 
 It was a great 
find! 
 
Okay, back we 
go and head on 
down to Ston-
ington. We took 
lots of pictures 
in Stonington. 
We even found 

a fellow artist who was painting a dinghy that was 
on the shore. Shirley took a picture and chatted with 
him for a while.  
 
After that, by sheer quirk of fate, I hit upon Ames 
Pond. Velma had taken me to see that once, and it 
is impressive. It was covered with water lilies. We 

took almost a roll of film right there! 
 
After that Doris and the girls declared that they 
were hungry.  We had been told about a drive-in 
outside Blue Hill that was good. And – my naviga-

 
“ Hey, you two, what kind of navigation is this?” 
 “ No problem “, says they, “Take the next turn.”   
Well, damned if we didn’t end up  back in Sedge-
wick again,  and I declared that if I saw Sedgewick 
one more time, I was going to shoot myself!  Finally, 
Mary looks at the map and gets us on track again. 
We head over across the Deer Isle Bridge. As we hit 
the bridge, Mary says, “ Oh, you know what, that 
Eggemoggin turnoff is AFTER the bridge! Well, silly, 
me!” .  
 
Okay, so I didn’t mind seeing Brooksville and Sedge-

Pumpkin Island Lighthouse, Eggemoggin 

Page 11 

Shirley took a picture of a fellow artist 
 who was painting in Stonington. 



on the map. It turned out to be okay. We took some 
pictures of the harbor and then headed back. There 
was one more peninsula that we hadn’t checked 
out. I called it the penis peninsula, because, as you 
can see from the map (it‘s the one that has South 
Surry on it), it is shaped like a certain part of the 
male anatomy. Since we had had good luck on the 
other two peninsulas, I figured we might find a real 
treasure trove down this one. Unfortunately, such 
was not the case. Some rich old geezer had bought 
the entire end of the peninsula and it was fenced off 
as Private Property. Humph!  
 
So, we turned back around and headed out. Time to 
go home.  My navigators told me to turn  left onto 
176 after the end of the peninsula. “okay”, says I . I 
turned left and ended up on 172 headed back into 
Blue Hill again.  “Oh, man! If we end up in Brooks-

ville again – I’m gonna’ croak!” I think Doris was en-
joying all this, because she was absolutely no help. 
She played it dumb just to see how many times we 
tourists would go through Sedgewick. Anyway, at 
Blue Hill, my navigators told me to turn right onto 
175.  We looked and looked, and no 175 sign . After 
going completely through Blue Hill, and since I 
really didn’t want to hit Sedgewick again, we dou-
bled back and returned to Blue Hill for the 4th time 
that day. From this side, we managed to see the 
175 sign and turned onto it. After that we had no 
problems and made it home, AOK.  
 
Of all the days we had, and we had some good 
ones, I almost think I liked this day the best, be-
cause we were so confused and spent most of the 
day laughing at our own antics. When we got back, 
Lois and Bette said that Maine probably did that on 
purpose, because all the tourists go in circles on 
that Deer Isle Peninsula , and it amuses the locals A 
LOT! 
 

tors were getting better – we actually found it! We 
chowed down. I had some more fried clams. Yum!  
 
We headed down to see Blue Hill Falls.  I, being an 
intrepid amateur photographer, decided to take a 
picture from way out on the point and looking back 
at the falls. The girl had, wisely, decide to take pic-
tures from the shore. As I was traveling back over 
the barnacle encrusted rocks, I grazed my leg on 
barnacles. Since it was starting to bleed a bit, we 
were forced to stop a nearby knick-knack shop. The 
girls went in solely for the purpose of asking for a 
Band-Aid or two. While they were asking, I took a 
paper towel and managed to stop the bleeding. As 
Doris and I were still waiting for this lifesaving 
Band-Aid 10 minutes later , that Mary and Shirley 
were supposed to hotfoot back out to me, I went in 
to check on the girls. “Oh” , they says, “ They didn’t 
have any Band-Aids , but will you look at these cute 
tennis shoes that have blueberries painted on the 
toes?” Well, all I can say is that it is a good thing I 
wasn’t dying. Humph! 
 
After Blue Hill, we headed down to Naskeag. I didn’t 
know what was down there but it looked promising 

I’ve won two ribbons with this photograph that I took at  
Asticou Gardens, a first and a third! Isn’t it pretty? 

Ames Pond, Stonington, Maine 
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Stonington harbor, Maine 



DAY NINEDAY NINE  

 
This was Bar harbor scenery day.  We went out to 
get Lois. Then we went down to pick up Velma. 
Now, there’s nothing more fun than stirring up the 
aunts. So, ever since we had landed in Bangor, I had 
told Mary and Shirley that Velma was the smart one 
in the family. That was sort of like poking a stick 
into a hornet’s nest. It set off Bette and Lois really 
well!  They didn’t talk to me for a whole afternoon! 
At any rate, we were going down to pick up Velma 
so the girls could meet my smart aunt! Velma lives 
in Orland and works at a place called H.O.M.E . It is 
a charity that helps out people in the area and pro-
vides an outlet for local artisans at their store. 
Velma works at the store.  We had stopped by her 
place while she was working when we went to Bar 
Harbor knickknack day.  Anyway, we picked up  
Velma and did some serious sight seeing on the 
most beautiful scenery of our whole trip. We hit 
Schoodic Point and then came back around to hit 

Acadia Na-
tional Park. We 
went up Cadil-
lac Mountain, 
went by Jordan 
Pond House 
and hit Thun-
der Hole (I 
have yet to 
stop at Thun-
der Hole and 
actually hear it 
thunder!).  We 
ended up at 
Asticou Gar-
dens. Bette 
had taken me 
there last year 
and it is an 
artist’s de-
light!  I have 
already won a 

couple of ribbons at Lone Star Art Guild shows on 
photographs I took at Asticou Gardens. 
 
The flowers in Maine were great this year and we 
also got a lot of good flower pictures.  

  

DAY TENDAY TEN  

 
This was Friday, Bangor day. We started out with a 
chamber of Commerce walking tour map and man-
aged to follow it a little, but gave up after a while. 
Bangor is an interesting city, really. Lots of old 
houses. We stopped of at the Phenix Inn. My cousin 
Tekla and her husband Paul own it. It’s right in the 
middle of downtown Bangor, and is a really historic 
old hotel. Got to say hello to Tekla and Paul and 
then hit the Grasshopper Knick-knack shop on the 
way out of town!  
 
We the traveled out to Clifton to see Lois.  She was a 
sweetie and invited us out for our last meal before 
we hit the Maine turnpike to travel south to Dusty’s 
again. I wanted to show the girls the Whale’s Back. 
In the old days, it was a gas to drive a car across, 
because it went up and down like a snake! It is a 
glacial remnant. At one time it was a river bed that 
ran underneath a glacier. When  the glacier receded, 
it collapsed all the river sand and gravel and made a 
nice high ridge where the river ran. The truckers 
had a heck of a time n the winter getting up over it; 
so, the state came along and took all the good “Yes 
Ma’ams” out of it. It isn’t as much fun to travel it as 
it used to be, but it has some beautiful views of the 
Union River basin. 
 
We went back to Lois's and had another great meal. 
Then , sadly, we had to leave. That was the only un-
fun part of our trip!  
 
Shirley drove back 
down the turnpike, 
and we landed on 
Dusty about 8 PM. 
He had been waiting 
for us to go out to 
eat. So, never one 
to shirk our duty, 
we went out for an-
other great meal. 
We traveled down to 
a restaurant in Kit-
tery. That was fun. 
Did a little more 
nighttime sightsee-
ing with Dusty. 
Linda’s uncle had 
given them a night 
at the Cliff house in 

View from the Whale’s Back of 
the Union River Basin. 

Shirley  and Mary at Thunder Hole! 

This is Aunt Velma and Lois at Asticou Gar-
dens. I called Lois an irascible curmudgeon. 
You can see why from the lovely gesture she’s 
making in this photo. Anyway, it kept her 
quiet while she tried to figure out what that 
meant! 
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to be in on this Shreveport art show. Barbara had 
set up a show for some of her friends form the Lone 

Star Art Guild, and Shirley and I were included.  
 
So, I figured, I could kill two birds with one stone, 
here. I planned on picking up Shirley and traveling 
over to Shreveport with our paintings. We would 
stay Friday night at Barbara’s, then we would head 
out to Homer and stay overnight with Pete and 
cousin Donna (Velma’s daughter).  
 
Well , we hit  Louisiana at night. I didn’t focus in on 
the fact that 
the Texas 
speed limit of 
70 had 
dropped to a 
Louisiana 
speed limit of 
55. We went 
through a town 
called Green-
wood. I had 
dropped down 
to 45 like the 
sign said.  
Shirley and I 
were talking. 
After a while, 
there were no 
lights any-
where. It 
looked like we 
had hit the 
boondocks ; 
so, I started 
speeding back 

York Beach. Linda, her mother Ann, and Linda’s 
niece Stacey were staying there overnight, It’s VERY 
posh and elegant and Right on the ocean cliffs ! 
Beautiful. 
 
She invited us down to York Beach to have breakfast 
at the Cliff House the next morning. That was also 
yummy! I fully expected to put on several pounds 
from this trip!  
 
After the breakfast, we traveled over to Perkin’s 
Cove, another favorite tourist trap. It was a treasure 
trove for 3 artists, though! The flower gardens there 
in people’s yards were great!  We did some heavy 
duty knick-knacking. Dusty put up with this very 
gallantly. Thank goodness he had his nephew, 
Henry there to commiserate with him.  

 
After that, we 
had to head 
off to Boston 
and the air-
port. We 
hated to do it. 
We had had 
such a great 
time, but all 
good things 
must come to 
an end, I sup-
pose.  
 
And that was 
our Maine 
trip. I left out 
all the laugh-
ing and good 

times we had while sightseeing, because you really 
had to be there to understand what would get us 
set off onto a laughing spree. But we had a wonder-
ful trip! 
 
 

Greenwood, Louisiana,  

Shreveport, and Homer! 
 

After the Maine trip, the only exciting thing I have 
done was the Shreveport art show at the Barnwell 
Center.  Shirley and I were friends with Barbara 
Rushing. We had both met her when she was presi-
dent of the Lone Star Art Guild. We liked her right 
away. Barbara  is a dynamo of energy! She makes 
me tired out just sitting and watching her! She just 
never stops doing things. Anyway, she used to live 
in the Woodlands, which is north of Houston. Up 
near where Shirley lives, in Willis. Earlier this year, 
she moved back to Shreveport. That’s how I happen 

Ten Lone Star Art Guild members participated in Barbara’s 
show in Shreveport, from the left is Neva Williams, LaVera 
Grant, Barbara Rushing, Bobbie Kilpatrick, Shirley Blevins,  
Nancy Lee, and Anne Harris.  Not present but participating 
were Fran Ellisor, Judy Kammerer and Evelyn Sorrell.  

Pete was invaluable to getting everything 
set up. He helped arrange all the lighting 
so that out artwork would look great! 
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Dusty and Henry wait patiently as we girls 
went on a knick-knack frenzy on our last day! 



commenced to give me the third degree and then 
gave me a ticket. That bummed me out for the rest  
of the trip! 
 
We stayed overnight at Barbara's place and had a PJ 
party with the other artist’s that she had invited to 
the show. The  next day we went down to the Barn-
well Center to set up the show. Pete and Donna sac-
rificed their Saturday to come into the Branwell cen-
ter and help us . Pete was SO useful with the tract 
lighting. He must have climbed up that tall old lad-
der a hundred times to help aim all the tract light-
ing right at each of the paintings!  
 
Then  Toshia , Donna’s daughter, and her baby, 
Jacob, and husband Jason came to meet us. We were 
supposed to go to lunch after that. They said—”Just 
follow Jason and we will eat at Nicki’s. Okay...that 
proved to be a daunting task. Jason took off like 
bullet and we thought we had spotted his Thunder-
bird up ahead so continued to follow, several cars 
back. I really think we might have ended up in New 
Orleans, if I hadn’t looked to my right at some nut 
who was keeping pace with me for a long time. It 
was Jason. Apparently, he had turned off at the res-
taurant a ways back, and I was following some 
stranger’s Thunderbird. Oh, well! This weekend 
seemed to be following a familiar theme!   
Shirley and I went out to spend the night on the 
shores of Lake Claibourne where Donna and Pete 
had built a house. It was VERY nice. Donna fixed us 
a great meal.  
 
The next day, we departed Homer and went back to 
Barbara's to help for the reception at Barnwell Cen-
ter. It was well-attended and a success! After the 
reception we traveled back to Texas. I made DAMN 
sure, I followed the speed limits going through 
Greenwood! 
 

Cajun Fried Turkey! 

 
I had a little fender bender right before Thanksgiv-
ing and was in the dumps about how dumb I was to 
goof my car up like that. I had been going to go 
back to Shreveport to pick up my artwork and have 
Thanksgiving with Donna and Pete in Homer, but 
the pickup day turned out to be Monday. I had 
sucked up all my vacation in Maine. So Shirley was 
kind enough to go back to Shreveport with a couple 
of her buddies and pick up her paintings and mine. 
Of course, she also made the supreme sacrifice of 
staying overnight and gambling at the local casinos. 
She won $500! BOY! Very wisely, Shirley packed it in 
and went to bed after she won the money! She was-
n’t born yesterday, you know! 
 
Shirley invited me to come to her place on Lake 

up to 70. I had 
hit 64 just as 
we passed a 
dark police car 
off to the right 
of the road. 
OOPS! Well,  
he didn’t do 
anything, so, I 
figured I had 
lucked out. 
About 15 
miles further 
on when the 
road hit the 
interstate 20 
freeway, I saw 
blue lights in 
back of me. 
Yup! I got a 
ticket all right. 
The guy 
scared me , 

though. When I stopped , he pulled in behind and 
said some garbled thing on the loudspeaker. I says, 
“Shirley, what did he say?“ “I don’t know”, says 
Shirley. He repeated it, never fear. “ Driver , get out 
of the car and step to the rear!“. Oh, boy...this was-
n’t fun. So, there I was pegged like a deer in the 
headlights. Standing there where all the other driv-
ers who had probably been speeding were going by 
laughing at the idiot that got caught. This short lit-
tle skin headed dude got out. He bypasses me and 
heads straight to the drivers window where he 
beams his flashlight in on poor Shirley. “What are 
you doing?” says he. Shirley was a little dumb-
founded , but managed to say that she was trying to 
decipher Barbara's directions on how to get to 
Shreveport. He shined his flashlight all around and 
then came back to pick on me. He says’ “ Have you 

ever been arrested?“. “ Not yet” says I. Well, he 

Toshia,  Donna and little Jacob came down 
to meet us for lunch! 

Barbara did a grand job of getting this show together. It looked 
great when we got it all hung. This was the refreshment table for 

the reception which was held on Sunday. 
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I hope I didn’t bore you too much this year!  You 
may be getting an addenda from Shirley and Mary 
who have threatened to let everyone know the true 
story of our trip (I don’t think they trust me!) 
 
Hope everyone’s having a good year.  

Conroe for Thanksgiving, since I didn‘t go north. 
Not only would I have pleasant company, pretty 
scenery and yummy food, but I would also get to 
have my first Cajun fried turkey. They dipped that 
turkey right into a BIG pot of peanut oil. The oil was 
heated to 350 degrees so it hissed and crackled 
when the turkey was lowered into it...but...get 
this...it cooked in less than  40 minutes!  It takes 
about 3 mins a pound. And cooking that fast seals 
in all the juices! YUM! That crackling brown skin was 
GREAT! Okay, it was a little fattening, but it was my 
first fried turkey. And it was delicious! Poor, ole’ 
Shirley had 30 to feed that day! It was almost like a 
family reunion! So Shirley got to meet my family,  
and I got to meet hers. I had a great day and had 
some EXCELLENT food!  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
ANYWAY –  

Merry Christmas! 

Lilies we found in a garden at Perkin’s Cove on 
our last day. It won me a 1st Honorable  

Mention at the Livingston Art Show!! 

I took this picture of purple clematis out-
side of a shop in Camden. I entered it 
into the Kingwood Art Society show and 
won a second place ribbon. I also man-
aged to sell it at that show to someone 
for $50.00!! EGADS! Who’d think, huh?! 
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