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In Memoriam  

This has been a hard year for all of us. My brother 

David died of a massive heart attack in January.  He 

was 57. Much too young. It was a hard time for the 

family as he didn’t die right away. They can do mira-

cles these days. They were able to keep him alive for 

a couple weeks, but his brain functions began dete-

riorating and the family decided to let him go to a 

better place rather than suffer any longer. It was so 

sad, but I like to think David is up there at God’s 

local honky tonk having fun with the good ole’ boys! 

 

So this year’s newsletter is dedicated to David. He 

enjoyed having a good time and had the weird fami-

ly sense of humor which can sustain you through 

the toughest times. It’s a wonderful defense mecha-

nism and the Bragg side of the family has excelled 

in the use of humor very heavily. 
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This was taken several years ago but is probably one of the 

only pictures that have the four of us together. My brothers and 

Linda came to pick me up at the airport in Boston. That’s  Da-

vid, Darrell (the  firstborn...which is sort of like saying the 

oldest, but I’m trying to be nice...heh...heh...heh), Dustin (the 

youngest) and myself. 

This was taken at Grandfather Lee’s camp on Parks Pond in 

Clifton, Maine. That’s Dustin, David, Uncle Billy, and Darrell. 

We were visiting with Billy. He had prostate cancer, and I think 

he knew he wouldn’t have long; so,  we all went to visit him . 

Sadly , he died not long after this visit. 

Another family picture taken at the Bunbill. That was the name 

of Grandfather Lee’s camp. Bun was my Grandmother’s nick-

name and Bill was my Grandfather’s nickname.  

I think David was the most  

handsome of the boys. This is 

little Davey. Isn’t he cute? 

Going to church Easter 

Sunday. David,  

 Dusty and me 
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Before Dusty was even a twinkle in Dad’s eye! Me, David, and 

Darrell. Mother used to make all my dresses and do those long 

curls for my hair.  David was pretty proud of his sailor suit. 

And then along came Dusty. Isn’t that bald head just 

 precious?!! Darrell is perfecting  his Joe Cool look. 

 He was good at it! 

The Cowboys!  

Dusty and David. 

Me and David . He was proud of his new fire truck! 

Me and Davey on his fourth birthday 

holding his birthday cake! 

This was the last picnic we had with Mom and Dad. It was 

1962. The last happy times for our little family. It was at 

Mousam Lake in Maine. That’s David, Mom, Dad, and Dusty. 

Mom died in Oct of 1963 and Dad died Jan 1968. 

Me, Dad, 

Mom, and 

Dusty. 

 

I scanned 

these two 

pictures from 

slides; so, 

they are not as 

good as I 

would like,  

but it does 

bring back 

memories. 
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On Saturday night we had the skunk impersonation 

contest. It was a miserable collection of skunks, but 

was a lot of fun! The far and away best impersona-

tion was by Judy Beard and Joyce Kelm, who won  

1st 

Place!  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

The 

2008 

Great  

Maine 

Yes, it has been a hard year. Shirley Blevins’ brother 

Bubba died soon after David. Mary Blain’s sister-in-

law Lila died in the spring. And two of their best 

friends have died this year. Now poor cousin Kevin 

had a heart attack last week.  Keith Cook, a guy I 

worked with got sick the same time I did last year, 

but his turned out to be cancer. He died this past 

week, It was kind of a surprise because he had been 

feeling better. This growing old stuff is not for the 

faint hearted.  

 

The Great Skunk  

Impersonation Contest 

 

Well, I have had a busy year. In an effort to keep the 

newsletter short of “War and Peace”, I am going to 

hit on only the high points! 

 

In February, we had an art retreat out at the Bunk-

house in the Texas Hill country on the Wenmohs 

Ranch. Dena, who owns the ranch, had put up lots 

of garlic trying to keep us away, but we all piled on-

to the ranch for a winter art retreat in spite of that. 

Last year we had an art retreat  as well, but were 

bothered mightily by the skunk who had taken up 

residence in the crawlspace under the Bunkhouse. 

So, this year, I thought we should commemorate 

that occasion by having a SKUNK IMPERSONATION 

c o n t e s t .  T h i s  s h o u l d  b e  g o o d , 

right...heh...heh...heh?!! 

 

Mostly, we spend our time painting in the studio. It 

is a great time , because artists tend to “feed” off 

each other and we all come away at the end of the 

day with absolute masterpieces!  

 

Here we are posing behind Jean Norris’s genuine skunk cake, 

She might have flunked out on her skunk impersonation dis-

guise (which was a little bit non-existent) but she 

 EXCELLED at skunk cakes! 

 

In the back, that’s Sandi Ahart, Shida Rad,  Mary Blain, Judy 

Beard, Joyce Kelm, Patty Browning, Lynn Chatman, and Jean 

Norris  In the front are Dena Wenmohs and Marchita Priest. 

This is Miss Floozy 

Woozy and her pet 

skunk. Judy was the 

skunk, mind you.  

Joyce had a leash on 

her, which I have 

been trying to get 

Joyce to do for years! 

HA! 

 

They easily came 

away with 1st Place! 

Shida Rad was a very 

elegant skunk. She had 

some pretty black and 

white scarves down her 

back. 

Patty Browning came up with a 

“Teddy Bear” skunk. She defaced 

an innocent Teddy bear and turned 

him into a skunk! 

This pitiful entry was Mary Blain’s 

skunk which was not even a skunk! It 

was an armadillo! It only began to 

look like one when I told her to put 

toilet paper down its back. Well, it might have been 

pitiful, but Mary was damn 

proud of it! 

Well, my skunk might have 

been pitiful, but I had the stink 

down better than ANY of the 

other contestants! My Aunt 

Lois sent down some Genuine 

Woodman’s Flydope which 

loggers used 100s of years ago. 

It worked dandy...kept away 

flys and ALL people for 100 ft! 
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Texas Artists Invasion! 

 

Jean Norris, Shirley Blevins, Mary Blain and I decided 

that we had better plan a trip back to Maine while 

our little group could still walk. This getting old 

stuff is a bitch!  

 

We flew into Boston airport. Now, there have been 

extremely few times when my Texas friends have 

managed to navigate me out of Boston without all of 

us getting thoroughly lost. The 

longest episode of being lost 

was navigated by Judy Beard 

and Mary Blain. It took them 3 

hours to navigate me out of 

Boston. They were  quite 

proud of the fact that, in so 

doing, they also rode the same 

trail that Paul Revere rode way 

back when he was warning of 

the “British are Coming”. After 

about the 6th rotary, I was 

ready to start yelling “The Tex-

ans are Coming!”. HA! The 

worst episode was the summer 

we went to Nova Scotia and 

Judy Beard, Jean Norris, Lori 

Pearson, and Debby Ferrier 

navigated me through a toll 

tunnel without paying and got 

me into downtown Boston dur-

ing rush hour. Oh, Boy! 

 

When we went to rent the car, 

Mary had decided that she was going to be the navi-

gator (yikes!) and was asking directions from one of 

the employees while we waited in line.  I was trying 

to memorize what he was telling her, but it was a 

little difficult because she would take unexpected 

turns and ask him about completely unrelated 

things right in the middle of getting directions! 

When she asked about the gingerbread style house 

on one of the tourist pamphlets and how to get 

there, I muscled my way in front of her and had him 

give me the directions on how to get out of Logan 

airport. Geesh! You just can't get good help these 

days. 

 

Well, this time, the girls did pretty well, and we got 

up to Dusty’s house in Eliot, Maine in a reasonable 

time.  There we joined up with my niece Chelsea 

who had flown up a week earlier. Dusty was picking 

up my other niece Mary who was flying in just for a 

few days. We were having a memorial service for Da-

vid on the weekend and Mary was up to attend that. 

Chelsea was staying for two more weeks.  As is 

standard operating procedure,  for a visit from me, 

we had to hit Newick’s in Dover, NH for the first New 

England meal! Nothing finer than fried clams in New 

England. The Texans have not mastered that fried 

clam stuff yet! I called Marilyn Turner to join us 

there. Marilyn and I have been friends since sub-

primary!  It was a yummy meal, as usual. 

July 17, 2008 

  

Our first full day and Dusty gave us a present. He 

took half the day off to join us!  

 

We decided that we had to make 

a stop at the local Wal-Mart while 

Dusty was finishing up . We 

would stock up on some supplies. 

we would go hit Wal-Mart to stock 

up on supplies for our heavy duty 

touristing that was ahead. I got 

directions from Linda, and we headed out.  

 

We found Woodbury Ave and at the second light I 

was supposed 

to turn left but 

it had to be 

after the Fox-

run Mall. Okay, 

that put an ele-

ment of confu-

sion in it be-

cause I, obvi-

ous ly , had 

This is Jean Norris at 

the Houston  airport. 

She had a snack and 

managed  to get crumbs 

all over the floor. I had 

to move 2 seats  down. 

I mean, you just can’t 

let some people out into 

society! HA! 

crumbs 

Jean took this of Chelsea, Mary and Mary at Newicks. Mary 

Blain looks a lot like a Vulcan in this picture; so, I took this and 

made a better picture...see below! HA! Not bad , huh? 

My niece Chelsea  at Nubble Light and  

below with my niece Mary. 
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screwed up the directions somehow and after the 

light, we saw the Wal-Mart on our left and no way to 

get there. There was a fenced median in between 

and no turnout. No problem, we have to loop back 

around. Unfortunately, not as easy as it would seem. 

We had to go across the General somebody-or-

another bridge and loop back around. Okay, we do 

that and start back looking for Wal-Mart on our  left. 

We saw it and then promptly took a bad turn and 

ended up on Rt 95 going towards Maine again. 

Geesh! So, we exit and come back to the Woodbury 

Avenue again. We start back. This time I figure we 

try what Linda said, turn left at the second light and 

forget the Foxrun Mall stuff. When we get there Jean 

swears that she saw a way to turn left into Wal-Mart 

just past this. I says, I don’t think so. She says, I’m 

pretty sure. So….on we go right past the Wal-Mart 

again. Holy smokes! This time I took a right before 

the General somebody-or-another bridge, and we 

started down into the warehouse district which was 

interesting in a confused rabbit-warren sort of a 

way. Eventually we found the road that leads to the 

infamous “turn left at the second light” road, but not 

before we had a whole car full of EXPERT navigators 

that were damn sure they knew where they we go-

ing. Boy-o-boy...we do have some trying times, and I 

don’t handle pressure well! HA! At the light we go 

straight ahead and hit the Wal-Mart. I told the clerk 

inside that the way to Wal-Mart was a damn Yankee 

trick on unsuspecting tourists and reminded me a 

WHOLE lot of Boston. She said she knew what I 

meant, wasn’t it terrible! Yeah...right. 

 

After stocking up, we headed back to Dusty's to 

meet up with everyone.  So we went on a Dusty Lee 

daytime tour, which is a WHOLE lot better than 

Dusty Lee’s Night time tours. The most important 

reason being that we could see what he was talking 

about! HA!  

 

The tourist expedition started off down through the 

Yorks. It got to be 11 AM and I started suffering 

from ice cream withdrawal pains (I LOVE ice cream, 

unfortunately for my waistline!). So, Dusty took care 

of two birds with one stone. We stopped at Nubble 

Light to get pictures and I could get my ice cream 

“fix” at Fox’s Drive-in which is located right next to 

I had a new Nikon camera which, so far, I was not happy with, 

but I have to admit, it took great pictures!  This is the Cape 

Porpoise lighthouse . I caught a seagull and some lobster  traps. 

I can count on one hand the number of pictures I have of Dusty 

without his hand covering his face. I thought this one with cutie

-patootie Chelsea was a nice shot. Below are Shirley, Mary and 

Jean . A kayaking club was having lunch too and parked their 

kayaks on the beach, 

Jean took this picture of our ice cream stop at Nubble Light. 

That’s Mary Lee, Joe Cool Chelsea, me, Dusty , Mary  Blain 

and Shirley Blevins. 
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Nubble Light. Handy for ice cream addicted tourists! 

 

We headed on up the coast to hit Kennebunkport. I 

tried to get Dusty to stop in the village because 

there were some interesting knick-knack shops 

there, but he gave me this tale about no parking. 

Humph! We travelled along the coast until we hit 

Cape Porpoise. I had never been there; so, it was 

definitely cool! We also stopped there for lunch.  

 

On the way back home, Dusty stopped in at the 

Wedding Cake House that was built by a ship cap-

tain for his new bride. There was some tragic ending 

to that love affair, but I forget what Dusty told me. I 

blame that on the coma that I was in last 

year...definitely NOT old age! HA! 

 

We got back to Dusty's and then decided to drive up 

Maine that evening. Took a little bit longer than we 

thought. We hit the Weathervane restaurant in 

Waterville and got held up by poor service so that 

we arrived at the poor aunties houses about 9 PM 

and 10 PM . They took it well. We stopped off at 

Aunt Bette’s to drop off most of our stuff. Me, Mary 

Blain, Chelsea and Mary Lee were going to stay with 

Aunt Bette. Dusty and Linda were staying at the Bun-

Bill camp on Parks Pond in Clifton. They took off 

from Bette’s. Me and the girls took off to take 

Shirley and Jean out to Aunt Lois’s place. Terri said 

we owed her big for keeping her up this late! She 

had to get up at 4:30 AM...YIKES! I didn’t worry 

about that because Mary And I were dropping off 

Jean and Shirley who would have to deal with that on 

their own! HA!  So we didn’t stay long at Lois’s. We 

headed on back to Bette’s to bunk down. 

 

July 18, 2008 (Friday) 

  

This morning we decided to meet Lois and the girls 

at the Governor’s Restaurant for breakfast. Maine 

has a LOT of good breakfast restaurants unlike Tex-

as . We managed to take up two tables . Renee  and 

Georgette, Bette’s friend joined us.  As usual, we 

had some good food. The waiter was a gay guy 

named Dean who will probably never forget the day 

the “family” converged on him. Lois ordered some 

pancakes and bacon. She complained that the bacon 

was too limp and held up a piece that just plain 

drooped. She said “I like it stiff!” . Well, of course, 

that got everyone going. Then Georgette put butter 

on her oatmeal and that was good for about 10 

minutes of harassing !  Then Renee (who was WAY 

too skinny) ate her English Muffins naked….no but-

ter...no jam...nothing. That started me into my how 

to eat an English Muffin and not choke it down 

speech. That got everyone pretty much involved. 

The I lodged a protest with Dean that the Governor’s 

used to have a great blueberry waffle and it did not 

have that anymore...no WAFFLES! It had  fruit on it 

AND whipped 

cream and I 

was severely 

disappointed 

to see that af-

ter I came all 

the way from 

Texas, I could 

not even get a 

waffle at the 

Governor’s let 

alone fruit top-

ping and 

whipped 

cream. Say, 

WHAT was the 

world coming 

to?!! He apolo-

gized and went 

about his busi-

ness. He came 

back later with 

a little bowl of 

strawberries 

and a bowl 

filled with 

whipped 

cream. AMEN! I 

Mary taking a picture of the Wedding Cake House sign. 

Aunt Bette and Georgette (hiding behind 

Renee) , Renee, Aunt Lois (Hiding behind 

Shirley), Shirley, Jean,  the two Marys at the 

Governors’. 
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had died and 

gone to heaven! 

That started a 

riot about dis-

crimination 

which I quickly 

put to rest by 

telling them to 

button up or I 

would leave’em 

beside some 

boondocks 

roadside some-

where during the week.  Then Dean handed out a 

“How good was this restaurant” survey to everyone 

and that took almost 15 minutes to fill out...what 

with the demand I made that everyone put in a para-

graph about NO WAFFLES. Geesh! So...that led into 

the….”we all have to go to the bathroom at one time 

phase” and that took like forever. I went and came 

back, and Dean had left me a piece of chocolate 

cream pie. Everyone that was sitting at the table at 

the time took exception to that and put anything 

that was loose on the table into my purse. GEESH! 

How juvenile! HA! It took me 5 minutes to empty my 

purse of salt and pepper shakers, loose silverware, 

Equal sweeteners,  several little jam containers, a 

bottle of syrup, napkins and assorted a sundry other 

JUNK.   

 

After that , Lois headed back to her place and we all 

went back to Bette’s. Linda and Dusty had to meet 

with the minister this morning but they were going 

to meet us at Bette’s.  

 

When they arrived, we decided to  head out on a half 

day jaunt. Bette suggested the new bridge over the 

Penobscot at Bucksport. Linda was VERY familiar 

with the old bridge which was so high that she took 

on something awful every time she had to go over it. 

Well, they had constructed a better bridge. This new 

bridge had a large tourist elevator in it that takes 

you up to the top. When you get there, you look 

down on the old bridge that Linda thought was too 

high. Well, this one dwarfed that one! It was cool! 

I’ve included some pictures . The view was amazing.  

 

After that we went to old Fort Knox (not the one that 

has the gold bars in it). They had a most excellent 

knick-knack shop. Dusty let out a groan but com-

plied as he was distinctly outnumbered by females!  

 

Then we headed back to Bette’s . Along the way we 

hit Winterport . It is well known for its antique shops 

and Dusty loved antiques. So we stopped for a look 

see.  

 

Then we headed back into Brewer and ate at the 

Muddy Rudder. Boy!  Great seafood. I had some of 

the best baked halibut  I’d ever  had! 

 

July 19, 2008 (Saturday ) 

 

Linda had made all the arrangements for the memo-

rial service. She had contacted the cemetery people 

and the Clifton Baptist Church. I had ordered a foot-

stone for David and it was ready. We already had a 

large stone for Mom and Dad, so, mostly, it’s better 

to have footstones for the etceteras like David and 

me who will be buried in the same plot. David had 

been cremated and Linda had arranged all that with 

the Florida Mortuary.  I had contacted most of the 

relatives to have them come at 11:30 AM. Since 

some of them come from some distance and it 

would not be easy to get them all together again 

This is taken 

from the top of 

the new bridge in 

Bucksport. You 

can see the old 

bridge in the up-

per left part of 

the picture. Very 

cool! 

View of Bucksport from the top of the new bridge. 

My nieces Mary and Chelsea at Fort Know which was an old 

revolutionary war fort at the mouth of the Penobscot. 
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during our stay, we thought it would be a good idea 

to go back to Lois’s place to have a “wake” for Da-

vid. This consisted of a family cook-out and, to light-

en the mood (which I’m damn sure David would not 

have minded at all, since David KNEW how to have a 

good time) we also had the annual rubber duck race 

in Lois’s pool.   

 

My niece’s thought that was disrespectful; so, we 

had a little problem. I hope they have forgiven me 

by now, because, if there is anything the Bragg fami-

ly knows how to do, it’s taking sorrow with a good 

dollop of humor. Humor is a wonderful way to han-

dle sorrow. I think the Irish know that because they 

have some damn fine wakes when a loved one dies. 

Anyway, in  that vein Mary and Chelsea decided not 

to  come and stayed home with Aunt Bette. The rest 

of us all agreed to celebrate David’s life with a fami-

ly get together!  

 

The service was quite nice. A little sad, or course, 

but it was a nice day and the minister was a nice 

man. I took some pictures for  those who could not 

attend. 

 

For the cookout, me and my buddies were supposed 

to do all the cooking etc, but it looked to me that 

everyone contributed to the spirit of this get-

together! Even Lois and Terri’s good friend Kathy 

came and brought some yummy desserts. Cousin 

Ricky brought his new lady friend (okay...i hate to 

admit it but I have forgotten her name...BUT I was in 

a coma, you know...it’s NOT old age) , Velma came 

as did her son Tom and his wife Terry. Rick’s daugh-

ter Emily was there.  

 

I put the hot dogs onto the grill and went into the 

house to get the hot dog blood off my hands and to  

don my blackfly and mosquito netting ( I hate to get 

bit and I’ll go WAY out of my way for a laugh!). By 

the time I got back, the hot dogs were a little well 

done. I got some pithy comments from the two use-

ful “located right next to the grill” idgets Dusty and 

Tom who guessed as how I MIGHT have left the 

“dogs” on too long! I asked ‘em if they were com-

pletely useless since they were not more than three 

feet away, and that started a discussion of the prop-

er role that men should take at a family BBQ. Appar-

ently, that included a LOT of beer drinking,  sitting 

around belching, scratching bellies and generally 

being useless. Who knew!?! Then they launched into 

a heckling campaign on “what kind of an idiot would 

wear that netting stuff when any person with sense 

could see that there were absolutely NO BLACKFLYS 

or MOSQUITOES within 10 miles of that cookout and 

didn’t Tom think that someone should put a strait-

jacket on me and check me into the State Mental 

institution which was located in Bangor?”  By the 

time I had finished this little DISCUSSION, the hot 

dogs were burned beyond recognition.  I put two of 

them in a roll and handed one to Tom and one to 

Dusty and reminded them that there were children 

dying of starvation in China. Humph! 

We all gathered at the cemetery, We had a good showing. From 

the left is Aunt Louise , Terri Lynn, Jean, Dusty, cousin Tom , 

Terry, Tom’s wife, Linda, Aunt Lois, Mark (Kevin’s son),  Kevin 

(Velma’s son),  Aunt Velma, Aunt Bette, Emily (Rick’s daugh-

ter), Chelsea, Rick’s lady , Rick (Wayne’s son), the minister and 

Uncle Wayne. 

Linda, Mary Lee, Chelsea and I ordered all the best desserts at 

the Muddy Rudder and shared them between the four of us. 

YUMMY! 
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While this was all going on , Tom’s wife Terry decid-

ed I was about as useless as those two idiots I was 

arguing with and took over the cooking again. Now I 

felt really bad about that, because poor Terry had 

done that same thing two years ago and for the 

same reason. I guess, I am going to have to pay 

more attention and not get diverted by the local 

hecklers.  I promise that next time, I will assign the 

cooking to Mary Blain who is not so easily diverted.  

 

Anyway, while I was apologizing to poor Terry (who 

was doing a dandy job of cooking hamburgers), 

cousin Rick, who is uncle Wayne’s son, had decided 

to walk up along the side of the pool and he just 

happened to get caught by cousin Terri Lynn's little 

“don’t be a stupid idiot” trap. If you are talking too 

much and waving your half empty beer can around 

expounding upon some manly topic and happen to 

not notice the pump trap that was a see-saw type 

board, then it is certainly not Terri’s fault if you step 

on it, see-saw down about 3 inches and topple head 

over tea-kettle into the pool.  I don’t think I’ve seen 

a wave THAT big since the tsunami in southeast Asia 

killed 100s of thousands of people!  Anyway, I’ve 

included a picture of Rick getting out of the pool. 

The good news was, he kept his beer can vertical at 

all times, the bad news was the beer can was now 

totally full! HA! 

After we chowed down, Aunt Velma, one of the old-

est and, as Mom and Dad often said, the smartest of 

all the Bragg girls, judged the duck disguise contest. 

Needless to say, I won that contest with Count 

My two hecklers, Dusty and Tom, were nearest to the grill. 

These were the contestants. We had a pretty good collection of 

ducks and each was a primo example of the family ingenuity! 

And then we had those 3  Texan ducks who were challenging 

the Yankee ducks! My Count Duckula won 1st place for the 

disguise contest but Jean’s Duck Tape duck was the best 5 mi-

nute preparation time duck! Notice the size of Aunt Lois’s 

“Queenie”! 

Rick did a not very graceful fall into the pool, but managed to 

keep the beer can upright. He did come out with more beer than 

he went in with, however. HA! 

Once again poor Terry was cooking, but I was doing a dandy 

job of supervising. It had rained that day;so, I was prepared 

with my Sou’wester and had mosquito netting to prevent insect 

bites! Always prepared! 
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Duckula...heh...heh...heh. Then we took all the con-

testants down to the end of the pool, and Dusty and 

Rick took over the duties at the starting line. Terri 

Lynn had been assigned the job of finding a stream 

to do the race and had once again FAILED on that 

assignment; so, we were again reduced to using a 

huge fan at the end of Terri Lynn’s swimming pool. 

The boys got the race started and were just about 

adequate in their solemn race starter duties.  

 

Right away I saw that we had to have stricter rules 

on size, because Aunt Lois’s “Queenie” duck which 

was easily 10 times the size of the little ducks , by 

shear weight and water displacement volume, took a 

commanding lead and continued to do so. 

So...always diligent to my race handicapping duties, 

I started whacking Queenie back a couple notches. I 

was booed so badly that I figured I would end up in 

the pool for sure so I stopped. In the process of get-

ting “whacked”, Queenie, somehow lost her crown 

which got deep-sized. I respectfully saluted as the 

crown weaved and waved its way down to the pool 

bottom. Regardless of my handicapping, Queenie 

still won! A good time was had by all and David’s 

ghost was there ...I could just hear him calling us 

foolish. No greater honor can be given to a bit of 

good fun! 

 

After the cookout we decided to have Terri drive us 

to get my daily “fix” of ice cream which was at 

Gifford’s stand in Bangor. Along the way, we 

stopped at the Chuck-a-Homo river (okay, the river’s 

name is really the Kenduskeag but locals call it the 

Chuck-A-Homo because a group of rowdies chucked 

a homosexual over the bridge one night. Terri 

thought this might be a good place to have the duck 

race.  It did look dandy but not nearly as slow mov-

ing as Dena’s Texas creek!  We could easily  lose 

ducks on this river ; so, we had better have a trum-

pet player on hand to play taps. 

 

July 20, 2008 (Sunday) 

 

We started out with the mandatory visit to Dysart’s 

truck stop outside Bangor for cinnamon rolls. They 

Part of the peanut gallery consisted of Kathy (Terri Lynn’s 

friend), Linda (Dusty’s wife), Aunt Lois, Mary Blain, Aunt 

Velma (the judge) and Shirley Blevins. 

Queenie took the lead an stayed there in spite of my handicapping 

efforts and the loss of her crown which got deep-sixed. 

Chuck-A-Homo River where Terri Lynn thought we might try 

the duck race next year! 

Dusty and Rick were the official race starters. Dusty was to man 

the fan while Rick collected all the ducks together. 
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only bake them on the 

weekend so we HAD to 

hit it just right! We all 

converged and took up 

two tables. I got my cin-

namon roll WAY before 

Mary Blain and those at 

the other table did. I can 

see why now because it 

was the runt of the litter. 

When they brought 

Mary’s out, hers was 

MUCH bigger. So...I 

started in on my lecture 

to the waitress that I had come up all the way from 

Texas for these cinnamon rolls. When I received this 

one , I figured that Dysart’s was downsizing. No, she 

said, sometimes they come out lime that. I told her I 

wanted one as BIG as that rotten Mary Blain got, who 

was heckling me something fierce from the other 

table. So, she was nice and took it back and got me 

the regular size. Mary Blain said that she was going 

to start sitting  3 tables away from me at any other 

restaurants that we went to from now on. Humph!  

 

I need to shorten my missive or  I am going to be 

printing this newsletter way into next year. 

So...suffice it to say, that we all decided to go to 

Bass Harbor light, I had not been there and wanted 

to check it out. It was a little disappointing because 

the picture on the calendar I had was wonderful, but 

they do not let you go down that way...too danger-

ous; so, I only got a “sort of” nice picture of Bass 

Harbor light.  

 

Then we took off for  Acadia National Park and Bar 

Harbor. We hit the Seawall along the way, then on 

into downtown Bar Harbor for some serious Knick-

knacking...poor Dusty!  

 

After that we head-

ed back to Bangor. 

 

July 21, 2008 

(Monday) 

 

The next day, we 

had to take Mary 

Lee out to Linda 

and Dusty at the 

Bunbill. Linda and 

Dusty were going 

back down to Eliot 

and had to take 

Mary with them, 

since she had to be 

back in Florida to 

go back to work. 

Bummer.  It was 

sad to see Mary 

leave, but I figured 

that maybe we 

could nab her for 

her spring break 

and she could 

come to Texas! 

 

After we left Mary, 

we continued on 

down to Belfast to 

check out the Pur-

ple Baboon and to 

see if they had put 

back the Belfast 

Bears. Belfast used 

to have some bears 

scattered around 

town that were 

decorated. There 

was the Bearalyn 

Monroe, the Chia 

Bear, the Airstream 

bear, etc. Unfortunately, they decided to get rid of 

the bears; so, we all resorted to the Purple Baboon 

which is a pretty good knick-knack shop.    

 

After that we headed out to Camden. That’s sup-

posed to be the prettiest village in Maine. They used 

it to film Peyton Place way back when.   

 

I’m not sure that Jean had ever been there, because 

the time she came to Maine was the time we focused 

on Nova Scotia.  I’ve included some pictures of Cam-

den. 

 

And that ended Monday! 

 

July 22, 2008 

(Tuesday) 

 

On Tuesday we had 

our expert guide 

Aunt Bette who was 

going to take us 

down to Port Clyde. 

Along the way we 

stopped at the 

Rockland jetty 

which is VERY im-

pressive. It would 

have been more 

impressive if  there 

were not a class of 

middle school kids 

there. The boys 

were putting the 

moves on  Chelsea;  

so, we had to get 

out of there FAST! 

HA!  We hit the Por-

Dysart’s cinnamon rolls. I 

thought this was BIG until I 

saw them go by with Mary 

Blain’s which was  

MUCH bigger! 

Bass Harbor Light 

Wet Tourists! 

Dustin Lee 

Very patient husband and brother!! 
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ta Potties at the top of the hill and continued on our 

expedition to Port Clyde.  First we had to find Owl’s 

Head Light. I try to go to at least one new spot every 

time I go to Maine and I had never been to Owls’ 

Head. We got a tad lost along the way, but that 

makes it all the more fun. We took a wrong turn and 

ended up at Birch Point State Park which was really 

pretty. Then we finally bobbed and weaved down to 

Owl’s head. It was a BEAUTIFUL Maine day and the 

sky was a bright blue. I think I’ll turn over the rest of 

this page to pictures! 

this was 

one of our 

best days 

because the 

weather 

was just 

perfect and 

we only got 

lost 3  or 4  

times!  I got 

some really 

pretty pic-

tures. We 

didn't quite 

 

 make it to Port Clyde but we did get to see Owl’s 

Head light. 

 

July 23, 2008 (Wednesday) 

 

On this day, we picked up all three aunties and trav-

elled down to the Jordan Pond House on Mount De-

sert Island. They have some yummy popovers that 

we all like to sample when we come to Maine!  

 

We had to wait a little while for a table; so, some of 

us went to check out the knick-knack shop. I gave 

that up RIGHT AWAY! I never saw so many 

gol’darned tourists crowded into one little shop in 

my life. I did not stay there long. Chelsea and Bette 

went in and we almost had to send a park ranger in 

to find them. They got lost in the wilderness! 

 

We got some good pictures of the aunties while we 

We had to take Mary back to the Bunbill . She had to fly back 

to Florida the next day and was driving down Maine with Dusty 

and Linda. Jean took this of Mary, Chelsea and Me on the front 

porch! And everyone else on the front porch relaxing below! 

Jean’s picture of Camden Harbor. 

This is Mary and 

Shirley by the Smil-

ing Cow in  

Camden! 

I found a  

onesie for Mary 

Blain’s Great 

Granddaughter in 

one of the shops 

along here. 

The Onesie  had  

“I Coo, I Poo , It’s 

all I Do” , on the 

front, Cute , huh? 

We took a wrong turn and ended up at 

 Birch Point State Park. 



13 

waited. The food was good, as usual, but the popo-

vers are the best. The food is just a “tad” pricey! 

 

After the popovers, we went to check out the Asti-

cou Gardens. They are right across the way from the 

Asticou Hotel and lots of the tourists have not dis-

covered them yet. They are ALWAYS a wealth of 

beautiful pictures.  

 

Then we went to check out the “upper” Asticou gar-

dens which Bette showed us for the first time a cou-

ple years ago. That is really a hidden treasure! Their 

official name is Thuya Gardens, but they have some 

really PRETTY flowers! 

 

After that we took off around the Acadia National 

Park Loop road. I’m pretty sure we went around at 

least a couple of times while the aunties discussed 

who knew the road better  than the other auntie and  

why did we miss that turn, etc. But we could not 

have been looped on a more beautiful road! 

 

We started 

back after 

that and 

decided to 

take 

Velma’s 

shortcut 

again. 

This time 

we seems 

to fare 

better 

than the 

last time 

and sea-

sickness 

did not 

seem to 

set in! 

Jean, Shirley and Mary at Birch Point beach. 

Aunt Bette had a knee replacement a few months prior to this, but 

to my estimation, you could not tell it! Geesh! She and Chelsea 

took off over the rocks like two lizards looking for the prefect spot 

of sun! 

This was 

the Owl’s 

Head Light 

Coast 

Guard  

Station. 

Tiger Lilies along  the cliffs at Owl’s Head. 

Working Lobster Wharf  near Owl’s Head. 
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We got back and this was the day we swapped hous-

es! I wanted to spend some time with Terri and Lois, 

so, Mary and I swapped with Shirley and Jean who 

came to stay with Aunt Bette 

July 24, 2008 (Thursday) 

 

Next day turned out to be a tad rainy. Bette and 

Chelsea wussied out and 

opted to stay at Bette’s. 

After all if Bette wasn’t 

going, then Chelsea was-

n’t going because Bette is 

Chelsea’s FAVORITE aunt, 

you know! HA! The rest of 

us were not daunted by a 

little rain! 

 

We took off with Terri 

Lynn, who had the day off, 

and Aunt Lois and headed 

deep into the north Maine 

woods to Greenville and 

Moosehead Lake, the larg-

est lake in Maine.  We hit 

the Moose River knick-

knack shop, Stopped at the fork in the road to take 

a picture of Shirley Blevins next to the Shirley , 

Maine town sign, and then headed to the Indian Riv-

er Trading Post. There we bought some of those $3 

“not much better that a garbage sack”  ponchos, 

stocked up on souvenirs and T-shirt, then headed to 

downtown Greenville for some heavy duty knick-

knack shopping.  

 

Then we headed to Elephant Mountain. Up that far 

north there aren't many tourists traps; so, they do 

the best they can. In 1963, a B53 went down during 

a snowstorm and crashed on Elephant Mountain. Of 

the crew, only 2 survived the night on the mountain 

during the blizzard. They used their parachutes to 

keep them warm. The crash site has been main-

tained in its original state as a tribute to those men. 

The site was quite a few miles into the woods. The 

Scott Paper Company has ordered it to be a “no sal-

vage” zone and signs are posted telling tourists not 

to touch or take anything from the crash site.  

 

Now, if  only had windshield wipers on my glasses 

and camera lens, the visit would have been perfect! 

We got some good shots in the rain. It was a little 

Jean took this picture of our little group. That’s Shirley on the left, 

Aunt Bette, Me, Aunt Lois, Chelsea, and Aunt Velma. 

Asticou gardens had some pretty smoke bushes this year. 

Thuya Gardens Liliy. 

Thuya Gardens Dahlia. 

And , of course, there was beautiful Acadia National Park. 



15 

gloomy and felt really lonely up there so far into the 

woods. It was an interesting thing to see.  

 

July 25, 2008 (Friday) 

 

This was a really special day, because Aunt Velma 

was making some of her world famous butterscotch 

cinnamon sticky buns! OH—-YUM! Mary, Aunt Lois, 

and I went to pick up Shirley and Jean. Last night, 

when we dropped off Jean and Shirley, I had tried to 

get Aunt Bette and Chelsea to come with us this day. 

They decided they had better things to do; so, we let 

them do whatever it was they thought was better 

than going with us and ventured forth. 

 

We arrived in Orland at Aunt Velma’s. When we en-

tered the house, it had that wonderful warm smell of 

fresh bread. 

The whole 

thing was 

absolutely 

yummy! The 

aunties are 

some of the 

last of the 

old fashioned 

cooks. The 

food might 

clog up your 

arteries, but 

you will die 

with a smile 

on your face!! 

I’ve been 

working on 

the bread 

making part 

of it here in 

Texas. Al-

most got 

it...still prac-

ticing! 

 

After that we 

kidnapped Aunt Velma and took off for the Deer Isle 

Peninsula and Stonington , Maine.  On the way we 

were pulled like metal to a magnet to the Allen 

Brothers Blueberry factory which has a dandy little 

knick-knack shop!  

 

After some damage there, we continued on to Deer 

Isle. This peninsula has not been “discovered” yet by 

all those pesky tourists! It had some, mind you, but 

no where near the volume of the Bar Harbor penin-

sula. We took a little side road trip to Eggemoggin 

Reach. That is a very picturesque little harbor that 

has an island upon which sits the Pumpkin Island 

Lighthouse.  

 

Then we hit Stonington for lunch. VERY good food! 

After Stonington, we went to Ames Pond. This is a 

little pond that 

is chock-a-

block full of 

water lilies. 

Because it 

started to rain 

again (seems 

to be happen-

ing a LOT this 

year!) I got 

some of my 

prettiest pic-

tures just from 

the weeds 

alongside the 

pond!  Jean 

and I got out 

but Mary and 

Shirley wussied 

out...frankly , I 

think they 

thought they 

would melt if 

they got out to 

take pictures. 

HA!  

This is some of the prettiest coastline in Maine! The cockpit of the B53 that went down. 

There was wreckage scattered throughout 

the woods.  
Shirley posing at the sign of the village 

named for her! 
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On the way 

home our 

navigators , 

Velma and 

Lois were 

almost as 

good as 

Mary, Shirley 

and Jean and 

we made a 

couple 

wrong turns 

but did man-

age, finally,  

to find Blue 

Hill Falls. I 

always like 

to go there 

ever since 

Velma took 

us down 

there once 

during tide 

turn, and we 

watched the 

crazy kayak-

ers tumble , weave and bob in the rapids caused by 

the tidal change! While we were stopped, Lois and 

Velma happened to see some fishermen. They sent 

Mary over to see what they were catching. Mary 

came back and told the girls it was tinker mackerel. 

YUM! I LOVE Mackerel! So...they told Mary and me to 

go back over to 

ask the guys 

how much they 

wanted for 

their fish. Now, 

pardon me for 

pointing this 

out, but if 

you’re fishing, 

don’t you want 

to  keep the 

fish for your-

self? I wasn’t 

gonna’ do it, 

but Mary was 

being nice to 

the aunties and 

actually went 

and asked the 

poor guys if 

they would sell 

their catch! HA!  

Mary laid it on 

heavy...said 

there were two 

old women in 

the minivan 

that haven’t tasted tinker mackerel since they were 

youngsters. Hell, when those girls last tasted macke-

rel they still had horses and buggies going down 

this road which was dirt. The guys took all that ma-

larkey pretty well, and sold them 3 fish for $5.00. 

Geesh! I just stood by marveling at it all!!! 

 

July 26, 2008 (Saturday) 

 

On Saturday we started on our leisurely trip down 

Maine. We were going to stay with my friend Marilyn 

Saturday night, She has a house right on Bow Lake 

in New Hampshire. Chelsea was pissing and moan-

ing about not wanting to stay there, but I told her 

we could drop her at the end of the Maine Turnpike 

and she could hitch a ride to Dusty’s. Of course, 

keep in mind Dusty and Linda were still at a wed-

ding they had to attend in Massachusetts, but I’m 

sure she could bunk out on their front steps. HA! I 

told her Marilyn would teach her to kayak so she 

found a tiny morsel of happiness in that. Don’t you 

love teenagers?! 

 

Anyway, we hit Pemaquid Point which is my favorite 

lighthouse in all of Maine. I had never hit it at high 

tide before so that was kind of interesting. We got 

It was a little wet at the crash site!! 

Aunt  Velma a 

nd her world famous sticky buns! 

Pumpkin Island Light in Eggemoggin Reach. 

Stonington Harbor. 
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there just 

in time to 

go up in-

side the 

lighthouse 

to the top. 

It has some 

dandy spi-

ral stairs . I 

got a great 

picture of 

Jean com-

ing back 

down. It 

was  a little 

hair-raising 

for us old 

geezers. A 

tad steep 

and closely 

spaced.  

 

I got some 

more good 

shots and , 

of course, we hit the knick-knack shop next door, 

then we headed out to find out way back to the turn-

pike. No mean feat for a group of Texans that can 

get lost in a heartbeat! 

 

I tried to follow Marilyn’s directions, but, in the dark 

it was hard to figure. So, we stopped and called her 

to come rescue us when we got close. We happened 

to stop in front of someone’s house. They kept look-

ing out at us. I think I would have been a little nerv-

ous if I were them too1 Finally, Marilyn rescued us 

just before they called the local cops! 

 

Marilyn has a great house. It has a self contained 

level on the lower level that had a full kitchen, three 

bedrooms and a living room. Very Posh!  

 

We put jean and Chelsea in one bedroom. Shirley 

had another and I was stuck with Mary! We had the 

Select Number mattress which was great! First I set 

it hard for her and she pissed and moaned so I de-

flated her to cushy soft! The I turned it to hard and 

then soft. She told me to stop it she was getting sea 

sick. HA! Then we looked at all our great pictures 

and talked and she blamed ME because she did not 

get any sleep. Humph! 

 

July 27, 2008 (Sunday) 

 

On Sunday, we had a great breakfast and lounged 

around! Mary went to the local Catholic church while 

we sinners stayed and enjoyed the nice day. Marilyn 

has a Golden Retriever called Timber. She had 

trained him for obedience trials. Chelsea and Timber 

got along swell. Then Marilyn gave Chelsea a kayak 

lesson. Then Marilyn, Timber and Chelsea took off 

around the island in the lake while we old folks rest-

ed! Dusty and Linda were going to come up to Mari-

lyn’s for a BBQ after the wedding. When they arrived, 

we all had a great meal that Marilyn fixed for us, 

then a blue norther blew in and RAINED!! The day 

before a tornado had hit about 3 miles from Mari-

lyn’s place ; so, the New Englanders were a little 

Rain drops on the weeds at Ames Pond! 

Kayakers at Blue Hill Falls running the  

“rapids” created at tide change. 

The bridge at Blue Hill Falls where the kayakers have fun dur-

ing tidal change. 

Marilyn’s house in Strafford, NH. That’s her dog, Timber, and 

the other one is Shirley! 
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antsy not be-

ing used to 

tornados like 

we are in Tex-

as! 

 

It was a great 

day! We played 

some domi-

noes and then 

packed up and 

left for Dusty’s 

place in Eliot. 

Another great 

day! 

 

July 28, 2008 

(Monday) 

 

Monday we 

were planning 

on going to 

the Plymouth 

Plantation in 

Massachu-

setts. They had a re-creation that my school pal 

Audrey said was well worth seeing. Dusty wanted to 

come; so, it was even more special! The only one 

who didn’t want to come was Chelsea. She took a 

dislike to Audrey the last time she was here. Mary 

Blain, Debby ferrier and I thought Audrey’s running 

commentary on Boston was great and were just 

soaking it up, but Chelsea and Mary Lee were not 

interested in anything so boring! So she begged 

Dusty to stay home with her, she couldn’t bear an-

other boring day of learning! Unfortunately for her, 

Dusty wanted to go. She said she did not see the 

attraction and had no desire to see the boat Christo-

pher Columbus came over on. HA! That was a good 

one! I told her that she might have missed that by 

about  1620 minus 1492 or 128 years! She was not 

amused and took Linda’s phone and stomped into 

Linda and Dusty’s bedroom and loudly closed the 

door. She was going to call her MOTHER! She came 

stomping out several minutes later. Her mother had 

told her to make the best of it. It was a horrible fate! 

Being FORCED to go on an educational trip. Geesh! 

What is the world coming to! 

 

Anyway, we had 

a nice day. It was 

a little warm and 

a little hard on 

Shirley who can-

not take the heat 

like she used to. 

The village was 

very interesting 

and I enjoyed 

Audrey’s 

knowledge.  

 

From there we 

went to the 

r e con s t ru c -

tion of the 

M a y f l o w e r 

which was a 

few miles 

from the Col-

ony. That was 

also enjoyable 

even though 

Chelsea in-

sisted she did  

not see what 

the fuss over 

a boat was , 

pa r t i cu la r l y 

since the boat 

was not even 

the real one. 

And I said, it 

may not be 

the real one 

but it gives 

you a damn 

fine idea about how horrible it must have been to 

squeeze 120 people, cattle, horses, chickens, goats, 

etc etc in that little space for 3 months. I’m amazed 

that they ever made it through sane!  

 

We went to look at Plymouth Rock. It was not all that 

impressive, but it’s good to say that you've seen it, 

you know!! 

 

We ended up the day by eating at one of the new 

trendy restaurants in Portsmouth that are right on 

the New Hampshire side of the Piscataqua River. The 

food was great. I want to thank Audrey for being our 

tour guide, It was a nice day and it never hurts to 

learn some new old things...if you know what I 

Pemaquid  Point  

Lighthouse. 

Spiral Stairs to the top of the lighthouse. 

Jean makes her way down  

those treacherous stairs. 

Jean took this picture of  

Pemaquid Point Lighthouse from the land side. 
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mean! 

 

July 29, 2008 (Tuesday) 

 

This was the day we were to go back to Texas. We 

arranged to meet Audrey down at Strawberry Bank in 

Portsmouth.  There we would go take pictures of the 

flowers at Prescott Park. 

 

We bid farewell to Chelsea. She said that of the three 

weeks she had in Maine, the best time she had was 

the week before we came. Well, isn’t that nice? I’m 

certainly glad she had that time with Linda and 

Dusty. Dusty was taking her to Manchester for her 

flight and we had to leave to catch our Boston flight. 

 

Prescott Park was beautiful. I’ve included a couple 

pictures. One was of Jean and our tour guide, 

Aurdrey.  I was getting ready to take this dandy pic-

ture when she stopped and gave Jean a lesson in 

how to pose like a “lady”. The ankles crossed ...the 

prim look and knees turned to the side. They did a 

splendid job of posing! After a great morning, we 

made our way to  Boston and back to Texas! 

 

 

The 2008 

Great  

Bunkhouse  

3rd Annual 

Rubber Ducky 

Race 

 

Well, last year 

we were unable 

to have the 

duck race and 

art retreat out 

at the Bunk-

house in the 

Texas Hill 

Country, but I 

vowed to have 

it this year! It 

was scheduled 

for Aug 15-18. 

Okay, so this 

year we only 

had six lonely 

entries to the 

Rubber Ducky Race... now that might have quelled 

the enthusiasm of SOME people, but not our intrepid 

Rubber Ducky contestants! We had just as fine a 

time this year as in previous years even though our 

numbers were small Only 5 of us went out, but that 

did give us plenty of room to spread out so that eve-

ryone had their own room. Except me, I did not see 

any reason why I should give up the primo oppor-

tunity to harass and heckle Dena; so, I took the twin 

bed in her bedroom! I shared it with Jody, Dena’s 

Marilyn  and Timber give Chelsea a lesson in how to kayak. 

Jean took this picture of Timber and Marilyn! 
Main street at Plymouth Plantation. 

Jean took this nice picture of Shirley. 
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Blue Lacey 

dog. The Blue 

Lacey is the 

state dog of 

Texas.  She 

wasn’t too 

pushy; so, 

mostly we 

managed. Why 

she decided 

she had to 

share the twin 

bed with me 

when just 6 

feet away was 

a KING-SIZED 

bed with Dena 

in it all by her-

self, is beyond 

me, geesh! I 

may have to 

ask Cesar Mi-

lan about that 

one! 

 

We mostly painted and took pictures, and had some 

good food, but on Saturday Vie Dunn-Harr came up 

from San Antonio and was going to judge the show 

which I figured was good since Dena as a judge is a 

treat. She takes bribes and you have to be very nice 

to 

her or she will blackball your duck!  She doesn't of-

ten have that much control; so, she rides it for all it 

is worth! 

 

It was a tough decision for Vie. There was a hard 

competition, but she decided that Count Duckula 

won 1st Place (YAY!).  Second Place went to the 

"Hula Duck" by Patty Browning, and 3rd Place went 

to "Twins on Board" duck by Joyce Kelm. After the 

judging Vie and Steve had to get back to San Anto-

The Mayflower II 

Chelsea on the Mayflower II. 

Plymouth Rock looked like a potato 

 and it was currently behind bars! 

Prescott Park in Portsmouth is always so pretty. 
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nio. They are a VERY busy couple! So...we all headed 

down to the creek to do the race portion of the Duck 

Competition. Because of our limited numbers, the 

duck release team consisted of just Marchita Priest 

and Joyce Kelm. The duck retrieval team consisted 

of Dena Wenmohs and myself. While the Duck Re-

lease team was pissing and moaning about weeds, 

slime, rocks, and "ARRRGGHHH...I think that was a 

water moccasin!!" , I was maneuvering into position 

at the finish line. Cypress Creek is a spring fed creek 

that runs through the Wenmohs Ranch for about a 

mile. It is always cool, crystal clear and refreshing! 

Patty Browning was our official photographer and a 

bonafide land lubber! HA! I am including some of 

the pictures she took that 

day. 

 

 

The Duck release team finally made it to the starting 

line. Unfortunately, we have learned through bitter 

experience that releasing the ducks does not even 

begin to start the race. The ducks just sit there look-

ing at you and there is absolutely no movement. 

Audrey “posed” jean and herself for this picture the 

way “ladies” SHOULD be photographed! HA! 

Count Duckula wins the  

Disguise contest! 

Our motley crew! 

It was an awesome responsibility, but Vie Dunn-Harr accepted 

it gladly. Here Joyce Kelm, Dena Wenmohs and Marchita 

Priest are admonished not to interfere with this difficult task! 

“Hula Duck” by Patty Browning 

won 2nd Place. 

“Twins on Board” by Joyce 

Kelm won 3rd Place. 
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SO...Not ones to let that stop us, the Duck Release 

team turns into the Duck Herding team, which ex-

plains the "noodles". These are used to propel the 

ducks downstream. 

  

Herding all those ducks gets to be a little difficult 

and any attempts at uniform herding go right out 

the window. Numerous catcalls of biased herding 

are sounded from the spectators, but the intrepid 

team continues its unappreciated duty! 

 

I have a couple of pages on this duck race on my 

web site at : www.nancyswebsite.com 

 

We had a good time and it all ended too soon! 

 

Hurricane Ike 

 

On September 13, Hurricane Ike hit Galveston and 

came right smack through the middle of Houston’s 

ship channel on its way north. It hit at a category 3. 

We had dodged the bullet for several years, but got 

whammed this time! This hurricane was so karge 

that it got Beaumont too! Galveston is still trying to 

recover. 

 

Judy Beard was going to come spend the hurricane 

night with me. Ostensibly, this was to allay my fears 

At the finish line the Duck Herding Team meets up with the 

Duck Retrieval Team. That's Joyce Kelm, Dena Wenmohs, and 

myself. Marchita's "Rainy Day Mama" might very well have 

won the race if it had not disappeared. It seems that SOME-

HOW it got held under water and in this picture is currently 

being sat upon by Dena Wenmohs. GEESH! 

CHEAT...CHEAT! 

The Duck release team finally made it to the starting line.  Be-

cause of our limited numbers, the duck release team 

consisted of just  

Marchita Priest and Joyce Kelm.  

Herding all those ducks gets to be a little difficult and any at-

tempts at uniform herding go right out the window. Numerous 

catcalls of biased herding are sounded from the spectators, but 

the intrepid team continues its unappreciated duty! 

This is me trying to rescue Count Duckula who would have 

won the race had not that crooked as a snake Dena Wenmohs 

created some tidal waves that put him almost back to the  

starting line. CHEAT ! CHEAT!  

 

Gee, come to think of it, I'm not sure which duck won...well, 

RATS! 
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because Judy had lived through several hurri-

canes...some even larger than this one! In reality, 

she slept through the worst part and was totally use-

less!! HA!.  

 

Here’s one weird thing that happened. I had called 

Dan Greene (Dan the Man) to come and put up the 

plywood panels over my windows. He had made 

some for me after the Rita scare we had a couple 

years ago. He was running late and probably would 

not get to my place until after dark; so, I figured 

that I could put up the panels on the first floor win-

dows myself. They use those new “plylocks” that are 

pretty easy to do. I was in luck because my neigh-

bor, Sharon, helped me hold them in place as I put 

them up. But...before she had come home, I was tak-

ing the plywood out back so Dan would not have to 

stay too long to do the second story. The one win-

dow in the back on the second story was huge so 

the plywood was in two panels. One of the panels 

was too large and heavy for me to carry; so, I was 

dragging it by one end to the back of the house. I 

saw a black SUV go by really slowly, then drive back 

by and stopped. Well, I was not sure what was going 

on so continued to the back. A “cute as a button” 

Asian young lady jumped out and runs up to me 

saying “Hi, I’m (she gave her name but I have this 

retention period problem and forgot it almost imme-

diately) from channel 39 Fox news. What are you 

doing?”. By this time a huge black guy got out of the 

drivers seat and was hefting a big TV camera. Oh, 

boy! “Well, “ says I (as if it were not patently obvious 

as to what I was doing!), “ I am hauling this plywood 

to the back of the house to put on the windows” “Do 

you mind if we film you doing that? We have been 

sent on assignment to find people in Sugar Land 

getting ready for the hurricane and so far all we’ve 

found is you!” Oh, boy! Here I am sweating like a 

pig! My hair is in sweat wet streamers and clinging 

to my neck. I’m wearing my genuine “Save the Maine 

Blackfly” T-Shirt, shorts and have my Luckenbach, 

Texas baseball hat on my head. I says, “Oh, I don’t 

think so, really, can’t you find someone else?” Then 

she starts gabbing on about how this grand act of 

mine might get my neighbors to pay attention and 

do some storm preparation and didn’t I want to do 

I had to rake up 7 bags of hurricane detritus from my front 

yard. It was great for my diet because I lost almost 3 ponds that 

Judy and I drove around afterwards to check damage and saw 

these idiotd singing and playing guiter in the tree that was on 

top of their house. A little Texas humor! 

As we came up on the idiots in a tree! Their back fence was just 

replaced this past week. The contractors were in demand and hard to 

find! 

Hurricane damage on Lost Creek Drive. 
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the baseboards, and then sponged the excess water away; 

so, that the whole dining room did not get flooded. I had 

to do this single handed as the hurricane-wise Judy was 

dead to the world. It was a little difficult because I COULD 

have used someone to hold the flashlight, but I managed.  

 

A word to the wise...don’t get Judy for hand holding dur-

ing a hurricane...she ain’t that good at it! HA! 

 

She was invaluable during the following week, however, 

when I was without electricity , because she let me bunk 

out with her in Beasley!  I did  not have to go into the of-

fice because they had no power; so, we had an interesting 

week. I DID go home everyday because I had to check to 

see if we got power back, and I had to rake up 7 garbage 

bags full of hurricane detritus. The back fence was half 

down; so, Dan the man came to fix that for me.  

 

Mary Blain was without power for two weeks so it could 

have been a lot worse. Also we had a cool snap and the 

weather was great for the first week after the hurricane. A 

blessing since Houston is usually hotter than hell about 

that time of the year! 

 

Anyway, that’s it! That’s more than enough! Hope you all 

have a Merry Christmas!  

my civic duty and the next thing I know, the big black 

dude is filming me dragging the plywood. He had a close-

up view of the back corner that was dragging in the grass. 

Oh, boy! Now, did they help me do this or did the big 

dude offer to hold up the end of the plywood...NO! No 

sirree...no help. They said I would be on the 9 o’clock 

news tonight so tune in and left, Humph! 

 

That night I DID tune in and recorded my whole 10 sec-

onds of fame. I did not appreciate the start of the piece 

where they said : “This is 60 year old Nancy Lee…” I kind 

of stopped listening after that. I mean, they did not have 

to add that did they?! Geesh!  

 

Well, Judy arrived the next night for hurricane watch.  The 

power went out at 10 minutes to midnight. Between 3 to 5 

Am, it hit full force. The wind she was a’wailing, and Judy 

was a’snoring’! She had told me to wake her if I heard a 

tornado. I heard some damn loud stuff and asked Judy if 

that was a tornado and all  got was whiff-snuffle-snore 

back at me. Geesh...she was not very useful! She got up to 

go to the potty sometime around 5 AM and noticed my 

dining room rug was soaked. It has only done that once 

before . That was when hurricane Chantal hit in 1989. My 

Aunt Bette was down, and it grounded us for two days! 

Well , if the wind comes in horizontal from the west, the 

dining room floods from up in the eaves somewhere. So, 

after notifying me, Judy goes back to bed and starts snuf-

fling again almost immediately...nerves of steel! 

 

I decided to pull the rug up, get towels and bank against 

My back fence! 

The crepe myrtles on Settlers Way were history! Never one to let a little thing like a hurricane get her down, 

Mary and her next door neighbors were having an “empty the 

freezer to make room for ice” barbecue! They invited me and 

Judy to join them. This is Mary with her husband Dwain. 

This is Judy with Mary’s neighbors. They were throwing 

out a huge ham to make room for ice in their freezer and 

Mary recued the ham for an impromptu barbecue! 
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