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Well, another year has passed. Do you notice that 

the older you get the faster the years tend to pass? 

I noticed, and it isn’t all that grand!   

Hurricane Ike  
Let’s start out the year talking about Hurricane Ike. 

I have been  told by Judy Beard that I forgot to 

mention a memorable event that occurred during 

that hurricane. It hit Galveston and Houston head 

on in September of 2008. Judy Beard came to stay 

with me while the hurricane hit. After the hurri-

cane, I did not have power at my place for a week; 

so, Judy took pity on me and let me stay at her 

place!  

 

After I had procrastinated for 4 days or so, Judy 

ragged on me to empty out my refrigerator. BOY! 

There was a job that was not fun! I found things in 

there I hadn’t seen in a decade! Anyway, I got it all 

cleaned out, it took like 3 hours,  and I left the 

doors open (per Judy’s advice-because she had ex-

perience in such things and knew it would stink 

like a porpoise if I left the doors closed!).  Later 

that evening Judy and I went to a restaurant in Ros-

enberg for dinner. I got to fretting that my cats 

would jump in the top compartment of the frig , 

the door would close and they would suffocate. I 

became a second Adrian Monk and Judy decided 

she had to take me home to keep me quiet and 

ease my mind.  

 

It is pretty creepy driving around the neighbor-

hoods after dark, because there were no street 

lights and all the houses were dark. Spooky! Well, 

she parked in front of my house and said she 

would keep the headlights on so I could find my 

way a little. I had sort of forgotten where I had left 

the flashlight when I left the house. Which leads 

me to another pet peeve about no electricity...you 

know how we all take for granted how convenient 

it is to go into a closet, turn the light on, and find 

things easily? Well, forget that when you have no 

electricity! You ALWAYS have to carry a flashlight 

when you go into a closet or bathroom. GEESH! 

Anyway, I stumbled around inside and found the 

flashlight and had to figure a way to prop open the 

doors so the cats did not do something stupid (as 

they as usually prone to do...my vet says that cats 

have a death wish and I think he is right!). 

So...what comes to mind right away for household 

repairs? Right you are, duct tape! So, I decide to 

duct tape the doors open. All well and good, but 

the wall had wallpaper and I did not want to tear 

the paper off the walls. Judy was waiting and I had 

to hurry; so, I duct taped the doors to the hanging 

phone in the kitchen. Case closed!  

 

The next day when I went to the house to clean up 

some more hurricane clutter, I was inside the kitch-

en doing something when the phone rang! This 

was a happening because the phones had been off 

for 4 or 5 days! YAY! So I grab it, and it is Dan the 

Man. I get Dan the Man to do repairs around my 

house. He’s maybe in his late 50s and does not 

have a sense of humor...very dour. So ...when I 

went to grab the hanging phone in the kitchen...uh

-oh...it is duct-taped to the refrigerator...yikes...I 

begin to frantically un-tape it and trying to answer 

at the same time. Dan was talking about coming by 

to fix my fence that had blown over,  and I was 

cussing and cursing because the $#@$%$ tape was 

living up to its reputation and not being easy to 

get off the ding-dong phone. In the process I man-

aged to disconnect Dan the Man. RATS! So, I fin-

ished the job while I wait for him to recall me . He 

calls and says” Hey, you hung up on me!” and I 

says” No, not really, Dan, I had duct taped the re-

Idiots in a tree after Hurricane Ike! 



2 

frigerator to the phone and was having a heck of a 

time getting it loose!” Now, any normal human be-

ing MIGHT think that was weird, but Dan took it 

right in stride “ Oh…(Pause) well I can probably 

make it out there this afternoon.” Oh, my God! This 

guy was so serious, it was the funniest thing ever! 

So, Judy told me I had left that out of my newslet-

ter last year and  that I needed to include it this 

year. It was probably worth it, don’t you think?! 

Sleepover at Shirley’s 
We decided to have a sleepover art retreat at 

Shirley Blevins’ place in Willis. I tend to invite my-

self places...my friends take it pretty much in 

stride; so, poor Shirley said that she would love to 

have us stay with her! So...Judy Beard, Mary Blain, 

Jean Norris and I went to Shirley’s for a couple 

days that week in between Christmas and New 

Years Day. We had a great time! Her place is on 

Lake Paula and very relaxing. We all went out in the 

early morning to get some pictures. I’ve included 

some of them for you.  Mary was out taking pic-

tures one morning and got caught by Shirley’s au-

tomatic sprinkler system. That was pretty funny. 

Unfortunately, I did not get a picture of the scurry-

ing that ensued! HA! 

 

Shirley’s place is right on the borderline of the Sam 

Houston National Forest ; so, strange things go 

through her yard...like deer, armadillos, skunks, 

and even a stray emu or two! People tend to drop 

off strays that they do not want at the edge of the 

forest figuring the poor things can survive okay. As 

a result, Shirley has quite a menagerie of cats. It is 

unfortunate for the cats that Shirley lets her hus-

band Doyle name them and his naming system 

leaves a little bit to be desired! First there was 

Stubby. Then there was Whitey. Then there was 

Biggy and Littley. Tch...tch...tch...poor cats!  

We each managed to accomplish quite a bit. Shirley 

has a nice studio in her house with lots of room for 

interlopers.  

My Cancerous Schnoz and Seeing double 
Hugh Jackmans Can’t Be All Bad! 

I’ve tried to keep up with my annual physicals but 

try like crazy to push them to every 18 months!!! 

So, when I went in for my physical in Dec., my PCP 

sent me to a dermatologist because my tiny little 

Lee nose might have had a cancer on it. Now, I 

Shirley’s Place on Lake Paula. 

Morning Mist on Lake Paula taken out Shirley’s back door. 

Judy, Jean and Shirley working in Shirley’s studio. 

A crop of OLD hands at Art!  We have another one where my 

bird finger got stuck, but Mary made me redo the picture.  
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would never have 

asked the doctor 

about that if 

cousin Randy 

Pfeiffer (My Aunt 

Geraldine’s son) 

hadn’t told me 

about having one 

removed from his 

nose earlier in 

the year. Randy 

and his wife Kay 

and kids live in 

Dallas and every 

so often Randy 

comes down and 

takes me out to 

dinner. I don’t often have men taking me out for 

dinner so I think it’s quite an occasion! HA! He said 

he had a recurrent pimple on the end of his nose 

that kept coming back in the same place and that 

it would sometimes bleed a little. Otherwise, the 

nose looked normal. He had it tested, and it was a 

basal cell carcinoma. Sooooo….damned if I did not 

have the SAME thing! A recurrent pimple. There 

was a whitish SLIGHTLY raised area under the pim-

ple.  I had it tested, and it also was a basal cell car-

cinoma. So, off it came.  

 

Judy Beard took me to the doctor’s office that day. 

They said I needed to have someone drive me be-

cause I was supposed to take a valium. Frankly, I 

didn’t feel anything...I think valium is highly over-

rated! Anyway, they had said it could be an all day 

thing. What they do is cut off a piece and then map 

it under a microscope while I waited in the waiting 

room with Judy. If they saw that there was still 

some cancer, then they would take me back in and 

cut some more, etc, etc until they had it all.  

 

Judy and I came WELL prepared! I had a cooler with 

drinks, We brought a million snacks and maga-

zines and books. We were prepared for the dura-

tion! Fortunately, or unfortunately as the case may 

be, We ended up going home around 9 AM. They 

got it in one slice.  

 

I was a little disappointed because I figured if they 

kept going, eventually, I might have ended up with 

Angelina Jolie’s cute little nose...oh..well..sigh.. 

 

I also was sent to an ophthalmologist this past 

year because the double vision that I had when I 

came out of my two comas in 2007 was back. It 

only went double when I relaxed or was sitting at a 

stop light, but snapped back when I was paying 

attention. Oh, man, they decided I needed prism 

glasses...geesh...then they sent me to have an 

MRI . They THOUGHT they saw a couple areas of 

minor infarctions (strokes) that might have oc-

curred during my ordeal that could have caused 

the double vision since they were located near the 

nerve that controls the eye muscles. So….they sent 

me to a neurosurgeon named Dr Bindal who, for 

those of you that remember, did NOT resemble 

Ben Casey in ANY way! They determined that there 

was no tumor. YAY! So...now I am back to the 

prism glasses.  I think if I had that to do over 

again, I would not have traveled down that road 

until it was absolutely necessary, because it was a 

minor irritation, but when I took my glasses off I 

could see single vision. Now, since I have the prism 

glasses, I see double ALL the time without the 

glasses….sooooo….sigh….the ONLY advantage is 

that I can see two Hugh Jackman’s when I watch 

Kate & Leopold with my glasses off! HA! 

 

Art Retreat & 1st Annual Great Bunkhouse 
Ranch Rock Race 

I am in the habit of organizing art retreats out at 

the Bunkhouse in Cypress Mill. Dena Wenmohs 

owns the place, and she is a hoot! It is a beautiful 

location right in the middle of the Texas hill coun-

try and on a working ranch. We always manage to 

have a great time and actually get a lot of artwork 

done! It is great working with  other artists around 

you because you feed off each other and get great 

critiques (if you want them!). Also, there are no 

interruptions because cell phones do not work very 

well out there. 

 

Boy! My schnoz grew to mammoth 

proportions  after the surgery! 

I included this MRI scan for my brothers who often asserted 

that I was brainless! HA! 
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I always add some ridiculous attraction in addition 

to the art retreat. Since I send this out to my 400 + 

artists email list, this is a good way of weeding out 

those artists that have no sense of humor. So, for 

the May 2009 retreat, I added the 1st Annual 

Ranch Rock Race.  Now , surprisingly, this seemed 

to attract a fun crowd! We had some new partici-

pants as well as some old steadies. Entrants in the 

rock race included Mary Blain and myself from the 

Northwest Art League, Shirley Blevins from the 

Conroe Art League, Jean Norris from Bell-

ville, Patty Browning from Sugar Land Area 

Artists, and Lynn Chatman from the Tomball 

Art League. Then we had the newbees Jenny 

Briganti  from the Kingwood Art Society, 

Barbara Rogers from the Houston Art Socie-

ty. Vie Dunn-Harr came up from San Antonio 

to join us for a couple days, and, of course, 

we had Dena Wenmohs. I invited her Tues-

day group to join us, but I think they were-

n’t tuned in to the Ranch Rock Race concept 

yet and did not join us! 

 

The retreat started on the Friday of Memori-

al Day weekend and ended Memorial Day 

Monday. The Rock Race would take place on 

Saturday morning.   

 

A month or so prior to the race we had the 

bad mouthing campaign via email and had 

some dandy emails sent out. Shirley Quaid 

from the Kingwood Art Society was sup-

posed to join  us but was unable to come at 

the last moment.  She really got into the 

spirit of things right up front by calling 

Mary Blain a “bumpkin”. HA! If the shoe 

fits….but Mary took exception and thus launched a 

month of very funny emails. I am including some 

of the gems.  One was a quip from Dena about 

short people and how Shirley Quaid was SHORT! 

That started a bee’s nest of activity , and it went 

downhill from there! 

 

I am including some of the pictures that I have on 

my website. They tell the whole story of the art re-

treat. It was great fun! I will include a few here. If 

you want to see all of them go to http://

www.nancyswebsite.com. 

 

This was to be a 3 furlong race. The idea was to 

have the jockeys come up with jockey colors and 

use those to "color" their steed and the rock stick 

which would be used in the 2nd furlong.  I am in-

cluding a picture of the contestants with their 

rocks. 

 

The 1st furlong was to be a rock throw contest. I 

had drawn a target on the road with a shovel. It 

consisted of several concentric circles. The jockeys 

were to throw their steeds into the target and 

would gain points based upon where the steeds 

landed. 

It was voted unanimously that Vie was given a pen-

alty of 5 points for "Delay of Race". She showed 

up 10 minutes late! She said it was unavoidable as 

she was talking to her "honey" on the phone at De-

na's house. She thought she should be given a 

chance to make up the 5 points. She was told "NO" 
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Jean Norris from 

 Bellville 

Lynn Chatman  of  the 

 Tomball Art League 

Shida Rad of  the 

 Sugar Land Area Artists 

Nancy Lee of  the 

 Northwest Art League 

Dena Wenmohs, our Ranch Rock 

Wrangler, had corralled some 

steeds. She made us do a musi-

cal walk around the rocks. She 

sang "Ring around the rockys, a 

pocket full of pebbles, Rock on, 

rock on , we all get stoned!" A 

most marvelous rendition! When 

the terrible music stopped, we 

had to take our steed. I protest-

ed saying that I wanted to check 

my steed's confirmation, teeth 

and pedigree, but was shouted 

down. Geesh! 

I also protested the fact the the 

wrangler had not only wrangled rocks, but had wrangled up a rusty 2 inch washer, a 

chawed up, bleached out dog bone, and one slightly seasoned donkey bun. Eeks!  

Dena chose to use the dried up , chawed 

clean, bleached out dog bone as her steed. 

HA! Like that sorry excuse for a steed even 

stood a chance! This is a BEFORE picture! 

To the right is what she did with it!  

1st Furlong—the Rock Throw Contest 

We begin 

with Shida 

Rad. 

Vie scores a Bull’s-Eye and Shirley 

misses the target completely! 
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and stepped back behind the starting line with a 

VERY determined look on her face. She made all of 

the other jockeys very nervous! 

Shida Rad was the first jockey up to the finish line. 

She gave a mighty toss and her entry landed in the 

20 point circle. 

Shirley Blevins stepped up to the starting line, and 

everyone stepped back several feet! It was a well-

known fact that Shirley could not throw worth a 

damn and was libel to knock one of the other jock-

eys or the donkeys senseless. 

Her throw overshot the target completely. When I 

gave her no points, she complained that I had not 

explained things correctly. Mary Blain, her cohort 

in crime, agreed. So, I fined them both 5 points for 

"Arguing with the Scorekeeper".  

We had to send Sadie, Dena's three-legged dog out 

to find where Shirley's rock had landed. For some-

one who could not throw, she managed to miss the 

target completely.  

Vie decided to show us her form of making up 

those 5 points we had deducted by scoring a BULL-

SEYE! Her rock skipped right into the 50 point cir-

cle. She said growing up with brothers helped her 

aim! 

The others all took their turns and none of us even 

came close to Vie’s winning score. She was well on 

the way to making us regret deducting 5 points 

from her score. 

The second furlong consisted of about 20 -30 feet 

of race where the jockeys had to push their steeds 

with the steed stick. The first one over the finish 

line, wins!  

There was a slight delay when Dena tried to bribe 

the scorekeeper and was fined 10 points for 

"Attempted Bribery"! Although, I admit I was 

tempted because there was something about a 

date with Hugh Jackman, and I would never turn 

that down. HOWEVER, my good sense took over 

and I figured there was no way Dena knew Hugh 

Jackman)   
 

Vie crossed the finish line way ahead of everybody 

else, so, won 1st place easily. I think there was a 

tie for second place between Shirley Blevins and 

Lynn Chatman and third place was Mary Blain.

  

The third, and last , furlong consisted of a sprint 

around the loop in Dena's driveway in front of her 

house. The jockeys were to put their steeds on a 

spoon. Then they were to race around the loop 

without dropping the steed into the driveway dust. 

Well, everyone decided that the Steed Sticks would 

serve as well as a spoon; so, they balanced their 

steeds on their sticks and were to run around the 

loop. First across the finish line wins that furlong. 

There was a lot of grumbling from two members of 

There was a slight delay when Dena tried to bribe 

the scorekeeper and was fined 10 points for 

"Attempted Bribery"!  

The starting line for the 2nd furlong. 
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our group who had various ailments that prevented 

them running around the loop. They figured that 

was unfair, because when the points were added 

up, they would be down a LOT. So...we came up 

with the "Gimp Mobile". This was Dena's golf cart 

which Mary decorated with American flags in honor 

of memorial day. We used Shirley Blevin's handi-

capped hanger and taped it onto the golf cart. It 

was decided that a new rule had to be 

obeyed...Those in the golf cart were not allowed to 

run over any other contestants; so, that was a little 

handicap unless they did some creative steering. 

Everyone agreed, and we got ready at the starting 

gate.  And away they went!  They circled the drive-

way and the 1st to cross the finish line was LYNN! 

Shida was second and Patty was third! 

Trouble Maker Mary Blain accused the winner of 

not crossing the finish line...and a protest began! 

These artists get really rowdy when they don't 

win...geesh!  

 

When I totaled up all the points Vie Dunn-Harr 

came out the winner! Mary made a dandy trophy 

out of some rocks and her granddaughter, Jodi 

made a primo cactus out of clay that sat on top of 

the rocks  
 

 Second place winner was Lynn Chatman. Mary had 

made a second place award out of a little flower 

pot filled with ranch driveway pebbles. 

 

Shida Rad won 3rd place and Mary awarded the 3rd 

place flower pot to her. 

 

A great time 

was had by 

all and we 

actually DID 

do some art-

work! We all 

ate fine too 

because art-

ists are great 

cooks!  

We all had a 

great time 

and enjoyed 

ourselves 

immensely! 

Mary and Shirley in the gimp mobile. 

And away they go on the 3rd furlong! 

It got a little heated at the end of the race  

and  got a little rowdy! 
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Art Retreat & 4th Annual Great Bunkhouse 
Rubber Ducky Race 

 

Well, the last couple of years we have not had a 

very large duck race! However, we never let that 

stop us! 

Those that 

come seem 

to have a 

great time  

anyway. 

So....we 

hope you 

enjoy see-

ing what a 

great time 

we had this 

year! 

 

Our race 

was delayed 

because 

Dena had to 

have an op-

eration to 

get rid of 

that pesky 

gall bladder that had gone and burst on her. She 

was a little touch and go there for a while, but 

she’s a Texan and tough ; so, survived that hard-

ship. She was still recovering about the time we 

were gearing up for the duck race in August; so, 

we had to reschedule to Sept. My own opinion is 

that she did not want us this year in August be-

cause it was to be her 65th birthday, and she prob-

ably knew that I wouldn’t be able to find a cake big 

enough for all 65 candles! HA! 

 

Anyway, we moved the retreat to September and 

had meager participation, but sometimes that 

makes it even MORE fun, if you know what I mean! 

 

2nd Place—Lynn Chatman! 

Jean Norris from Bellville holds her entry  

Cleoducktra Look at the great crown on 

the duck! It has a cobra at full strike pose!  

Rubber Ducky Race Contestants 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Marchita 

Priest of the  

Brenham Fine 

Arts League 

with her en-

try “Rainy 

Day Ma-

ma Kiss 

Surprise” 

Shida Rad 3rd place winner—and, yes, there 

was a little wine being passed around! 
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Shirley Quaid of the Kingwood Art Society, looked all over 

Humble, Atascocita, and Kingwood for a rubber duck and could 

not find one (I guess, they don't have rubber duck races there 

either! HA!). So...she had to borrow a duck from a friend. Any 

decoration the duck had was already there ; so, essentially, she 

had a naked duck! 

 

Debra Latham of the Kingwood Art 

Society brought one of those "Grow 

your own duck" ducks. She unpackaged 

the duck in the judging room and just 

happened to read the directions. It said 

put the duck in water, and it will grow 

to full size in 10 DAYS! The judge 

fined her 10 points for lack of prepara-

tion. 

This is me, with my primo duck called :  

Wereduck  
It was not easy constructing this duck! I 

had to buy fur from Hobby Lobby and 

Elmer Glue it to the duck and that stuff 

didn’t stick easily!  I had to hold it about 

5 minutes each time I glued the fur! 

Then I had to take a nail to drill holes for 

the toothpick teeth and paint the tooth-

picks white...it was a terrific effort! 

Shirley Quaid's pitiful excuse was bad enough, 

but Jenny Briganti of the Kingwood Art Society 

was even worse, because she had to borrow one 

of Shirley's borrowed ducks! HA! At least he had 

snorkling gear! 

 

Naked 

Party 

Duck 

Lynn Chatman, who in prior years, has managed to win the 

Duck Disguise contest as well as the Race sent her hus-

band Kim out in the countryside to forage for a duck. This 

was the closest he came to a rubber ducky (I guess, Marble 

Falls and Fredericksburg just are not into rubber duck rac-

es!) . So...since I doubted whether this duck would even 

float, it was not one of the front runners!! 

Sink to 

the 

 Bottom 

Duck 

Grow Your Own 

Duck Snuck 

The Snorkeling Duck 
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Marchita Priest's "Rainy Day Mama Kiss Surprise" 

duck won 3rd place. I voiced a complaint that I did 

not think it was fair that she used the same duck as 

last year but just added some tin foil around it so it 

looked liked a Hershey's kiss. I was booed and told to 

stop being a trouble maker...humph! After the judg-

ing was done, we tried to get everyone to pack up 

and go down to the creek for the second phase of 

the duck contest which was THE RACE! Unfortunately, 

only Dena, Lynn and I were intrepid enough (or able 

enough) to brave the muddy walk down to the creek. 

On Sunday morn-

ing those of us 

who had stayed at 

Dena's house, 

trekked on down 

to the Bunkhouse 

for the judging. 

Vie Dunn-Harr 

could not make it 

this year to be our 

judge so we had to 

settle for that 

crooked as a snake 

j u d g e  D e n a 

Wenmohs! She was 

highly susceptible 

to bribes and 

Shirley Quaid had 

brought a stack of 

those  yummy 

chocolate bars that 

Dena liked and 

chances were that 

she had a head 

start on the race! 

 

The ducks were lined up 

on the Bunkhouse dining 

room table in preparation 

for the judging.  

Except for the tin foil, Mar-

chita’s Rainy Day Mama 

Kiss Surprise looked a 

WHOLE LOT like her last 

year’s entry called Rainy 

Day Mama—Humph! 

The participants waited in eager anticipation for the 

judging to begin! From the left, we have Shirley 

Quaid, Debra Latham, Jenny Briganti, Marchita 

Priest, The Judge Dena Wenmohs, and Jean Norris.  

This is Shirley Quaid, Sadie, the 

3 legged dog, Dena Wenmohs 

and Jean Norris . The duck 

 umbrellas were supplied to us 

by our good friend Marguerite 

Bundick of the Art League of 

Bay City. 

Yup, you 

guessed it! I had 

bribed the judge 

sufficiently 

enough that she 

gave me first 

place in the  

disguise contest! 

The Wereduck 

won first place! 

The dandy  

trophy was made 

by Jodi Baker, 

Mary Blain's 

granddaughter.

Jean Norris's 

Cleoducktra won 

2nd place and was 

awarded the 2nd 

place winner's " 

duck lei of hon-

or" (also provided 

by Mary Blain!) 
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The Rubber Ducky Race 
Texas has had a terribly hot and dry summer. The 

hill country, especially, was hard hit and the whole 

area was classified as "Exceptional Drought" area. 

VERY HOT! VERY DRY! Dena has a spring fed creek 

that runs for a mile through her ranch. In all the 

years that her family had been on the ranch, this 

summer was the lowest the water had ever been. 

  

 So...we knew we might have a challenge when we 

tried to race the ducks in the dry stream bed. But I 

am never one to give up.  

 

Luckily, when we came there was RAIN! It rained all 

four days we were there. On Sunday we decided to 

try the race. The two pictures below were taken in 

approximately the same spot. What a difference! It 

was really a good thing because Austin and the 

environs were all brown and dead  
 

There was a lot of talk by those that stayed behind 

at the Bunkhouse that the creek would be filled 

with bacteria after being stagnant for so long..so 

no way anyone should get in there. As a result, the 

For those that have been to the ranch, Dena took 

this photo of the creek just the day before we 

came and it is looking upstream where there is 

usually a little waterfall.  

This is the road down to the creek. Usually we have 

no problem driving down there, but the rain had 

made it a muddy mess; so, Lynn, Dena and I walked 

down. I was fully prepared to take a picture if Dena or 

Lynn slipped in the mud and landed on their butt, 

but , mostly, it was an uneventful walk down to the 

creek! Notice how brown and dead things are looking. 

The hill country has had a very hard summer.  
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idea was, we would put the ducks in the water, 

take a picture, and then pull the ducks out. Well, 

we put the ducks in and ,ding-dong it, if Marchita's 

Rainy Day Mama duck didn't take off downstream! 

Uh-oh! Now I was in trouble. So, I figured I'd better 

get in there and save the duck. If there was bacte-

ria Dena said I was too mean to be infected anyway 

so, in I went! This is me contemplating how fast 

Rainy Day Mama was scooting down the creek. As 

you can see, all the other ducks were staying right 

there!  

 

My wereduck went NOWHERE! At least he was go-

ing nowhere until Roscoe, Dena's 5 month old pup-

py, decided the wereduck looked like a rat, 

snatched him out of the water, and took off with 

him! YIKES! He finally dropped him. Dena and Lynn 

retrieved him, but the wereduck had lost a square 

of fur so was looking a little bald. 

I now had an excuse as to why my duck did not 

win the race...THE DOG ATE MY DUCK! 

 

Marchita had trained her  Rainy Day Mama Duck-

well! She won the duck race. 

Debra's "Watch it Grow" duck went in and sunk like 

a rock. Dena and Lynn rescued it while I was hunt-

ing down Rainy Day Mama! 

Jenny's duck lasted 3 seconds before getting hung 

up on the rocks! HA! Jenny's duck lasted 3 sec-

onds before getting hung up on the rocks! HA! 

When we got back to the Bunkhouse we returned 

the ducks to their owners. Debra's duck had turned 

EXTREMELY slimy so I slid it into her palm. All 

Debra had to say was "Eeeeuuuwww!" 

 

Now for some fun 

shots taken during 

our stay.  

 

Dena has some 

cats that she 

feeds. Someone 

abandoned a cali-

co cat nearby and 

she adopted Dena. 

Her name was 

Gabby. She had 

two litters before 

Dena put a stop to 

that by giving 

away 5 and neu-

tering Gabby and 

3 of her offspring. 

Gabby took off for 

greener pastures 

after that kind of 

treatment, but 3 

of her offspring remained. They tend to hang out 

on top of the patio roof because Dena has these 

blue lacy pups that drive them crazy when they 

My worthless wereduck could not stand the day 

light and was hiding in the bushes going  

NOWHERE!  

Roscoe thought the wereduck looked like a rat and snatched 

him midstream! 
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come down to the ground. Dena feeds them on top 

of the outdoor table so that Roscoe won’t eat the 

cat food. HOWEVER...you can’t stop a guy from try-

ing as shown in this picture below which was taken 

by Jean Norris. And...if you wonder who rules the 

roost in the Wenmohs household, just check out 

the picture below that Marchita took of King  

Roscoe and Dena. 

 

We actually did 

quite a bit of paint-

ing during our art 

retreat!  Because 

the newsletter 

would get to be 

humongous, I am 

not picturing our 

artwork. To see 

what we accom-

plished, go to my 

website and check 

it out! 

http://

nancyswebsite.com 

  

 

Dena may spoil Roscoe, but not Dena’s 3 legged, 

15 year old dog , Sadie. Here an old dog teaches 

a young dog some new tricks! 

Roscoe thought all this painting stuff wad  

REALLY BORING. We found him  snoozing quite a lot! 

It’s so boring, I’m snoring! 

It has been so dry that the ranchers have to give 

the stock extra feed; so, Dena has been feeding 

her 3 miniature donkeys at the donkey stop which 

you see here. I always bring some of that Olathe 

corn for the duck race, and we got pictures of 

them eating the husks! Thanks to Jean Norris for 

this picture of the girls   

http://www.nancyswebsite.com
http://www.nancyswebsite.com
http://www.nancyswebsite.com
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Cousin Donna 
We had a little cri-

sis in our family 

this year when 

cous in  Donna 

called me from 

Homer, Louisiana 

and told me she 

was about to go 

through  quadruple 

by-pass surgery. 

Needless to say, we 

were all on pins 

and needles as she 

went into surgery. 

Luckily, she came 

through it with fly-

ing colors. She is slightly grounded for a couple 

months as she recuperates but, on the whole, she 

seems to be doing fine. 

 

Aunt Bette & Cousin Renee Come for a Visit 
 

About the time Donna had the bad news about her 

heart surgery, Aunt Bette and Renee were sched-

uled to come down to Texas to pay me a visit. 

They were only staying for a week but they are 

shopping whirlwinds so were hoping to hit the 

malls pretty heavily!  

 

Well, someone came up with the idea to have Aunt 

Velma, Donna’s mother, come down with Bette and 

Renee. Then we would drive her up to Homer and 

leave her for a few days to visit and help Donna 

then Pete would drive Velma back down here. 

That’s a lot of driving...about 5 and a half hours 

each way. It is sort of like driving from Bangor, 

Maine to New Haven, Connecticut! Anyway, we 

were all set to do that, but Velma got feeling poor-

ly and decided not to come. Which turned out to 

be a good thing because her son Kevin had to be 

taken to the emergency room a couple days later, 

and she would have been beside herself if she was 

in Louisiana when Kevin needed her.  Also, luckily, 

Kevin has recovered. Hope he stays that way, but 

men are stubborn about taking care of themselves, 

you know. 

 

Anyway, after we got all that sorted out, Bette and 

Renee arrived Nov 3. Mary Blain and I went to pick 

them up at the airport.   

 

Well, Mary and I figured we had plenty of time be-

cause the plane was arriving at 2:20 PM, and we 

had arrived at the airport about an hour before 

that. Of course, it took us half an hour to find the 

right terminal and where to park. They had taken 

down all the 

nice signs  

during a con-

s t r u c t i o n 

phase which 

made it a little 

challenging to 

say the least. 

Also, I had 

Mary as a navi-

gator. As 

cousin Terri 

Lynn would 

say, between 

Mary and me 

we would get 

lost in a heart-

beat! BUT...we 

actually found 

the right place 

and then had 

half an hour of 

waiting. I  hadn’t eaten since the early morning 

and Mary was starved; so, we elected to get some 

chili fries and buffalo wings while we waited. We 

checked the status of the flight, and it was on time  

so off we went. After we ate, we went to the securi-

ty entrance and sat to wait. 10  minutes go by and 

we decide to check on the flight again, since they 

should have been walking out through that gate by 

now. While we were puzzling over the sign saying 

“On-time”, Renee came up behind us and asked 

what were we doing. Mary and I jumped 8 feet in 

the air, and turned around to see the person we 

were so diligently waiting for. Huh...guess the 

plane got in early. This sort of reminded me and 

Mary of the time we went to eat while we waiting 

on our plane to Boston and left Debby Ferrier in 

charge at the gate. We might have overdone it and 

almost missed boarding the plane...geesh…they 

really got bent out of shape, and Debby was fit to 

be tied! I, of course, blame this all on Mary. 

Yup...that’s the ticket...it was ALL Mary's fault. 

 

Anyway, we followed Renee down to the baggage 

claim area and collected Aunt Bette. Then, off we 

go on the beginning of the holiday! 

 

Day One 
We hit the Woodlands Mall 

Since, the girls were dead set on shopping, I fig-

ured we could hit two birds with one stone–visit 

with Shirley and hit the Woodlands Mall. Shirley 

Blevins lives in Willis. This is near the Conroe out-

let malls. Bette had wanted to visit a store called 

Bonworths. Apparently, she had located this little 

gem in Tampa when she had visited Renee and , 

since they do not have a branch in Yankee land, 

This is Donna now. She and her husband 

Pete came to visit me in Nov of 2007. She 

obviously has cat appeal because my cats 

LOVED her! 

Cousin Donna with Aunt Maddie 

and Cousin Ronnie. Donna was  

always a cute little thing and still is! 
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she wanted to hit it down here. Shirley met us 

there,  and I was subjected to my first taste of the 

Bette and Renee shopping machine! WOW! Those 

girls really know how to SHOP! We made a great, 

big dent in Bonworths then hit a couple stores in 

the mall. I found a dandy electric fly swatter that I 

just knew Dena needed out in the hill country; so, 

bought that for her. I used to be at least as good 

as those two at shopping, but, in my later years, I 

seem to have strayed away from that past time. So, 

I had to be re-indoctrinated to the pace!  I was a 

little slow at retraining! When we got to the Wood-

lands Mall, we tried to stay up with the pace, but 

Mary, Shirley and I were kapooped after one store; 

so, sat in the food court and beheld the amazing 

duo as they swept from one end of the Mall to the 

other in record making time! 

 

We spent some time looking for a spot to catch the 

gondola rides. The Woodlands has become quite 

“trendy” and have some canals for the tourists. You 

can catch gondola rides all around the mall and 

even cross under the freeway to catch the Portofi-

no Mall. Well, we never did manage to find them 

but had a good time trying! 

 

We left Shirley at twilight and 

started back through town. 

Mary suggested that the best 

way might be to go straight 

through town. Oh, boy! It was 

an experience! At least Bette 

and Renee got a taste of Hou-

ston traffic! The city WAS 

pretty at night with all the 

lights in the high rises. We 

only missed one turn and 

had to backtrack a little.  

 

We dropped Mary at her 

place and headed home after 

a successful shopping day! 

Day Two 
Off to San Antonio 

Renee wanted to see San Antonio; so, the next day 

we headed out to see it. We have a Canadian lady, 

Tania Chan,  working with us at EnSoCo, and I 

asked if she would like to go play tourist with us.  

She thought that sounded cool and away we went! 

However, we had one minor crisis before we left.  

Aunt Bette was staying in my bedroom during her 

stay. Aunt Lois had stayed there in 1999 when 

both she and Bette had come down for a visit.  At 

that time,  Lois had a bad time with my bathtub 

shower. She came out and told me that my toilet 

needed a new O-ring because it was leaking. We 

tracked all this down to faulty shower curtain oper-

ation and the crisis was solved. Well, damned if 

Aunt Bette didn’t have the same problems! I am 

including a picture of the drench toilet paper roll. 

She decided to use the bath tub in Renee’s bed-

room from then on! HA! 

 

We arrived in San 

Antonio and saw 

the Alamo first. 

Then we went down 

the Riverwalk which 

is always impres-

sive. There are 

some shops along 

the Riverwalk along 

with some restau-

rants. Tania and I 

were walking along 

enjoying the great 

weather (75 deg 

and perfect!) when 

we looked back and 

no Renee and Bette! 

Oh, boy! It took us 

a while before we 

Mary, Me, Shirley and Bette outside Papadeaux in Conroe 

where we stopped for lunch. 

Aunt Bette had some  

technical problems with 

the shower curtain in my 

bathroom  and this  

resulted in a thoroughly 

drenched roll of toilet  

paper. HA! 

We visited the Alamo.  

The last time I was a t the Alamo, 

they had a short movie showing the 

events that made it famous. This 

time all they had was a talker who 

answered questions every hour on 

the half hour. This is me and Tania 

waiting to hear his spiel.  

Apparently, it is not EVERY hour 

on the half hour because we waited 

in vain! He never did show up!  

Bummer! 
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located then in 

the Chocolate 

factory. Geesh! 

I should have 

known! Who 

could resist a 

chocolate fac-

tory!?  

 

I had arranged 

for us to stay 

at the Bunkhouse in Cypress Mill for that night; so, 

we cut things a little short to head north to John-

son City. 

 

Since Tania is expert in Geomatics and geography, 

I made her the navigator. I told her she started out 

with 100 points. Every time she screwed up and we 

got lost, points were to be deducted. She didn’t 

know if she could stand the pressure, but off we 

went. Apparently, getting into San Antonio is a LOT 

easier than getting out! By the time we got onto 

281 for Johnson City, she had 50 points left! HA! 

 

We got caught in San Antonio rush hour traffic and 

it took double the time to get to Johnson City than 

it should have done. 

 

Once in Johnson City (Lyndon Johnson haled from 

here!) we stopped to get supplies and to hit the 

Subway for supper that we would take to the Bunk-

house.  Dena called me on my cell and wanted us 

to pick up some medicine for her.  I figured it was 

WAY too late for that since it was about 6 PM. She 

said there was no problem because Dr Ramsey has 

taped the 

medicine to 

his back door. 

All I have to 

do is stop by 

his office and 

pick it up for 

her.  Would 

you believe 

it!?! He taped 

it to the back 

door of his 

office for 

pickup. I im-

agine in Hou-

ston, that 

would not last 

30 seconds!! 

HA! Anyway, 

as I was talk-

ing to her 

standing in 

line at the 

Subway, she 

said to call her after we got checked out and then 

she would give me  directions. OR, says she, if 

there are locals at the Subway, ask one of them for 

directions. Well, hell, I had already gathered in all 

the local gossip from the 4 or 5 people standing in 

line! It was cool! Who knew that the Johnson City 

Subway was the town gossip Mecca?!!  A tall slim 

Texas was talking. I nicknamed him “Slim”. They 

were talking  about the Ft Hood massacre which 

had occurred that day. We had not heard about 

that so it was really news to us. Also they were 

talking about the babysitter that kidnapped a baby 

and had the baby in a box under her bed. This led 

to some Texan folk wisdom uttered with that Tex-

an twang. One of the ladies said that “ Yes, I know 

where Dr. Ramsey’s Office is”. Apparently, taping 

medication to the back door was a VERY common 

happening! HA! She gave me detailed directions. 

Then after she got her order. She turned around 

and said, “Hon, why don’t I just wait for you and 

then you can follow me to Dr. Ramsey's’ office. 

Now, wasn’t that nice?! It was SO COOL! She led us 

right there, we got the medication and then head-

ed out of Johnson City. By this time it was dark. I 

Along the Riverwalk. 

Renee and Aunt Bette at the Bunkhouse! 

I’m cooking bacon for breakfast at the Bunkhouse with 

Dena , Tania and Aunt Bette supervising! 

Supper at the Bunkhouse! Me, Dena, Barbara Rogers, Aunt 

Bette, Tania and Renee. 
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figured driving down Old Cypress Mill Road in the 

dark would be a spooky experience the girls would 

enjoy.  It was! It was also a LONG drive! It is a 

curvy,  skinny, little road that winds through ranch-

es, has cattle guards, many  curves and low water 

crossings. Finally, we arrive at the Wenmohs 

Ranch.  

 

I had timed this to coincide with the end of one of 

Vie Dunn-Harr’s workshops. Vie has inspired me in 

the last few years, and I LOVE her painting style. 

She was there and two of her students from Hou-

ston had stayed as well. One of them , Barbara 

Rogers was a veteran of the Rock Race, The other 

was Susan from Bay Town. It was great to see them 

We shared our Subways with them and they shared 

leftover stew that Barbara had made. It was a yum-

my supper.  

Day Three 
Fredericksburg 

 

Next day we 

lingered at the 

ranch. We had 

p u r c h a s e d 

some TJ Cinna-

mon sticky cin-

namon buns in 

Houston and 

had them for 

breakfast. They 

are about 8 mil-

lion calories so 

I ONLY have 

them when I 

travel to the 

Bunkhouse. We 

cook ed  u p 

some bacon 

and had a yum-

my breakfast. 

 

We saw Vie get 

packed and off 

to her home in 

San Antonio 

and then, 

since Renee 

wanted to see 

an armadillo, I 

figured we 

stood a better 

chance of see-

ing one if we 

walked down 

to the creek. 

So, we did 

that. No arma-

dillo, but it 

was a pleasant 

walk, if you 

don’t count 

the pissing 

and moaning 

going on by 

Dena who fig-

u r e d  w e 

SHOULD have 

taken a truck. Oh, sure, but wouldn't we miss all 

the fun?! She thought as how FUN was a relative 

term and meant a different thing to different peo-

ple and especially Yankees. Boy, oh, boy, bitch, 

bitch, bitch! 

 

After helping Dena change some beds, etc, we 

headed out to see Fredericksburg. As usual, we did 

not have time to hit Luckenbach which is an essen-

tial tourist Mecca for any country music fan of Wil-

lie Nelson and Whalen Jennings. So we added that 

to our growing list of places we need to see the 

Renee, Aunt Bette, and Dena out on Dena’s Patio. 

Fall color , Texan style, at Dena’s Creek. 

Vie is packing up and stopped to pose 

with her demo piece for this workshop. 

Okay, I know what you are thinking, Vie is finally strangling 

Nancy and she deserves it! But, no, she isn’t strangling 

me...HA! Renee took this on Dena’s patio. I’m wearing my 

“Don’t Mess with Texas Women” T-Shirt. At this time, I 

have lived 27 years in Maine and 34 years in Texas so can 

now claim I’m a Texan! HA! 
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next time they came down.  We hit the Wild Seed 

Farm just outside of Fredericksburg. I wouldn’t be 

too surprised if Ladybird Johnson hadn’t first 

opened that store. In the spring, the fields around 

it are just blanketed with spring flowers. They sell 

the seeds there.  

 

Then we headed into Fredericksburg. Fredericks-

burg is one of the German settlement towns and, 

during bluebonnet time (April) it is teeming with 

tourists. It has a while LOT of knick-knack shops 

that are great to visit. There was one store called 

the “I Should've Been a Cowboy” store that had 

some primo Texas souvenirs. I’ve  got a couple 

pictured here! HA! 

We had a great time and headed back to Houston 

just in time to hit the Austin rush hour traffic! Now 

the girls had a fine idea of the rush hour of three 

big Texas cities! 

 

We were supposed to stop by and visit Jean Norris 

in Bellville, but, once again, we ran out of time; so, 

added Bellville to our “next trip” list. 

 

Day Four 
Renaissance Festival 

 

We had to get up and go to the Renaissance Festi-

val the next day because the weather looked dicey 

on Sunday. The Texas Renaissance Festival is ultra-

cool, but is also OUTDOORS! I’ve been going for 

years, and it is just an interesting , fun day! They 

have a permanent facility set up outside Tomball in 

a small town called Plantersville. When I first start-

ed going it was a lot smaller than it is now, but 

We stopped at the Wild Seed Farms  

outside of Fredericksburg.  

John Wayne Toilet Paper—”It’s Rough and Tough and it 

Won’t Take Crap off Anyone!” 

Texas T-Shirt! 

Texas Bubble Bath—Directions—> Cook and Eat one 

hour before bathing!” 
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now it has grown into quite a show! All the workers 

are dressed in Renaissance clothing and remain in 

character; so, it is like stepping back in time!  

 

I invited Tania to join us, because it IS an experi-

ence you won’t forget! Judy Beard also joined us 

and away we went. We left a little later than we 

should have to avoid traffic so had to wait in the 3 

mile backup in Magnolia. All those cars waiting to 

get in. Almost unbelievable!! HA! 

 

You can get in free if you dress up in period cloth-

ing. The most I ever managed was always buying a 

garland when I go.  I have quite a respectable col-

lection of garlands now! So...the first thing I did 

when we arrived was buy Renee, Aunt Bette, and 

myself a garland. Tania was just stepping back and 

watching all this and marveling , I think, so didn’t 

get one! 

 

I think, truly, you could have as much fun as walk-

ing around to all the booths and shows by just sit-

ting and watching the people. There are some ex-

traordinary sights! Renee must have had the outra-

geous radar turned on, because she caught most 

of them before any of us! The most interesting was 

a buxom young wench that was dressed for the 

period in a boustierre (sp?) that pushed up some 

very ample boobies, and she had a shot glass 

perched in her cleavage. Huh...imagine! Then there 

are the ladies dressed in chain mail, but not the 

fine chain mail...the coarse chain mail and naked 

underneath...WOO! Then there are the body build-

ers guys (I liked them just fine) that like to go so 

they can bare their six pack and chest and wear 

tights...WOO!  

 

We did, however,  see other things like the falconer 

who takes in injured birds, helps them and then 

releases them into the wild. One year they had a 

condor. One year they had a bald eagle and a gold-

en eagle . This year they had a red hawk and some 

owls and a buzzard. It is always cool to watch 

them fly the birds.  

 

Then we watched the mud pit, but had to leave be-

A mime taken at the Renaissance Festival. Taken with, you 

guessed it, Renee’s Camera! HA! 

Aunt Bette stopped to flirt with an Elf! 

The Falconer and the Red Tailed Hawk. 

There was jousting! 
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fore the wrestlers got anywhere but bad mouthing 

because we wanted to check out the jousting. The 

jousting has progressed from a few horses in a 

field, when I first started coming to the festival, to 

a full stadium  that encloses an arena and a king’s 

stand! It has improved immensely! As a result, the 

crowds are getting bigger and that was the truth 

this time. It was an amazing crunch of hundreds of 

people!  

 

AND...of course, there is the FOOD!  There are fun-

nel cakes, fried turkey legs, steak on a stick, alliga-

tor on a stick, Cajun onion rings, French fired 

sweet potatoes, etc. etc. etc. and apple dumplings 

with Blue Bell ice cream! YUM! 

 

Now, I had hoped to get some good pictures of us 

attending this cool festival, but , unfortunately, 

some dummy left her camera battery charging at 

home and brought an empty Nikon D60 camera 

slung over her shoulder. Yup...you guessed it, it 

was me. I blame that on Bette who distracted me 

when I went to put the battery back in my camera. 

My tiny, gnat sized attention span cannot take a 

distraction  and expect to recover, so, I left the 

battery behind. Did I discover it before I found out 

I had to drag that 

heavy camera on my 

shoulder all day, no, 

I did not! Judy 

thought that was 

pretty funny, but I 

was NOT amused! 

Geesh! So, all these 

pictures were taken 

by Renee! Sigh…. 

 

At any rate, we en-

joyed the day and 

had a good time 

 

.Day Five 
Galveston 

We had two days left. We had some great luck dur-

ing this past week in having perfect weather. This 

was Sunday and was the only day so far when it 

Heads will roll at the Renaissance Festival! 

Tania had worked with Forest Rangers in Canada and she 

had some kind of training in how to throw an ax. It didn’t 

seem to help her at the Ax Throw where she quickly went 

throw 3 throws for 2 pounds and got nowhere...HA! 

Two Yankee tourists taking pictures of a road kill armadillo! 

Unfortunately, this is the only 

armadillo that Renee got to see. 

Wind Surfers off East Beach. 
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clouded up and tried to rain all day. We decided to 

go  to Galveston.  

 

We started out taking the back way down which is 

Highway 6. Hwy 6 goes through some little towns 

on its way to the coast. It takes about an hour and 

a half to get to Galveston.  

 

Along about Alvin, we found the most exciting find 

of the day. Renee had wanted to see an armadillo 

and in all our explorations, we had not seen one 

yet!  Well, lo and behold, there was a road kill  ar-

madillo ...all fours in the air, laying on its back! So, 

I swung around and made a U turn then parked 

just before the splat. Bette and Renee got out to 

photograph the only armadillo we had seen! I 

stayed in the car because there was no way I was 

going to look foolish taking pictures of road kill 

armadillos! HA! 

 

We finally arrived in Galveston. Galveston has recu-

perated quite a bit from Hurricane Ike which hit us 

last year. Ike really hit Galveston hard. Even now it 

is feeling the after affects as some of its 100 year 

old live oak trees are dying from too much expo-

sure to salt. The seawall protected the front of Gal-

veston, but the tidal surge snuck around the back-

side of the island and flooded a huge area. The 

Strand, which is a tourist Mecca, was flooded with 

up to 9 feet of water.  

 

We hit Moody Gardens but it was not fully opera-

tional. All that was open was the Aquarium pyra-

mid. We hit there in the afternoon so missed the 

dinosaur 3D IMAX feature and most everything else 

was closed. Bummer. 

 

So, we headed down to the Strand to do some 

knick-knack shopping. A lot of the shops were now 

open but quite a few were still boarded up. They 

had shown on the TV that some of the shops had a 

line marked on their walls to show where the high-

est water level was during the Hurricane Ike flood. 

I was looking for that but never did see one.  Of 

course, hard to believe, but we did not hit every 

store! 

Aunt Bette and me at the soda fountain on the Strand in 

Galveston. 

Fishermen's Pier in Galveston.  It used to be connected 

from the shore out to the piece showing on the right, but 

was heavily damaged during Ike. 

Remnant of Hurricane Ike. 

There was a Mexican hurricane whipping up the surf. 
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We had some ice 

cream at the soda 

fountain which is a 

g e n u i n e  o l d -

fashioned soda 

fountain.  That was 

yummy. Then we 

drove around a lit-

tle. We hit the East 

Beach where the 

young men were 

windsurfing with 

kites. That was 

cool! 

 

We drove along the 

beach and came 

across the fishing 

pier that I had seen 

in news reports last 

year during Ike. 

There was some fool out there that figured he had 

a God given right to stay with his property and 

ended up being one of those they had to rescue. 

Renee had a good picture of a pick-up truck out on 

what was left of the pier. Mary says that she had 

heard a report on the TV that the  truck was 

washed out there. However it got there, it was 

pretty impressive!  

 

The surf was churning up quite a bit because there 

was a hurricane in the Gulf of Mexico down near 

the Yucatan peninsula. It was pretty cool! Took 

some great surf pictures, but it was too foggy to 

see the oil rigs out in the Gulf. 

 

.Day Six 
The Galleria 

It seemed fitting that 

their last day was an-

other shopping mall! 

So, Monday we hit the 

Galleria. VERY posh! 

Stores like Cartier’s , 

Versace, etc. Bette 

wanted to hit Dillard’s 

since they did not 

have a Dillard’s in 

Maine. Mary went 

with us. Good thing 

because those two 

tuckered me and 

Mary right out so we 

were the peanut gal-

lery and were con-

stantly looking for 

chairs in the stores 

while the girls did their work!  

Back to Maine 
Renee had booked their flights. The flight back left 

at 7:30 in the morning! YIKES! So we had to drag 

ourselves out of bed by 3:30. I had let Renee use 

my genuine duck clock which she set for 3:30 AM. 

It wakes you up by quacking. I’m not totally sure 

Renee liked the dick clock! HA! Well, we dragged 

ourselves out of bed and got there. Had no trouble 

dropping them...then I went home and went back 

to bed. Too bad the girls couldn’t do the same 

thing. I imagine they were pretty tired. 

 

Oh, and Renee had the extra added attraction of 

worrying about her new condo. Her son Jeffrey was 

on cat-sitting duties and had gone off for a few 

days. Ordinarily, no problem. However, if you leave 

the litter box in the cellar and then close the cellar 

door on the poor cat, welllll, then you flunk as a 

cat-sitter! 

PHEW!  

 

As I under-

stand it, Jeff 

had worked 

quickly to try 

to remedy 

the situation 

by dry clean-

ing Renee’s 

comforter on 

her bed and 

used some 

industrial 

strength 

cleaner on 

the rest and 

had it pretty 

Renee gets a tiny dessert at the 

Cheesecake Factory! 

Aunt Bette's LITTLE dessert at 

the cheesecake factory! 

Squirrel #2 

Squirrel #1 

Window whacking squirrel! I’m trying to 

reason with  the little rat with a bushy tail! 
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much under con-

trol. BUT, as we all 

know, cat pee is 

the worst thing to 

have in carpeting 

or cloth because it 

stays forever...so 

good luck on that 

one! 

 

The Squirrels 
Who Helped me 

Write the 
Newsletter 

I am busy  working 

on my new laptop  

in my living room  

trying to finish the 

Xmas newsletter 

and suddenly I 

heard a “WHACK” to my back door. I look, nothing 

in sight; so, I continue working. A little while later, 

I see these doe brown eyes and then a little paw 

WHACKS my back French door then scoots away!  I 

can see the little bugger through the bottom win-

dow pane in the door. Okay, that’s a lot of gall! I 

open up the door and give the damn squirrel a 

talking to. Then I see there are two of them, and 

they are chasing each other and fighting. 

 

I go back to work. That ding dong squirrel got up 

on the outside window sill and WHACKS the win-

dow screen! Then scampers off. Okay…now this is 

getting to be cheeky! So…I go out to talk to him 

again, and he just sits there in the tree  looking at 

me saying to himself …”Huh, what’s her prob-

lem!??” I took a couple pictures of the cheeky 

beast. Okay, Guys, what do you do to scare the 

squirrels away?!! I imagine they are in my house 

because they scampered from the tree to the roof. 

 

Sugar Land Declared the 11th Safest 
Small City in the USA 

Recently, Sugar Land was declared the 11th Safest 

small city in the United States. I heard it on one of 

those local morning news shows. They immediate-

ly followed that report with a report that Sugar 

Land’s mayor had been held up and robbed at gun 

point in his own driveway at the end of November. 

HA! There’s irony for you! 

 

Like he’s saying “Hello, do you 

have a problem with me?!” 

My cats were glad to see Renee go home! She was 

 using their afternoon bed. In the morning, they use my 

bed, then migrate upstairs to the guest bedroom for the  

afternoon sun! 

I call this “Tale of an Undercover Cat”. 

Asleep on Duty. 
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