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This was a sad year for our family. Two of our precious family members died. 

Kevin McDonald was Aunt Velma’s son and had been in poor health for a while. 

He died this year  on May 28th. It is such a sad thing.  And one of a kind  Uncle 

Wayne died Dec 3 . This is Kevin’s obituary: 

 

Clifton , Maine won’t be the same without Uncle Wayne.  He was such a 

character. He will be missed by everyone.  I’m going to take part of what 

follows  from my 1999 Christmas Newsletter, but, first, this was his 

obituary: 

 

CLIFTON - Wayne Richard Bragg Sr., age 84, of Clifton, Maine, passed 
away on Saturday, November 19th 2016, at Eastern Maine Medical 
Center. (continued on next page) 
He is survived by his son, Wayne Bragg Jr. and his wife , his daughter 
Kristal Brown, his daughter Teka diMajo and her husband Giuseppe, 
sisters Lois Ginn and Betty Harlow, his grandchildren Emily, Shawn, 

 

 

ORLAND – Kevin M. McDonald, 58, died 
suddenly at his home on Saturday May 
28, 2016. He was born in Bangor on 
August 20, 1957 the son of Thomas Sr. 
and Velma (Bragg) McDonald. 

Kevin enjoyed hunting and fishing and 
spending quality time with his family. 

He is survived by his wife, Sandy J. 
(Sabins) McDonald; one son, Ben 
McDonald; one sister, Donna Sjogren; 
several aunts, uncles, nieces and 
nephews. In addition to his parents he was 
predeceased by one son, Mark McDonald; 
and one brother, Thomas McDonald Jr. 

Above, Kevin in earlier 

years. To the left is Kevin a 

couple years ago and below 

is a picture of Kevin doing 

what he and his boys loved 

best-fishing. That’s Ben , 

Kevin and Mark. Tragically, 

Mark was killed in a car 

crash in Orland a few years 

ago. 



2 

Jacob, Sage, Dillon, and 
Lucas, and many nieces 
and nephews and 
extended family. 
A time of gathering will 
start at Maplewood 
Cemetery in Clifton, 
officiated by Pastor 
John Walsh, Saturday, 
Dec. 3, 2016, at 11 a.m. 
We invite you to 
continue a celebration 
of Wayne's life at City 
Side Restaurant in 
Brewer with family and 
friends. Memorial 
donations may be made 
in Wayne's name to the 
Clifton Food Bank or 

WoundedWarriors.org. 
 
 

I took this from My 1999 Christmas newsletter: 
Let’s talk about The Governor.  Now,  The Governor is 

my uncle,  Wayne Bragg. You may ask,  “Why is he 

called The Governor?” . Well, I asked that same 

question. The best answer I could get (you really 

never get a straight answer in our family!) was that 

cousin Dale (Aunt Doris’s son) had come up with that 

nickname. That, in itself, is not unusual. Dale 

nicknames everyone, whether they want to be 

nicknamed or not. For instance, my nickname is 

“Nannygoat”. Okay, it could be worse, right ? My 

brother Dusty’s nickname is “Fat Flounder” ; so, I 

figure, I’m ahead in that game.  

But, in Wayne’s case, I think the nickname of The 

Governor is pretty apt.  

If you talk to Wayne, he’s ready to expound on ANY 

subject. He always sounds authoritative ...you 

know...makes you think he KNOWS what he’s talking 

about. He has an adamant stand on any controversial 

subject . The trick to listening to Uncle Wayne, as with 

any politician, is sorting out the wheat from the chaff.  

I’d  say, about 75% of everything he says is true...the 

rest is pure fabrication. The thing that keeps you on 

your toes is trying to figure out which is which...and, 

believe me, IT AIN’T EASY!   

He likes to keep things hopping. If things are too dull, 

he’ll find something to get the Aunts stirred up and 

squawking.  

He can fabricate the biggest WHOPPERs and get 

the whole state of Maine convinced it’s true. For 

instance, he called me earlier this year (that, in 

itself is an event, because I can count on two 

fingers the number of phone calls I’ve received 

from Wayne in my whole life!). He said that he 

called to make sure that I corroborated a story that 

he was circulating around the family. He had 

everyone up there convinced that the new Nancy 

Lee Fine Arts Museum that just opened in Ft. 

Worth, TX was named in my honor.  Good Grief!   

Well, I think you can see why they call my Uncle 
Wayne, the Governor! A true politician! 
 

It would also be advisable not to talk to Wayne 

before you board an airplane. He is a retired Air 

Force officer and is pretty knowledgeable about 

airplanes.  If he knows the type of plane you’re 

flying on, he’ll promptly inform you of all the pros 

and cons of flying in it, and God help you if it is a 

“Piece of junk” , as he terms it! Your hair will turn 

gray before you even get near to the plane!  He did 

that to Mary and myself when we flew out of 

Bangor to Detroit with Delta. He took one look at 

the plane from the terminal window and proceeded 

top tell us how BAD that type of plane was and 

ALL the things that could go wrong. Mary and I 

were taking our lives in our own hands flying on 

that deathtrap!  

The Governor at 

 Asticou Gardens 

Mary Blain took this picture of Uncle Wayne and 

me at Denny’s in 2010. 
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Wayne is definitely colorful (well, lets face  it, all of 

our family are colorful in one way or another). If 

you  think that this is something that developed 

late in life ,banish the thought! Wayne is well 

known for his antics dating from the time he and 

my Uncle Vance painted Grandfather’s cows blue. 

I believe , the logic was to “ See if it turned the 

milk blue”.  (This was actually pretty mild 

compared to Aunt Doris painting the chickens 

blue , tying their feet together and hanging them 

from the clothesline to dry. She said that she 

wanted them to “have the blues”) . Have I 

mentioned that Clifton , Maine is a little dull and 

the Bragg clan had to find anything and everything 

to occupy their time?  I imagine it kept my 

grandparents quite busy keeping a tight reign on 

them . I understand, that Grandfather had bought 

quite a bit of blue paint, and it was an irresistible 

attraction to inventive children!  

The Governor and the Rooster 

And then there was the story about the rooster... 

Wayne , somehow, convinced Aunt Doris and 

Uncle Harlan and Aunt Bette and Uncle Larry to 

move down to Ft. Lauderdale where he lived with 

Aunt Louise and the kids (this is another 

good example of why he is called the 

Governor. He managed to get those born 

and raised Maniacs to move to Florida!).  

They all had houses in the same 

subdivision. Wayne’s house was next door 

to a fellow that raised chickens. He also 

had a rooster. The rooster was prone to 

jumping up on the fence that separated 

Wayne’s property from the neighbor’s 

property . He did this every morning at 5 

AM at which time he promptly started 

crowing.  

This crowing was a severe irritation to 

Wayne , and  Wayne, not being one to 

ignore a problem, came up with a solution!  

Every time  someone in the family drove 

down to visit in Florida or Wayne drove 

north to visit the homestead, they went 

through the Carolinas . These states had a 

wealth of fireworks stores along  Route 95. 

Colorful places like Loony Luke’s or Crazy Charlie’s. 

They used to sell big firecrackers called M80s. 

Wayne always stocked up on these , in case of 

emergencies, you understand. Well, Wayne figured 

This is Wayne in younger years. He’s holding 

his son Ricky. 

When I was last in Maine in 2010, we kidnapped Wayne 

and made him drive up Cadillac Mountain with us. We 

had a good crowd. From the left is  Wayne, Dusty, 

Darrell, Donna, Heather, Ryan, Me, Kay and Randy 

(Aunt Geraldine’s boy!). 
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that the rooster was an  

emergency worth 

breaking into the 

ammo dump.  

So, one morning, the 

rooster jumps up onto 

the fence and looks 

around  as proud as 

punch and started one 

of his better crowing 

sessions. Wayne was laying in wait for 

him in the living room. The living room 

window gave Wayne a  better line of sight 

firing solution, you see.  His plan was to 

light the M80, hold it just long enough, and 

then lob it out the window and blow the 

rooster to smithereens.  

Let me tell you about 

my Aunt Louise’s 

African Violets. She 

loved those flowers and 

had them setting on a 

glass table in the living 

room under special 

lights.  

Well, Wayne put his 

plan into action. He lit 

the M80 and lobs its out 

the window. 

Now, let me 

explain that 

the windows 

in Florida are 

made for 

hurricanes, 

you know, 

they have 

louvers.  Unfortunately, the M80 hit one of 

the louvers and ricocheted back into the 

living room and landed right in the middle 

of Aunt Louise's African Violets.  Needless 

to say, when the M80 went off, it shattered 

the glass table and blew most of the 

African Violets up onto the ceiling of the 

living room.  There’s a lesson to be learned 

in there somewhere, but suffice it to say 

that Wayne was in the dog house, big time,  for quite 

a while.  

What I’m trying to let you see is  that without my 

Uncle Wayne around while I was growing up, life 

would have been pretty, damn dull. And, the best part 

of being a member of the Bragg clan is...it ain’t just 

Wayne that’s nuts! My Grandmother Bragg had NINE 

children,  and they all have that same sense of 

humor. 

Rest in peace, Uncle Wayne, and try not to give God 

a hard time. 

Ricky, Wayne and Krissy. 

Wayne during his Air Force 

days. 

Wayne and a buddy during his Air Force years. 
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Oops !!! 

On ground hog’s day,  I had to weigh in at Jenny 

Craig’s and gained 2 pounds. Oh, NO! So, the 

counselor’s were ragging on me to change my 

wicked ways. I left their office and had to go through 

the 1st Colony Commons shopping 

center that had at least 3, 4 way stops on 

the way out.  Soooo...when I came to the 

Lexington and William's Trace intersection that had 

a RED LIGHT, I was thinking so hard about how I 

can curb my wicked ways that I stopped at the 

light...and then...yup...you guessed it, I started up 

just like it was a 4 way stop! OH, NO! I knew , 

immediately, that I had done something REALLY 

His Car. 

stupid and was going towards the brakes when the 

car that had the green light went right in front of me, 

and I crunched him! YIKES! Oh, joy, my poor Chrysler 

Town & Country was 15 years old and I was hoping 

for 16, at least...sigh...I totaled the poor thing.  The 

other driver was a young college aged Brazilian guy 

who was very nice about my stupidity. When the 

policeman arrived, I fully expected to get a ticket, but 

he could see I was lamenting my stupidity and he said 

“Now, you DID stop at that red light, didn’t you?” I had 

already fesses up to using it as a 4 way stop; so, he 

was kind’a being nice and giving me an out! I said, 

“Yup, I stopped all right!”. So, he didn’t give me a 

ticket and we parted on good terms. I had to total poor 

Crichton, my Chrysler, but My boss, John Conner

( yeah, like the Terminator!) and his wife Genelle 

helped me get my new Equinox. They are tough 

dickerers! I only had 3 days to get a new car (usually, 

it takes me a couple months of checking things out!) 

Anyway, that was a BAD Groundhog’s day! 

Bummer… 

 

I fell Down and Broke My 

crown (oops– shoulder!) 

Well, not content enough to make due with totaling my car, 

I decided to take a nose dive in my kitchen and cracked 

and dislocated my shoulder on Feb 27. Sigh...I was rushing 

to get something done and had some shoes on that had 

very little tread, and I rounded the corner of the kitchen, my 

foot slipped out from under me. I landed right on the back 

of the right shoulder. I decided when I tried to get up and 

there was too much pain to leave my arm down, that I 

MIGHT have done something bad! So, my left hand had to 

hold my right hand while I held the right arm straight over 

my head and bent at the elbow so my left hand could hold 

it up! Geesh!  I got to my cell phone and called Mary 

Blain. She had something she had to do, so, she Poor, Crichton, my car. He was leaking too, sigh... 
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called Parry Browning for me, and I called Patty 

afterward and Barbara Hawkins. The two were nice 

enough to take me to an emergency room. We 

tried one of those independents, but they could 

take an x-ray but that’s all; so, we ended up at the 

Methodist Hospital’s ER . They fast tracked me into 

the X-ray area, since I still had my right arm 

straight up and bent down so the left hand could 

hold it!!  They took me 

right in for an X-ray. Then 

Barbara and Patty and I 

proceeded to wait for 3 

hours! It seems I had an 

inferior dislocation which 

was difficult to snap back 

in, and they needed an 

orthopedic surgeon. 

Finally, Dr. Phan arrived 

and some of the interns , 

nurses and the resident 

came to watch! Dr. Phan 

popped it back in, no 

trouble. They gave me 

some morphine to dull the 

pain, but it didn’t dent it 

very much!  So, now I had a sling. I want to thank 

my friends for coming to my rescue!! Jeez…I had 

my arm in just a regular sling for about 3 weeks 

while I was doing therapy, but could never get my 

right arm to raise above shoulder level. Sooo...they 

finally decide to do an MRI at the end of March. 

They then could see that there was a little more 

damage than thought. I had cracked the bone in 3 

places, torn 2 holes in my muscle along with the 

dislocation. Soooo.. Into surgery I went on April 12. 

Mary was nice enough to accompany me into the 

hospital for the surgery. When we got out, they put 

me in one of those damn slings that has a 10 inch 

foam rubber wedge between you and the sling to 

hold your arm out. Also it was 10x more cumbersome 

than the little sling that I had at first. When Mary took 

me home, I think she took pity on me because, I 

could not do ANYTHING with that right arm...holy 

mackerel! I was grounded. Mary was nice enough to 

take me home with her. I stayed with her for about 10 

days (Mary probably regretted EVER saying I could 

stay with her after that week! HA!) She even took me 

home to feed Butch and Sundance and do their litter 

box, etc. just about every day...above and beyond! 

After that week, I went home  and was able to do 

MOST things one handed. The girls alternated taking 

me into therapy, since I couldn’t drive. Judy, Barbara, 

Patty and Mary divided up the duty. It is surely a 

good thing I have wonderful friends! I might have had 

to take Uber to my therapy sessions otherwise!  

Do you know 

how hard it is 

to get 

dressed or 

pull up your 

pants with 

only your left 

hand? And 

don’t get me 

started on 

wiping 

yourself after 

you go to the 

bathroom!  

Bugger!  

FINALLY, at 

the end of 

June, I was 

able to shuck 

the sling … 

YAY!  

 

This was the first X-ray where they could see that I had 

a crack in the bone. Oh, joy! 

Sundance loved the damn 

foam rubber sling better 

than I did! 

Mary took me to Walmart a lot while we 

searched for shirts that were 3X ; so , that I 

could fit the shirt over the ding-dong sling!  

She said, let’s take a selfie! As you can see, I 

was driving Mary CRAZY! HA! 
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Katie and Scott Get 

Married 

David’s son Scott married his sweetheart Katie in 

March. Because I was disabled, I was grounded 

but would have loved being there. At Chelsea’s 

wedding I got to boss all those good looking men 

around while taking pictures! It was GREAT! HA! 

Sharon sent me some pictures. 

 

 

Pre-wedding dinner. Dagmara & Gracie, Chad,  

John, Owen & Mary, Dusty, Charlie and Sharon. 

The Bride, Katie and Chelsea  

before the wedding. 

Pre wedding tacos! Scott, Katie. Dagmara and Gracie, Mary 

Charlie, Chelsea and Owen and John. 

Scott and Katie, newly weds. 

Mrs. And Mr. Lee 

 

As Spock would 

say , 

 “Live Long and 

Prosper!” 
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Snake on a Wire 

I was talking with Jean Norris on the phone one day, and told her I had to cut the call short, 
because I saw a 4 foot snake crawling down my cable TV cord on the  outside of my house, 
and I HAD to take a picture! HA! Now you don’t see THAT too often! THANK GOD!  

My Annual Finished Painting! 

I only seem to finish a 

painting a year these days. 

This was this year’s finished 

product! It is from my Utah 

trip with Mary. Zion 

National Park. Pretty, 

huh?!! (Okay I took some 

liberties! There was no 

waterfall and there was a 

road for tourists where you 

see the stream, but, sigh, 

it’s ALMOST Zion!!! 

And...we didn’t get to see 

any elk, but they do exist in 

the park.  

Butch was a little SLOW on the take up…he         

FINALLY spies the snake…sigh!!! 
EEKS! 
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Utah Trip—2016  

On July 2nd I travelled out west with Mary and her 

whole family.  They were taking Mary’s husband 

Dwain's ashes back home. Mary and Dwain grew up in 

Utah.  Dwain haled from around Spring City and Mary 

grew up in Salt Lake City. It’s a VERY pretty place. 

Mary had rented us a house up on the hill behind the 

state capital. It was quite nice.  

We all got settled in and the next day we went up to 

Alta Ski Resort with Randy, Jim and Noella’s son 

(who , by the way, is a hoot!)  .  As you can see 

above , it was a beautiful drive.  Randy was a little 

sneaky and convinced us old geezers to just go up the 

mountain “A LITTLE WAYS” to see a magnificent view, 

ayuh. So we started out hiking up the mountain!  The first 

casualty was Mary Blain. She has bad feet problems and 

they hurt after too much walking; so, opted out and 

stayed with the carriage while the rest of us went onward.   

After about 15 minutes, I’m beginning to huff and puff like 

This was the house that Mary rented. It was interesting. A 
duplex that had the entrance to both houses on the same 

level, but the door to the upstairs house led to some interior 
stairs going up. Mary and Danny are sitting on the balcony of 

the 1st story house. 

This was the view across the street from the house. We 

had a great overlook of Salt Lake City. 

Mary (Randy's wife), Randy, Danny, Austin (Mary B’s Grandson), 
and Mary as we round-up everyone to start the hike! 
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an old steam engine! 

Geesh! I AM WAY 

out of shape! The 

rest of them were 

enjoying a beautiful 

day on a beautiful 

mountain! We got to 

the first pretty spot 

and Randy said “Just 

a little but further we 

have another 

gorgeous view! Uh-

huh...I was beginning 

to see a pattern In 

between puffs!  

We finally got to the 

brook and I pooped  

out and headed back down!  

Jaycee was a little miffed 

because Austin had taken 

off and left her with both 

kids to climb the mountain. 

Danny, Mary’s son helped 

out as did Mary Tate.  It  

turned out that going down 

was worse on me than 

going up! BOY! Have I 

gotten old! My knees hurt a 

lot from the downward 

“braking” motion and I was 

damn glad to see Mary Blain 

when we got to the bottom! 

Now, let me mention Luke. 

Luke is Danny’s 12 year old 

son that is a charming son 

of a gun and is someday going to be a terrible 

heartbreaker!! I’m going to do a separate page just 

for Luke, because he posed for a BUNCH of 

pictures for  me that were downright funny! I think 

you will enjoy  looking at this kid’s talent. He’s 

going to be a movie star someday  I have more 

pictures of this trip on my website. It was a 

beautiful walk! http://www.nancyswebsite.com/

Jaycee loaded up Alexander and left Mary sitting on a log and 

guarding the carriage. 

And Off we go, up the mountain. 

Lily is a good hiker! Here she is with 

Austin, her Dad. 

 Austin takes off to go ahead with 

Randy’s sons leaving Jaycee with 

BOTH kids! Not Good! 

Randy took this picture of me after I had regained my 

breath! Pretty background! 

Randy says “See, it’s just over 

the horizon there. 
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UtahTripof2016.htm . Check it out! 

The next day was July 4th and we had a spaghetti  

dinner planned at the rent house. This is the rent house 

below  (yellow house) . You can see the state capital 

just to the right next to the trees. Pretty cool. .   

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

The picture below left is 

a typical Noella picture! 

Noella and Mary were 

friends growing up in 

Salt Lake City. BOY! 

They must have been 

Hell on Wheels in their 

younger days! Noella 

has an almost instinctual 

reaction to getting her 

picture taken. It’s 

AMAZING! First her eyes 

cross and then her 

tongue sticks out.  

Amazing, huh?!  Shelley 

is preparing some of her 

Dad Bob’s famous garlic 

bread. Bob was Mary’s 

brother and , for a time, 

ran his own restaurant.       

Mary Tate and Danny Blain walking 

back down the mountain. 

Alexander, Jaycee, Austin and Lily. 

Austin returned and  

peace reigned supreme! 
End of a pretty day at Alta. 

Jaycee had herself and the kids 

dressed  in patriotic garb!  

It was cute! 

To the right is 

Noella, Anne, 

Bob’s wife, Mary 

and Shelley’s 

husband Big 

Mike! He was 

once a bouncer 

and stands over 

6 feet tall! 
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This is a picture of the family watching the DVD that 

Mary’s kids had prepared as a remembrance of Mary’s 

husband Dwain.  From the left is Mary Tate, Shelley, 

Anne, Noella, Carla, Noella’s husband Jim, Danny. 

Lilly, and Luke. 

Above is the family. On the upstairs balcony are Mary, 

Noella, Jim, and Anne. Down is Alexander, Jaycee, 

Austin, Lily, Shannon (Bob’s daughter), Danny, Luke, 

Randy, Alex (Randy’s son), Big Mike, Carla, and 

Randy’s son Ryan. 

We had a pretty good place to watch the 4th of July 

fireworks! Some of the men took off to further up the big 

hill to the ledge to watch from a higher post. The women 

stayed here!  Then the men came back because it was 

not easy to see the fireworks from up higher.  

To the right (is a picture of the celebration with  

Some fire tubes which were ALMOST as good as  

 

 

sparklers! That’s Shelley, Shannon, Mary T, Alex, Ryan, 

Randy, and Rick, Shannon’s husband. 

This picture is the best I could do. Most of the fireworks 

were too low to see from up here. We all had a great 

time! 

Danny and Randy. 

Big Mike had to leave early so I 

asked him to let Luke pose as 

though he was gonna’ get 

squashed.! Luke does a great job! 
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The next day , JULY 5th, Noella, Dolores , Mary and 

Anne were going up Cottonwood canyon to do some 

wine drinking on  the balcony of  the Silver Fork Lodge. 

Mary figured, since, I didn’t drink, that I would have more 

fun going with Danny, Randy, Randy’s son Alex and 

Luke  on a horseback ride at the Stillman Ranch. It was 

definitely Cool!  

It was perfect weather and a beautiful area to be riding 

horses through.  Luke’s horse had to relieve itself along the 

trail and held up the works, but we finally got him going. 

Yuck! All the horses had to step in Cookie’s Cookies! 

Danny was patting Trigger. I asked Luke where Roy Rogers was. 

He gave me a look and said, "WHO?!!", Geesh, I feel old! 

Luke mounted up on Cookie and ready to go! 

It was gorgeous country for a trail ride! Randy was in front of 

me on Trigger. 

Queen Ann’s Lace amongst the Aspens. 

Danny took this of Randy, Randy's son Alex, Luke and me waiting 

to be mounted on our steeds! 
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This is Cookie 

making a deposit! 

Below, Randy  told me 

to get a picture of him 

holding up the Stillman 

Ranch sign like he was 

Superman! Well, I 

didn't quite get the job 

done, but I told him if I 

got on my knees to do 

the picture, I might 

NEVER get back up! 

They would have to 

rig up a block and 

tackle and we didn't 

have the time!HA!  

After the ranch, we travelled to Park City to go down the 

sliders and the coasters. Alex and Luke pose near the Park City 

sign to the left. Above we had to stand in a long line to buy 

tickets, which was bad because it was right in front of the end 

of the Slider. There were 4 tracks and the little bitty sled they 

put you on goes RACING down the hill. There is a brake on the 

sled. So...all the men said I had to go down AFTER they did, 

On the way out of the Stillman ranch, Danny stopped so that I 

could take a picture or two of the Weber River. Beautiful. 
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because they didn't want to have to run me over, as I 

would probably be braking all the way down! HA! Oh, my 

GAWD, what Have I gotten myself into!??   We were to use 

the ski-lift to get up the mountain. Randy and Alex and 

Danny and , (huh, what’s wrong with) Luke?! We looked 

down and watched the sliders coming down the mountain. 

We were given our deathsleds and told to take them to the 

ignition zone. Above to the right, It was a lovely walk of 

doom!  The second picture up and to the right is us waiting 

at the launch point.  Danny got  finished with his run and 

snapped this picture of me and the poor guy behind me! 

After that we waited in the coaster line for over an hour! 

Bah-humbug. We get to the top and they say that I cannot 

take my camera and purse. They said I could leave if over 

there around the corner and pick them up afterward. I 

expected lockers, but all they had were open boxes where 

you put your valuables along with everyone else's! Holy 

cow! I was NOT going to do that; so, it gave me an "out" on 

the coaster!! Randy and Danny both offered to hold them 
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while I went, but I figured that was nice of them but not 

necessary! HA!   

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

  

 I walked around while they played and picked them up 

when they all got off the coaster. As we left Park City, I 

gave my coaster ticket to a nice lady standing in line. I 

told her not to 

take her purse 

with her!  

When we got 

home, Carla had 

invited Emily 

and her kids 

over for a get-

together that 

evening. Emily is 

Mary Blain’s 

sister Colleen’s 

daughter.  The 

picture on 

bottom left is 

Austin and Alexander, Jaycee and Lilly, Leticia, Gabriella, 

Christian (Emily’s kids)  and Luke.  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Danny gets Loaded! 
 Danny, Emily, and Leticia pose for a picture! 

Gabriella, Christian and Luke look like they are up to no good! 

It MIGHT have had something to do with Luke's FARTING 

machine! He was blaming Christian for all the farting that was 

going on! HA! 

 

Beautiful Sunset across the road! 
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This is getting pretty LONG; so, I am just going to take 

highlights for the rest of our trip! See the whole pretty trip 

pictures up on my website http://

www.nancyswebsite.com/UtahTripof2016.htm . 

On JULY 6th Mary, Shelley, Anne and I went to La Caille. It is 

a VERY posh private club that has some wonderful 

landscaping! Below is Anne at the entryway to the Pavilion. 

JULY 7th 

We went to 

“This is the 

Place”. 

 The 
location of 
the park is 
where, on 
July 24, 
1847, 
Brigham 
Young first 
saw the Salt 
Lake Valley 
that would 
soon 
become the 
Mormon 
pioneers' 
new home.  Brigham  then proclaimed, "It is enough. This is the 
right place. Drive on."    

I have a picture of Carla and Mary sitting in front of the knick-
knack shop. We took the Tourist Train (below) around the park. 

This is Shelley , Anne, and Mary   

on the bridge over the  brook. 

La Caille gardens. 

The Mormons welcome you with a song! 
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Above is a picture of Brigham Young's house. Apparently, in 
those days, as the train conductor explained to us, pink was 
considered to be MANLY! HA!  Me, Carla, and Mary in front 
of the 
knick-
knack 
shop. 
Mary 
and I 
wore 
our "My 
State is 
Bigger 
Than 
Your 
State" T-
Shirts. It 
always 
creates 
dialog! 
The 
ticket 
taker 
said "Well, you guys are okay as long as you don't meet 
someone from Alaska!" HA!  Inside the park there were 
pony rides. The picture above right is Lilly’s first pony ride! 
It was a fun day! 

That afternoon, we attended a family reunion party at 
Noella’s house.  Noella had a yard full of PEOPLE! Wow! It 

was fun! I took a 
picture of the 
chef, Jim Tate, 
Noella’s 
husband) while 
he was flipping 
burgers! He was 
a VERY busy 
fella’! The rest of 
Danny’s family 
had flown in to 
join us for the 
reunion; so,  it 
was a very 
special day!  

I have a picture 
on the next page 
of the whole 
Blain/Dugan 
clan. It was so 
special to have 
everyone there!  

The Blains. Jaycee & Alexander, Carla, & Lilly, Cody, Danny, Mandy 

(Danny’s daughter),  Jake, Mary , Carol (Danny’s wife), and Luke. 

Lilly’s first pony ride! Dad , Austin, helps. 
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JULY 8th  we all travelled south about 2 hours to Mt. 
Pleasant and Spring City. Dwain grew up in Spring City and 

we were going to bury him with his relatives.  These are wind 
turbines on the outskirts of Salt Lake City. They had a lot of 
them! Below that is a shot of the scenery on the way down.  

We arrived in Mt Pleasant where we stopped to check into 
Klevens Heaven. Mary and I had stayed there back in 2012 
during our Utah trip. It was pretty quaint; so, Mary thought we 
should stay there 
again, only this time 
we would take up 
the whole house!  

This is Shirley 
Klevens to the right. 
BOY! She made 
great breakfasts!  

Dugan/Blain reunion!  
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Klevens’ Heaven was a nice place to stay, especially if you 
rented the whole house! Danny and his family stayed 
upstairs. Austin and Jaycee stayed on the first floor with 
their kids. Mary and I were in the basement (the only air-
conditioned part of the house). There was a pool table 
upstairs in the play room. It was tough getting Danny’s kids 
to go to bed!  

We traveled out 
with Carla, Emily, 
and Shelley to 
their B&B  which 
was called the 
Lazy Inn. It was at 
the foot of 
Horseshoe Mt. 
Very pretty area 
for a B&B! That 
night we all met 
at the Dairy 
Freeze in Mt. 

Pleasant.   It was fun! 
Above is a picture of 
Austin and Lilly. Lilly 
liked to play a game 
where she would 
cover her mouth and 
then like blow you a 
kiss. She was so cute!  
Mom, Jaycee, was 
keeping Alexander 
busy. Alexander looks 
like he is about to 
expound on some very 
pertinent topic, but , 
nope, he didn’t!!  

I gotta’ say that 
the Utah Dairy 
Freeze had a 
different idea of 
what  a blizzard 
was because it 
turned out 
looking more like 
a smoothie than 
a blizzard, but, I 
guess that was 
CLOSE! Ha!  

We went with Carla & Emily & Shelley to check in to the Lazy 

Inn. It was located just at the foot of Horseshoe Mountain. 

Very pretty area! 

We went back into Mt. Pleasant to eat at the Dairy Freeze. 

Anne, Shelly, and Emily. 

Shannon, Mary, Luke, Carol (Danny’s wife) and Carla. 

Mandy, Cody, Danny, Jake and Luke. 
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Mary had stopped by to pick up the vault that was to hold 

Dwain's ashes. This had to be sealed before the service 

tomorrow; so, Danny was handling that. Sealed with Love. 

Breakfast at Klevens' Heaven is DELICIOUS! First day we had 

French toast. YUMMY! That's Luke , (I guess he's saying he 

LOVES the breakfast!), Danny, Cody, Jake, Mandy and Carol. 

All looking ALMOST bright and bushy tailed! HA! 

Mary, Jacey, Austin and the babies were in the patio dining room. 

Dwain couldn’t have a more 

beautiful resting place. 

I think Dwain had an “eye on 

us” while we laid him to rest. 

Rest in peace, dear friend. 

We held the service for Dwain at the cemetery in Spring 

City where he is surrounded by his family.  The picture 

above has some of the Utah branch of the family next to 

the Texas branch of the family. 
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 More Utah relatives. Judy Allred is a relative who lived 

in Spring City. She’s standing between Carla and Mary. 

Larry, Dolores, Shannon, Anne, Jim, Noella, Shelly,  

Mary and Brydon. 

The Service. 

This was Mary talking to John 

Roth (Colleen’s son) who 

helped us with the luncheon at 

the Mormon church. He was 

extremely  helpful cutting 

through red tape! 

Anne, Shannon, Shelly and Carol try to  

get the pickles and chips out. 

It was a nice turnout at the Mormon 

Church Pavilion Luncheon in memory of 

Dwain. 
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The next day, we shopped around Mt. Pleasant and 

Spring City and then we headed out  

to the Lazy Inn for a campfire. I took this photo at 

sunset. The lighting was beautiful! 

Sage brush at Sunset. 

The owner of the Lazy Inn was very nice. That's him and 

his son to the right just above the red cup! He spent quite 

a while watering down the whole area around where the 

campfire would take place. The area was VERY dry; so, he 

couldn't take chances, but he made us quite a bonfire! 

Shannon, Shelly and Carol got ready to make S'mores! To 

the right, Shannon was GOOD at making s’mores! 

Everyone had a great time! We went away 

 smelling like a bonfire! HA! 

In Spring City, they have a stone 

memorial to the spring around  

which Spring City was  built. We all 

stopped to partake of the spring 

water. Yum! 
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Danny , Carla, and Luke had driven up to Salt Lake City from Houston. 

They had a rented van. On the way back, we changed out and Danny, 

Jake, Luke, Mary and I all travelled back to Texas via minivan. The idea 

was to stop off along the way and see some sights.  The first stop was 

the Arches  National Park. It was just BEAUTIFUL!  

 

Our first sightseeing stop was the Arches Nat’l Park. This is Jake, 

Luke, Danny, and Mary at the entrance to the park. 

Huh?!!! 
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We stayed the night in Albuquerque. The next day we 

drove through New Mexico.  Mostly, it was kind of dull 

compared to Utah, but it had its own quiet beauty! 

And then we got to the muddy, dirty, drab New Mexico! 

We did get to see an Antelope! 

And then we hit Roswell….Ooooo...Aliens! 

The locals make the most of the Alien Angle! 

This was the Museum. Ooooo...ALIENS! 

Luke found some alien 

sunglasses at a gas sta-

tion ; so, I bought them for 

him because he looked so 

cute wearing them! 

We stayed the last night is 

Abilene and next day hit 

the Dr. Pepper Museum in 

Waco. Then home . Had a 

great time! 

We Passed by Chimney Rock which was cool! 
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Luke was good at posing for disaster 

pictures. At Alta, we had a lot of 

material to work with. 
Luke gets sucked into the snow blower! 

Luke’s Page 

Do I need to say anything? 

Shirley Klevens had a LOT of antique hats. 

She let us use them to test Luke's acting 

skills! Here he is a Russian Soldier. VERY 

MEAN!   

Siberian Soldier. 
Cowboy. 

Trapped by a man-eating tree...argghhhh!! 

Here Luke is a 

jungle 

guide ..fearlessly 

tracking a        

renegade         

elephant  


