
Once a year it becomes my solemn duty to detail 
all of my adventures for the past year. Whether 
this is welcomed by everyone to whom I send a 
copy of this newsletter, is somewhat debatable, 
and there are those friends within my immediate 
group who have threatened my person if I divulge 
certain happenings. Intrepid reporter that I am, I 
do not let that sway my literary zeal! I have even 
reached a point where I have a certain amount of 
trouble finding friends to accompany me on any 
trips because they know for certain that anything 
they do which is remotely stupid or funny or even 
has the chance of becoming remotely stupid or 
funny (with a little embroidery by myself, of 
course) might well end up in the Annual Christ-
mas Newsletter!! Some have even gone to the 
lengths of making me sign a waiver that I will not 
include any stupid or funny things that they do in 
the newsletter before they will embark upon a 
journey with me. Of course, I don’t let that bother 
me...I say “Sue me” . What can they do? So here is 
this year’s installment. And Mary, it would cost 
too much for a lawyer to maintain that waiver 
agreement; so, don’t bother! 
 

The Year of the Empty Pockets 
 
I entitle this momentous year “The Year of the 
Empty Pockets”. We had a little bit too much fun 
in Maine last year and I kind’a overspent my 
budget!! So, unfortunately, I was grounded this 
year and did not go back to Maine. However, not 
one to let a little thing like that get me down, I 
organized 4 cheap weekend trips to the hill coun-
try which has produced more than enough fodder 
for this year’s newsletter!  
 

Texas Blue Expedition 
Trapped in Columbus 

 
The absolute prettiest time of the year here in 
Texas is in April. That is when the bluebonnets 
bloom and , boy, are they pretty! So, I organized 
a little jaunt to Fredericksburg again. Fredericks-
burg is one of my favorite Texas tourist traps! 
Using Fredericksburg as central command, I fig-
ured that we’d try the northern route this year. 
we’d do the northern bluebonnet sightseeing trip.   
 
It took me quite a bit of finagling to talk 3 people 
into going with me, These three people had per-

sonal experience with my previous newsletters and 
were very wary of tagging along with me again. But, 
with a little sweet  talking  I managed to get Mary 
Blain, Shirley Blevins and Jean Norris in line for this 
expedition to Fredericksburg.  Mary made me sign a 
waiver, but I used that to coat the bottom of my kitty 
litter box so I don’t think it’s legal any more, do you?! 
 
We started out by meeting at Jean Norris’s house 
which is in Bellville. Shirley was driving down from 
Willis and Mary and I drove up from Houston. It was 
raining cats and dogs and did not portend well for 
our trip.  We all got soaked just running from the cars 
into Jean's house. Shirley had already arrived and was 
waiting there for us. In case I did not mention it, the 
MAIN purpose of this trip was to take pictures of 
bluebonnets with the aim of eventually using some of 
the photos as reference for paintings Well, never one 
to let me down when I need fodder for the newsletter 
Shirley provided my first good juicy tidbit...she went 
out of her house and left her brand new digital cam-
era sitting on the counter. HAH! Ain’t that just like an 
artist? So I explained to her that going on a photo-
graphic expedition necessitated a camera. She told 
me to button up that if I was a halfway decent friend , 
I would stop for her at a Wal-Mart where she could get 
a couple of those disposable cameras.  Weeellll, I said 
that I might stop but it could very well cost her an ice 
cream for the driver to pay for the expense and ag-
gravation of stopping (I’m not above using blackmail 
to get an ice cream out of my friends!).  
 

This was my “treasure” that Bobbie painted, and I won 

at the convention. That’s me and Bobbie Kilpatrick 

posing for this wonderful picture!!  

Isn’t the painting beautiful?!! 
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So, we started 
out. I had ar-
ranged to stop 
a t  B o b b i e 
Kilpatrick’s place 
in Columbus to 
pick up a demo 
painting that she 
had done for our 
Sugar Land Lone 
Star Art Guild 
convention in 
2002. I had won 
it as a door 
p r i z e . . . w e l l , 
technically, I did 
not WIN it. I won 
a round of golf 
at the Quail Val-
ley Country Club 
for 4, but some-
time during the 

evening that gift certificate went missing (go figure!) 
and they let me have Bobbie’s painting instead 
(good deal for me, huh?!). Now I was tickled to 
death since I did not play golf and could never af-
ford Bobbie’s artwork,  and this would be my only 
opportunity to have a piece done by her. She had 
taken it home to finish it for me and with one thing 
and another, I was not able to get out to Columbus 
to pick it up. So here we were! 
 
 We took Bobbie to lunch at a German restaurant in 
Columbus and then got back onto I-10 to connect 
with Hwy 71 where we would branched off to head 
towards Austin.  Well, we got to gossiping about 
this and that and the upcoming Lone Star Conven-
tion which Jean’s league was helping to sponsor this 
year. I looked out the passenger window and said , 
“Say, Jean, wasn’t that the turn off to Hwy 71 we just 
went whizzing by?” . Jean was my navigator. It takes 
a lot of bribery and coercion to get one of my 
friends to ride the navigator’s seat , because they 
know that my greatest pleasure is picking on my 
navigators after they get us lost. This is not an un-
common occurrence. My brother Dusty says that we 
artists can get lost in a heartbeat...and, I have to 
admit, that is probably true. We do it quite often 
and make most of our great and momentous scenic 
discoveries while we are thoroughly lost. I would 
consider a trip a complete loss if we did not get lost 
at least two times! Anyway, we had just passed the 
71 turnoff. Jean said, “Yes, I believe that was it’. 
“Well”, says I, “Could you have said something be-
fore we passed it by?” “You’re the driver, why didn’t 
you see the sign?” “Because I was busy talking to 
you..geesh..you just can’t get good help these 
days!”  
 
Anyway, we take the next exit, which, since we are 
talking Texas, is about 2 counties down the road, 

and then circle back around to grab 71 on the back-
side.  Then Jean started asking for advice about how 
many panels did we think they needed for the con-
vention and how she should arrange these panels. I 
looked out the passenger window and says “ JEAN! 
Was that the backside turnoff to 71 that we just 
passed again?!!!” . “Yes, I believe you are right!” says 
Jean. “WELL, do I have to say what I am thinking at 
this moment!!!??” says I. “ NO!!!” said all 3. Okay...so 
we had just passed the 71 turnoff again. We went 
back into Columbus and turned around. We decided 
not to talk until we had hit the 71 turnoff and, by 
gosh that did the trick, we made it! It took us 45 
minutes to get out of that tiny, little Texas town on 
Columbus! 
 

Fredericksburg and Bluebonnets 
 

We made it to the Fredericksburg area and checked 
into our hotel, then went exploring. Last year, Jean 
and Lou Beck and I had discovered some gems in 
Fredericksburg just by driving around and around. 
So...we set off to show them to the Mary and 
Shirley. Okay, we may have gotten  a little bit lost, 
but in Fredericksburg you can find yourself again 
pretty easily! The first was on North Schubert street 
and looked like it was a quaint little bed and break-
fast. We never did see any signs as to what it was 
but we found out on one or our later trips that it 
was an executive retreat for the SAS shoe company. 
It had a windmill and a mill with a water wheel and 
rustic looking cabins that the girls peeked into even 
though it said “Occupied” on the front door. I tried 
to get a picture of Shirley and Mary bent over look-
ing in the window, but these digitals are just not 
fast enough to catch some of these primo shots!  
 
Then we traveled around further and found the 
Catholic Cemetery which is cool because it is cov-
ered in bluebonnets over all the graves. Great photo 
op!  
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The windmill at the SAS retreat. 

I caught Shirley crouching behind a tombstone in the 

Catholic Cemetery in Fredericksburg.  



Next we found that there was a mountain in Freder-
icksburg! Yeah, really! It was called Cross Mountain 
and, of course, we took the trail up the mountain. 
Now I was not expecting a very large mountain but, 
you know, after going up Cadillac Mountain in Bar 
Harbor, I figured something along those lines. Big 
disappointment! The “trail” went for MAYBE a quarter 
of a mile and ended. We were not too impressed.  
 
We hit the ice cream shop and for our daily “fix” and 
then I had to take Shirley out to the Wal-Mart because, 
if you will remember, someone forgot to bring a cam-
era. Thus ended out first day! 
 
We had adjoining rooms in the hotel. Shirley and Jean 
took one and Mary and I had the other. I think I am 
having a bad influence on these girls. I let them know 
we had to be up bright and early to catch the morning 
sun. So...Jean took 10 years off my life by jumping the 
gun on me. She pounced  on my bed a 6 AM and said 
“GOOD MORNING!” “Geesh...can’t anyone get some 
peace and quiet for sleeping around here without hav-
ing to fear a heart attack at 6 AM in the morning??!!” . 
She said that she had wanted to beat me to the gun. 
Okay, she might have had a point there. I do tend to 
do things like that, but would never have admitted it 
to them! Unfortunately, they know me too well!  
 
Most of us got up and were ready to embark at 6:30. 
Mary, however, was doing her hair and had umpteen 
million bells and whistles and medicines she had to 
go through to get her asthma under control. And then 
there is the makeup. Unfortunately, she leaves that 
until last. As she was undertaking this momentous 
task, I strolled into Jean and Shirley’s room and said 
that my cat Hershey liked to go out into the garage. 
He thought that was outdoors (I do not let my two 
cats out, you see). He occasionally brings back a liz-
ard either dead or alive and deposits it at my feet. 
One day, he brought back one desiccated , mangy 
looking, seen-its-better days lizard and dropped it as 
a tribute in front of my feet. I told the girls that that 
lizard looked better than Mary does when she gets up 
in the morning. Ha-ha! That got a rise out of Mary!! 
She yells “ I DO NOT look like a defecated lizard!” “No, 
ding-dong, I did not say defecated...I said desiccated! 
Geesh...get your facts straight!” In the end, she reck-
oned that looking like a dried up lizard was better 
than looking like a pooped out lizard so figured that 
her day was off to a good start! 
 
We headed out toward Enchanted Rock. There was a 
field that Jean and Lou Beck and I went to last year 
that was primo for pictures. It was just across from 
Enchanted Rock. As I am happily tooling along, I hear 
this “STOP! STOP! STOP!” . There are few places to pull 
over , so I had to find a suitable place and turn back 
around. The girls had spied a great photo opportu-
nity,  and I was supposed to go back and let them 
take a picture. Now, I figured, this must be good! 
Must be tantamount to water falls and bluebonnets to 

rate a full three stop yell. When we got back there, 
there was a herd of goats on a hill in amidst the trees. 
“Hey!”, says I,  “ I do not stop for goats! Goats are NOT 
scenic! All they do is Baa and poop and there is not 
one bluebonnet in sight!” “Oooohhhh, aren't they cute! 
“Don’t you just love how the light is mottled on the 
goats under the trees?” “ Oh, how can you say 
that...when they are so wonderful!?” All I can say, is 
that this did not portend well for the rest of the trip. If 
I had to stop at every goat herd, we would never make 
it back to Houston in time for the winter season.  So, I 
told’em they had 2 minutes and then I was leaving. 
They gave me some dirty looks and 15 minutes later 
we started out again (they tend to ignore me a lot, you 
see).. 
 
I’m not averse to taking side-trips; so we took one off 
to the left and got some good shots. I took a picture 
of a couple of horses. And to pay the girls back a little 
for the goat stop, I stayed talking to those two horse 
for a while until I was threatened with bodily injury, at 
which time, I deemed it wiser to get back into the car 
instead of continuing to wiggle my stick around in the 
hornets nest. I told the girls 
that the horses told me they 
were bored. Their names 
were Buck and Slim and all 
they had to do every day was 
watch the dumb tourists who 
came down this dirt road and 
got stuck in the mud. So, I 
said we had to turn 
around...the boys said there 
was mud up ahead. Well, they 
called me all manner of fee-
ble witted names and said to 
keep on. Well, lo and behold, 
we came to some mud! 
Enough so that I did not want 
to continue (what a stroke of 
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Now, not wanting to be an art critic or anything, but I 

think most of you will agree with me that these goats 

were not that scenic in nature. Geesh! 

Slim and Buck 



luck...they thought I was a regular Dr. Dolittle!). 
 
The place across from Enchanted Rock had a “No 
parking” sign up this year which it did not have last 
year. Now, ordinarily,  I would not have let that stop 
me. However, there were not that many bluebonnets 
there this year,  so I was saved from having to risk 
getting a parking ticket out in the middle of God’s 
country, imagine that! 
 
As we drove into the thriving metropolis of Llano we 
decided to stop at the Llano Art League Gallery . There 
we met the one of the art hostesses for the day , Lois 
Lane. Yup! And you know that I could not resist what 
all 3 of my companions wanted to say, but didn't 
dare!! Hee-hee! I asked her if her husband was super!? 
She rolled her eyes at me and said…”Well, there’s a 
new one that I haven’t heard over 30 million times!” 
They all got a chuckle out of that, and we stayed and 
visited for quite a while. They were having a painting 
session in the next room which we had to interrupt. 
They had some nice artwork displayed. Invited us to 
join the league. We said that coming to meetings 
might be a tad infrequent since it would take 4 hrs to 
get there.  Well they did not worry about a little thing 
like that and said they would send us emails if we 
wanted to be in some of their shows. VERY friendly! 
They sent us to check out the Buchanan Art League 
which was just a spit and a holler down the road. 
Now, looking at that word, you’d think it was pro-
nounced “Byou-Cannon” , right, well, you would be 
wrong...in Texan it is “Buck-annon” . Fancy that!  
 
We went to the Buchanan Art league and interrupted a 
lesson they were having. They were friendly but not 
nearly as welcoming as the Llano bunch were. Then 
we set out to drive around looking at scenery and 
headed to Kingsland. There was a restaurant there 
with home-cooked meals that we checked out. It was-
n’t too bad. We hit the tourist bureau in Kingsland. 
The girls complained mightily about stopping there, 
but I said that if they can stop for goats, I can stop to 
find out whether these nice people knew some good 
bluebonnet patches. As it turned out she pointed us 

to a couple of places and to get Indian paintbrush pic-
tures and then told us to take FM 3010 to cut back 
over to RT 16 and get back to Fredericksburg. I am 
inserting some pictures of that route that the local 
tourist bureau told us to take. Unless we had water 
wings or an inner tube, we were not going across at 
that point! There had been some rain recently  in the 
hill country you see. It was quite fascinating. So we 
turned around and took the river’s edge road and 
found a field of pretty pink phlox. Texas is really 
something in the spring!  Just around the next corner 
is a little spot of beauty. 

 
Eventually we hit the Willow City Loop. For those of 
you that do not know this, the Willow City Loop is the 
absolute best place to look for bluebonnets. We hit it 
when the afternoon shadows made everything look so 
pretty. GREAT! I don’t know if you remember this or 
not, but when my Aunt Bette and Aunt Lois came to 
visit one year, we managed to get stranded on the 
Willow City Loop for 3 hours because we had locked 
the keys in the car along will all 3 cell phones. Yup...it 
was an experience! Needless to say, that did not hap-
pen this time.  We got back into Fredericksburg, hit 
the ice cream shoppe again and then the girls had to 
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This was the route recommended by the local Kingsland  

Chamber of Commerce! 

Field of pink phlox and bluebonnets! 

Along the Willow City Loop! 



go back to Wal-Mart. 
They all needed some 
more film, and Shirley 
needed some more 
throw away cameras. I 
was getting to know 
the Fredericksburg 
Wal-Mart quite well! 
 
 The next day we went 
up around the Llano 
River to see what kind 

of shape the low water crossings were in. There were 
some great 
crossings! I 
took a picture 
of one we 
went across 
last year. I 
have inserted 
that here and 
also a picture 
we took of the 
same crossing 
this year. 
Pretty impres-
sive, huh?!  
We came 
back to Fredericksburg, hit the Wild Flower Seed Farm 
and the ice cream shoppe and then Shirley had to go 
to Wal-Mart again. They were beginning to know us in 
that store and I had a reserved parking spot as a 
“frequent” shopper! 
 
The next day we went back to Bellville and hit the Bell-
ville bluebonnets . Jean know some primo places for 
getting pictures of red phlox. I’m including one of 
those shots. Aren’t they pretty? Then we hit the An-
tique Rose Emporium in Independence before heading 
home. That is always a good place to get some pic-
tures of flowers!! 
 
And that was my first trip of the year! 
 

The Bunkhouse and Cactus in Bloom! 
 

I somehow convinced Shirley that she needed to ac-
company me when I went out to the Bunkhouse in 
Cypress Mill for the spring show that they hold out 
there. As you might remember, the Bunkhouse is a 
converted 1890s homestead that is now an artists’ 
retreat run by Dena Wenmohs. It is on the Wenmohs 

ranch which is still a 
working ranch, but 
Dena’s sons do all the 
hard stuff these days. 
This show is held in 
conjunction with the 
Wine and Art Trail they 
hold out in the hill 
country a couple times 
a year.  Anyone who 

has been to a workshop at 
the Bunkhouse can join in 
on this show. So...out we 
went...Shirley is a glutton 
for punishment and seems 
to tolerate her inclusion in 
the newsletter. We stayed 
with Dena in her house. 
What I had not realized is 
how beautiful the prickly 
pear cactus is in May when 
they bloom. Oh, my, gosh, 
were they pretty! I spent 
most of my time taking 
pictures of the cactus!   
 
Shirley sold a painting and they managed to sell a 
couple more, but , on the whole, we did not sell 
much. They had lots of visitors though! There were a 
lot of tourists out on the Wine trial (did you know the 
hill country has scads of wineries?) , and there was a 
reenactment at the newest Alamo set (the Kevin Cost-
ner remake) which was located quite close to Dena’s 
ranch.  That drew in some tourists.  
 
We did have a good time. Dena is a hoot! Quite a 
Texas character. We had a campfire (without the fire) 
on the last day of the show and Dena had some of her 
neighbors over. They were all nice. Dena got a little 
bent out of shape because neighbor Bob had been 
ordered by his doctor to gain more than the 151 
pounds he was. Apparently he was unable to gain any 
more no matter what he ate. This seemed to outrage 
Dena who did not have that kind of problem at all!  
 
We went home the next day after having a wonderful 
time, even if it was not as lucrative as we had hoped. 

 
Newsflash! I win Best 
Floral at the Conven-

tion! 
 

You’ll never believe this, 
but I won Best Floral at the 
Lone Star Art Guild Conven-
tion this year! I used Vie’s 
techniques that I learned at 
the Bunkhouse!! I was so 
excited! The best I had ever 
won on one of my paintings 
was a third place; so, this 
was ultra cool! The high 
point of my year!’ 
  

James Black work-
shop in Port Arthur 

 
There are two art leagues in the Lone Star Art Guild 
that seem to have way too much fun! They are the 
Port Arthur Art Association and the Nederland Art 
Guild! Every so often they have a one day workshop 
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Last Year! 

This Year! 

Cactus Blossoms! 

More cactus Blossoms! 

My Best Floral winner! 



had had a 
PSA test re-
cently and 
the doctor 
called him 
back in after 
the results 
had come 
back. The 
doctor told 
him he had 
good news 
and bad 
news. The 
good news 
was that he didn’t have prostate cancer, The bad news 
was that he had throat cancer. James looked at us and 
very seriously said, “ I did not realize that his thumb 
was that long”. Well, the rowdy side of the room 
laughed, but the serious side looked quite crestfallen. 
“Are you going to be all right?” says one. We had to 
explain it was just a joke. Ha-Ha! Of course, during his 
speech Judy pipes up in her tiny voice with her Long 
Island Accent and says “ James, you’re going to have 
to explain what a PSA test is, Nancy doesn’t know, 
she’s single””. I promptly came back with “ I know 
what that is! I know everything!” It kind of interrupted 
James’ rhythm,  but he managed to survive and tell 
the rest. Although, he did not have much luck with the 
serious side of the room either!!  I say,  how can you 
survive without a sense of humor!!!?? 
 
We had a great time with the Port Arthur and Neder-
land group and looked forward to their next work-
shop. 
 

Happy Birthday, Dena! 
6 decades of decadence! 

 
I decided that I should get a group together and go 
out to help celebrate Dena’s 60th birthday which was 
on Aug 25. I mean you’re only that old once and I 
wanted to make the most of it by telling her how old 
she was getting for a whole weekend ( my friends ap-
preciate me, you know!). So I managed to talk 4 
friends into going out to spend the weekend of Aug 
20. I know, you’re asking yourself  “How can anyone 
be so stupid as to travel with me, when they know I 
am going to use any dumb thing they do in my news-
letter?” . Well, you’d be surprised to know that I can 
talk my friends into anything given enough lead time! 
So I had Judy Beard, Leah Blasingame, Marchita Priest 
and Jean Norris ready to go out to celebrate Dena’s 
60th!  
 
We arrived on Friday afternoon. Vie Dunn-Harr had 
come up from San Antonio to make Dena lunch that 
day and was there to greet us. Judy and Leah were 
assigned to get a little cake to bring along. I didn’t 
want a big one , because I wanted to emphasize the 
60 candles we were going to put on that little, bitty 

that costs only 
$35 . They sent 
out an announce-
ment for one be-
ing taught by 
James Black. Well, I 
talked Leah Blasin-
game and Judy 
Beard into going 
out there with me 
to attend it. We 
decided to drive 
out Friday night 
and stay overnight 
at the Ramada Inn 
and then go to the 
workshop the next 
day. Since I had to 
work , we did not 
get out of Hous-
ton until 7 PM. We 

arrived in Port Arthur around 9 PM and , lo and be-
hold, there standing under the front portico of the 
hotel was Doris Webb the president of the Nederland 
league!! She came to welcome us and brought along 
Wanda Mitchell the president of the Port Arthur league 
and Sharlene Vincent who was a member of both 
leagues!! We decided we needed to celebrate so, of 
course, chose to do so by going to the nearest Marble 
Slab Creamery for some super fattening yummy ice 
cream!! We chatted for an hour or so, had a great 
time, and generally felt well welcomed!  
 
We crawled out of bed the next morning and got over 
to the Texas Artists Museum where the workshop was 
being held around 8:30 AM. We set up and proceeded 
to have a great time. Now, our side of the room was 
having a jolly good time! We had Doris, Wanda, Shar-
lene, Judy, Leah and a couple other members of the 
leagues out there, Elaine and Joyce. We were a rowdy, 
having a great time,  crowd. The rest of the room was 
very studious and quiet. They probably thought we 
were nuts or something, but I say, hey, if you don’t 
have a sense of humor , your life is fated to be dull!  
 
In the afternoon, we had a very quiet time while James 
was going from artist to artist; 
so, I decided to liven things up 
by telling my “Buck in a Volks-
wagen” story (a bit of family 
history that gets better with 
each telling!). I was going 
pretty good. The rowdy side of 
the room thought it was a cool 
story, but the studious, serious 
side of the room looked at me 
like I was from outer space. It 
was a hard room to sell and the 
Buck in a Volkswagen story fell 
flat. I should have been warned 
when James had told his joke 
that morning. He said that he 
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James tries to help Judy create a 

 masterpiece! 

This is what we were 

trying to paint! 

Wanda Mitchell and Sharlene Vincent 

were on the FUN side of the room! 



cake, you understand where I’m coming from, right?  
 
I had painted a portrait of Dena’s old horse Whistle 
who died the day after we left from one of Vie’s work-
shops a year or two ago when it got down to 15 de-
grees out in the hill country. I gave her that. Jean had 
found a funny card that we all signed and gave her 
that.  
 
My assignment was bringing the candles. Now, you 
may not realize this, but those little birthday candles 
only come in boxes of 24. Because Dena was so 
danged old, I had to go and purchase THREE of those 
boxes! But, never fear, we managed to fit all 60 can-
dles onto that tiny cake. It looked like a porcupine 
with mange before we were done. Than Dena and I 
started to light those candles. WOW! What a sight! 
They were so close together that the flames coalesced 
into one HUGE blaze! After 3 puffs only a meager few 
candles were out and the flames were beginning to 
rise toward the ceiling. We were tempted to grab the 
fire extinguisher , but after 5 puffs, Dena finally got it 
out. You’d think with all the hot air Dena usually out-
puts, she could have done it in 3 , so I was severely 

disappointed 
in her!  
 
We were sup-
posed to stay 
in the Bunk-
house which is 
just a spit 
away from 
Dena’s house, 
but the fire 
ants got into 
t he  wa t e r 
pump and the 
water ceased 
to exist. I have 
a picture of 
Dena spraying 
t he  wa t e r 
pump to kill the ants. The only problem with that ap-
proach that we found out later is that the spray puts a 
coating on the electrical contacts and loused up the 
works worse than the fire ants. So, poor Dena, had to 
bunk all 5 of us in her house. That meant that Jean 
and I had to sleep in Dena’s room. I told Dena it was 
against my religion to sleep in the same bed with any-
one who snored, snorted, farted, hogged the bed or 
was not Mel Gibson. She said I could sleep on the 
floor then if I was so particular. Okay, she had me 
there. So I slept with Dena in her king-sized bed  (she 
needs a bed that size...you can only imagine why). 
Jean took the twin bed and the other girls bunked out 
in the other two bedrooms.  
 
I have never had such a fright as I had that night! It 
became my turn to use the shower ; so, I am peace-
fully doing my wash down , when I turn around to let 
that nice, hot water slide down my back and I see 
through the steam a vision that was like the worst 
nightmare I had ever seen! HOLY SMOKES! Dena has a 
full-length mirror installed in her shower. Oh, gosh, 
oh, gee...some things are better left to the imagina-
tion! It put me off my feed for a whole hour or so. I 
tell you some folks are gluttons for punishment!  
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Dena and her Blazing Birthday Cake!!! 

Dena Battles the FIRE ANTS!!!! 

Me on the Bunkhouse Porch! 

The motley crew celebrating Dena’s 60th! That’s Dena, 

Leah, me, Judy (front and center) , Jean and Marchita! 



Once we had 
the direc-
tions to 
Fredericks-
burg, which 
a n y o n e 
would know 
that Dena 
knew already 
and had no 
need to ask
( in my opin-
ion), then we 
headed on 
into Fredericksburg. 
 
The Trade days was set up right near the Wild Flower 
Seed farm so we checked out the seed Farm first. 
Nothing 6 women can do when they see a good tour-
ist trap knick-knack shop—they are attracted just like 
a magnet; so, in we go. That absorbed a pretty fair 

amount of time,  then we went back to hit the Trade 
Days. They had lots of crafts and stuff for sale so that 
also took a fair amount of time to go through.  
 
After cleaning out the Trade days, we went into Fred-
e r i c k s b u r g . 
Now, Jean and 
I knew about 
Cross Moun-
tain from out 
earlier expedi-
tions in Fred-
ericksburg. I 
asked Dena if 
she knew that 
Fredericksburg 
had a moun-
tain. “No, I did 
not realize 
that, as a mat-
ter of fact  , it 
is pretty damn 

When I asked Dena why in heavens ‘ name did she 
have a full-length mirror in her shower, she said her 
doctor told her to put that there as a desensitizer. 
Well, in my opinion that is not a wise move. There are 
some things you should not see if you do not have a 
gun handy...just my opinion, mind you. 
 
The next day, the plan was to go to Fredericksburg 
and check out the Fredericksburg Trade Days which 
was taking place that weekend. On the way, Dena sug-
gested we check out the Johnson City Rodeo parade 
which was due to start in the morning in Johnson City. 
Well, that sounded like a good scheme to me...I still 
remember the experience Mary Blain and I had when 
we volunteered to help out at the Hempstead Water-
melon Festival a few years ago. They had a parade and 
every man in town had his riding lawnmower deco-
rated up and was in the parade. It was definitely small 
town, funky, and cool! The only mistake  they had in 
the planning of this parade was positioning the quar-
ter horses in front of the guys with the lawn mowers. 
It got to be a little messy and what with some of the 
mowers being on , the audience got sprayed occasion-
ally with horse droppings that had been mulched 
through the mulching mowers. It was great! I loved it!  
 
Anyway, back to my story. We hit Johnson City and 

Dena took us up 
a couple of back 
roads until we 
saw a portion of 
the parade. It 
looked like they 
had  a l ready 
started . We 
asked a local 
who was stand-
ing about if we 
missed the pa-
rade. He said 
“Aw, heellll, y’all 
just in time ta’ 

see the second time round!” (He had a heavy Texas 
accent , you see). Apparently, since they obviously 
were not as inventive as Hempstead and did not have 
the guys with their lawn mowers in the parade, the 
parade was so short they kept going around until they 
filled an hour. Dena told us that was how it was al-
ways done. I imagine that was a good, practical thing 
and was funny enough to add to my Christmas news-
letter. Now ain’t that cool?!!  
 
After we managed to get through the parade traffic, 
which was another experience that was ultra small 
town and cool, ‘cause Dena and the girls started flirt-
ing with all these good lookin’, Johnson City police 
men who were directing traffic. Dena went so far as to 
make me circle back around so she could clarify the 
directions she had just asked of this one particularly 
cute officer!! It was disgusting...too bad he was on her 
side of the car!! 
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Dena displays her birthday card for 

OLD folks! 

Judy and the PIG! 

Dena and the PIG! 

In Wimberly, That’s Leah, Judy, Me and 

Jean Norris! 



flat”. So, we had to 
enlighten her as to 
this mountain and 
took her up the Cross 
Mountain trail, which, 
if you remember was 
ALMOST a whole 
quarter mile in 
length. Dena was not 
impressed. As we 
went back into Fred-
ericksburg, we did 
see a rather large hill 
with a cross on the 
top in the distance ; 
so, figured that must 
have been Cross 
Mountain.  
 
We checked out a cou-

ple galleries. I took a picture of Dena and Judy next to 
a sculpture of a pig. They turned out to be primo pic-
tures!. A cold front came through (in Aug no less) and 
nearly froze us to death! Texas is never dull! We hit 
the Chocolate factory and then headed back to the 
Bunkhouse for our Sat night barbecue.  
 
We stopped at a peach orchard to get some of the 
famous Fredericksburg peaches which are sooooo 
good! Then we hit a store in Johnson City to get some 
Bluebell ice cream so we could have some peach ice 

cream sundaes 
for dessert. 
Someone sug-
gested getting 
p e a c h 
schnapps to 
mix with the 
peaches so we 
also hit a liq-
uor store to 
pick that up. 
After getting to 
know Johnson 
City pretty 
w e l l ,  w e 
headed back 

for our barbecue.  
 
We probably should not have had lunch so late in 
Fredericksburg, because none of us was very hungry 
that night. The peach sundaes did not even tempt us, 
but , never fear, we would not let good stuff like that 
go to waste. So, we had the peach sundaes for break-
fast!!! Excellent! 
 
Dena took us down to see Cypress Creek which runs 
for a mile through her ranch. That is always fun. I 
took a picture of the cactus which had those fruity 
protrusions on them that Dean called something and I 
promptly forgot what she called them.  
 

We left to take a scenic route back to Bellville. We 
hit Wimberley which, outside of Fredericksburg, is a 
prime, A-Number 1 tourist trap. We all took pictures 
of some very pretty blue morning glories that were 
on a rock wall.  Then we visited the gallery of the 
New Braunfels Art League which was pretty impres-
sive, then jean got us lost trying to find Bellville (I 
tell you, these navigators just about make my news-
letter for me!!). And that was the end of a fun week-
end with the girls! 
 

Vie’s November workshop 
 
You may not believe this, but I actually talked 
Shirley Blevins into going out to the Bunkhouse with 
me again to attend the Vie Dunn-Harr workshop. We 
also managed to hogtie 3 brand new rookies. We 
got Ralph Baker and Pat Lynch of the Northwest Art 
League and Odette Densford of the Sugar Land 
league to go with us. We again met at Jean Norris’s 
house in Bellville where Shirley was going to leave 
her car and then travel along with me and Odette in 
my van and Pat and Ralph were driving in Pat’s SUV. 
Jean was sweet enough to provide us with a yummy 
lunch of chili, salad, bread and key lime pie! Life is 
rough on us during these trips!  
 
We stopped at the HEB in Bastrop to get supplies, 
because we always like to eat well during these 
Bunkhouse trips. Then we tooled into the Bunk-
house about 6 PM. It turned out that we had the 
Bunkhouse to ourselves and Vie, Holly and Lisa 
stayed at Dena’s house with her. The first night was 
a wine and cheese get together and everyone got to 
know each other.  
 
Shirley and I took the Scorpion room and Odette 
and Pat and Ralph had rooms to themselves. I had a 
hard night that first night. We had stopped at a 
Subway in Bee Cave to get sandwiches and ate them 
for supper that night. Mine did not agree with me. I 
was figuring that Shirley had the same problem, 
because I have never slept in the same room with 
such a gassy person!! That Shirley let air all night 
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Wimberly Morning Glories! 

Shirley working on her masterpiece! 

Vie helps to pick out a room for abstract inspiration! 



long! I thought she must 
be as miserable as me. In 
the morning, I happened 
to sit on the end of her 
bed, and it farted at me! 
Here I was blaming Shirley 
for all those noxious 
noises in the night, when 
she was innocent...it was 
that darn farting bed! 
Every time she moved, it 
sounded like a whoppee 
cushion ! Pretty cool! The 
Scorpion Room could now 
be renamed the “Room of 
the Farting Bed”!! 
 
The water went out when 

Shirley flushed the toilet. I blamed it all on her, of 
course, and went up to Dena’s to relay the fact that 
the fire ants must have attacked again. She got her 
good neighbor, Hector , to come help figure out what 
Shirley had done, and it turned out to be vapor lock 
(whatever that is!). It seems that a lot of gaseous 
problems were swirling around Shirley’s head. You 
know it is said that where there is smoke there is fire! 
Humph! 
 
Let me mention that a wondrous happening had oc-
curred overnight. Dena had lost her voice sometime 
between Thursday evening and Friday morning. Oh, 

what joy! Usually when I heckle her and pick on her, 
she fights back with great zeal!  Heh-heh! Here was an 
opportunity waiting to be snatched and , believe me, I 
took full advantage by razzing her, heckling her and 
generally giving her an extremely bad time knowing 
that I was safe from retaliation (at least for that day, 
anyway). My luck held out when the voice continued 
to be lost on Sat. I began to get a little unlucky on 
Sunday when she started honking at me like a half-
crazed goose. I have to say that I landed quite a few 
good insults on her in that 3 day time period that 
went unanswered!! Her blood pressure must have 
gone sky high having to tolerate all this abuse without 
being able to fight back!! Heh-heh...ain't it too 
bad...poor thing!!!??? 
 

Dena has acquired 3 miniature donkeys that are 
soooo cute! They have very pot bellies and follow 
you around like dogs. All they want is a little lov-
ing . They heard that I was making pina colata pan-
cakes and came by to have some. They were half-
way up the front steps of the Bunkhouse before we 
caught them and told them that , regretfully, they 
were not invited to the breakfast bash! 
 
Anyway, we had a good day painting. I was not sure 
that Ralph was going to take to the Abstract part of 
this, but he did very well and seemed to have a 
good time. He was very brave being the only 
rooster amongst all those hens!   
 
Dena had arranged that the “frame” guy came by 
with a truckload of frames to sell. That was pretty 
handy and a lot of the local artists came by that day 
to visit and buy frames.  
 
That evening after supper some of the group went 
over to Dena's to watch a foreign movie with subti-
tles. I told’em I refused to watch a movie I had to 
read,  and we stayed and got snookered by Ralph! 
He and Pat had been into the wine and were feeling 
no pain. Ralph had brought his dominoes and 
taught Pat, Shirley and I how to play Mexican Train. 
The big problem there was that the rules kept get-
ting unveiled as we went along. Shirley and I had 
not imbibed a couple bottles of wine like our fellow 
players,  and it seemed to us that the rules kept 
changing according to the situation!! But Ralph was 
having a great time,  and we were getting a kick out 
of getting stomped at dominoes! Needless to say, 
Ralph won that night! 
 
The next day we continued with our masterpieces 
and that night Shirley actually won the dominoes 
game! Sunday, we went down to the creek to take 
some pictures. It is so pretty down there.  The 
weather could not have been more perfect and we 
all had a great time! If you have never been to the 
Bunkhouse, I highly recommend it (if you can put 
up with the eccentric owner that is!). 
 

James Black Workshop, Dec 4 
 
Well, the Gold Coast Fine Arts League had organ-
ized another 
James Black 
workshop, this 
time in Beau-
mont; so, I 
talked Mary 
Blain, Ralph 
Baker and Pat 
Lynch into go-
ing out there 
for it. At $35 
for a day...you 
can’t beat that 
with a stick.  
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Dena’s Donkeys wanted to 

join us for breakfast! 

Ralph works 

on his under-

lying abstract. 

After that was 

done, he 

painted a land-

scape on top 

of the abstract 

while the 

painting was 

still wet!  

We painted a Vermont covered 

bridge this time! 



he will take 
it  over 
there, chew 
it a little, 
and then 
drop it. He 
then eats  
some food, 
picks up 
the pom-
p o m  , 
chews, and 
drops it. 
Then he 
eats some 
more and 
so on until finally the pom-pom disappears! I wised 
up after a while, but not until I had a $1300 bill for 
endoscopy , x-rays, etc to fix him up after too many 
pom-poms!! Now, because he likes them so much, I 

get those big 
pom-poms and 
keep a watch 
on them for 
fragmentation. 
I catch them at 
d e s t r u c t i o n 
po in t  and 
throw them 
away!! I have 
included some 
illustrations of 
this phenom-
ena.    

 
My other cat, Jadzia, likes to crunch up the wrap-
pers on Stay-Free Maxi-Thins. No other kind of 
wrappers will do, just those because the paper is 
pebbly and crunches into a little ball so well. So I 
buy her the Stay-Free Maxi- Thins just to get  the 

wrappers. Since I now no longer use these, I throw 
the pad away! Yup...hard to believe isn’t it!??  Our 
pets have us trained so well! 
 

 
The girls from 
t h e  t w o 
leagues came 
out to meet us 
again at the 
hotel where we 
were staying! 
Doris, Shar-
l e n e ,  a n d 
Yvonne were 
there to greet 
us.  Ralph and 
I had made 
some cookies 
and brought 

those for our little get together,  and Mary brought 
some hot chocolate. There was a children's soccer 
team staying in the same hotel and we expected them 
to be rowdy. Ralph brought wine and before long it 
was our lot that was getting rowdy!! But...we had a 
damn fine time!  
 
The next day we 
went to the 
GCFAA gallery to 
set-up and let 
James know that 
the  Hous ton 
bunch was there 
to heckle him all 
day. I could see 
he was overjoyed 
at the news!  We 
painted a covered 
bridge that was 
from a picture he 
had taken in Ver-
mont.  The local 
ladies had pro-
vided us with lunch, even...how cool is that!??!! We 
had a great day and even got to buy some raffle tick-
ets for a James Black print that they were raffling off 
to earn some money for the GCFAA. After their Christ-
mas party, Sharlene sent me a message saying I had 

won the print!!!! 
WHOOPEE! How 
cool! 
 

Cats and how 
their owners 
Spoil them!  

 
I bought my cat 
Hershey from an 
owner that had 
trained him to 
fetch pom-poms. 
That was so cute! 
The lady even gave 

me a whole jar of pom-poms to keep him happy. Well, 
he has this habit of fetching when it pleases him and 
them finally, if I happen to throw it near the food dish, 
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Virgin, unmangled  pom-pom! 

Intermediate Stage Pom-Pom 

Totally Mangled, Spit-laden  Pom-Pom 

Mary shows her best side while mixing 

paints! 

James and the finished demo painting. 

His eyes were closed so I figured he was 

praying for this day to end! 

Various stages of StayFree wrapper disintegration! 

Stage 2 

Final 

Stage 3 

Stage 1 



 
 

My Aunties Move to Florida!  
 
My aunties decide to move to Florida from Maine 
after this past winter which is said to have been the 
worst in Maine in 50 years! So, when did they de-
cide to move? Yup! You guessed it, right during the 
many hurricanes that hit Florida! They live in Spring 
Hill on the west coast just north of Tampa. Luckily, 
they made it through the storms with very little 
damage, but it was an interesting time for them! 

 
And that was my year...not too exciting this time, 
but I managed to keep busy! 
 
 

Bette sent me this picture of her place. I would have 

one of  Lois and Terri’s but , even though Terri has a 

digital camera now, she has not sent me a picture! 

Cypress Creek runs for a mile through 

Dena’s ranch! 

A bee in a cactus blossom ! 

Dena’s vicious guard dog. Get-down Maggie! 


