
NANCY’S NEWS – 2001 

Okay, guys, are you ready to be completely 
bored for one more year?!! Well, here we go!  I’m 
still here in Texas...still working for the same 
company.   We’re still surviving down here in the 
sunny south! 

 

Lois and Bette do Texas! 
 

Well, the year before last, I took Shirley Blevins 
and Mary Blain to Maine with me to visit with  
my aunties. I decided this year that I should try 
to bring my aunties to Texas.  So, on April 4th 
Mary and I trucked on out to Houston Interconti-
nental to pick up Lois and Bette. They were 
pretty excited , mainly because the grass was 
green,  and they still had snow in Maine! It was 
in the 70s here. We took them down through 
downtown Houston. We toured the Medical Cen-
ter which is pretty impressive! It goes on for a 
mile or two.  
 
Then that Mary started what turned out to be a 
downhill slide for the four of us! She says “Why 
don’t we get some ice cream at the Marble Slab 
Creamery?” . Now, luckily, for me, I had not dis-
covered the Marble Slab Creamery yet, and I’d 
been in Houston for 15 years, but Mary started 
me on that slippery, high calorie down hill slope 
to Marble Slab Obesity! Oh, man! Was it GOOD!  
Mary said that she had read an article some-
where saying that Marble Slab ice cream had the 
highest butter fat content of any ice cream. Well, 
I’m here to testify that it sure tasted like it did! 
The aunties were also hooked , and we made it a 
point to stop at Marble Slab for lunch every day 
we could find one.  
 
We dropped Mary off at her house and then 
came back to my place for a crock pot meal I 
had left cooking. It was corned beef and cab-
bage, and, luckily for me, it went over well with 
the girls. My next door neighbor’s Chris and 
Laura Parnell came over to meet the girls and 
brought their new baby , Michael to help out.  
 
The next day we were scheduled to take off for 
Galveston Island. Well, apparently, Bette had 

trouble 
sleeping that first night; so, came downstairs 
about 5:30 AM , opened the back door and let 
Maxi in. Those of you that have read my lengthy 
newsletters before know that Maxine (half Lab/
half Rottweiler) belongs to Laura and Chris next 
door. We tore down some of the slats in the 
fence between our houses so Maxi could come 
visit me when I babysat for her. Well, she was 
out there at 5:30 AM, ever vigilant in her duties 
as the official night shift guard against all man-
ner of predators such as armadillos, opossums, 
and squirrels. Well, Bette let her in. Now, Maxi 
doesn’t just come in, you understand...she cre-
ates a one dog stampede straight for the cat 
dishes! On the way she spied me bunked out in 
my brand , new,  inflatable bed on the living 
room floor and pounced (OOOMPF) on me lick-
ing for all she was worth. Then Bette figured 
that she should spread the wealth; so , told Maxi 
to go wake up Lois who was bunked out in my 
bedroom. All I heard was some pretty bad curs-
ing from in there . Bette was fixing to get a bad 
talkin’ to all day long!  Maxi got kicked outside.  
She had that look on her face like – “hey, what 
the heck! I was just beginning to enjoy my-
self!??” 
 
My friend Lori has a beach house just down the 
coast from Galveston and offered to let us use it 
for a night so the girls, who were used to snow, 
could catch some rays and relax on the beach! 
So we took off for Galveston Island.  We took the 
opportunity to hit Moody Gardens to check out 
the new Aquarium and the rainforest with all the 
butterflies flying around you. It was cool!   

Page 1  

Laura, Chris 
and Michael 
Parnell really 

get into  
Halloween! 

They 
dressed up 

as the  
characters 

from 
 Gilligan’s 

Island! 



 
We called the girls 
who were at Lori’s 
beach house and 
got them to meet 
us at the Flagship 
Hotel.  Then we 
went across the 
street to catch the 
Moby Duck tour . It 
is a retired am-
phibious vehicle 
used during World 
War II and tours 

around Galveston and then just plunges on into 
the bay and tours the bay from the water! Cool, 
huh?! 
 
Luckily, 
while we 
were on the 
Moby Duck 
tour, we 
passed a 
Marble Slab 
Creamery! 
Lois, 
Bette ,Mary 
and I ze-
roed in on 
it , and, after the tour was over, we homed in on 
it like a homing beacon! After we had our fix for 
the day, we went back to Lori’s beach house to 
relax for the night. Lori and Mary had prepared a 
nice supper for us, and , after that, we all went 
out onto the porch to watch the beach at night, 
belch and enjoy the surf sounds, the stars and 
the ocean breezes!  
 
The beach house is on stilts and , although Lori 
warned them that the house was built to go with 
the wind, I think they looked a little green 
around the gills the next day!! Apparently they 
felt it moving and got a little seasick. Now I did-
n’t, but, then ,  I was out like a light! 
 
The next day we went into Galveston.  we went 
to tour one of the old mansions that had been 
preserved. Galveston was pretty well wiped out  
by the 1901 hurricane and a lot of these old 
mansions still have evidence of that disaster. 
Quite interesting. 
 
We hit the Strand for some sightseeing and  
shopping. The Strand is a restored portion of the 

old city down by the docks that has about one 
million knick-knack shops along it! We acciden-
tally (oh, okay, we went looking for it!) went into 
one of the old-fashioned soda fountains that oc-
cur on the Strand and had our daily high calorie 
ice cream fix! Then we traveled back to Lori’s 
place, cleaned up, and I drove the girls back to 
Sugar Land .  
 
The next day we traveled to see the San Jacinto 
Monument and the Kemah Boardwalk. I had 
never been there but heard it was definitely a 
place to see ; so, I enlisted another of my good 
buds, Judy Beard, to be our tour guide for that 
day, because she was well versed in these two 
places. Now, Judy is from Long Island , a born 
Yankee and talks our language….oh, okay, she 
does has a New York accent; so, technically, it 
isn’t Mainiac like the aunties and I talk, but close 
enough!. Well, getting out on a sightseeing ex-
pedition when we are surrounded by all these 
stores, and the aunties want to shop, is ex-
tremely difficult! Judy came by , and we decided 
to go to the Mall for a cinnamon roll for break-
fast.  They didn’t quite measure up to Dysart’s ; 
so, we went on to Mervyn’s to try and find some 
comfortable shoes for Lois who was getting a 
blister. Well, they didn’t have anything ;so, we 
absolutely HAD to stop at Super Target! Okay, 
Lois rolled out with a cart load of stuff and de-
cided we still didn’t have any shoes ;so, we HAD 
to hit Academy.  Eventually, we found some 
shoes and finally started out on our trek. Judy 
was suitably impressed with the aunties’ shop-
ping prowess . 
 
We hit the San Jacinto monument on a hazy day. 
This is  where Sam Houston kicked the snot out 
of Santa Anna, you know the place. On a good 

Lois took this of Bette and the 
Birds at the Moody Gardens 

Rainforest.  

Lori Lois Bette 

Lois, Lori, Me, and Bette relaxing at the beach house. 
Mary snapped the picture for us. 
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day you can see 
the whole Hous-
ton ship channel, 
which, believe 
me, is impressive, 
when you can see 
it, which we 
couldn‘t.  
 
Next,  we pressed 
on to the Kemah 
Boardwalk. This 
used to be a lazy 
little coastal fish-
ing village that 
got turned into a 
tourist trap. It has 
a good lot of 
knick-knack 
shops, etc. We 
wanted to have 

lunch at the Aquarium restaurant , because they 
have a huge salt-water aquarium that runs the 
two stories of the restaurant and another one 
that has the tables arranged around it. It was 
beautiful and quite impressive. But then , so 
was the price ! We didn’t get out of there for 
less than $20 each for LUNCH! EEKS! 
 
Luckily, there was a Marble Slab Creamery there 
so we got our daily fix of high calorie ice cream! 
Bette bought a HUGE stuffed rabbit! I figured 
we’d either have to buy the little sucker an air-
plane seat or ship it home in a separate box! 
 
The next day we did some serious shopping 
mixed with a little sightseeing. We hit the Town 
and Country Village. I showed the girls the gal-
lery where my artwork was on display. We hit 

William Sonoma (a very high priced kitchen 
shop). Then we took Memorial Drive down past 
where I worked and on to hit Ima Hogg’s place at 
Bayou Bend. It has beautiful azalea  gardens and 
a lovely mansion. Unfortunately, we missed the 
tours but got to see the outside.  
 
Then we hit the Galleria. I think we could well 
have left Bette there for her whole stay. The Gal-
leria is the biggest shopping Mall in Houston. 
Very posh! Has a skating rink in the bottom level. 
Has three levels and covers many sq. miles! 
 
We had to drag Bette out, though, because Mary's 
husband, Dwain invited us to a steak house 
called the Taste of Texas for dinner. Boy! Was it 
yummy! Dwain went and paid for the whole 
thing...he was so nice to us Yankees! After that 
big day, we retired home.  
  
Next day, we headed out to see the Johnson 
Space Center. NASA may never recover from the 
aunties’ visit! Lois set off the metal detector with 
her metal knees when we were trying to get into 
Mission Control. NOW that was FUNNY!! Well , 
they frisked her and ran the metal  wand all over 
her. I think she was enjoying it pretty well. One 
of the guards wasn’t that bad lookin’, if you 
know what I mean!  Anyway, they were geared up 
for the space station mission and mission control 
was alive and in action. I’d not seen it like that; 
so, I was impressed! They never did the metal 
detector thing on my prior visit, but then mission 
control was not active.  
We saw the IMAX theatre production there at 
NASA. The IMAX is the high resolution movie that 
they project onto a 100 foot high screen. It was 
cool. We saw the astronauts floating above Earth.  
 

Bette, Judy, and Lois at the foot 

of the San Jacinto monument. 

This is a picture Bette took of Ima Hogg’s Mansion at Bayou Bend. 
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We hit the knick-knack shop there and came 
out with several NASA souvenirs.  
 
We came back and hit K-Mart to get photos 
processed and to do some serious shopping. 
 
Next day, we set off for San Antonio. My 
buddy , Leah Blasingame, was nice enough to 
let us use her van on the proviso that I drive. 
It’s a full sized van and a bear to back up (at 
least, if you want to see where you’re back-
ing, that is!) So we had Leah and Judy Beard 
again and my aunties and myself. I had made 
reservations at the Hilton Palacio Del Rio 
right on the San Antonio River walk; so, we 
made like we were rich for one night! It was 

definitely cool! 
We had a balcony that overlooked the River-
walk and watched the partying take place 
most of the night. Leah and Judy were on the 
10th floor, one above us. They are smokers ; 
so, were segregated from us on their own 
floor! We sat down on the balcony that eve-

ning listening to Judy and Leah carrying on 
one floor up. Whatever they were talking 
about must have been VERY funny, because 
they were giggling all evening!! They had a 
cloud of smoke floating out from their bal-
cony and were puffing up a storm and enjoy-
ing themselves immensely! 
 
The next day we checked out of our posh 
hotel and hit the Alamo first thing in the 
morning. Of course, it also had a knick-knack 
shop, and we pillaged that pretty well. Then 
we crossed back over to the River Center 
Mall. It’s really hard to pass by a mall when 
Bette’s around. She’s like a blood hound on a 
scent trail when we go by one!  Then we took 
one of the trolleys down to the Mercado 
(Mexican Market) where Bette bought a lovely 
blanket that didn’t seem to weigh too much 
at first, but by the time we got back to the 
car, Bette’s arm was a couple inches longer!!  
They put me in charge of finding the right 
trolleys to take and I made a small mistake 
that got us a little short of the final target. 
We had to find another trolley to get us to 
where we really needed to go….okay, okay, 
sometimes I make some calculated errors. It 
was really my attempt at showing the girls 
how very easy it was to get on and off the 
trolleys in San Antonio! Just a demonstration, 

that‘s all. Okay, Bette’s arm was dragging 
with that  big blanket. We offered to help, 
but she got stubborn because we had all 
started making fun of her dragging around 
this blanket!!  
 
Next, we had to head out to Wimberly, a little 
town just NW of San Antonio . Wimberly is a 
tourist trap that is EXTREMELY busy at Texas 
bluebonnet time. I had reserved a place 

Tourist photo of Bette, me and Lois!  

The view from our balcony! 

At the Alamo! 

Bette Lois 
Davy Crockett would roll over 

in his grave! 
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called the Wimberly Lodge. It slept 12 and 
was located on the top of one of those Texas 
hills and just surrounded by bluebonnets. It 
was lovely.  My cousin Donna, who is my 
aunt Velma’s daughter, and her husband 
Pete drove all the way down from Homer, 
Louisiana, where they lived , to meet us and 

stay a couple days! Ann and Mike Chapman , 
fellow artists, drove up  from Houston and 
met us there.  Shirley Blevins, another artist 
buddy,  drove down from Willis to meet us. 
We were shaping up to have quite a party!  
 
We hit a local restaurant called ”The Fork” 
that evening. I don’t think they had ever had 
such a ,mature group be so noisy and rau-
cous!! We tipped them really well, so, they 
would forgive us. Geesh! You can’t take Pete 
and Mike anywhere! 
 
We all figured out who was sleeping where. 

Lois and I got the bunk beds. I, wisely, I 
thought, opted out for the top bunk. That is 
all well and good, but getting down from that 
bunk in the dark if by chance you have a call 
of nature, which almost certainly happens 
around 3 AM, is not easy. And could I help it if 
I stepped on Lois’s head? Geesh! It was like 
stepping into a hornet’s nest! You would have 
though I'd killed her instead of mooshing her 
nose a little, jeepers!  I did my business and 
had forgotten to take one of my pills ; so, 
grabbed up the glass of water I had set on the 
stand and swigged down the pill. I heard some 
clanking in the bottom of the glass, and YUCK! 
Saw Lois’ teeth staring back up at me. My 
glass was sitting there right next to Lois’s 
teeth. I think she did that on purpose. Boy! 
This was quite a night! 
 
The next day was spent doing some heavy 
duty touristing. We went down through Kerr-
ville (had lunch at the Inn of the Hills – YUMMY 

This is our motley Wimberly crew as 
 photographed by Ann Chapman! That’s Leah, 
Mike, Lori, Mary, Judy, Shirley, me Pete, Donna, 

Bette and Lois. 

This was part of the driveway to the lodge...very 
exciting driving over it. Thank goodness , it did’t 

rain while we were there! 

The sign on the driveway was a little intimidat-
ing! Impassable during high water! EEKS! 

The raucous end of the table at The Fork restau-
rant! Shirley, Bette, Ann, Mike, Leah, Donna and 

Lois! 
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all you can eat buffet with GREAT desserts!) 
then hit the north and south fork of the Gua-
dalupe river. Went through Hunt (very posh), 
then hit Comfort, Texas. Everyone looked to 
be well, done in; so, of course,  I steered them 
onto  another side trip to hit Bandera, Texas, 
“Cowboy Capital of the World”.  They rebelled 

after that, 
and we 
had to 
head 
back to 
the 
lodge.  
 
Next day, 
I told 
them 
they 
could 
have the 
morning 

doing knick-knacks in Wimberly, but the after-
noon had to be saved for Luckenbach and the 
Willow City Loop. Well, I just could NOT get 
them out of Wimberly ; so, they scratched the 
Luckenbach trip! We did manage to hit the 

Wimberly Glass works where we watched a dem-
onstration on glass blowing.  
 
Ever since Houston, we had been forced into 
Marble Slab withdrawal. It was a pretty desper-
ate situation; so, we stopped at the Wimberly 
Pie Factory and loaded up on pies for that eve-
ning. We still had time for more sight-seeing, 
but faint-hearts that they were, they all pooped 
out on me. Except 
Donna and Bette, 
that is! They man-
aged , somehow, I 
know not how, to 
talk Pete into go-
ing to the San 
Marcos Outlet 
Malls. We didn’t 
see them back un-
til it got dark. 
Seems Pete’s navi-
gator was lacking 
a little, and they 
took a wrong turn 
and drove the 
long way back to Wimberly. They did manage to 
see some pretty bluebonnets while lost, though! 
 
We had a rousing game of hearts that night, but 
since between Mary and myself we remembered 
maybe half of the rules, the rest of the girls that 
were playing made Mary call Dwain, Mary’s hus-
band to get the real rules, not the Mary/Nancy 
version. Good thing they did, because the real 
rules bore little resemblance to what Mary and 
I, between us,  had concocted. Of course, Mary,  
somehow , managed to cheat and skunked all 
of us. Humph! 
 
Next day, 
Pete, 
Donna 
and Bette 
headed 
back to 
Donna 
and 
Pete’s 
place in 
Homer. A 
LONG 
drive. 
Lois and I 
opted to stay and go back to Houston. I really 
wanted to catch the Willow City Loop which is 

The view from the Lodge! 

Pete and Donna chowing down on Wimberly pies! 

This is Leah crawling through 
the barb wire fence surround-

ing a bluebonnet heaven! 
That’s dedication! 

Leah, Lori, and Judy soaking in the hot 
tub with a view! 
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Pete made me take this picture. He 
thought it was appropriate for  

Comfort, Texas. Someone left this on 
the fence! Must be some story, huh?!! 



the most renown bluebonnet spot in the hill 
country.  Shirley headed back to Willis. Ann 
and Mike had had to leave the prior day to go 
back to Houston. That just left us intrepid four 
to complete the sightseeing circuit.  
 
We hit Luckenbach. Nobody should go to the 
hill country without hitting Luckenbach. I don’t 
think Leah was very impressed, even though 
we drive through BOTH  uptown AND down-
town Luckenbach. Okay, let’s admit it, I almost 
missed Luckenbach and would have driven 
right by it, if Uptown Luckenbach didn’t have 
that Mill right there in the center of Uptown. I 
turned just in time to catch uptown Lucken-
bach. We did the tourist thing. Went by all the 
cows skulls, deer antlers, and many, many 
rocks which they had taken out of the drive-
way . They had painted the following letters 
upon them: “ Born and raised in Luckenbach , 
Texas” and were selling them for $2 a piece. 
Who says Texans don’t have a sense of hu-
mor?? Lois got flirting with the mill owner. He 
had visited Maine and was talking about how 
friendly they had been to him up there. He 
even gave us each a genuine Luckenbach hat 
pin , because Lois was so nice to him!  
 
We pulled out and went back to catch down-
town Luckenbach, which we had passed with-
out noticing. All it is a dance hall and a saloon, 
but, big plus, here, you can rent ALL of down-
town Luckenbach for $1000 a day! Leah 
looked as unimpressed with downtown Luck-
enbach as she was with uptown Luckenbach! 
 
Then we hit the Fredericksburg Wild Seed farm. 
This is impressive! They farm the wild flowers 
and sell the seeds. They had fields and fields 
of bluebonnets, California poppies, and all 

manner of beau-
tiful wild flowers. 
They even had 
some special hy-
brid pink bon-
nets! Of course, 
they also had a 
knick-knack shop 
which we hit big 
time. It was VERY 

crowded...reminder...never go to the Wild Seed 
Farm during bluebonnet time on a Saturday! 
 
After that we hit the Willow City loop. It’s located 
in the boondocks and can be the prettiest place 
for bluebonnets, depending upon the year and 
conditions. Well, this year it was GREAT! We were 
having the bestest time sightseeing and taking 
pictures. We stopped at an overlook with all the 
other tourists. I went and took some pictures. I 
came back to get Lois out of the van so she 
could see what she was missing. The girls were 
gabbing and 
smoking at the 
side of the van; 
so, just in case 
they had to 
move it for any 
reason, I plops 
the keys on the 
front seat and 
said…”Girls, 
the keys are on 
the front seat”. 
(Okay….that 
turned out to 
be a BIG mis-
take!!!). You 
guessed it, 
pretty soon the 
girls had joined 
Lois and me,  
and we were 
exclaiming over 

Lois and I pose at the Uptown Luckenbach sign! 

Pink bluebonnets at the wild 
seed farm! 

The path where the deputy was 
rousting all the  

tourists! 
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all the beauty. Then we walked back to the van 
and I reaches my hand out to Leah for the 
keys...and she gives me this blank look, that said 
something like what is that hand for, idiot? You 
got the keys...right? Oh, boy! We all pressed our 
little noses against the windows of the van and 
gazed upon the keys sitting RIGHT there on the 
front seat. Also all 3 cell phones and Judy’s set of 
spare keys that Leah had given to her just to avert 
such a happening as this. My, my, we were fit to 
be tied! Lois looked like she was having a fine 
time and went and found a rock to sit on. Luckily, 
Leah had AAA, and Judy and she sweet talked one 
of the hundreds of tourists into letting us use 
their cell phone. She called the Fredericksburg 
AAA who said that they would send someone out. 
Well, now, the Willow City Loop is at least 30 to 40 
minutes outside of Fredericksburg, this was a Sat-
urday and the tourist traffic was murder; so , we 
sat back to wait. It was somewhat amusing be-
cause, the Gillespie county sheriff’s department 
came by every so often to herd the tourists off the 

private property. (Technically, you are not sup-
posed to stop along the loop...it’s on someone's 
ranch, you see. I figure, it’s their fault for having 
such pretty country!).  The deputy reminded Leah 
of Jackie Gleason in Smokey and the Bandit. He 
looked sort of like Jackie, but, to me,  he seemed 
to act like Barney Fife. He even used his whistle to 
get those gol’ darned tourists out of the pastures. 
Well, he amused us for a while, but continued on 
his rounds. We saw several biker packs. Many old 
ladies. Lots of cowboys. 100 ankle biters who 
treaded all over the bluebonnets. And then, after 
about an hour, Barney come back by. By that time, 
we had a whole new crop of tourists out there. 
Leah told him our sad story. He commiserated but 
wasn’t very helpful for that round. He did get 
ticked off at the tourists big time, though , and 
was FORCED to use his car siren to get them 
damn tourists up 
out of that pri-
vate property! 
Oh, Boy! I bet 
that did more 
harm to the envi-
ronment then 
the tourists were 
doing by taking 
pictures. He let it 
go for the long-
est time. When it 
stopped, it was 
sort of like when 
bagpipes stop 
playing in a 
room, you know, 
that awful 
QUIET!! GEESH! 
Okay, he went 
about his rounds 
again. Another 
hour passed. We 
begged some 
water off some 
tourists, because 
it was in the 80s that day, of course...just a little, 
warm. On Barney’s 3rd round, Leah got in the car 
with him (I took a picture for posterity). She sweet 
talked him into calling the AAA to see what was 
going on. They said they would be there, anytime! 
They did finally show up after a little over 3 hours. 
We were never so happy to see anyone in our life! 
He was so nice, he brought a big bottle of ice cold 
water for us!  And that was our Willow Loop ex-
perience! At least we had some pretty scenery to 

Leah and the deputy! 

Lois found a rock that looked pretty uncomfortable to 
me, but she had some extra padding so it was  

probably okay. 

I took this along the Willow City 
Loop. I won a blue ribbon at the 

Conroe show with this little beauty; 
so, something good came of us 

getting stranded! 
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keep us busy! 
 
We drove back to Houston and were we 4 
pooped puppies that night!! 
 
The next morning Lois and I got into my car 
and drove 5 1/2 hours to get to Donna and 
Pete’s place just outside of Shreveport. We 
spent the night at Donna’s and had a great 
time seeing the Sjogren homestead. Pete took 
us on a  boat ride around Lake Claiborne. Then 
we ate and had a Pete Sjogren bonfire!   
 
Then we retired and the next morning did a 
little sightseeing in Homer, okay, it really was a 
LITTLE sightseeing, but, never fear, Donna and 
Pete scouted up some knick-knack shops and a 
Wal-Mart that kept the girls busy. 
 
Then we headed back to Houston. Yup, an-
other 5 1/2 hour drive. The trouble with Texas 
is it takes so danged long to get from one 
place to another!  
 
When we hit Houston, we stopped at the Town 

& Country Mall, The West Oaks Mall, and the 
First Colony Mall . We hit K-mart 3 times and 
Academy once. All this in a effort to get things 
they needed to get before heading home the 
next day!   
Then we went home and packed all of this for 
shipping, and took the lot up to UPS. The girls 
had splurged a little on their shopping and NO 
WAY it was all going to fit into their suitcases! 
 
We  got up at 4 AM the next day,  and we 
headed to the airport,. It was the end of a ma-
jor whirl-wind trip! I was sad to see them go, 

we had such a good time! AND...we left a lot of 
Texas not covered so that they could come 
back and do the rest at some later date...that 
is, if Texas could stand it! 
 

Cats and the Cable Box 
I know, most of you are thoroughly bored by 
now, but I have to lament upon my cat prob-
lems again. It seems that every year, I have 
some cat tale to tell you that was inspired by 
my pussycats. Well, this year, it’s a good one.  
Anyone that has cats knows that they LOVE to 
sit on top of TVs, computer monitors, or , say, 
cable boxes, to absorb all that nice, warm air.  
Well, Time Warner had just brought out this 
nice, new digital cable box  to my place to 
trade out the old one . I read through the di-
rections and it said to take good care of this 
box because it cost around $500.  
 
Well, one morning I was making my lunch out 
in the kitchen. I was listening to Chuckie, our 
cute, little weather guy on Channel Two, when 
I heard this zzzzzzzt! And then nothing. I went 
into the living room figuring that the cable was 
out again, like it does every so often. Not this 
time, no, this time, it was dead. No 
lights...nothing. As I approached closer, I no-
ticed that Hershey had barfed on top of the 
cable box.  
 
OH, NO! He‘d barfed on the top and a little 
dribbled down into the box in just the one 
critical place that would short out the whole 
system. So, I worried all day a work and came 
home to try using the dryer on it and suck 
some of that out and pray that it would work 
when I turned it on. It was only a little bit of 
barf, but, in 
a critical 
place, ap-
parently. I 
called the 
cable com-
pany saying 
that , gee, I 
came home 
and my ca-
ble box 
wasn’t 
working . I 
really didn’t 
want to pay 
$500! I 

Breakfast at Donna and Pete’s place on Lake  
Claiborne in Homer, Louisiana. 

The Error E-11 culprits! 
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turned it on,  and it displayed an error code 
of E-11. “Gee, “, the cable lady says, “that’s a 
new one on me, I’ve never had that before”. 
Well, everyone knows that that is the old, cat-
barf error code!  Anyway, I took it back in the 
next day, since she didn’t know how to fix 
the old E-11 error code,  and they took it and 
exchanged it without any questions. Now, I 
hold my breath when the bill comes, because 
they have the serial numbers, know that it’s 
mine, and will get me in the end,  if they 
really want to! I mean,  how do you hide cat 
barf? You can’t! So next year, I’ll let you 
know if I had to pay for the darn thing! 
 

My Bunkhouse Retreat 
The only other neat thing that I did this year 
was going to  The Bunkhouse out in the hill 
country for a workshop in oil painting. It was 
a three day workshop. The teacher was an 
artist named Vie Dunn-Harr. She is from San 
Antonio and does the most beautiful florals.  
I’m including a picture of one of her paint-
ings that Ann Chapman took. Ann took it in 
Wimberly during our day of knick-knack 
shopping. It was hanging in a gallery. When 
we got back she gave me a copy of the pic-
ture . We had all forgotten to get the artist’s 
name . Then , when I was doing the LSAG 
newsletter, I found  her paintings while I was 
looking for workshops to list in the newslet-
ter. She was giving a workshop at the Bunk-
house! So I signed up! It was a lot of fun. Vie 
is doing another one there in Feb and I 
talked Mary and Shirley into going with me. It 
will be loads of fun! The Bunkhouse is on a 
working ranch and is run by the owner of the 
ranch, Dena Wenmohs. She is a hoot! Quite a 
character! She has a 31 year old horse that 

walks 
around free. 
He’s her 
watch horse 
and patrols 
the perime-
ter dili-
gently! She 
also has a 3 
legged dog 
and an 11 
year old 
Lacey dog 
called Judy. 

The Lacey dog looks like a yellow lab, but is 
really a breed that only occurs in the hill 
country. They are used as cow dogs. Well, I 
could go on about the stay at the Bunkhouse, 
but I am VERY late this year and need to put 
this to bed; so, MERRY Christmas everyone! 
Hope you have a happy one! 

This is the Bunkhouse! 

I took this just down the road from the  
Bunkhouse. Dena says the pink flowers are called 
“gay feathers”. Well, these gay feathers won me a 

blue ribbon! 

Ann’s Picture of Vie Dunn-
Harr’s painting! 

Page 10  




