
POSTCARD FROM DENVER 

 
If only I was 20 years younger… 

This charming young troubadour was sitting behind me on the public bus from Denver Airport to downtown.  
The girl on the seat opposite him (they were complete strangers) swapped ukuleles with him and they started 
jamming.  A lady from Dallas, about my age, sitting opposite me and was also visiting her husband who was 
teaching in Denver. We were highly entertained by both of them and took video and photographs, clapping 
enthusiastically.  The sign at the front of the bus stated, NO BEVERAGES, NO FOOD (really?), NO LOUD MUSIC, 
NO GAMBLING which gave me an inkling of what was in store for us in Denver.  The driver looked long-
suffering but didn’t tell us to shut up.  I was so glad that I was too cheap to use the other expensive 
transportation from the airport.  Halfway through the journey, a very serious young lady with earplugs in got 
on the bus and told the troubadours, “playing music is not cool and we don’t all want to listen to you!” Dallas 
and Houston looked at each other and rolled our eyes especially since he had started playing ‘Smoke on the 
Water’.  He was very accomplished and it was such a treat at 10 am.  He did apologize to Miss Grumpy and 
stopped playing but with one little defiant strum on the ukulele before we all disembarked; that made me 
laugh out loud. The bus took us to Union Station where I transferred to the free mall shuttle bus which goes 
up and down 16th Street past most of the conference centers and hotels.  I had no idea where I was going so 
just asked everyone on the bus where to go.  I received looks of astonishment at my speaking to strangers (not 
in Texas anymore) but was thoroughly helped by a nice old lady who I later saw begging with a HOMELESS sign.  
I am pretty sure she wasn’t but you never know… 



Denver had just received some cold northern air rain and it was much colder than forecast.  I have low blood 
pressure and if I get chilled start to feel really unwell.  As soon as I left the bags at the Sheraton, I went off in 
search of warmer clothes to buy.  Then my husband called and we met for lunch and by this time the weather 
was heating up so I went back and put on my new lacy shorts that I love. After A. went back to the conference, 
I decided to walk the length of 16th street which is partially pedestrianized apart from the free shuttle buses.  
There was a specific purchase I had to make – hair color.  I had to get up at 4.15 am to catch my early flight to 
Denver and completely forgot to pack my passport.  You only need photo ID to fly within the US but my 
driver’s license photo is 9 years old and I am dark-haired, deeply tanned and about 40 lbs. heavier.  The TSA 
agent at Houston was not convinced that it was me and called her supervisor over who managed to see the 
facial similarities.  I thought that it was possible that they would not let me fly at Denver so worried and 
brainstormed the whole flight about what to do.  Someone could have gone to the house and overnighted my 
passport to the hotel. A. could have sent it when he returned but he was departing for Scotland the day after 
we returned to Houston but timing was tight.  So…the cheapest and easiest solution was to color my hair dark.  
It was Golden Chestnut Brown but as I anticipated it turned a vibrant dark red.  A. was quite excited about 
sleeping with a blonde and a redhead in one trip! 

 
BLONDE              OR              REDHEAD? 

Andy really liked the red hair but I noticed a difference in the way people reacted to me – strange. 



As I meandered down 16th Street looking for hair color, I encountered the good and bad of downtown Denver.  
There were pianos, chess tables and various seating in the center and it was lovely to see people enjoying life.  
That said, the street was a little dirty, there were several people begging, and some did seem homeless.  There 
were addicts and stoners.  Colorado has become the newest marijuana vacation destination.  Most people 
were very casually dressed either deliberately or because they had no money.  I stood out like a sore thumb in 
my Texas appropriate clothing and became a target for beggars.  One lady followed me down two blocks.  She 
started asking me for change of a dollar, then would I give her a dollar – I pretended I couldn’t understand and 
didn’t make eye contact.  She started getting frustrated because she could smell money and a soft touch.  
Then she went into a diatribe about how depressed she was and that if I didn’t give her a dollar she would 
commit suicide and it would be my fault. Really? I was outraged and upset that she had taken it so far and 
hesitated briefly, considering a frank talk about how inappropriate she had been, especially since there are so 
many people who are truly mentally unwell.  Robin William’s recent death affected me deeply as those of us 
who suffer bouts of severe depression have sometimes been in a dark place.  Probably because I worked in 
mental health, I realized that my stalker was likely mentally ill herself, possibly addicted to alcohol or drugs 
and decided to stay silent.  Something in my face or body language must have signaled my distress at her 
comment and she ran after me to apologize, telling me that she wouldn’t really commit suicide.  Why do these 
situations happen to me? 

 

 

Top left, Piano Player 
Top right, Happy Husband 
Bottom far left, 16th Street 
Near left, Face Sculpture 

 
As soon as A. finished his conference, I 
started to enjoy the various sights and 
sounds of Denver – it looks perfect, 
doesn’t it? There were beautiful 
sculptures, gardens and architecture 
around the Art Museum.  The weather 
was beautiful, warm with just a touch of 
humidity. You can see the Rockies 
behind me from the 27th floor of the 
Hyatt in the blonde photo above. 
 



 

Denver’s State Capitol This is and it is gilded in 
real gold.  I was curious about how such a rich city 
could have so many homeless people but maybe 
it is a laissez faire attitude, complicated by 
legal marijuana?  I was looking for critters 

Colorado Fox everywhere and below is the 
Squirrel.  Their coloring is different from ours 
– they have a beautiful amber underside. 

Big Blue Bear Isn’t the sculpture wonderful?  The brightly 
colored taxis just add to the image.  He is looking into 
the conference center. Below is a strange cloud that was 
hovering above one of the buildings near the State 
Capitol.  It almost looked like smoke.  It reminded me 
that the first thing I noticed arriving at Denver airport 
were the tornado shelters.  I guess Colorado is just on 
the edge of Tornado Alley and the city is on a flat plain 
abutting the Rockies.  Denver is known as the mile high 
city and sometimes the altitude affects A. giving him 
nosebleeds but my cyst and I were fine. 



The following day we went to the Colorado School of Mines which is in Golden, Colorado.  As we were leaving the center 
of Denver, we could see a progression into wealthier, fancier suburbs.  By the time we reached Golden, the landscape 
and surrounds were just beautiful in the foothills of the Rockies.  I was completely overwhelmed at the beauty of the 
college campus which is about 140 years old.  A. and I went to technical colleges in the middle of an industrial city.  
There were no campuses, per se, and the goal was work, work and more work to get a good job.  The Colorado School of 
Mines is one of the best geological universities in the US and perhaps it has the feel of Harvard?  The grounds and 

This is the view from the car park, below left buildings are lovely and in the most fantastic setting.  

 
There is a little Geological Museum within the grounds of the campus and it was such a delight walking to it.  The 
specimens were spectacular, as you would expect, and to my surprise looked great in simple display cases with the cool, 
bright mountain light illuminating them.  There was a wonderful exhibit at the window showing, through computer 
images, how the landscape had changed over the eons.  It went from the volcanic formation of the rocks, through 
swamps, to the current mountain landscape.  The students looked young, vibrant and happy; on their way to a fabulous 
future.  Some were playing Frisbee on the grass, others walking to their classes or library.  We both felt a little nostalgic 
for days gone by but we had so much fun at our respective schools before settling down with each other. 

We went for lunch in the town of Golden which was just as pretty as the campus and you could tell that we were back in 
the countryside.  Locals were friendly, servers wonderful and people smiled at each other.  All too soon we had to head 
back to the big city and had dinner in the Hyatt looking at the sunset over the Rockies.  In a funny way it reminded us of 
Egypt.  No matter how third world our surroundings were, with chaos and traffic, we just had to eat dinner on the banks 

It looked so perfect and serene.  The only problem I 
could see was the lack of girls for all those engineers 
and geologists. My college was about 70% male and 
30% female – I had no problem with that. ☺   Below – 
a quilt made to celebrate the 125th anniversary of the 
school. 



of the Nile with the pyramids in the distance to feel serene.  Sunsets in Cairo are particularly colorful because of the air 
pollution – silver linings! 

12TH STREET, GOLDEN, COLORADO 

That’s all folks, until the next trip. Kerry xx 

Look at that beautiful blue conifer (right) on the grounds of 
the Colorado School of Mines – I just want to put fairy lights 
on it! 

Below is a red and yellow bee who was very busy in the 
lavender flowers. 


