
POSTCARD FROM GOLDEN

 
A HAPPY PHOTOGRAPHER GAZING AT THE LAKE 

This is Sloan’s Lake in Wheat Ridge, a suburb just north of Denver and south east of Golden.  We were at a lovely 
restaurant named West 29th and took a little wander afterwards and found this beautiful beach and lake.  The grass in 
front of the beach was covered with Canadian Geese who were happily snacking on the grass and insects, making funny 
little purring noises.  Then they all took off to slumber on the island in the middle of the lake.  It was an interesting 
neighborhood, posh houses, tattoo parlors and itinerants.  Despite that it felt safe and this time the homeless people 
were friendly. Below left are some lovely geese having a drink at Lake Sloan and West 29th restaurant’s patio. 

 
The legend is that Lake Sloan was created when a farmer in the 1880s struck an artesian well and flooded his land. 



We arrived very early in Denver and went straight to the Rocky Mountain Arsenal Wildlife Refuge which is close to the 
airport.  As the name suggests it was a military base, the ground was polluted and once it was reclaimed they turned it 
into a nature reserve. 

 
I love this hazy shot from the prairie in Arsenal Wildlife Reserve glimpsing downtown Denver and the Rockies in the 
distance.  The gentleman at the visitor’s center told us we would be lucky to see the bison herd but when we 
approached in the car the herd came ambling out of their enclosure and blocked the road.  Nobody wanted to pressure 
them because of the baby bison so most of us did a u turn once we had enough photos.  They were so big! 

 
 

 

 

 

 

Those are coyote paw prints in the 
soft soil with bison hoof prints 
alongside.  I have some great 
photos of coyote scat with little 
prairie dog bones, nuts and grass in 
them but I decided not to share – 
aren’t you glad? 



The walking trail where I saw the paw prints was called locust loop – eeeek, I don’t like locusts.  These were particularly 
horrible or beautiful, depending on your viewpoint.  They looked like regular brown grasshoppers until they flew up in 
front of you and they had big black and white wings – they are called Carolina Grasshoppers.  Prairie Dog holes dotted 
the landscape and they yipped incessantly like annoying little dogs.  They look very cute, though…see below left. 

 

 
A SERIES OF STAINED GLASS WINDOWS SHOWING MOTHER CABRINI’S JOURNEY TO SAINTHOOD 

 

The following day I went to see Mother Cabrini’s shrine, just north of Golden.  
To my astonishment, she is the only American citizen to be sainted.  She was 
an Italian immigrant who came out to Denver to look after the Italian 
migrants who came out west to work as miners.  She bought some land to 
create a summer retreat for the orphans of Denver.  I can’t imagine the road 
is very accessible in winter even today.  The little chapel, grotto and spring 
were in the foothills of the mountains.   
As usual, I lit a candle for my mum and some other people I was thinking 
about.  When I turned around to read the information about Mother Cabrini, 
I noted that she had the same birthday as my mum, July 15th.  My mum could 
be very caring and compassionate even when struggling with mental illness. 

A short distance away was 
an unexpectedly beautiful 
historic house – the 
Boettcher Mansion.  It was 
Art Deco or Craftsmen style.  
Every little detail was 
authentic right down to the 
lights with their delicate 
metalwork, paint, furniture 
and flooring.   
It was exquisite. 
 



Next visit was to Buffalo Bill’s gravesite.  He was a famous showman who toured the States and Europe with his ‘Wild 
West’ show.  It was rumored that he had an affair with Calamity Jane who did tour with him.  He is buried at a really 
lovely spot in the mountains but the museum and shop are a little touristy.  The road down to Golden, the Lariat Loop, is 
spectacularly scary with switchback turns and narrow roads.  I was glad to finally reach the river valley in Golden. 

 

 
A TYPICAL HOMESTEAD AT THE RIVER   RIO GRANDE EXPRESS AT THE TRAIN MUSEUM 

There was a Heritage Museum on the riverbank with little recreated homesteads similar to those that the first settlers 
would have lived in and just outside of town was a fab train museum.  I am a secret geek about trains.  Unlike some of 
the locals, I love the sound of train whistles, get excited when the train barriers come down and have to sit waiting for 
20 minutes.  There aren’t many female train spotters but I am not ashamed!  When we first got married we lived next to 
a large train station in Chester.  We used to lie in bed at night listening to the trains shunting in the yard.  Finally, I met 
up with my husband for dinner at a lovely little wine bistro in Golden town center.  By that time I had walked the length 
and breadth of the town, got too much sun, drank over generous vodka mixers at a bar on the riverside, bought a Calvin 
Klein dress at a resale shop, talked to half of the town and was exhausted…. 

You can imagine why the town was named 
Golden, can’t you?  In the Gold Rush era they 
found gold in Clear Creek and a little 
settlement was founded.  The river is still 
amazingly clear and I was slightly surprised to 
see this man bathing.  I couldn’t tell if he was 
a crazy cyclist or homeless.  Everyone in the 
town seemed really friendly and it was fun to 
see retired people shoot the breeze with the 
young students. I wandered up and down the 
river bank just chatting to people along the 
way.  One miniature husky dog started 
growling at me so I told his elderly owner that 
my cat could ‘take’ him which started a 
conversation about Egypt and our cats. Life is 
nicer at a slow, relaxed pace. 



Before we left for Denver airport, we visited the most amazing animal sanctuary which was out in the countryside north 
of Denver, in a town called Keenesburg.   http://www.wildanimalsanctuary.org/ 

 

 
LIONS AND TIGERS AND BEARS, OH MY! 

This wonderful sanctuary is basically an assisted living residence for old circus, abused or homeless large animals that 
cannot be released back into the wild.  Look how relaxed and comfortable that old shabby bear seems.  The sanctuary is 



designed for their convenience, not ours, and you view them from an overhead walkway.  I couldn’t bear to read all their 
sad stories.  Some were prestige pets for drug dealers, others were kept by misguided people who thought you could 
make a pet out of a wild animal but all were now safe.  Two of the newer wolves were howling because they were  

 
separated from the pack and it is the most wonderful noise to hear.  This was one of the chill residents who were just 
enjoying another sunny day in Paradise. 

Love Kerry xx 

 


