
POSTCARD FROM GRAND JUNCTION 

.  
Fiesta! Main Street, Grand Junction, was closed off for a Cinco de Mayo event. 

Hola, familia y amigos!  As you can see, A. and I were traveling again last week. He is training another group of students, 
flying in to Grand Junction, Colorado (middle far west) and then traveling to Moab, Utah.  It didn’t get off to a very good 
start…  I picked up my terrible Mazda van at the airport and we went to Moab for a brief round trip to sort out the 
storage.  This allowed the rest of the team to do some field work elsewhere.  It is a nice road trip but I only drove it as an 
opportunity to spend the day with my honey bunny.  Somewhere between Colorado and Utah, flashing lights came on 
behind me.  I pulled over, wondering what I had done, and wound down the window.  The state trooper informed me 
that radar had caught me doing 86 mph instead of 75 mph.  I was a bit confused because I thought I had been driving 
around the speed limit (it was hard to make the stupid van go any faster) but I kept quiet and did what I was told.  He 
was very stern with me but let me off with a verbal warning – I have never been so grateful for blonde hair and a 
Scottish accent.  My driving was muted after that but when we entered the town of Moab, I was driving precisely at 30 
mph and the speed reader said 35 mph so I think the speedometer was reading low.  Driving was nerve-wracking after 
that, making sure I was going 5 mph under the speed limit.   

We took the scenic route back along the Colorado River, stopping at a Winery briefly (no drinking!) and admired the 
amazing views.  A. was happily telling me all about the rock formations and eventually I had to say to him that I had 
stopped listening about 50 miles ago.  Our hotel in Grand Junction was very swanky for Springhill Suites, modern with 
lovely facilities, slap bang in Main Street.  We walked to a lovely restaurant where A. ate rabbit – yes, one of those little 
furry snuggly things.  For his birthday meal he ate Bambi so he is on a roll!  I was exhausted the next day and stayed in 
bed until lunch while my husband went off in the field. Then when I got out on the Main Street it was Fiesta!  For the 



non-Americans, Cinco de Mayo is a Mexican festival that is celebrated mostly in the American west as a thank you to 
Mexican troops who helped the north fight the French and Confederate troops during the Civil War. May Day weekend 
(usually the same date) in Britain is a very ancient pagan celebration to celebrate fertility.  In one of the Scottish villages 
that my husband and I lived in, when we were in our 20s, the villagers partied on May Day, and we got approached by 
another couple for a bit of swinging.  We politely declined but I suppose if it was Brad Pitt and Angelina Jolie we might 
have felt differently 

In Grand Junction there was a lovely family feel with chairs and a tent for older people to sit under and watch the 
various performing acts.  The dancers encouraged the children to come up and dance with them after their set and it 
was just delightful. 

 
 

To the right are the dancers with the children and below a 
hippy dippy older couple groovin’ (with his support hose). 

IBIZA HOUND -  I was so fascinated 
by this beautiful dog that I asked 
the owners if I could take a 
photograph.  I thought it was an 
Egyptian hunting dog but it is an 
Ibiza hound.  How appropriate for a 
Latino event!  Ibiza is one of the 
Balearic Islands off the east coast of 
Spain.  My mum and dad did a hippy 
dippy (crazy) thing and took me 
there when I was 18 months old.  
Apparently there was no baby food 
available and I survived on pate and 
watered down wine. We arrived on 
Formentera in a fishing boat filled 
with chickens.  No wonder I turned 
out the way I did… 



As I was meandering down Main Street, I dipped in and out of shops.  I bought a lovely little silk skirt at a Tattoo parlor 
and the owner was determined to give me a nose stud but I still haven’t had my ears pierced.  My husband loves my 
perfect little ears so I don’t want to ruin them.  Then I went into an old fashioned toy shop which was wonderful.  I had 
so much fun cuddling and squeezing toys that one of the assistants came across to help me.  I started laughing and said I 
was just playing.  The man, who looked like he was in his 60s, pointed out his toe nails, to me, which were painted bright 
blue.  Just then a little shy Hispanic boy came in and the man started welcoming him in a Donald Duck voice.  The boy 
was smiling but looking a little scared so I then started speaking in Donald Duck too (ask me to do it at the next party) 
and finally Daddy joined in too.  It was absolutely hilarious and really only funny to people of a certain age.  By this time, 
I was having a fabulous time.  Unbeknownst to me, my husband was worried about me being really ill because I wouldn’t 
wake up that morning. 

Then I found a great little Tapas place where I flirted outrageously with the older waiter whose family had originated in 
Castile with blue-grey eyes like me.  I told him I would come back with mi esposo, later.  As I was wandering through the 
crowd again I spotted a very big butterfly on a bush.  Feel the fear and do it anyway!

 
Finally, I got a text from A. to say that he wouldn’t be back until 7 pm – I was not happy and texted back for him to get a 
move on.  I appreciate that they were having fun with rocks but I wanted to spend at least my evenings with my 
husband. By the time I got back to the hotel it was about 6 pm so I went down to the bar and starting chatting to the 
professional golfer (I think) who was sitting next to me.  He had stayed at the Cameron House Hotel which is a swanky 
hotel close to Loch Lomond in Scotland so we had plenty to chat about.  Initially I thought he would be a bit boring (golf 
– yawn) but he had had a very interesting life with lots of travel and different occupations.  I think he was a bit 

TIGER SWALLOWTAIL 

It was pretty big for someone who has a 
phobia about butterflies but I was 
determined to get a good shot of him.  
My actions brought another 
photographer out and she was 
desperate to get a good shot but by this 
time the butterfly was getting bored. 

I have this weird pheromone thing that 
seems to attract butterflies (one of life’s 
many ironies) so just to please her I 
flapped my arms up and down to 
release some underarm scent.  Then a 
pair of the beautiful creatures arrived! I 
squealed, ran off and left her to it. 



disappointed when my husband eventually turned up and looked proprietorial.  I suppose he was expecting me to be 
Camille in bed, frail and barely alive, and there I was in shorts at the bar! After we washed the rock dust off him, off we 
went to the Tapas restaurant and there was a really fun crowd who wanted us to join them.  We politely declined, 
again…but there was a slight feeling of déjà vu from our Scottish (non-swinging) days. 

The following day my sweetie had to pick up the students and leave with the team.  I had a packed itinerary to see the 
Colorado National Monument (rocks, canyons and gorges), the Winery trail and the Botanical Gardens.  The weather 
was perfect and I had fun doing the tourist thing. 

 
This is the Colorado National Monument (above) – even I was impressed by the vistas and strata. 

 

Look how brave I 
was!  I went into the 
butterfly house at 
the Botanic Garden 
and put my big girl 
pants on to take this 
photo of a zebra 
longwing. 

Bottom left – a vineyard with Mesa in the background.           
Bottom Right – one of the many awesome statues in Grand 
Junction. 



 
This is early morning in one of the canyons (National Monument) looking out over Grand Junction’s valley and the far 

off mountains. Strange people walk to the bottom of these gorges… 



 

 
On my last night I ate on the patio of a nice French restaurant and got chatting to a chatty young engineer from 
Cornwall.  It was a beautiful warm evening with no humidity or bugs.  When I was in the hotel elevator the next 
morning, getting ready to leave Grand Junction, a slightly older couple got on with me.  He looked furious and she was 
stoned out of her head.  She had her arms crossed and kept saying, “Really? ...   Really”?, very loudly with a lot of 
attitude.  I tried to pretend that I couldn’t hear it.  When we got to the bottom they turned one way and I the other and I 
could hear him shouting, “What the f*** do you think I did with it?”  It was so loud the manager came running to 
sort out the problem.  Perhaps legal marijuana isn’t such a good idea…  love Kerry xxx 

 

 

Bull and Bear 
Statues, 
Botanic cat and 
weird potato 
cacti 


