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I flew into Grand Junction, Colorado, airport where Anna met me, and we then drove 
through the town of Montrose and into Ridgway.  As we drove up the mountain to their 
house, this was the first view I saw.



We arrived at Harry and Anna’s 
mountain house where I met their 
dog, Santo, for the first time.  He’s 
such a sweetie and good dog.



Santo posed nicely for these photo 
ops. 



What a visitor to Harry and Anna’s 
home (wherever on the map they 
have lived) can look forward to is a 
nice good soak in their hot tub.  My 
last few visits have been to their 
mountain homes with such 
spectacular surroundings in nature 
and beautiful views.

Anna and her happy to relax visitor, me!!



Dinner on the deck with Harry 
and Anna and a host of 
hummingbirds fluttering around 
the feeder.

Later that evening Anna yelled “Alpen 
glow,  run!”  Anna was in her robe 
and me in lounge pants and both 
barefoot. I ran out to her car and we 
drove a short way to catch this 
golden color on the mountains. 
Turned pink and red. Beautiful first 
night in Colorado.



First deer 
sighting...
but they’re 
everywhere

The camera really 
doesn’t capture the 
entire splendor of 
the Colorado Rocky 
Mountain scenery.  



Just down the mountain road from 
Harry and Anna’s house is the eco 
house that actor, Dennis Weaver, 
built.  I remember seeing it on a TV 
show years ago how he recycled old 
tires and bottles to use as insulation 
in the walls.  Now I got to see it from 
the road.  It is up for sale by his 
widow now that Dennis Weaver 
passed away.  



I got out of the jeep to stop and 
say hello to and snap a photo of 
the Weaver llama, but it wasn’t 
too friendly.



Anna then drove me a short 
distance to the Dennis Weaver 
Memorial Park, which before his 
death he had designed and 
requested that his family build it 
upon his death.

As you enter the walking path, 
you see this beautiful sculpture 
of an eagle at the center.





Anna told me this wood carved 
eagle statue is new.  It was 
placed right next to the poem 
that Dennis Weaver wrote as 
his ode to what is obviously his 
spirit totem...the mighty eagle.



All around the center eagle 
statue people have placed their 
stones in spiritual ritual to make 
many stone stacks.  Anna 
placed hers.

And in reverence I placed my 
small stone at the top of this 
stack.



As we left the Dennis Weaver 
Memorial Park, Anna drove me 
past the Ralph Lauren ranch 
where I took this photo of one of 
the many entrances.  This ranch 
is 17,000 acres and runs miles 
and miles along the road.

We stopped at 
Panny’s for lunch, 
which has really tasty 
pizza.



Right next door to Panny’s 
Pizza we stopped in this 
Smoke Shop.  Anna wasn’t 
sure if it was one of the 
places now selling legal pot, 
so we ventured in.  Turned 
out it was a modern day 
“head shop” with marijuana 
paraphernalia, as you can 
see below from the Cheech 
and Chong artwork and 
bongs.



Aha...there’s the green 
cross sign of the original 
medical marijuana places, 
which now sells the 
legalized marijuana without 
the need for a doctor’s 
prescription.  We went in to 
look around.



On our way to the town of 
Ouray to do some 
shopping, Anna made a 
spontaneous left hand turn 
to take me on a short 
“Jeeping” trek to prepare 
me for the big trek over the 
mountains the next day.  
This short trek took us to 
the Yankee mine ruins 
where we got out to look 
around.



Anna drove the jeep 
over this small 
stream.



We let Santo out for a 
quick swim.





Reminds me of the Rodgers and 
Hart song....”In our mountain 
greenery, where God paints the 
scenery....”



On the ride back down.....



The quiet and peace of a group of Aspen and wildflowers....



Santo comes running through the Aspens 
to heed Anna’s call.



After an afternoon shopping in 
Ouray, back at the house we saw 
this old grandma deer right by the 
garage who was so old she didn’t 
run as we got closer for this photo 
op but just kind of sauntered a few 
steps away from us.

Harry drove us back into the 
nearby town of Ouray to a 
great Italian restaurant Bon 
Ton for a fabulous dinner to 
celebrate their wedding 
anniversary.



Cheers!      

Happy times with 
such great friends!!!



As we left the 
restaurant and 
stepped back 
onto the streets of 
Ouray, this was 
the view I saw of 
this town nestled 
in the midst of the 
backdrop of the 
looming mountain 
landscape.



The day of the big “Jeeping” trek 
over the mountains above the town 
of Ouray.  Anna pointed out that we 
would be going up over that far 
mountain with the clear landslide 
area in the photo to the left.

The breathtaking scenery 
cannot be captured in photos.  
It is truly a panoramic view 
that needs to be experienced 
in person.  There are no words 
that can describe the majesty 
of the Rocky mountains in this 
most beautiful area of 
Colorado that I’ve seen to 
date....so I’ll let the photos 
speak for themselves.  









An old abandoned gold mine



Anna taking photos of the wildflowers....and my 
photos of the state flower....the Blue Columbine.









Anna pointed out that these “twin falls” were the inspiration 
used on the original Coors beer label artwork.







And there in the photo on the 
left we get nearer the landslide 
that I had first glimpsed from 
so far down below.



Santo and I pose on the first patch of snow at this height.



As we arrive at what Anna has named “Michelle’s Meadow” in memory of her deceased 
daughter, we are adjacent to the landslide covering a glacier right across the meadow.



Anna lost her daughter, 
Michelle, to leukemia and 
accordingly to her daughter’s 
wishes she spread her 
cremated ashes in what 
Michelle thought was the 
most beautiful place she had 
seen while alive.  Anna also 
placed a marker in this 
meadow high in the Rockies 
that can only be reached by 
jeep over rough terrain.  Each 
time Anna visits this meadow 
she places another blue stone 
around the marker.

I picked some wildflowers 
and placed them on 
Michelle’s marker.



Anna and Harry also made 
stone markers for two of 
their deceased dogs, 
Nittany and Wrigley.



Santo enjoys the scenery 
while we ate a picnic lunch 
in the beauty of this large 
field of wildflowers just 
opening their buds in 
radiant colors.



This part of the Colorado 
Rockies is known as the 
little Switzerland of 
America.  It did remind me 
of pictures I’ve seen of the 
Alps or the scenes from the 
movie The Sound of Music.  
Anna looks like she’s 
preparing to yodel....but 
instead we both sang out a 
chorus of “The hills are 
alive with the sound of 
music”.



Who would guess we’d bump 
into two of Anna’s friends at this 
high altitude, but in truth the 
rocky jeep road was quite busy 
with traffic.  There they are 
having their picnic lunch out on 
that rock edge.  What a view!

And we hadn’t even 
reached the top yet, so 
off in the jeep we 
continued to the apex.



The sign reads elevation 13,114 feet just before reaching the top.





This is the magnificent view from the top.







After this breathtaking 
view, we began our 
descent down the other 
side.





We stopped to let Santo frolic in the snow chasing stones we tossed 
for him while we giggled at him sliding sideways and backwards.

We came upon the first ruins 
of what is called the Tomboy 
Mine.  Anna explained some 
of the history that there was 
an entire community of 
people and miners living at 
this altitude.



This stone structure housed 
the TNT they used in the 
mines.  It was kept apart 
from the community in case 
of accidental explosions.





This tunnel was actually called 
“Social Tunnel.”  Since it was 
such a long journey down the 
mountain by mule to the town 
which is Telluride today, the 
people from the town would 
come up part way and the 
people of the mining community 
would descend part way to meet 
at this tunnel and socialize.





The first view of Telluride.



We parked and walked 
along the streets of Telluride.



And headed to this gondola 
sky ride.



Preparing to board we had 
to wait for every third car, 
which is marked as a 
“doggie car” so we could 
take Santo with us.



Up and away....a young 
man passenger with us on 
our gondola hooked his 
bike to the back.





We arrived at the bottom of 
the other side, which is a 
section of Telluride called 
Mountain View, a popular ski 
resort in the winter.  In the 
photo below there are people 
doing a sort of bungie jump 
on that contraption with all 
the silver poles.



After the 5 hour jeep trek over 
the mountain we drove back to 
the house on the highway.  That 
evening we ate at a good 
Mexican restaurant called The 
Adobe.  As we drove towards 
home past the park in the town 
center of Ridgway, we stopped 
for a while at a free outdoor 
concert.

The next day Anna took me 
to Billings where I met John 
Billings who owns the place 
that manufactures the 
Grammy awards.  Here I am 
after years of dreaming of 
winning a Grammy for 
songwriting getting to actually 
hold one in my very own 
hands.  This is actually one 
of the dummies they use on 
stage to present to the 
winners.  It is only later after 
they know the winners that 
they inscribe names and 
details on them.



One of the vehicles 
belonging to Billings.

A box storing some of the 
dummies used in the televised 
Grammy presentations.



Above a showcase of damaged Grammys returned to Billings for replacements.  
Below another showcase of awards manufactured at Billings over the years.



The walls are decorated with memorabilia collected by John Billings over the years.



When we arrived home, Harry 
told us there was a wounded 
mama bear with two cubs just 
outside the house.  They had 
wandered into the trees by the 
time we got there, so it’s hard 
to see them from my photos.



But Harry snapped these great close-up shots before we arrived at the house.



Anna and Harry’s house is right 
on the golf course, and for our 
last dinner in Ridgway before 
heading to Arizona, we dined at 
the golf course clubhouse.



Arizona Road Trip



With big hugs to Harry, 
Anna, Santo and I set off on 
the 8-hour road trip from 
Ridgway to Prescott, 
Arizona.  Since I had 
always wanted to see 
Monument Valley, Anna 
took a short detour through 
the corner of Utah, so we 
could drive through.  This 
was my first time in Utah.  
The photos on this page are 
just the beginning of the 
changing scenery from the 
green mountains we just left 
behind in Colorado to the 
desert landscape of Utah 
and Arizona.











Just before we reached Monument 
Valley, in the searing heat of the 
desert, I suddenly got chills and a 
feeling of sacredness swept over 
me.  That’s when Anna said we 
had just entered what the Native 
Americans named “The Valley of 
the Gods.”  I could certainly feel 
the spiritual essence of this sacred 
ground.

And then we saw this iconic 
scene of Monument Valley that 
has been photographed and in 
movies repeatedly.  Unfortunately 
there was a haze in the sky the 
morning we drove through.  We 
stopped and bought handmade 
necklaces from the Navajo 
Nation people selling their crafts 
by the roadside.

















This rock formation looked like a chicken to me.





We arrived in Prescott at Anna and Harry’s new house.  I helped Anna run 
around Prescott finding decor for her new house and got acquainted with their 
new town.  There were free concerts in the town park.

They have friends 
already living there, 
and they treated 
Anna and I to dinner 
at a great organic 
restaurant called The 
Raven.  This is Anna 
and I on the rooftop 
terrace.



 We walked along a street known as Whiskey Row with many bars.  Anna took me into one 
called The Palace, which is like a museum of old west history from the 1800’s.

This actual bar is 
from the original 
1800‘s saloon, 
which survived a 
fire by all the 
patrons carrying it 
out into the street 
while they 
continued to drink 
at the bar in the 
street, as the fire 
was being put out 
on the rest of the 
building!



 And Wyatt Earp and Doc Holiday played poker at The Palace.



Then we hit the road again from 
Prescott, Arizona to take me 
home to Las Vegas, Nevada.  
We saw signs for the Hoover 
Dam, and since neither one of 
us had seen it, we decided to 
stop there to take photos.

We crossed this bridge named 
after Pat Tillman.













This is the remains of an actual bunker from World War II built as a 
lookout over the dam to protect it from any kind of terror attack.





Hoover Dam creates the huge body of water called Lake Mead.  
The water levels are very low due to the last 5 years of drought.






