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| Whatever happened to those lazy days of summer?

We started the summer out with a ba
rolled in the Driscoll Ranch Arena as the fog was drifting in over the moun-
tains. This was the first time Scarlet and | have been to La Honda gather-

ings and what a lovely cool place it is nestled down in between the costal
ranges. We were greeted by a beautiful rearing stallion statue at the en-

i trance of the Driscoll Ranch event center and made our
way down to the arena; there were campsites on both sides
to choose from.

After pitching our tent and settling Buddy into a nice big pen provided by the ranch,
including water tubs and close water spigots, with attached hose (thanks to El Cabal-
lero, aka Doug Harrison). We wandered into the first campsite to visit with friends
we hadnét seen since our | ast shoot anlf

Saturday a.m. the sun peeked through the

fog and later cleared into a beautiful cool day

for shooting, guns started blazing-the com-
< l petition was on! There were several stages
HH % including a rifle stage, Aces and Eights
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\ ﬁ ﬁw {| poker game, and quick draw contest. Calaveras Kate aka Ka-
e “w || tie Scott, our fun coordinator, was kept busy all weekend
Wg handing out and keeping track of the lucky cards.
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- _« || That evening everyone gathered round for some of the best
' ' ‘ BBQ/

potluck food to come out a chuck wagon. Every-
thing a cowboy could want, there was lasagna to
die for (from Mother MyYersoé Kitchen),
salad, potato salad (fgom Mot her Mil |l
kitchen), fresh strawberries, hot bread, chips and
salsa. The sharp knives came out to cut the steaks
(we all butchered a different cow or chased a
chicken) mmmmm and the smell was wonderful.
The taste still lingers in my mouth and even ice
cold m&més for desert. Enough food to feed t
entire outfit and then some left over. We were all so full we spent the
rest of the evening sitting around a huge bonfire and telling lies
(opps | mean stories!)

Sunday a.m. rolled around and several Range Riders pitched in and
helped Old Buckaroo set the stages, rake the arena, and the fun
started all over again.

That Kid Concho i i i no, heard
he wear her hat cost you $9$!
were sever al i T 1 1 Standr mo
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