November, 2013

We’re BACK!
OUR FAVORITE NATIVE:

PILEATED “WOODPICKER” Triple Creek RV Newsletter is back in production!

The computer ate my newsletter!
Always check

our web site for
current
activities and
schedules!!!

Honest, the computer died, and ate the newsletter. We have a
new computet, and the files have been recovered . So once
again, we will be sending you out the latest and the greatest. So
much has happened, I don’t know where to start.

WELCOME HOME WINTER TEXANS

At Triple Creek, we
don’t have Snowbirds.

Here, y’all are special

Music Schedule: and are a breed of

« 1st Saturday weekend:
your own. We

Gospel
« 2nd Saturday weekend: pfOUdly welcome you
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Open Jam (Pickin’) home and Caﬂ you " N PNy ;
« 3rd Saturday weekend: « . 55
I Winter Texans”.
« 4th Saturday weekend:
Bluegrass
« 5th Saturday weekend:

Open Jam (Pickin’)

unless Special Activity

planned (see Website)

TEXPRESS»
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KKUS - FM 104.1 Sat. 9-10 AM Tyler Dave Rousseau
KVLU - FM 91.3 Sat. 7-9 PM Beaumont
KSHN - FM 99.9 Sat. 8:30-10:30 PM  Liberty Roy Bennett

KAMU-FM 90.9 Sat. 7-8PM College Station Dave Higgs (Nashville)

KJIC-FM 905 S.& Sun. 6AM & 6 PM Houston Believers Bluegrass

KNES - FM 99.1  Sun. 2-5PM Fairfield Carl Conkling

KPFT - FM 90.1 Sun. 4-6 PM Houston Chris Hirsch

KOOP - FM 91.7 Sun. 10-Noon Austin Sharon Sandomirsky/Tad Branson
KSYM-FM 90.1  Sun. Noon-2 PM San Antonio Hank Harrison

KEOS - FM 89.1 Tues. 7-9PM College Station John Roths

KAMU-FM 90.9 Sat. 7-8PM College Station Dave Higgs (Nashville)
www.bayareabluegrass.org www.southwestbluegrassclub.org

www.sabinebluegrass.com www.wiredin.cc

Our friends at Bay Area Bluegrass Association (BABA) in League City have a show the third
Saturday of every month. Show starts at 7:00 PM. For more Bluegrass events, see the BABA
web site at www.bayareabluegrass.org

NeWS—Judy Sturgeon is now the editor of the BABA Newsletter and has given it an entirely
new look. Please contact Judy for a subscription. Her email is redfish1313@comcast.net. If
you have never been to one of their monthly events, you will really enjoy the big stage events
they have and you’ll be surprised at the number of bluegrass fans they draw. The show is free,
and like every Bluegrass event, there is plenty of food to go around.

Judy sends me BABA events that are posted here in the Triple Creek newsletter.

Bluegrass Festivals Listings for the Greater Ark-La-Tx Area

- www.bluegrassdog.com

If you enjoyed your stay here at Triple Creek, please post a note at
www.tripadvisor.com. We have received many great reviews, but even more com-
ments would be appreciated. The best form of advertisement is from our friends.

tripad

VISOr-

TripAdvisor.com is a travel website that assists customers in gathering travel infor-
mation, posting reviews and opinions of travel-related content and engaging in inter-
active travel forums.



http://www.bluegrassdog.com

Here are the proud owners of Blueridge products
that are played at Triple Creek.

As our friend Darrell Segura says,
“If it ain’t Blueridge, it
ain’t Bluegrass”

Will the real David James stand up ....or sit down.

Just so happens that, we have two men with the same name that call Triple Creek, Texas their
" home. Both of these folks have the same name. As a result, we affectionately call the feller in
the left hand picture “DJ”. Now,
being the clever people that we are,
we call the other feller “David”.

Just so happens that David is the guy
that maintains the road for us. He is
out there every week on some piece
of equipment filling in the holes, and
smoothing out the bumps. It takes a
~ lot of work and talent too. Now if
; you ever think it doesn’t take talent,
just look at the road after Marc
“fixes” it. There is a definite differ-
 ence between the two.

Just so you know who’s who. D]J lives up where Audrey and Dudley did! Now that Audrey and Dudley moved, they live near

David. There, we hope that clears up the any confusion.




Join Us for Pickin' in the Pines!

BLUEGRASS FESTIVAL LISTINGS
We all know that Gerald Block stopped doing sabineblue- ; 6;“ '
grass.com. But now we have a new source here in our V' m r p A ar
area. Its bluegrassdog@bellsouth.net from DeRidder LA. ” bf@'(,f, i

The purpose of this web site is to present a list of known FRIDAY EDITION
Bluegrass Festivals in the Greater Ark-LA-TX Region. ?
Information is gathered from a number of sources such as
Bluegrass Promoters, Park Owners, Festival Flyers, Blue-
grass Festival Web Sites, Performing Band's Schedules, etc.

Information and news can be submitted by e-mail to blue-
grassdog@bellsouth.net.

Mr. “Fix It” Mark Lee

Our very own Mark (that is Mark with a “k”) Lee is Mr. Fix it. He can fix anything without a clue as to how it works or should
work—~kind of a magic touch. When we asked for a picture of him for this Newsletter, Mark turned around, and this is all we
got. He said if people recognize him, he will get an even bigger backlog of things that people drop off and ask if he can fix. So
here is Mark.. If you can pick him out in a crowd, perhaps you can see if your stuff can get on his

“fix-it list.

Now the following story is true, absolutely true. We didn’t want word to get out, but finally we de-
cided to share this with the world. Mark and the aliens.

I was really nervous when Mark came to the shop. I mean, I don't let just anyone see this alien arti-
fact thingy that I have hidden out there. You never know what some people might do if they see
something that's not from earth, you know? It's not like I told the government or the local television
stations anything about the artifact, either, but I told Mark because, well, because he seemed like the
kind of guy who could help me.

He stood just inside the door, looking at the gigantic thing with the knobs bigger than my head and the strange colors that came
and went across its silvery surface. He folded his arms and tilted his head a little, and I just knew that he was figuring out how it
worked. "I# didn't do anything when I brought it in," 1 said. "Didn't blow up or shoot poison gas or death rays or anything like that. I think you
conld touch i, if you wanted.” 1 could see that he wanted to. His fingers twitched, just a little, like he was itching to fiddle with it.
Around the Alien Encounters Support Group, everybody knew Mark was the one who could build or fix anything. Look at the
truck he drove, for Pete's sake! Nobody who wasn't an ace mechanic could keep that blue piece of junk running.

Very interesting," said Mark, and he began walking around the dome, running his fingertips over the surface, tweaking this, mov-
ing that, seeing how this bit fit into that bit. He knelt on the floor and peered under the thing, and then he climbed on top of the
stepladder to look over the top. He didn't say much while he was looking at it, cither.

Continued on next page
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"I've got all kinds of tools, if you need them. 1t doesn't seem to do anything. I think it must have gotten broken or something. 1 thought maybe yon could
figure out what it does and make it work again." 1 tried to make it sound innocent, like I just had scientific curiosity, not like I was plan-
ning to sell this baby to the highest bidder. But I'm no dummy, and I knew in my bones that this thing was probably some high
tech alien bomb or death ray, and if I could just get it working, I'd be a rich man for the rest of my life.

He turned and looked at me. "There's nothing I can do, Marc," he said calmly. " What do yon mean, there's nothing you can do? 1t's bro-
ken, right? You can fixc it. You told me you fixced that spaceship for your aliens. You can do alien stuff. I know you can. What's the matter, you want a
piece of the action or something?” He tilted his head and looked at me again, like I was the one who needed fixing. . "Frankly, Marc, 1
think it might be a weapon of some kind. I can't be sure, but that's what it appears to be. And if it is a weapon, then it wouldn't be
right for me to help you to get it working." Great. Just great. He had to go moral on me when there was this kind of money at
stake. 1#'s not a weapon," 1 insisted. "I#'s just this alien device. I just want to get it working, that's all, just see what it does." And make a profit. I
mean, a man's got to live, right? "I'm sorry, Marc. I just can't fix it for you." He turned and walked past me, opening the shop door
and heading for that bomb of a truck.

1 followed him, of course. "If it's about money, 1'n willing to pay, whatever you want. A percentage, even." Not too high a percentage, of
course, but I was willing to give him a cut if that's what it took. "Te// me what you want." "Nothing," he said. "I just don't want to fix
what could be an alien weapon." I grabbed his shirtsleeve. "I z0/d you this is top secret, right? And yon said you wonldn't tell anyone else,
right? You're not going to go back on your word, right?"  "Of course not," he said, looking at me like he wanted to reach into my brain
and make a couple of little adjustments, make me run the right way. I tell you, I wanted to smack him, and I would have done it
except that I hadn't quite given up on getting him to fix my device.

About a week after that, I was sitting in one of those folding chairs at the Alien Encounters Support Group, trying to decide
whether I should even bother going to any more of those stupid meetings. The only reason I'd joined this group in the first place
was because I'd discovered that device, and T wanted to find someone who could tell me what it was and how to make it work
again. I'd found the right guy, all right, but he was blowing me off. So what was the point?

"As you know," Mark said, looking around the room, "I've been looking for the aliens who dumped me. I have reason to believe
that they're still around. During that brief encounter I had, I could tell that their engine needed some setious work, and even
though I obviously wasn't skilled enough to fix it myself, they would still need to have someone help them repair the machinery."
"You shouldn't be so hard on yourself," said Dudley, smiling in his sappy way. "You did the best you could." Matk shook his
head sadly. "I just feel so bad that it wasn't good enough. I might have been able to do something helpful if they'd just given me
more time. I was beginning to see how the circuits might have worked.

"Anyway," said Mark, looking down at the floor, "one of my friends at the Silsbee Bee told me about this incident at a shop over
there. Apparently there were these three creatures, about four feet tall, with very large heads, pale gray skin, and talking in a funny
way, who showed up at the shop last week and tried to talk to the manager of the shop." "That sounds like your aliens," said Dud-

ley. "That's what I thought. And they went to a shop, which is sensible if they wete looking for someone who's good at fixing
things, especially engines. As I said, they're very smart." "So what happened to them?" asked Mrs Audrey, stifling a yawn. "The
mechanics threw them out. They thought it was some kind of publicity stunt. I went out to the shop, and talked to the mechanics.
I'm convinced that they did encounter my aliens, but unfortunately, they don't remember what happened after they kicked the
aliens out of the shop." "That sounds terrible" said Dudley.

"Well, it means that they're somewhere in the vicinity," said Mark, "and that means that I'm looking in the right place. Sooner or
later, I'm bound to find them." "You might be making a mistake," said Miss Ethel earnestly. "You might be better off not finding
them, not even looking for them. How do you know that they're not looking for you, huh?" "I'm sure," said Mark, smiling sadly,
"that if they were looking for me, they would have found me already. It's been three weeks since they returned me from their
ship." Miss Ethel shook her head. "It might have taken them that long to realize that they made a mistake in letting you live."

Continued on next page




"They're not like that," said Mark. "You didn't see their ship. It was magnificent! The machines they had! The technology is just millions of
years beyond us. No beings with technology that wonderful could possibly be as hotrible as you're desctibing them." "Oh, yeah?" asked Miss
Ethel. She looked around the room. "What I'm hearing is that Mark's aliens let him go, and now they've realized that he knows too much
about them and their machinery. Maybe they're afraid you'te going to use that technology here, and that's forbidden." "I would never do
that," said Matk. No, of course not, I thought. Obviously those aliens stole the wrong person. Show me some of that high tech stuff, and I'm
telling you, I'd be at the patent office the next day, ready to make some serious money off it.

"They don't know that," said Miss Ethel patiently. "For all you know, they could be coming after you to wipe your brain, or to kill you alto-
gether." "They're not," said Mark firmly. "I don't know how I know, but I know it. And I feel an obligation to help them. Even if I can't fix
their engines myself, I feel bad that I left the job unfinished. I should get them to someone who could fix their engines, and make sure they
find someone who can do a better job than I could." "You've been spending a lot of time doing that," said Dudley. "It's very important to
me," said Mark, looking around the room with determination. "I would do anything to find those guys again." The discussion went on for a
while longer, but I didn't pay attention. He'd do anything to find those aliens of his? What if I found the aliens and told him that he couldn't
see them until he fixed my device for me? He'd do it then, wouldn't he? Of course he would, the sap. I would have to put my other business
aside and find those aliens of his. I knew people who knew people. I would put out the word and see if I couldn't nail these guys before Mark
did. Then we could do some serious negotiating, I thought, and I could feel myself smiling at the idea.

At the end of the meeting, I grabbed Mark and, as casually as I could, I pumped him for details about his aliens. He seemed so pleased that I
was going to keep an eye out for them that he drew me a detailed picture of the guys. I looked at it. Yeah, I didn't think I would have any
trouble recognizing these guys when I saw them. There weren't too many gray skinned, four feet tall, hairless bipeds with huge heads and
putple eyes roaming around this part of the world.

I dropped everything and headed for Silsbee, and I talked to all my contacts there, and kept my eyes and ears open for the next four days, and
I've got to tell you, it was pretty discouraging. Someone heard this weird noise that sounded "like nothing on earth", and I thought that had
to be the aliens, only when I got to where the noise was coming from, it turned out to be some kids making a new rock band. Then there was
this explosion, smoke everywhere, terrible smells, the whole nine yards, and I thought that looked possible, except that it was just an explo-
sion in the chemistry lab at the middle school, some kids who thought they were mad scientists. I talked to everybody who claimed to have
seen an alien in the last month, and I tell you, they were worse than the bozos in the Alien Encounters Support Group. They couldn't even
get their stoties straight, and it was obvious that they'd been reading those supermarket tabloids for their information. What a waste of time!
If I didn't have that alien device in my shop, I swear, I'd have given up after four days, and that would have been too bad, because it was on
the fifth day that I found them. I was hanging around the Silsbee Tavern, talking to this guy I know, when I happened to look out the win-
dow, and saw these incredible lights. It looked like fireworks without the noise, if you know what I mean: patterns of red and yellow and
green, and some other colors I didn't know the names of. The lights were so bright, and so impressive, that I had to check them out, even
though the guys in the bar agreed that they were some kind of publicity stunt for the new mall that was supposed to be opening on the out-
skirts of town.

I drove out to where the lights were coming from, the parking lot of an abandoned manufacturing plant, and then I saw them.

There were five of the guys, sitting around a machine that looked like someone had taken all the little fluorescent tubes in the world and
twisted them together, spinning wires around the outside and connecting them to some kind of noisy little motor. They themselves were sil-
ver, kind of short, with great big heads twice the size of human heads), and purple eyes, and I knew as soon as I saw them that I'd hit pay dirt.

Even though I'm in the Alien Encounters Support Group, I'd never actually seen an alien before, and my first feeling was total surprise. 1
guess I'd never really believed that any of those bozos could have been telling the truth.

I got out of my van, carrying my little bag of tools with me, and I walked slowly and quietly over to where they were. I brought some chloro-
form, a couple of stun guns, some fishing nets, the really big kind, and some tranquilizer darts, just in case. I got to within maybe three feet
of them when one of them turned around and saw me. It jumped up and down like a little kid, making high-pitched noises to the others, and
then suddenly they all abandoned their machine and lunged for me. That was the first time I was scared, frankly. I scrambled for the catch to
the bag, but they were on top of me before I could get anything out. They were all jumping up and down, squealing and gesturing at my van.
It was weird, but I almost thought they were trying to speak English, only really, really fast. Perhaps they were so intelligent, like Mark said,
that they couldn't slow themselves down enough to think or talk at our level.
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Thinking that maybe they would be able to understand me (they'd been able to understand Mark, according to his story), I said, "I'»
a friend of Mark's. I came bere looking for yon." 'They all started whooping, and repeating "Mark", really high and really fast.

I opened the side door of my van, and they all threw themselves through the door at the same time, tripping each other, shoving
each other this way and that, like a bunch of preschool kids trying to get to the ice cream truck. I closed the door behind them and
locked it, and then grabbed their little machine and tossed it in the van with them. I started the van, and the aliens began bounding
all over the inside, throwing themselves at the doors, at the windows, at each other.

The sooner I got out of there and back to the house, the better, I thought, and so I took off. I was driving away from the aban-
doned building when I recognized Mark's truck driving very fast in the opposite direction. He must have seen those lights, too, and
figured out that they were from his aliens. Well, well, I thought, very pleased with myself, I made it just in time, and now Mark
would have to work with me if he wanted to see his aliens again.

It's good I had something to be happy about, because those little monsters were swarming all over my van, breaking the CD player,
wrecking the door handles (I still don't know how they did that), jamming the windows and making all the warning lights on my
dashboard turn on and off randomly. They had no concept of sitting in the seats, or on the floor, or even of staying still at all, and I
thought they were going to cause a crash before I got them back to my place. The only reason we didn't, I'm convinced, is because 1
was driving incredibly carefully, and by the time I got home, I was ready for a good stiff drink. The aliens swarmed inside the
house, heading straight for my television and VCR/DVD player. They started taking it apart. I thought, okay, maybe they're going
to upgrade it with their alien technologies, but when sparks shot out of the screen and the VCR started smoking, I tried to pry the
aliens away. Not in time, though. I'd never seen a VCR explode before, and I was lucky not to get hit by the flying plastic pieces.

I called Mark as soon as I thought he would be home. "Hi, Marc," said Mark, sounding a little tired, "what can I do for you?"

"I've got your aliens," 1 said. "If you want to see them, you'll come over here and fix my device." He didn't say anything for a couple of seconds.
"Didn't you hear me?" 1 asked.

"Marc," he asked, slowly and seriously, "are you trying to blackmail me?" " Yes, that's exactly what I'n: trying to do. 1've got your aliens. 1
Jound them when they were mafking those light signals or whatever they were doing, and I bronght them to my house, and I'm going to call the police and
have the cops pick them up if you don't come over here immediately to fix my device.” All right, so it was a stupid threat. Anyone who knows me
knows the cops are the last people I'd call if I was in trouble. "How do I know you've got them?" he asked after another pause that
was way too long. He gasped. "All right," he said. "I believe you. I'll be right over." " The sooner the better,” 1 said. 1 hung up the
phone and raced to the bathroom where the toilet was in pieces, and the faucets over the sink were twisted and shooting water all
over. The aliens were babbling to each other as if they were having a good time, and I swear, if they wetren't so valuable, I would
have swatted the bunch of them with the nearest large blunt object.

It's a two-minute drive from Mark’s to the shop even if you avoid the pot holes, but I tell you, it felt like two hours before I heard
his truck . The aliens found their way into Karen’s room, where they took her computer apart in a matter of seconds and then tried
to put it back together backwards, or upside down, or somehow that the computer was not meant to be put together. I yelled at
them, and they scattered like a bunch of pigeons. When I got to the kitchen, the fridge was making a loud clattering noise and the
room was full of smoke. I was trying to straighten that mess out when the doorbell rang.

I slammed the kitchen door shut behind me, praying that they wouldn't find some way of taking the doorknob apart, and I opened
the front door to see Mark, a bit disheveled, standing on the front step. "Are they here?" he asked. " Don't worry about that," 1 said
with a lot more confidence than I felt. " The question is, what are you going to do about my device?” "Isn't there some way we could com-
promise?" he asked. "I'm really concerned about the aliens, and I want to make sure they get the kind of help they need, but I'm not
sure that I could fix your device, even if I tried."

I heard a crashing sound coming from the kitchen. I wouldn't put it past those horrible little creatures to find their way into the
shop, and then what would they do if they found my device? At that moment, I came this close to telling Mark to take them,
whether or not he would help me with my device. But I took a deep breath, thought about the money I stood to make, and stayed
strong. "Those are my terms," 1 said firmly. " You'll see the aliens when you come to the garage and work on my device."

"All right," he said, "I suppose I should take a look."

Mark and I went to the shop, and I took a deep breath before opening it. It was the most horrible thing I've ever witnessed. There
was my alien device, in pieces, looking so full of potential, and there were those miserable aliens, swarming over it, throwing bits
and pieces up in the air, tearing at bits that I thought were supposed to stay together, and shoving other pieces into places where it
didn't look like anything was supposed to go. I had a sudden vision of what they'd done to Karen’s computer, and I screamed.




Mark grabbed my arm, preventing me from lunging at them and strangling the first one I came across. "Don't worty," he said, his
voice hushed and reverent. "They're going to fix it for you."

"I don't want them to fix it," 1 cried. "I want you to do it!" "1It's probably a technology that they're familiar with," he said, nodding.
"Maybe it comes from their culture." I watched for a couple more seconds, while one of the aliens took a long thin piece of
something that looked like plastic and stuck it in its mouth. The plastic thing immediately turned bright purple and the alien shot
up into the air as if the thing had given it a shock. "Ub, these guys are supposed to be super intelligent?" 1 asked Mark. He was watching
them carefully. "I wouldn't have thought that the pieces went together quite that way," he said thoughtfully, as if he hadn't heard
me.

He strolled over to where the aliens were taking the thing apart, and as soon as they saw him, they all swarmed all over him, and I
really wanted to kill them then, because they were going to distract him from what he was supposed to be doing. They all made
sounds like a cross between a policeman's whistle, a bad set of brakes, and a tuba being played by someone who didn't know what
he was doing. I covered my ears, but Mark nodded and gestured at them.

"What are you doing?" 1 asked. ""They told me they've been looking for me. It was a mistake that I got kicked out of their ship,
some kind of malfunction in their equipment. They want me back, to fix their ship." " You can understand that?" 1 asked, even more
surprised. I knew he was weird; I didn't know how weird. "Yeah," he said, as if it was something simple. "I guess I must have
gotten tuned to them when I was in their ship." "You're going 1o fix this before you go anywhere," 1 said firmly, shutting the shop door
behind us. He looked at the pile of pieces of my device, and he smiled. "Yeah, of course. They were going about it the wrong
way, but I think I can see what they were trying to do, and I have no problem making it work now."

I guess they were helping him, or trying to help him, but to me it looked like they were messing up everything he did as soon as
he did it. Mark never seemed to mind when they took things apart or stuck things in the wrong places or climbed on his shoul-
ders when he was adjusting something. Me, I would have smacked them from here to next week, aliens or no aliens, but I wasn't
going to interfere as long as Mark was working on my device. Left alone, Mark probably would have put the whole thing to-
gether in half an hour, but with them helping him, he was working on the device for an hour and a half before he finally stood
back and folded his arms. "It's finished," he said. I couldn't figure out what it was supposed to do. It looked like part television,
part truck motor, part blender, part computer insides, and part something out of this world. I thought he was pulling my leg.

"Do a demonstration," 1 said. " Show me how it works." "Sure," he said. He ran his hand over the part that looked like computer guts,
and suddenly the whole shop was filled with moving lights. I jumped out of the way at first, sure that there was some poison or
something that was going to come out of the lights, but in a couple of seconds I saw that the lights were turning into an image. It
looked like those pictures you see in science magazines, of Mars or Jupiter or one of the other planets, but there were these switl-
ing colors and the thing seemed to be moving and coming in and out of focus.

"What does it do?" 1 asked, still kind of suspicious. "This is what it does," he replied, smiling. The aliens were hopping up and down
beside him. I wondered if they wete going to break something else. "It's an image generator. You can create different images if

you brush against this switch here," he said, gesturing.

"I1's not a weapon?'' He shook his head. "It's like one of those globes with the snow, only it's the alien version." All those millions 1
was going to make, selling this weapon to the highest bidder, floated in front of my eyes, and then vanished. I thought I was go-
ing to throw up.

"Well," said Mark, "we've got to go now." He took out a little ball with pointy things sticking out of it, and he pressed a couple of
the pointy things in some kind of sequence. "This is what they use to summon their landing craft. They'd put the batteties in
backwards, so they couldn't make it work before. But it was simple enough to fix it." I heard a high-pitched, whining noise as 1
opened the shop door. I sure wasn't going to keep those creatures in my residence a second longer than I had to. " You're going to go
with them to their ship?" 1 asked. "Sure. They need my help. And their technology, their engines -- it's just amazing. I'd be crazy not
to go back there and poke around in that stuff some more."

Continued on next page




"But these guys, your aliens, they're -- well, I know you think they're super intelligent, but I've been watching them, and -- "' 1 didn't quite know how
to tell him that if these guys were human beings, I'd consider them to be morons. He clapped me on the shoulder. "I know," he
said, "but I'll leave lots of notes and instructions, so they'll be able to run the engines after I'm gone. Ah, there it is now. I remember
that."

A purple and silver thing that looked like a giant football hovered just over Mark's car in the street outside my house. A long tube
unfolded itself from somewhere in the football's interior, and all the aliens whooped and made even more annoying noises as they
rushed over to the tube. "Thanks for your help," said Mark, shaking my hand. "I'm not sure I would have been able to find them if
you hadn't found them for me. And I'm glad that your alien device turned out so well. I have to go now. Don't worty about my
truck. I'll be back in a couple of days to reclaim it."

He turned and followed the aliens into the tube. The ship sucked it back in, closing the hole through which the tube had passed. 1
watched, speechless, as the ship hovered a few seconds and then shot up through the sky. I turned back to the shop. Image genera-
tor, huh? I thought. All right, so it wasn't a weapon. That didn't mean I couldn't find some use for it. I thought of my buddy Wil-
son, who knew people in the art business. I bet if I showed this to him, we could come up with some way to make some money on
this thing. I turned to walk back to the house, trying to remember Wilson's phone number. Suddenly I saw a bright flash in the sky,
about where the aliens' ship would probably have been.

I waited, looking up, but I didn't see anything else. Had it exploded? Did those idiot aliens manage to destroy their landing craft
before they even got to the ship, or was it supposed to do that?

I had no clue, but I figured that if Mark didn't show up in a week or so, I would try to figure out how much I could get for his truck
and 5th wheel. I headed into the house.
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Triple Creek RV Music Park

Names in the News

Chuck and Sharon are coming back soon, and we all need to congratulate them on their 50th
year anniversary. Can you just imagine Sharon putting up with Chuck that long?

Ricky & Cathy have called, and they are now back. They will no longer live in a tent, but now
they have upgraded to a pop-up camper. Look out BINGO players, our caller is back. We hope
we can understand his Yankee accent this year.

Karen has finally move her horse up here. She is down the street living with our friends Eddie
and Tammy Freeman (they were living here at Triple Creek last year).

Brian and Jimmy have Brian’s Audi up and running. No longer is it a fixture in the shop.
There is a brand new engine under the hood, and it too has an oil leak. Brian, had a oil leak
with the first engine, and when he fixed that leak, it somehow ruined the motor. Stay tuned for
the next saga in Brian’s Audi.

Mrs Audrey had a spill earlier this year. However here in October, she was having problems
with the screws they installed, so she just had surgery getting them removed. She still moves
slowly, but its great to see her up and around.

Mr. Lewis and Marsha have been united in matrimony. We aren’t sure of the date, as they
eloped without telling us.

Lela—I was going to tell you that Lela had returned to TC, but she is gone again. She considers
us all as family, so she’ll be back in the future.

Our friends Bob Honey & Sue Baby arrived at TC before the end of October. They have given
up traveling in their motorhome, and will be traveling in their car now.

John & Christine will also be returning to TC, but they won’t be here until January.

Mark Lee has been working out at the power station for a while now. He works nights, so keep
it quiet for him please.

Jimmy Ray is up and going. In fact he has short hair and is relatively clean shaven. Now that
Bubba is gone, we may have to elect him to be Mayor of TC.

Helen and Ed were the first winter Texans to find their way back home to Triple Creek. They
arrived on Thursday 10/10. Welcome home. They are parked right next to the Jam Shack.

Chuck and Betty Trout are due in soon. They will be parking next to DJ.

Pat and Floyd had a canopy installed over their park model. It looks so good, that we elected to
do the same. Yep, things are changing!
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We have been asked recently if we are going to have a stage show
or a jam on weekends? We always strive to have a stage show. We
prefer our musicians on stage so they can all be showcased How-
ever, we never know who is going to show up, or how many musi-

cians will be here. n IT'S SHOWTIME

Summer time is always slow, but come the winter, the Snowbirds
come in, as well as the locals. Therefore, when the days get shorter
and cooler, you can almost bet that we’ll have more and more stage
shows just like always.

Thursday nights are always going to be a jam session. These are the nights that people are learning and practicing. After all,
a jam session is a musical act where musicians play (Jam) by improvising without extensive preparation or predefined ar-
rangements. Jam sessions here at Triple Creek are often used by musicians to develop new material, find suitable arrange-
ments, or simply as a social gathering and communal practice session. It’s these Thursday night Jam sessions where Floyd
practices his new love songs as he looks in his Patricia’s eyes and sings to her. Its also in these Thursday night sessions where
people that are learning an instrument sit in the circle for the first time.

So come out on Thursday nights for the jams, and then look forward to the returning of all the musicians for the Friday jams
and Saturday night stage shows.

Remember, shows and jams are FREE to the public, but we certainly appreciate donations that are used to buy supplies and
keep the doors open.

) ¢ ‘ZMM*

DRIVE FRIENDLY-THE TEXAS WAY

Volunteers

You can thank the work
campers for all that they
do as well! They are all
a big help to keep Triple
Creek RV the wonderful If you see someone pitching it, please take the time to thank them, be-

place we all enj cause it is through the combined efforts of all of us that we can all call
THANKS!

Thanks to the many people that volunteer here at Triple Creek. If it
wasn’t for the volunteers and work campers ...well, Triple Creek could
not be the wonderful place it is.

this place home.
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Triple Creek RV Music Park

11-13 OPEN JAM
2013 Event Calendar 1820 CoUNTRY
JANUARY 25-27 BLUEGRASS
1 NEW YEAR’S DAY DINNER @ 2PM & JAM
35 GOSPEL AUuGUST
?O - (R)’EDHIiAD EXPRESS SPECIAL EVENING!! 1-3 GOSPEL ;;j/
- PEN JAM ol &
17-19 COUNTRY 810 OPEN.JAM
24-26 BLUEGRASS 15-17 COUNTRY
22-24 BLUEGRASS (& CRAFT DAY PROJECTS)
FEB;;J_‘;RY GOSPEL 29-31 OPEN JAM
79 OPEN JAM
10 SUPER BowL PARTY SEPTEMBER
14-16 COUNTRY & “SWEETHEART” WEEKEND! 2 LABOR DAY PIG ROAST!!! @2:00PM
21-23 BLUEGRASS
57 GOSPEL
MARCH 12-14 OPEN JAM
14-16 COUNTRY & CLAIRE LYNCH CONCERT
21-23 BLUEGRASS OCTOBER
28-30 OPEN JAM & DUTCH OVEN COOKING 35  GOsPEL
10-12 OPEN JAM
APRIL 17-19 COUNTRY
46 GOSPEL 24-26 BLUEGRASS & APPLE COOK-OFF
11-13 OPEN JAM
1820 COUNTRY NOVEMBER
2527 BLUEGRASS & BBQ COOKOUT!! 31-2 GOSPEL
79 OPEN JAM & CHILI CoOOoKOUT (WELCOME
HUNTERS! - AND OTHERS, TOO!)
MAY
14-16 COUNTRY
24 GOSPEL 21-23 BLUEGRASS
911 OPEN JaM 28-30 OPEN JAM & THANKSGIVING DINNER
16-18 COUNTRY (THURS @2:00PM)
23-25 BLUEGRASS
26 MEMORIAL DAY BBQ @ 2PM DECEMBER
57 GOSPEL & ANNUAL CHRISTMAS PARTY
JUNE (SATURDAY AFTERNOON/ EVENING)
30-1 GOSPEL & BOST FAMILY—FROM AZ!! 12-14 OPEN JAM
6-8 OPEN JAM 19-21 COUNTRY
13-15 COUNTRY 25 CHRISTMAS DAY — DINNER @ 2PM & JAM
20-22 BLUEGRASS 26-28 BLUEGRASS
27-29 OPEN JAM 31 ANNUAL NEW YEAR’S EVE DANCE
JAN 1 TRADITIONAL NEW YEAR’S DAY DINNER
JULY @ 2PM AND JAM
4 WATERMELON THUMP & BBQ COOKOUT
4-6 GOSPEL
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Join Us for Pickin' in the Pines!

EHEEEEEEHEEHEEEREEEBBFBFEFHEEEHEFEFEREBEB0BEFHFHEHEEHEHEHS

: BINGO— Back on Tuesdays (our winter schedule).

& Are you interested in playing BINGO? We host a “White
& Elephant” BINGO every Tuesday evening. Just bring any
& White Elephant that you have laying around and donate as a
# prize. It’s not only a great way to have fun, but its also a

# wonderful way to get rid of those little things around the

& house that just need to go.

&

# You can make donations for Bingo gifts. The list is endless.
# Consider craft items, music scores, art work. We will take it.

&

NN NI NI NI RN HH

&
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Tommy provides Church services

Church services are now being conducted in the Jam Shack by our
very own resident Tommy Ferrell. Tommy just started living here
in the park, and we have asked him to provide us with a church
service. He very graciously has accepted. He’s a wonderful musi-
cian, and uses his voice and music to spread the Lord’s word.

Please come join us for church service on Sunday at

Triple Creck RV is a participat-
ing member of Passport Amer-

ica. Sign up with us to receive
discount camping at other Campgrounds in the US, Can-
ada and Mexico

Save 50% at Over 1400 Campgrounds in
the U.S., Canada and Mexico ... We Do!

VETERANS DAY

In honor of our many veterans, we will reduce your weekend fee by 50%b on that weekend.

Thank you Veterans!
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Our Wi Fi Its just part of our family

Triple Creek internet service is provided by satellite service from HughesNet. The HughesNet

service is provide through a set of share resources. These resources must be shared across all
HughesNet customers world wide. In order to protect the quality of service, Hughes implements a Fair Access
Policy to ensure that heavy users do not take an unfair portion of the shared bandwidth.

Triple Creek has the Commercial Account and has the largest amount of data (in bytes) which can be
downloaded by a subscriber without restriction within a rolling 24-hour period. As anyone at Triple Creek
downloads, the remaining allowance is depleted.

HughesNet Fair Access Policy is implemented automatically by monitoring usage over a rolling 24-hour petiod.
When our 24-hour access exceeds the allowance, we enter the Recovery Zone, and download speeds are drasti-
cally reduce. During this Recovery Zone, the Download Allowance is slowly replenished and after approxi-
mately 24 hours, download speed is restored.

Here at Triple Creek, we all use the same system. Therefore, if one person consumes all the available resources,
then all the users will experience very slow internet speed for 24 hours.

So here is what you can do to contribute: Free Intemel Access

1. Online activities such as checking email and viewing Websites are unlikely to cause us to exceed our
Download Allowance, so please feel free to access the internet for your use.

2. Streaming music, videos and pictures will most certainly consume our Download Allowance. Please do not
do this, except during the off peak hours from 1:00 am to 6:00 am.

3. HughesNet gives us a “Download Zone” in the off peak hours from 1:00 am to 6:00 am. During this
time, we can download data at full speed without counting against our Download Allowance. This can be
done with a Download Manager where you automatically schedule your system This can be found at
http://home.myhughesnet.com/setvices.php

If you want to know more on this subject, see http://setvices.hughesnet.com/service_tools/fap/index.cfm

20080080008008000008080800800800830808008 0080080080000 0030080080080 008 008008308008008008008008008008008 0080000800800 008 008008008008 006 008000008008000
Winnaway Bed & Breakfast

Hosts: Susie & Dave Winn (Phone: 409-331-9944)
5681 FM 1746, Woodville, TX 75979
Web: www.winnawaybedbreakfast.com / FAX: 409-331-9906
E-Mail: susie_winn@yahoo.com

The Winn’s and their family have supported TCRYV for years
and are wonderful hosts!

Winnaway is a great getaway for people who want to take time to get back to
nature. Their Cottage is small but well equipped with a private bath, kitchenette, and a big fireplace. It has two queen
sized beds and has dish network and high speed internet. You have access to a pond for relaxing, fishing or canoeing,.
They have over 40 acres to hike with beautiful trees and a creek that runs through it. Whether you need a place to stay
while you are working in our area or a weekend to catch your breath, they will be happy to provide your lodging needs

00d0080808008008080800808080080080808008080800800808008008
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Bus—Motor home

For those of you that you that know Karen, the following information is NOT going
to surprise you. This motorhome in the picture belongs to Karen. You see, it has
been in a shop where it was going to have some repairs done. It went in the shop
many years ago. It still isn’t running, but we have possession of it, and its in a shop
in Houston where we are trying to figure out what to do with it from there. While it
is closer to coming home now, it still isn’t running.

Notice that is has the rather colorful paint scheme that we have learned how Karen
likes.

Soft drink price increase!

You many not believe this, but the cost of our soft drinks has increased. As a
result, we had to raise the price in our machine. In the past, our delivered cost for
a single can of soda was $0.48 and at that time the cost of a drink at the machine
was just a thrifty $0.50. Now the price from our supplier has increased signifi-
cantly, and they no longer give us a volume discount. As a result, the price at the
machine has increased from 50 cents to 75 cents.

We asked our supplier why the supermarkets can sell the drinks cheaper than we
can buy them, and they replied that they sell them at a loss to lure in customers.
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Guess Who?

The lady in the prom dress is Miss Woodville. Now if you look at that dress real
close, what you will see is that the dress is in an elaborately draped and ruffled
camoutflage gown. Yes, in Woodville, Texas, the Prom Queen will be dressed in

genuine camo. Nothing but the best.

We interviewed Miss Woodville, and asked for her guidance on camo. Here is the

advice that he provided to us.

Camo Prom Dresses: Styles At first, you need to decide whether you want a prom
dress with complete camouflage fabric or you want to use another contrast colored fabric to be combined with the
camo. Once you take that decision, then you can easily find some trendy and voguish camo prom dresses. Once
you make your decision, you can try all kinds of prom dress patterns with the camo fabric. For instance, you can
opt for a formal strapless gown or you can opt for short camo prom dresses with total camo fabric. You can try
some of the prom dress patterns like — halter neck typical prom dress with camo borders, camo wrap dresses,
camo, camisole type camo prom dresses, etc. Apart from the aforementioned patterns, you can also try the colored
camo fabrics that are gaining popularity these days. You can find camo pattern in almost all colors of your choice.
Secondly, you can use camo fabric to accentuate the lighter hues like beige, white and ivory colored prom dresses.
For instance, you can create a camo undetlay, camo bands at the bottom or bodice of the prom dress and camou-
flage trimmed edges for the prom gowns. Since camo prom dresses are unique, they are not so easily available in
the fashion stores. You should try for custom made clothing to get cheap camo prom dresses. Always make it a
point to wear least number of fashion accessories and prom makeup with your prom dress. If you are choosing

camo prom dresses over the conventional dresses, then be confident, wear attitude on your sleeves and have fun! -

Camo....its what’s in fashion!
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Marc’s Mom

for just a few hours.

turning into a good cook.

As we all know, Marc has been vacant from Triple Creek lately, as he now lives with his
mom in Texas City (about 150 miles way). Every 2-3 months he get to come home to

His mom wants to stay in her house, and he is trying to make her happy. He says he is

@ Our weekly shows are free to the public and features Bluegrass,
Gospel and Country music from the local and national scene. We
have a pot luck dinner at 5:00 PM, and the stage show begins at 6:00

@ PM, but pickers are welcome to bring their instruments and come

® catlicr to jam. This is a ‘no alcohol’ event, but there’s plenty of music
and great family fun!

. Our weekends begin on Thursday night. We have finger food at
g y g g
5:00PM and then Jam at 6:00. Friday night is pot luck dinner and
. jam at 6:00.

® Proceeds from donations, sponsors, sales, and raffles are used to

® keep the doors open and the regular shows free to the public. They
@ 2lso maintain and replace sound equipment, storage, and incidental
® expenses of keeping the music playing. We thank you for your atten-
® dance, your generosity, and your love of the music.

You’re going to appreciate this. If you look at this picture real hard, you
— can see that this is a marque for a church.
But if you look even harder, you will see

(. UM the lichted portion of the si
T, Ahundant I_I!e “S?I‘AgRBeUCpIOé‘St?n o e sign says

Yes, its true, this church has their own
STARBUCKS franchise inside, and like
most churches, it is open to the public.

I guess this is just another way of keeping
the congregation awake. Let me know if

17 you need directions to this church.

Do you have an instrument that you’d
like to sell or trade?

Are you looking for one in particular that
you’d like to buy or trade? Contact the
Triple Creek Swap ‘n’ Shop!

email
marc.mcconnell@triplecreekrv.com

Include a couple of good photos, details,

Everyone talks about leaving a better planet for
our kids.

How about leaving better kids for our planet?




