ing my teeth over some 19th-century literature. Cheers!

William Heinselman
My wife, Erica, and I enjoy taking
early-morning and later-evening
drives to admire the wildlife the
Mother Lode has to offer. Living in
the country really gives us the pleasure of seeing many animals while
driving back roads year round. I’ve
lived in Amador and Calaveras
counties for 60 years and even
though we’re in the 21st century,
animal life continues to be, for the
most part, plentiful.
To catch an example of what we
might run across in our travels, I
brought my camera with me to work
and took photos of turkeys, deer and
even a tarantula on the way back
home. Turkeys seem to be everywhere; it seems like every day I see
a couple dozen or more. Sometimes
I joke with my co-workers, saying
that turkeys are going to take over
the entire Mother Lode.
Black-tailed deer are the most
common variety in California and
here in the Mother Lode. They
prefer tender grasses, new leaves,
herbs and the tips of branches during the spring. During the fall and
winter months, deer can be found
in the lower-elevation areas, especially around reservoirs. Deer like
to travel down from the hills to the
low-lying areas where it’s warmer
and to feed on younger grasses
and tender growth.
Another common critter here is
the tarantula. In the fall of each year,
tarantulas are found marching
across roads in their search for
mates. Since the females are burrowed underground, it’s the males
that hit the road each autumn. Many
people think the females kill the
males after mating, but it’s not true.
Why do we see so many dead
snakes on our roads and highways? The answer is because
snakes are cold-blooded and they
must stay undercover during the

William Heinselman

All kinds of critters wander the foothills
as day turns to night.

heat of the summer and hibernate
during the cold of winter. During
cool summer nights, snakes seek
the warmth of the sun-heated
asphalt we use to build our roads.
The asphalt holds the heat well
into the night and snakes warm
themselves and then move on.
One night this summer, Erica
and I drove Hogan Dam Road all
the way to the back of Hogan
Reservoir and saw two snakes
(one was a rattler), several rabbits, a fox and, for the second
time in my life, a full-grown
mountain lion! It was dark, but
not really late when we sighted
the cat. First we saw something
move up ahead as we slowly
made our way along the road. As
I looked to the driver’s side of the
car, I got a quick look at the lion
only a few yards from the car.
Then it made a couple of leaps up
a steep embankment. I grabbed
my camera as the cat stopped
briefly to give us a final glimpse,
but failed to get the split-second
shot; I hit the off button instead of
the shutter as I stretched my arm
out the window to try and catch
the animal in action.
No matter where you drive in
these foothills, you’ll see something else out there with you.

Harmony Wheeler
I’m not much of a socializer and I
don’t get into downtown often,
unless you count my multiple trips
to the city to see touring musicals
and the like. I’m not much of a
nature girl, either, although I go on
short hikes here and there. I suppose I fall somewhere between city
girl and country girl, with a whole
lot of introverted personality
thrown in on top of a bit of extroverted personality when needed.
So you can see how coming up

with a night out suggestion might be
difficult for me to pass along to you.
I’m an oxymoron; as often as I get
out, I really don’t get out all that
often. But if there’s one spot I can
share with you, it’s a small turnoff
area off of Highway 108. Take a
right turn across from the first turn
to Twain Harte if you’re traveling
east on the highway and you’ll find
the perfect spot to watch the sun set.
I love our sunsets. The other day
on my way to a show, I saw the
most gorgeous sunset ever painted

across the sky – pinks and oranges
touching the layered clouds on the
horizon. Whenever friends visit,
one of the first places I take them is
Plainview Road, an ironic name if
ever there was one. It provides the
perfect view of the merging valley
and mountains. I went there once to
see what the fireworks might look
like from so high up on July 4, but
they were barely visible.
But, oh, what a view of the night
lights after lovely sunsets. And on
many evenings, my family isn’t the

Mindy Kreilein enjoys a sunset.
Harmony Wheeler
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only group there. The quaint spot
makes for the perfect evening out.

Scott Thomas Anderson
The year has flown by. With the
orange-and-scarlet turn of the seasons we’re all engaging in those
familiar conversations peppered
with gems like, “Summer is slipping away,” or “I can’t believe
everything is changing to fall,”
and my personal favorite, “Only
three months to go until the new
Hobbit movie!”
Musing on the passage of time
made me realize that Halloween is
just around the corner. It also
occurred to me I hadn’t engaged in
a fine night of debauchery since St.
Patrick’s Day back in March. The
Italian crime reporter Mario Spezi
once remarked on the difference
between human hours and journal-

ists’ hours and I decided that toiling
away during the fairer months of
2012 had finally warranted a night
out. Deadlines be damned, I took
my lady on the town for some preHalloween pleasure.
Our evening started with a stroll
down Sutter Creek’s Main Street.
Night was falling; the Victorian
homes were already paying homage to old Celtic traditions with displays of jack-o-lanterns eerily
glowing from deep porches dripping with spider webs.
Down the way, we encountered
our first destination, Billotti’s Italian
Restaurant at the American
Exchange Hotel. I stopped to glance
at the structure’s looming balcony
and I felt a tinge of regret that the
cool weather would now prevent
my circle of friends from gathering
up there, looking out on the old
town’s rooftops as the bartender,

The Angels Camp Business Association would like to
say Thank You to the following for their support of the
Angels Camp Centennial Celebration. The Honable
Mayor Elaine Morris, former Mayor Tad Folendorf, City
Council members Jack Lynch & Roger Neumann, City
Administrator Michael McHatten, City Clerk Mary Kelly,
Police Chief Fordahl & The Angels Camp Police Dept.,
Fire Marshall Nathan Fry & the Angels Camp Fire Dept.,
Public Works Jon Kitchell, 39th District Agricultural
Assoc’s Laurie Gianinni & Bob Trenchero, Bret Harte
High School, Bret Harte FFA, Calaveras Visitors Bureau,
Firefall Jewelry, Claussen’s Corner, the salon, Aeolian
Harp, H&H Automotive, Napa Auto Parts, Gold Rush
Originals, Angels Camp World Merchantile, Greenhorn
Creek & Resort, Banks Glass, Banks Motorsports & Alan
Corel. Angels Camp Commorative Committee Members;
Tey Cross, Anne Forrest, Jack Lynch, Laney Henderson,
Sandy Lanier, Don Gifford, Jay Shotwell & Charlotte
Wheeler. Volunteers; Zachary Abernathy, Robert
Carpenter, Tom & Vivian Danielsen,
Myrna Dake, Shelby French, Dwayne
Garcia, Tiffany Gifford, Marsha Green,
Kathy Hamilton, Jacque Hash, Kathy
Harvy, Marilyn Herd, Jen Herndon,
Karla Knapp, Michele Lee, Michael
Littlefield, Tim & Cathy Mueller, Jim &
Denni Oravec, Brad Ortstov, Nicki
Pambrun, Patrick & Linn Pillsbury, Susan
Rudolph, Rachelle Snitchler, Bill & Janet
Soest, Becki Thornburg & Linda Tolerton.
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Alfred, made trips to the curb to
alert us of our drinks and dinners
being ready. Relaxing memories;
the ghosts of summer eves.
But on this night, me and my
beautiful date were seated cozily
inside, perusing the menu amid a
serenade of laughter from nearby
wine drinkers and crooning echoes
of old standards on the radio.
Glasses of Sobon Zinfandel, plates
of house favorites, whiskey steak
and garlic prawns, and steaming
mugs of coffee passed through our
table over what seemed like only a
few minutes. Between bites of
food, banter with staff and reminiscences about the whispered peccadilloes among patrons that haunt
area landmarks like the American
Exchange itself, we managed to
completely lose track of time.
We stepped into the crisp night
air; our new destination was a bit
of accomplished flirtation over a
few more glasses of red at one of
the town’s chic wine bars. Coming
upon what I thought would be the
ideal place, BellaGrace, it was
apparent that lingering over coffee
hadn’t been the best plan. Orbs of
lights draped among the trees in
front of the tasting room just flickered out. The closed sign came
into view. I could feel a hard stare
from the lady at my side. I’d committed a similar Sutter Creek faux
pas last year when I’d failed to
buy advance tickets to the muchanticipated Celtic Christmas performance at the theater, garnering
close to a year’s worth of “I told
you sos” in the process.
In an effort to recover, I fell back
on my knowledge of tidbits of
Sutter Creek history, particularly of
the Gothic and macabre: tales of the
pipe-smoking captain who had
lived in the Bella Grace Victorian;
Sen. Edward Voorhies’ patio parties
for the departed on the lawns of the
Sutter Creek Inn; and the wicked
rumors about the building that
would later become the Foxes Inn.
The night was saved, because the
town teemed with a rich and sometimes frightening past. Finishing
our walk through Sutter Creek, I
turned back to look again at the harvest decorations and starlight – and
was content to let the autumn
breeze overcome me.

Scott Thomas Anderson

The American Exchange Hotel is just one of the cool hangouts of
downtown Sutter Creek.

Every community hosts some sort
of music event at one time or another. From a jazz performance in
Sutter Creek to summer music in a
park or all the way to Bear Valley
for its annual festival, there are so
many musical performances to be
heard. And most of the music is
exceptionally affordable.
Many wineries host musical performances as well. Some may be
small patio parties with less than
100 guests, whereas larger wineries
may host thousands for big-name
performances. No matter what the
venue, if I have an opportunity to
catch one of these live shows, I’m
usually well rewarded.
One year I almost overdosed on
music. In 10 days, I attended

eight live performances. I attended a musical at a winery, then
Music in the Parks twice within
that time, plus enjoyed Cajun
music at the annual Cajun Fete
and zipped up to Bear Valley
twice (once for a country performance and then for an opera).
Two other days I left the foothills
and caught a big rock star at Arco
Arena and on another day, I saw a
retro performance in Stockton.
I attended all of these events without missing a day of work, but I
almost did. By the time I had seen
the eighth performance, I realized
that I was exhausted. A night out for
me means music, but it also means
too many choices!

Bonnie Miller
Music is what I crave and there is
no music better than live music.
I’m always amused by flatlanders who ask, “Just what do
you do for entertainment in the
foothills?” I just laugh. If I could
only have the time to do all that
there is to be done.

Music can be heard in parks all over the Gold Country.
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