

    
        
          The Reunion in Estes Park

        

        
        
          Remembrances of Grandma Kay, Volume 10

        

        
        
          Kathleen Patterson Garcia

        

        
          Published by Kathleen Patterson Garcia, 2026.

        

    



  
    
    
      While every precaution has been taken in the preparation of this book, the publisher assumes no responsibility for errors or omissions, or for damages resulting from the use of the information contained herein.

    
    

    
      THE REUNION IN ESTES PARK

    

    
      First edition. June 24, 2026.

      Copyright © 2026 Kathleen Patterson Garcia.

    

    
    
      Written by Kathleen Patterson Garcia.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  


Table of Contents

Title Page

Copyright Page

Dedication

Epigraph

Author's Note

Prologue

Chapter One: The Name Tag

Chapter Two: Heading for Colorado

Chapter Three: The Town Named for Joel Estes

Chapter Four: The Picnic at Stanley Park

Chapter Five: Cousins Everywhere

Chapter Six: Grandma Becomes the Historian

Chapter Seven: The 150th Anniversary Celebration

Chapter Eight: Reunion Olympics

Chapter Nine: Part of the Story

Epilogue

What Family Memories Would You Save?

Acknowledgements

About the Author

Note from the Author

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Dedication
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For my children, grandchildren, cousins, and the generations of Estes families who have gathered in Estes Park through the years.

Thank you for the stories, the photographs, the friendships, and the memories that continue to fill our family albums.
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Epigraph
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"A family reunion is a reminder that no matter how far we travel, we are all part of the same story."

— Kathy Garcia
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Author's Note
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Family reunions have been an important part of my life for many years.

The Estes Family Reunions featured in this story are inspired by real gatherings held in Estes Park, Colorado, where descendants of Joel and Patsey Estes come together to share family history, renew friendships, and create new memories. Through the years, these reunions have included picnics, dinners, games, photographs, family history displays, and countless opportunities to reconnect with cousins from across the country.

Many of the events in this story are based on real memories, including reunion scrapbooks, special anniversary celebrations, family photographs, and reunion games. While some details have been adapted for storytelling, the spirit of the reunions and the importance of family connections remain very real.

One of my favorite traditions has been preserving reunion memories through photographs and scrapbooks. Looking through those albums reminds us not only of where we came from, but also of the generations who continue the story today.

I hope this book encourages you to learn about your own family history, treasure the stories of those who came before you, and create memories worth sharing with future generations.

— Kathy Garcia
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Prologue
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The old reunion name tag lay at the bottom of Grandma Kay's Memory Box.

Its ribbon was faded.

Its corners were bent.

And the printing was beginning to wear away.

Most people would have seen an old piece of paper.

Grandma saw something different.

She saw mountains.

Cousins.

Picnics.

Photographs.

And generations of family gathered together in a place called Estes Park.

When Maddie picked up the name tag and asked a simple question, Grandma smiled.

Because sometimes the smallest keepsakes hold the biggest memories.
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Chapter One: The Name Tag
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The Memory Box sat on Grandma Kay’s dining room table.

It seemed to spend a lot of time there lately.

Not that Grandma minded.

Every time one of the grandchildren opened it, another story found its way out.

This afternoon was no different.

Maddie sat beside Grandma, carefully looking through the box while Scotty, Jade, and Brynn watched from nearby.

“What are you looking for?” Jade asked.

“I don’t know yet,” Maddie answered.

“That’s not helpful.”

“It’s how treasure hunting works.”

The room laughed.

Grandma smiled and continued sipping her lemonade.

The grandchildren had become experts at searching through the Memory Box.

They knew photographs often led to stories.

Old cards led to stories.

Recipes led to stories.

Even ribbons and scraps of paper sometimes led to stories.

Maddie carefully moved aside a stack of photographs.

Then she stopped.

“What’s this?”

She pulled out a rectangular piece of cardstock attached to a faded blue ribbon.

The corners were bent.

The ribbon was wrinkled.

A small safety pin still clung to the back.

“It looks like a name tag,” Scotty said.

“It is a name tag,” Maddie replied.

Brynn leaned closer.

“Whose is it?”

Maddie turned it over.

The faded writing was still readable.

Estes Family Reunion

Estes Park, Colorado

Kathy Garcia

Reunion 1999

For a moment nobody said anything.

Then Jade looked up.

“Who’s Kathy Garcia?”

Grandma laughed.

“That would be me.”

The children looked surprised.

“Why doesn’t it say Grandma Kay?” Brynn asked.

“Because people didn’t call me Grandma Kay back then.”

“Really?”

“Really.”

The children laughed.

Maddie examined the tag again.

“What’s an Estes Family Reunion?”

Grandma smiled.

Now there was a question.

“A very big family gathering.”

“How big?”

Grandma thought for a moment.

“Sometimes more than a hundred people.”

The children's eyes widened.

“A hundred?”

“At least.”

“You knew all of them?”

“Not at first.”

That answer seemed to confuse them even more.

Grandma set down her glass.

“Most of them were cousins.”

“All of them?” Scotty asked.

“Most of them.”

“How?”

Grandma pointed toward the name tag.

“Because they were descendants of Joel Estes and Patsey Estes.”

The children immediately recognized the names.

They had heard them before.

“Your grandparents?” Brynn asked.

Grandma laughed.

“Oh my, no.”

“Great-grandparents?”

“No.”

“Great-great-grandparents?”

“Still no.”

The children giggled.

“How many greats?” Maddie asked.

Grandma smiled.

“For me, Joel and Patsey were my third great-grandparents.”

The children looked impressed.

“That's a lot of greats.”

“It certainly is.”

Scotty studied the tag.

“Why was the reunion in Estes Park?”

Grandma's smile widened.

“Because the town was named after Joel Estes.”

For a moment the room became very quiet.

Then all four grandchildren spoke at once.

“No way.”

“Really?”

“You’re joking.”

“A whole town?”

Grandma laughed.

“Yes. A whole town.”

The children stared at her.

Maddie held the name tag tighter.

“How does somebody get a town named after them?”

“That,” Grandma said, “is a very good story.”

The children immediately settled into their chairs.

They knew that tone.

A story was coming.

Grandma picked up the name tag and gently ran her thumb across the faded letters.

“This was from the first reunion I took your moms and uncles to.”

“Mom was there?” Jade asked.

Grandma nodded.

“All five of them.”

“Even Uncle Tyler?”

“Even Uncle Tyler.”

Brynn smiled.

“How old were they?”

Grandma thought for a moment.

“Amparo was sixteen.”

Maddie nodded.

“That sounds right.”

“Kaleen had just turned fourteen.”

Jade smiled.

“That sounds like Mom.”

“Tim was twelve. Daniel was ten. And Tyler had just turned nine.”

The children laughed.

“Was he trouble?”

Grandma raised an eyebrow.

“Take a guess.”

The room erupted with laughter.

“Definitely trouble,” Scotty said.

“Absolutely trouble,” Jade agreed.

Grandma couldn't help laughing too.

“We were living in northern California at the time,” she said. “And I finally decided everyone was old enough to make the trip.”

“What trip?”

“The trip to Colorado.”

The children leaned forward.

Even Maddie had stopped examining the name tag.

“You drove all the way there?” Brynn asked.

“We did.”

“That's forever.”

Grandma smiled.

“It felt that way sometimes.”

The children laughed.

“We stopped in Utah first to spend the first night,” Grandma continued. “Then we headed east into Colorado.”

“Were the mountains pretty?” Jade asked.

“Beautiful.”

“Did you see animals?”

“We did.”

“Did Uncle Tyler get in trouble?”

The room laughed again.

Grandma smiled.

“More than once.”

Brynn looked pleased.

“That sounds like him.”

Grandma held up the old
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