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			One

			A NIGHT TO REMEMBER

			If you had come up to me when I was in college, in the early 1970s, and told me that I would go to work as a geologist for an oil and gas company, I probably would have tucked my shoulder-length hair behind my ears and said something like, “No way, man, you are out of your mind.” In the early 1980s, when I was in fact working as an oil and gas geologist, if you had told me that I would become an entrepreneur and open a string of successful brewpub restaurants across the West, I might have joked that you must have rocks in your head. In the 1990s, if you had walked into one of my brewpub restaurants and tried to get me to so much as consider the possibility that I would go into politics; that I would be twice elected mayor of Denver and then be twice elected governor of Colorado; and that one day the president of the United States would invite me to Washington, D.C., for a fancy gala, I definitely would have had the bartender cut you off.

			And if you had been with me on the evening of December 4, 2011, a year into my first term as governor of Colorado, when I entered the White House as President Obama’s guest, and you asked me to explain how all of this had happened, I’m fairly certain I would have said something along the lines of, “Well, to tell you the truth, it’s a pretty unbelievable story. Come to think of it, it’s a bunch of unbelievable stories, but I’ll have to fill you in later.” At that moment I was preoccupied with trying to smuggle what I thought would make a fine gift for the president by the Secret Service. And, as has often been the case throughout my life, my prospects for success were not looking good.

			My wife, Helen, and I were in a line of guests all in black tie and evening gowns, just inside the security gate of the White House. We were there for a cocktail reception before attending the Kennedy Center Honors with the president and the first lady—or, at least, we were under the impression we were there to attend the event with the president and the first lady. Truth was, we weren’t entirely sure what the evening had in store. The invitation for the affair had come on short notice and was worded rather cryptically.

			Five days earlier, a White House representative contacted my scheduler in the governor’s office and said the president would like to invite Helen and me to join him at the Kennedy Center Honors. After talking with Helen, I declined. It was the holidays; we were busy, and considering the event was only days away, with the seasonal hustle and bustle, we knew finding a sitter to watch our nine-year-old son, Teddy, would be a challenge. We figured we were among dozens of guests the president had invited, and while we were flattered, we didn’t think the president of the United States would miss us.

			A day after I declined, the White House again called my office. According to my scheduler, the White House wanted to make sure I understood that the president himself was extending the invitation to the governor and the first lady of Colorado. We weren’t exactly sure what that meant, but it appeared to be an offer we ought not refuse. Evidently, the president of the United States indeed would miss us if we did not attend.

			Helen and I managed to a find a sitter—well, Helen managed to find a sitter. We flew into Washington on the morning of December 4 and by early afternoon we were checked into our hotel. Neither of us had thought to request a room with two double beds, and so our room had a standard queen. As we put our bags down on the bed, I felt awkward. At home, we had not slept in the same bed for some time.

			Our relationship had long had its challenges. We were two strong-willed people who wanted different things. I am an off-the-charts extrovert, while Helen is a classic introvert. And we had chosen to enter public life, which would add stress to any marriage. Two years earlier, Colorado governor Bill Ritter had decided not to run for reelection. I was then in my second term as mayor of Denver, and Helen and I had agreed I would run to fill Governor Ritter’s seat, but I—we—would do it in a different way. We would prioritize family time while still running a grueling campaign. No obligatory appearances for Helen. I would not bring the campaign back to our home. As had always been my policy, we would not run any negative campaign ads. And we would still win.

			We did all this and more. Unbeknownst to any of our friends, Helen and I had been in marriage counseling and we continued counseling throughout the gubernatorial campaign. Because we didn’t want our personal lives to become fodder for political mudslinging, Helen and I devised an arrangement that made it possible for us to meet with a therapist without having to walk into a therapist’s office and possibly trigger gossip in a waiting room. Once a week for more than two years, we met with a therapist in the basement of a Quaker meeting house.

			Therapy being therapy, we had spent innumerable hours poking and prodding me about my childhood, specifically, how my father died and how my mother lived in response to it. The therapist would parrot back the summary of what I had shared during our sessions: So you’re seven years old; your dad is the most fun person in the whole universe, you worship him. And no one explains to you, not even your mother, that the life is going out of him and that’s why he can’t play with you anymore. And that’s why your mom doesn’t attend your school plays or baseball games. All you know is what you see—your mom going up and down the stairs several times a day with sheets stained with sweat and spots of blood.

			Then the therapist would ask me in that therapist sort of way if I thought I might have issues with abandonment and intimacy. Had those issues perhaps made it hard for me to be close to Helen? My wife had her own flaws, but emotional accessibility was not among them. I suppose it was a legitimate question. Still, I couldn’t help thinking how surreal such sessions were, especially as they came shoehorned into a spare hour at the end of a grueling day spent solving present-day, wonderfully concrete challenges facing the state. The idea that I was being asked if I had unresolved daddy issues . . .

			“Is it possible?” I would say. “Sure.”

			I’d heard that theory before, but that didn’t mean I liked hearing it again.

			Not giving my childhood much thought, the therapist gently speculated, might be part of the problem. I’d seen a different therapist more than a decade before, while I was struggling with another relationship, and with commitment issues. Then, too, I waded through my childhood, the random outbursts of white-hot anger, my hypersensitivity to authority or even mild criticism, my general immaturity into my adult years. I think therapists can be useful, though sometimes they seem to rely on only a few cards in the deck.

			This time was different.

			I had someone in the room with me who knew me and loved me, who held me accountable to myself, whom I trusted to not let me rationalize the uncomfortable parts of my past. We also had a nine-year-old son. As a latecomer to politics—I was fifty years old when I ran for mayor of Denver in 2003—I wasn’t so ambitious that I missed too many of Teddy’s soccer or baseball games. I took him to movies, to the Tattered Cover to buy books, attended my share of parent-teacher conferences. Still, I left a disproportionate amount of parenting to Helen, who had her own career as a nationally recognized reporter and author.

			Raising a son, I could see all the ways he was getting what I never even knew I had missed, the moments of joy or reassurance that I never experienced. I was doing what I thought fathers were supposed to do, and I was finding my way. If most men become the husbands and the fathers they are either because of or despite their own dads, or a mixture of the two, well, I had grown up without either a fatherly foundation or foil.

			I’m not naturally inclined toward introspection. Whether due to nature, nurture, or self-defense mechanism, I’m not backward-looking. For most of my life I kept myself too busy to spend much time fussing about things like my past.

			However, the more I was made to think about all of what happened and, I guess, all of what did not happen in my youth, I began to see with clarity that my father’s untimely death, when he was only forty and I had just turned eight, influenced my whole life—every risk, every decision, every success, every failure, every relationship, both personal and professional alike. As the psychology joke goes, my issues had issues.

			Helen and I would eventually separate and then divorce. We still love each other dearly. We still try to do whatever we can to make each other happy. Although we now live in separate homes, they are only a block apart. We still consider ourselves essential partners in the task of raising a healthy child. Teddy will always be our joint joy and priority. Indeed, he is my primary reason for writing this book, to make sure he has a healthy store of his father’s youthful wanderlust and a record of my serious endeavors to be of service and make a difference.

			My life in politics hasn’t been hard only on Helen; it has been a sacrifice for our son, perhaps most of all. For as much as I have been there for Teddy, I have not been there for him as much as I have wanted. Certainly, I have not been there for him as much as he deserves. My responsibilities as mayor and then governor have made that impossible. I hope reading this memoir will enable him to feel that during the time I have been in elected office, his sacrifice was worthwhile. I hope that after reading this record, as imperfect as it may be, Teddy will understand my history, his history, and he will think that although I took what has to be one of the most unlikely and circuitous routes imaginable into elected office, once I got there, I actually did a decent job; that I helped make his city, his state, and his future better; and that my many hours away from him were well spent.

			Maybe one day, Teddy, all grown up, a father himself, can toss this book into his own child’s lap and say, “You know, your grandfather was elected mayor of Denver at a time when the city government was on the verge of economic collapse, when many people had lost faith in the police department, and he worked to fix that and more. He led our state out of an economic recession while shepherding the state through incredibly devastating fires, a historic flood, horrific violence and bloodshed; while fighting for gay marriage, for sensible gun laws, for immigrants, and for regulations that helped keep our environment safe and clean. He did this while making the state one of the most vibrant economies in the country. Your grandfather brought people together to get things done.” In the movie version of this moment, Teddy would finish by saying, “And, you know what, he still managed to be a pretty good dad.”

			I always thought what I most wanted was for my father to be proud of me, but what I want most is for my son to be proud of me. I want Teddy to know how much I have loved our democracy, our city, our state, his mom, and most of all, how much I have loved him, and how he inspired me.

			—

			BACK IN THAT December of 2011, the hard truth was that Helen and I both sensed our marriage crumbling, but Helen knew that I still felt a bit more of a swing in my step when she was by my side. And I knew, given that Helen is an author and a passionate fan of the arts, that at the Kennedy Center Honors she would feel as if she were standing on the moon. We didn’t give a second thought to attending the event together. Regardless of our marriage problems, I think we both took solace in believing we had helped each other become who we were.

			“What is that?” a law enforcement officer at the security gate asked me. He nodded at the belt buckle in my hand. It was my gift for President Obama. Not that I was planning on telling security this.

			Helen looked my way. The twinkle in her eyes conveyed, Oh, here we go.

			“Just a belt buckle,” I said. The security officer shot me a look. He didn’t need me to tell him it was a belt buckle.

			Governors don’t typically have to go through metal detectors, not even at the White House. I wasn’t expecting to have to go through one this night. Answering the security officer’s questions, I was irritated and I tried to be vague, figuring if I told him it was a gift for the president my buckle would be confiscated. I had taken the buckle out of my pocket as soon as I spotted the metal detector. As there was no way I could sneak the buckle through the metal detector, I thought I might have a better chance of getting the thing inside if I held the buckle in my hand and tried to make my case to security. The officer took the buckle from my hand and turned it over and over, inspecting it. The buckle was a large silver piece inscribed with the carving of a donkey in a ring of gears, and the phrase “Get your ass in gear.”

			I like the story of how the donkey became the symbol of the party. During the 1828 presidential campaign, Andrew Jackson was regarded as a stubborn populist. His slogan was “let the people rule.” His opponents labeled him a “jackass,” saying if he was elected and the people ruled it would amount to a bunch of jackasses running the country. Jackson, a decorated hero of the War of 1812, recognized a strategic opportunity when it was handed to him. He embraced his populism and the jackass. He highlighted the virtues of the donkey: persistent, loyal, able to carry a heavy load. He put the image on his campaign posters and rode the jackass right into the Oval Office, becoming the first Democratic president of the United States. Despite Jackson’s truly disgraceful treatment of Native Americans, the donkey remained a likable symbol of the Democratic Party.

			“Why do you have a belt buckle?” the security officer asked. He looked down at the cummerbund around my waist and then looked back up at me.

			“It’s important,” I said. “I didn’t feel comfortable leaving it in the hotel room.”

			The agent remained unpersuaded. Finally, I came clean and told him I wanted to give it to the president. Sure enough, my buckle went bye-bye. As we walked away from security, I told Helen the president would now never see the damn thing; it would end up stored in that warehouse where they put the Ark of the Covenant at the end of that Indiana Jones movie.

			It wasn’t just that I paid more than $300 for the thing and that it was made by a Colorado artist. I had what I thought was a pretty clever reason for wanting to gift it to President Obama in this particular moment. What’s more, I was nervous and I was counting on the buckle to be an icebreaker.

			Once we were through security, a United States Marine escorted us up some stairs and into the East Room. It was stunning, just like the holiday White House you see on television. Several Christmas trees decorated with white lights, garland meticulously hung. The room was filled with people and alive with the murmur of conversation. Guests were pretending not to be discreetly sizing up one another.

			Helen and I recognized very few people and suspected no one recognized us. There was a marvelous buffet and a bar and a large-screen TV. The Marine informed us that in this room guests would be watching the Kennedy Center Honors live on TV. Helen and I exchanged a puzzled look. I suggested to the Marine that perhaps there had been a mistake. I explained that the president himself had invited us.

			First the confiscated buckle, I thought; now this.

			The Marine politely explained that he had directed us to the proper spot and with an apologetic smile added that whatever else would or would not occur were decisions that had been made above his rank. Perfect pivot, off he went. “Crap,” I said to Helen. “Let’s get a drink.” As Rodney Dangerfield put it: no respect. I know, I know, I was the governor of Colorado at the White House, and I should have been honored and thrilled—and I was—but I’ve had a chip on my shoulder for as long as I can remember.

			Growing up, I was the skinny dork with acne and the Coke-bottle-thick eyeglasses. I was a petulant loudmouth, perpetually teased by my classmates. At home, I was the youngest of four kids: my oldest sibling, my sister Betsy, was the brilliant one; my older brother, Sydney, was the star wrestler; my sister Deborah, aka Tad, was the poet and artist; and me, I was the baby. With such competition, I never got the attention—or the respect—I wanted. More than anything, I wanted my voice to be heard.

			During our family’s dinner-table conversation I couldn’t get a word in edgewise. I was constantly hip-checked to last in line for the bathroom and, for that matter, pretty much everything. On my high school’s championship baseball team, I was the second-string pitcher, and off the field wasn’t exactly the socially graceful Casanova. And college, well, during my ten years there, I was told I didn’t have what it takes to pursue my dream of becoming a writer, and time and again I watched the girl I pined for walk off with somebody cooler. You know, I was your typical geek.

			So it went for my careers in business and politics: forever pegged as the goof with a snowball’s chance. Even my own mother wouldn’t invest in my first business. Now, here I was, the governor of Colorado who had hoped to show his long-suffering soon-to-be-ex-wife a night to remember by taking her to the Kennedy Center Honors where we’d be seated in the same audience as the president of the United States, and instead I was having a gin and tonic, watching poor Helen tolerate her heels, as we stood around and waited to watch the real action on TV. Though I should have been happy with where I was, I was not—the story of my life.

			Just as I was motioning to the bartender for a second G-and-T, another Marine appeared and asked us to follow him. An exquisitely orchestrated whirlwind of movement ensued: We were led outside the White House and joined a handful of guests onboard a black shuttle bus. Moments later, at the Kennedy Center, we were led this way and that, up some stairs, more stairs, through double doors, and finally, Helen and I were led to a balcony box, front and center of the stage. The front row of our box had only four seats—the other two seats were empty. I pointed out to Helen that our box was labeled No. 1. “What do you think that means?” she asked. I said I didn’t know, but probably something good. Seeing Helen smile made me smile.

			—

			IN THE BOXES to our right were the honorees for the evening: actress Meryl Streep, cellist Yo-Yo Ma, saxophonist Sonny Rollins, Broadway singer Barbara Cook, and singer Neil Diamond. We nodded and smiled in their direction, and figured they must have all been wondering who the hell we were. It was only as the lights dimmed and the show began that President Obama and Michelle slipped into the seats immediately to our right. We shook hands, quickly said hello, and thanked them for the invitation, but not much more. The show was under way and the president seemed intent on relaxing while someone else took the stage.

			Helen whispered in my ear that the president had probably been shaking hands all night. Yes, I thought, and he had spent all day extracting troops from Iraq and Afghanistan, fixing the country’s lagging economy and debt crisis (Wall Street mismanagement and Occupy Wall Street outrage), implementing the Affordable Care Act, and attempting to negotiate with a bitterly divided legislature with Republicans in control of Congress—not to mention that he was ramping up his reelection campaign.

			The 2012 race, Helen and I agreed, was why the president had invited us. Polling didn’t look great for his reelection. Even though he had presided over the intelligence and military operation that had finally taken out Osama bin Laden only months earlier, the president was wildly unpopular with Republicans. Seventy percent of the country believed the nation was headed in the wrong direction. Analysts put his chances of winning at an iffy 50-50 at best. The optics of being seen with the governor of Colorado was a subtle yet very public way of projecting an alignment with the West and a state he would need to win the election.

			Immigration, fracking, capital punishment, guns, water, budget deficit, the Affordable Care Act, Common Core, same-sex marriage, legalized recreational marijuana: you name it, all of the nation’s most vexing and volatile issues, which Washington politicians had done a stellar job of avoiding or otherwise mucking up, were unfolding all at once in Colorado, a state where registered voters were almost equally divided among Republicans, Democrats, and independents, and where rural and urban communities were often at odds—all of which, by the way, was emblematic of national trends. Also like Washington, Colorado had a divided legislature. On a visit to our state, a national political operative had told a couple of my senior aides, “Right now, Colorado is more America than America.”

			With a critical difference.

			According to virtually every political analysis of the state, the consensus was that during that first year of my first term we had accomplished what no one in D.C. and very few state governments could seem to do: we’d persuaded ideologically opposed constituencies to agree on a middle path and we had nudged progress on nearly all of the issues we tackled. Most notably, we passed a balanced budget with overwhelming bipartisan support. Our plan to implement the Affordable Care Act also passed with support from both parties. We were growing our state’s economy, and we’d just gotten representatives of the oil and gas industry and leaders from the environmental community to stand shoulder to shoulder and support the most transparent frack-fluid disclosure policy in the country. Along the way, we endured the worst drought in seventy-five years and fought the flames of a series of devastating wildfires.

			As the media often noted in 2011, while D.C. seemed broken and the politics in other purple states around the country seemed to be fracturing the electorate and generally further eroding Americans’ confidence in democracy, Colorado offered evidence that democracy can work and was a reason for the nation to have, as the president had put it in his last campaign, hope.

			Having Helen and me in the box wasn’t just an opportunity for the Democratic president to cozy up to the shiny Democratic state bauble of the moment. Colorado had emerged as a strategically valuable battleground state in presidential politics. For the last twenty-five years, voting trends in presidential elections have remained virtually unchanged, with the vast majority of states voting the same way in the last six elections. These races have been decided by a few swing states, one of the most influential of them being Colorado.

			One of the country’s leading political statisticians, Nate Silver, had pointed out that in the last two elections, Colorado was the new Ohio—the tipping-point state. It was no coincidence that the selection committee for the 2008 Democratic National Convention chose Denver as the host city and Barack Obama accepted his party’s nomination standing in the Denver Broncos’ stadium, against the backdrop of the Rocky Mountains. And so it wasn’t likely a coincidence that President Obama had invited the governor of Colorado to join him for a high-profile event just as the incumbent began the campaign to win his second term.

			—

			THE SHOW ON THE STAGE at the Kennedy Center Honors was remarkable. In tribute to Neil Diamond, Smokey Robinson sang “Sweet Caroline” backed by a choir dressed in Boston Red Sox gear—a wonderfully surprising touch as the song is the unofficial theme of Fenway. The entire Kennedy Center audience stood and clapped and sang along like we were all in a cozy bar on Boylston Street. How could we not? Caroline Kennedy, who had inspired Diamond to write the song, joined Smokey onstage and sang along with Lionel Richie. But the highlight of the evening for Helen and me came at the intermission.

			We joined the president and the first lady, and all of the honorees and a handful of other balcony guests, in a room behind the boxes. I talked with Meryl Streep about the challenges of raising a child and having a demanding career. She gave advice I won’t forget: when talking with your child, never make it about you or what you’re doing; make the conversation about them and what is going on in their lives. Helen chatted with one of her idols, Yo-Yo Ma. It’s hard to say whether her face or his lit up more when she told him she had written her first book, Just Like Us, while listening to and inspired by his music. I talked with Neil Diamond about his mountain ranch in Colorado: yes, occasionally, cars filled with kids drive by his place late at night singing “Sweet Caroline.”

			I was hopeful I could make an impression on the president. I wanted to make him laugh. I have long relied on humor as a calling card, as a way to connect. When I was the baby of the Hickenlooper kids at our family’s dinner table, telling a funny story was often the only way for me to earn stage time. When the grade-school kids would tease or bully me, I would try to joke myself out of harm’s way. One of the few bits of advice I remember my dad giving me is, “If you can’t talk your way out of a fight, you deserve to get whupped.” When dating, when I was in the business world, even when I was a fifty-year-old “beer man” running for mayor of Denver, I always first turned to humor, often making myself the butt of the joke. Over the years, I’d learned that if you’re a gangly, insecure nerd out in the world, if you embrace that, if you—to paraphrase Chris Matthews—hang a lantern on your perceived weakness, it can become a strength. Not unlike Jackson and the jackass.

			I told the president about how I had brought the belt buckle to give to him because I thought he might choose to wear it when he visited Colorado during the campaign. A big old cowboy buckle inscribed with the donkey and “Get your ass in gear” is just the kind of humor we like in our state. But, I informed him, alas, security had taken my threatening buckle and spirited it off to the bowels of someplace that probably requires a top secret security clearance to access. He laughed out loud. I quietly declared victory and decided to change the subject before I wore out my welcome.

			After the show, the president was whisked away with almost no time for good-byes, and Helen and I exited in a sea of people. In our cab on the way back to the hotel, we were exhilarated and spoke excitedly about the evening. By the time we returned to the hotel room, the air was gone from our sails. Helen curled up in the far corner on her side of the bed near the lamp on the end table and read a book. I sat down on the edge of my side of the bed and watched the highlights of that evening’s Broncos game. The Broncos had faced the Vikings in a crucial late-season matchup.

			I had adopted the Broncos as my team upon my move to Denver three decades earlier. Like many sports fans, my allegiance to my team was about more than the game itself. For me, the Broncos were emblematic of the story of modern Denver and of my own Colorado story. Only two years after I came to town the Broncos landed a kid from Stanford by the name of John Elway. In 1983, Elway had been the number-one draft pick of the Baltimore Colts, but he refused to go to the Colts. Elway said he would be a garbage collector before he’d go to Baltimore. Quickly traded to Denver, Elway had a couple of rough seasons, but ended up leading the team to a Super Bowl in 1987, and four more after that, including back-to-back Super Bowl wins in 1998 and 1999. The Denver Broncos went from being one of the most unremarkable teams in the NFL to becoming one of the most exciting and successful franchises in football.

			So it went for Denver. During that era, the city began to shake the stigma of a flyover cow town and matured into a destination city. Gleaming high-rises sprouted into an expanding skyline that competed with the Rocky Mountains for the eye’s attention. Capitalizing on its rugged western history and aerospace industry, the city that had a reputation for oil and gas booms and busts birthed a promising tech sector. In 1993, Denver even got its own professional baseball team and two years later opened the first major U.S. airport in a generation.

			Similarly, it was also during that period that I experienced my own series of booms and busts in Colorado. Ultimately, I found success while I helped shape the rise of the new Denver, both in the private sector, opening brewpub restaurants, and when I found myself in the public sector, as the mayor of Denver, a move that was itself directly tied to the Broncos.

			I felt a unique kinship with that 2011 Bronco team because of its head coach, John Fox. He was in his first season with the team, just as I was in my first season in the governor’s office. We both got off to shaky starts and then found our grooves. As he had managed his team into the playoffs, I had navigated my first legislative session.

			Seated at the foot of the hotel bed, leaning into the blue light of the television, I watched highlights of our Broncos’ come-from-behind win over the Vikings. I clicked off the TV, delighted. Filled with optimism about what was next for Coach Fox and the Broncos, I felt optimistic about my own future as governor and what we could achieve for the state. Pulling back the covers and slipping into bed, I tried not to disturb Helen. She was lost in one of the many children’s novels she read from time to time, stories about child wizards and innocents, generally to ensure they were suitable for a nine-year-old. That these fantasies perhaps provided her with some refuge from the disappointments of our marriage wasn’t lost on me.

			While we were in counseling I began to feel that I had failed her, our family, and myself. I had not made good on all of my promises to be fully present for her and Teddy. I hadn’t always made it home for dinner. I’d sometimes been distracted by the duties and preoccupations of being governor. Helen being Helen, she told me not to be so hard on myself. The way she saw it, when my father died, half of my heart cauterized; and, she said, while the half that was left was wonderful and lovely, it simply didn’t pump all of the emotion sometimes needed. That was why, as she put it, I saw the world from a more dispassionate, analytical perspective; it was why, for me, occasionally facts tended to trump feelings. Helen said that while that did not make me the ideal partner for her, it made me an ideal, pragmatic governor for the state.

			As I lay in bed, I replayed highlights from the Broncos’ win, from the wonderful evening we had at the Kennedy Center, and from my first year on the job as governor. My drowsy head filled with all sorts of boy-oh-boy plans for the future. However, glancing at Helen, her back turned to me, was a reminder that, moving forward, I would be alone; a reminder that the best-laid dreams can be upended by heartbreaking realities you never see coming, although perhaps you should see coming; a reminder that I would be embarking on an uncertain future while still trying to make sense of the past and just how exactly all of this had happened.

		

	
		
			Two

			THE NEARNESS OF FARAWAY INCIDENTS

			When it comes to taking stock of our lives, Clarence Oddbody may have said it best. You remember Clarence. He’s the guardian angel out to earn his wings in the classic movie It’s a Wonderful Life. George Bailey and his savings and loan are in such dire straits that George wishes he’d never been born, and good old Clarence appears and shows George just how different the world would have been without him in it. There’s that moment when Clarence is watching the visibly shaken George reflect on the alternate universe he has just seen, and in his sweet, wise way, Clarence says: “Strange, isn’t it? Each man’s life touches so many other lives. When he isn’t around he leaves an awful hole, doesn’t he?”

			When I was a kid in the late 1950s that movie was beginning to air on television and became a family favorite. At the time, I didn’t appreciate the wisdom in Clarence’s words. I didn’t see, or maybe I didn’t want to see, my obvious connection to that part of the story. It just didn’t occur to me to think about the guy who wasn’t around in my life and the awful hole left behind. What the boy in me liked about the film was that George’s family and friends, really the whole town, rallies around him like one big family and the evil Mr. Potter doesn’t win. The movie reassured me that in the end, despite whatever heartbreak and setbacks we face, life is wonderful.

			But I have long since realized how insightful Clarence’s observation is. When you stop and think about it, it is indeed strange: how one person makes a decision in his own life, in the moment, and that bold choice or seemingly simple act affects the lives of the people around him, and what’s more, affects the lives of people born years, even centuries later. But that’s how it goes; one thing can influence so many others. In my case, my life was shaped by generations of fate and family long before I was born. However, two moments, as the geologist in me would put it, were seismic.

			The first occurred in the fall of 1682.

			A twenty-nine-year-old Englishman by the name of Anthony Morris escorted his wife, Mary, through the hustle and bustle of London’s waterfront. Mary, who I imagine was probably rather anxious, held the couple’s son, who was only a little over a year old and named after his father and grandfather. Anthony led Mary and baby Anthony to a pier where they stood at the start of a long plank that stretched to a large ship, and ultimately, the young couple hoped, to a new life. The ship was bound for America.

			Anthony knew a long voyage presents risk. His father was a mariner who had made many trips between London and Barbados, and on one such journey, in 1656, was lost at sea. Anthony was only two years old when the ocean took his father; he never even got the chance to know his dad. Anthony’s mother died four years later, leaving him an orphan at six. More or less on his own, Anthony lived through both the Great Plague and the Great Fire of London, which it appears he accepted as acts of divine intervention that convinced him to join the Society of Friends, the Quakers.

			Now, here was Anthony, along with his wife and son of his own, boarding a ship to travel a distance farther than his seaman father had ever dared. Being the devout Quaker Anthony was, he had prayed for safe passage to the colonies. By the grace of God, Anthony hoped that he and his family would arrive at William Penn’s “Holy Experiment.”

			The other critical moment came two and a half centuries later, in the summer of 1945.

			A twenty-three-year-old Army pilot on base in Stuttgart, Arkansas, strapped himself into the cockpit of a small plane. Samuel Bowman Kennedy was back in the States a bona fide hero after two tours in Europe fighting the Nazis. Over There, “Bow” flew a P-47 Thunderbolt; of the twenty-five pilots in his 406th Fighter Squadron, he was one of only two who survived all of the group’s 120 missions.

			On D-Day alone, Bow flew six missions low over Normandy, strafing the beaches, providing cover for the U.S. invasion. During one of those dive attacks Bow’s plane, the “Annabelle,” which he had named after his wife, took enemy fire; oil blacked out his cockpit windscreen. Flying virtually blind, Bow finished the mission and reached England safely, a feat that earned him the Air Corps’ highest honor: the Distinguished Flying Cross.

			Now on base in Arkansas awaiting his discharge paperwork, Bow decided he would take off on a much more pleasant mission. His plan was to fly to nearby Norman, Oklahoma, where he would have dinner with friends and then fly right back to Arkansas. He expected to be in his bunk in Stuttgart before midnight. He expected that within a matter of days he would be home in Philadelphia, with his wife and two small children.

			If either of these two faraway incidents had turned out differently—if one of these two men had not survived his trip, or if the other one had—I never would have been born.

			—

			MY MOTHER WAS Anne Doughten Morris Kennedy Hickenlooper, but those who knew the suburban Philadelphia girl best didn’t bother with all that. To them, she was “Shrimpy.” Shrimpy, because although she was athletic and curvaceous, she was barely five feet tall. My father, a thin-framed fellow of average height and build from Cincinnati, was John Wright Hickenlooper, but everyone called him “Hick.” “Hick” because, well, let’s face it, “Hickenlooper” is a goofy mouthful of a thing to say. You don’t need to tell a Hickenlooper that his name sounds like an amusement park ride or a brand of kazoo—or, as I learned firsthand, reminds people of an eccentric chocolatier.

			When my partners and I were trying to decide what we would call our first brewpub restaurant in Denver, we ran ideas by informal focus groups. By informal focus groups, I mean we spent many nights in Denver pubs. I would belly up to the bar and strike up a conversation with the sort of clientele we were hoping our place would attract. I’d tell them we were opening a pub and considering what to call it. Inevitably, people would ask, Well, what are some of the names? There were eight names in contention; I had them all scribbled on multiple sheets of paper I carried in my back pocket. I’d unfold one of the lists, slide it over and ask what they thought. “Hickenlooper’s” was on the list. Too often, I would get reactions like, No way, that’s too silly and made up, sounds like the hamburger chain Fuddruckers. Or, Really?! Hickenlooper’s?! Why not go with Willy Wonka’s Beer Factory?

			“Hickenlooper” also presented challenges when I got into politics. Shortly after I was elected mayor of Denver some decisions I made didn’t sit well with the police department. During one particular dustup a huge formation of off-duty police officers gathered outside my office window and chanted “Chickenlooper!” It was catchy, I’ll give them that. The media loved it. Though it wasn’t particularly original; I’d heard that one quite a bit from kids when I was in elementary school, usually right after “Poopenscooper” or “Chickencooper,” which if you ask me are far more inspired.

			During my first term as governor of Colorado, Men’s Journal sent a writer to do a profile of me. The opening sentence went like this: “John Wright Hickenlooper Junior. It doesn’t melt on your tongue as much as it gets lodged like a wishbone in the windpipe. (Twenty-eight letters!) It sounds made up—a character from one of Kurt Vonnegut’s lesser books, which it sort of is.”

			But more about Denver cops and Vonnegut later.

			When I say everyone called my father “Hick,” I mean literally everyone, including me and my siblings. Mom was “Mom,” but the four of us kids—Betsy, Sydney, Deborah, and I—we never called our father “Dad,” always “Hick.” I understand that may sound strange, children calling their father by a nickname, but in our home “Hick” was a unique term of endearment, emblematic of just how loving and thoughtful our parents were in the midst of the bittersweet circumstances that had brought them together.

			Mom was born just outside of Philadelphia in 1921, the eldest of Sydney Morris and Helen Doughten’s five children, all girls. They lived in the “country” suburbs west of the city, as had generations of Morrises before them. Their home was in Daylesford, at the western edge of a string of communities that together formed an area famously known as the “Main Line.” During Mom’s youth, horse-drawn buggies and new motorcars traveled on the quiet roads lined with big, old leafy trees and big, old stately mansions. Generally speaking, the Main Line enclave as a whole was lined with big, old money.

			Early in the nineteenth century, the Pennsylvania Railroad laid a “main line” of track that connected Philadelphia to the pastoral suburbs west of the city along the way to points farther west, like Chicago and Cleveland. Many of Philadelphia’s most established families moved from the city to what formerly had been their country homes out on the Main Line. Business and banking dynasties with names like Mellon, Cassatt, Biddle, DuPont, and Montgomery Scott would lunch at the Merion Cricket Club, fox hunt in Radnor, and gather in Devon for the annual horse show. They enrolled their fortunate daughters in Bryn Mawr, and sent the male heirs, at least those who didn’t opt for one of the Ivies, to Villanova and Haverford; all were colleges on the Main Line and in many cases founded by the wealthy residents’ ancestors.

			If you’re thinking this all sounds pretty Waspy, it was. And this next little bit is to be read in your best country club voice—indeed, quite, rather, just that—Waspy. For a glimpse of the Main Line culture that surrounded my mom during the early twentieth century, you could watch another movie that was popular on TV during my youth: the 1940 Academy Award–winning film The Philadelphia Story. In the black-and-white classic directed by George Cukor, Katharine Hepburn stars as Main Line socialite Tracy Lord, torn between suitors played by Cary Grant and Jimmy Stewart.

			The film, based on the Broadway play of the same name, was inspired by the real-life escapades of Helen Hope Montgomery Scott, the daughter of a Philadelphia financier who married the scion of a Pennsylvania Railroad family. Helen Hope was the type of bon vivant who had the financial and psychic wherewithal to jaunt off to Paris and dance the Charleston with Josephine Baker. She was an accomplished equestrian, and the organizer who persuaded everyone they absolutely must trot over to Devon and support the horse show. To the world at large that cares about such things, she was the poster child for the early twentieth century Main Line. Vanity Fair described her as “the unofficial queen of Philadelphia’s WASP oligarchy.”

			While Mother knew of Helen Hope and grew up on the Main Line, she was raised in a very different, far less exciting world, where such pricey pursuits were about as far off as a Hollywood movie lot. Syd and Helen’s home wasn’t anything like the Main Line mansions. It was a modest, white, clapboard colonial near the Daylesford train station. Syd and Helen couldn’t afford to send their daughters off to a tony boarding school. Heck, they couldn’t afford the tuition for the local girls’ school. Shrimpy was able to attend the Agnes Irwin School only because she won a scholarship.

			Strangers who visited Syd and Helen’s home and saw the team of live-in domestics might have gotten the idea that Shrimpy’s parents were living in clover, but the “staff” were a husband-and-wife team who worked in exchange for room and board. It was the Great Depression, and my grandparents couldn’t bear the idea of this couple possibly going homeless and standing on the bread lines. Fact was, if Helen and Syd weren’t lucky enough to have ties to a long-standing family business, they themselves might not have been able to make ends meet.

			You see, Syd had launched a distillery, the Old Orchard Distillery, and the Old Orchard collapsed for a variety of reasons. The explanations I got as a kid depended on whom I asked and how much leftover Conestoga Brandy they’d had to drink. Regardless, when the business went under it was a blow to my grandfather, financially and emotionally. “Boppa,” as we grandkids called our grandfather thanks to Betsy’s baby pronunciation of “grandpa,” was forced to take a job at Morris, Wheeler & Co., an iron business that had been in the family for generations. Boppa could have gone to work there, but he had wanted to be his own man, an entrepreneur. That’s why Old Orchard’s failure hit him so hard, personally, and hit his family. My mother learned to sew so expertly that throughout her life she almost never purchased a dress.

			While going to work at Morris, Wheeler & Co. put salt in the wound of my grandfather’s pride, he recognized that the salary put food on his family’s table and kept the roof over their heads. It turned out to be fortuitous that their home was near the Daylesford train station, as Morris, Wheeler & Co. was in Philadelphia. The firm’s location hadn’t changed since it was founded in 1828 by Syd’s great-great-grandfather, Israel Morris, a direct descendant of the very same Anthony Morris who boarded that ship in London back in 1682.

			—

			ANTHONY MORRIS’S PRAYERS were answered. He and Mary and baby Anthony all made it safely to the colonies the same year their ship departed England. Very little information exists about that voyage. But thanks to the research efforts of one of my great-uncles, I can tell you that Anthony’s ship was one of about a dozen ships filled with Quakers that over a period of months followed William Penn’s ship, the Welcome, to America. Anthony’s vessel set sail two months behind Penn, and it took Anthony’s ship fifty-seven days to reach shore, which was double the “typical” travel time for a journey from England to the New World.

			I don’t know why it took Anthony’s ship so much longer, but if his crossing was anything like Penn’s, and it likely was, the prolonged voyage was a mighty unpleasant one. Passengers were tightly packed in quarters below deck, and many of them got seriously ill. About a third of the Quakers who traveled with Penn on the Welcome contracted disease and died. Those onboard the Welcome often would gather on deck, with heads bowed in prayer as yet another corpse of a Friend was dropped overboard into the sea.

			Not only did Anthony and his family all make it safely to the American colonies, but by the late 1680s, Anthony had made a nice life for them all in Philadelphia, laying the foundation for the generations of Morrises that would follow, including my mother, and of course, me. Anthony built a comfortable home—red brick with white shutters—in the center of town. He became one of Philadelphia’s best known and most popular figures. A street was named after him, Morris Lane, or, as it’s known today in Olde City Philadelphia, Morris Alley. He was equally chummy with everyone from the blacksmiths to the business class and civic leaders, including William Penn. In fact, Anthony himself was on his way to a career in politics.

			And all of it flowed from beer.

			When Penn and his Quakers arrived in the Philadelphia area they had a considerable to-do list. The territory that England’s King Charles II granted Penn in 1681 was a deal made to settle a debt with Penn’s father, an admiral whom the king greatly respected. Because of that great respect, Penn walked away with a great deal of land, all of what would become Pennsylvania, and part of New Jersey and Delaware. In that sprawling territory, the Quakers set about establishing a civil society of law and commerce rooted, as we all learned in school, in religious freedom, where people of all faiths, or no faith, would be welcome. Penn’s Quakers were just the sort of God-fearing, hardworking people to roll up their sleeves and build Penn’s “Holy Experiment.” And they quenched their thirst with beer.

			Although the Quakers frowned upon drinking spirits, beer was a different story. In the Quakers’ homeland of England, water more often than not was unfit to drink. Beer was the much safer alternative. One had to boil the water to make beer, and even low concentrations of alcohol in weak beer killed off the bacteria that could cause dysentery. And beer would keep. When Penn’s Quakers sailed to America they made sure barrels of beer were stocked among the supplies, and once on land as those barrels emptied they began to brew more. Lots more. In no time, the Quakers were home brewing here, there, and everywhere, and those with the means to do so were erecting their own personal breweries. William Penn made certain a malt house was built on his estate just north of Philadelphia.

			The Quakers were not the first immigrants to brew beer in the New World. As early as 1587, Virginia colonists were fermenting ale from corn. In 1612, a couple of guys from Amsterdam, who settled in what would become Manhattan, established the first known brewery in the United States. Then there’s the Mayflower story, which I think is fantastic: The Pilgrims did not choose to anchor at Plymouth Rock, nor was there any grand plan behind the decision to do so. Beer supply onboard the Mayflower had run low and the crew insisted the ship anchor when and where it did so they would still have supply for their return to England. As William Bradford recorded in his diary, “We could not now take time for further search or consideration, our victuals being much spent, especially our beere.” Essentially, the Pilgrims were dropped off at the Rock so the crew wouldn’t run dry.

			However, there is a case to be made, and I guess I’ll make it here, that a century before the Founding Fathers would craft the Declaration of Independence, in that same city, Penn’s Quakers distinguished themselves as the Founding Fathers of America’s craft brew industry. By 1683, there was enough variety in town that an immigrant to Philadelphia noted in letters to family back in England: “I have bought good beer. . . . Here is very good Rye . . . also Barly of 2 sorts, as Winter and Summer . . . also Oats, and 3 sorts of Indian Corne, (two of which sorts they can malt and make good beer as Barley).”

			Penn himself, in a 1685 account of progress in his colony, made a point of highlighting the advances in beer:

			“Our drink has been Beer and Punch, made of Rum and Water: Our Beer was mostly made of Molasses, which well boyld, with Sassafras or Pine infused into it, makes very tolerable drink; but now they make Mault, and Mault Drink begins to be common, especially at the Ordinaries and the Houses of the more substantial People. In our great Town there is an able Man, that has set up a large Brew House, in order to furnish the People with good Drink, both there and up and down the River.”

			I didn’t learn of this historical entry until after I was out of the brewpub business; otherwise, I assure you, we would have tried whipping up a batch with some of these ingredients. It would have made for some terrific marketing opportunities. We could have called it “Holy Experiment” ale and served it when we ran the pigs through the streets of downtown Denver to commemorate the anniversary of our opening. But I’m getting ahead of myself again.

			As I was saying.

			The “able Man” Penn referenced was William Frampton. In 1683, Frampton built what is believed to be the first brewery in Pennsylvania, what Penn referred to as a “great brewhouse.” It was on the eastern edge of Philadelphia, near the docks on the Delaware River. It didn’t last long, as Frampton died in 1686. A year later—I would like to think because he saw an opportunity in the marketplace—Anthony Morris opened a brewery just a stone’s throw from where Frampton’s operation had been. Serving his signature beers to Philadelphians was how Anthony became a wealthy merchant and a central figure in the city.

			There’s no historical record of this, but the Morris Brewery almost certainly was an unofficial and perhaps moderately unholy meeting place for many Quakers. I imagine the townsfolk gathering at his establishment, backslapping, hoisting toasts, exchanging information and debating the issues of the day. What is undeniable is that the Morris Brewery gave Anthony a popular profile and community respect such that he was appointed to a number of positions in the city and provincial government. He became the second mayor of Philadelphia. As much as I would like to say that I was the first in my family to brew a life in beer and politics, alas, that honor goes to Anthony Morris.

			As Anthony grew into old age, he turned his attention more to the Society of Friends and the effort to build Quaker schools, but he made sure his son was well trained to take over the beer business. In 1696, he arranged for his boy, Anthony Morris III, to apprentice under a Philadelphia brewer. During the seven years of his apprenticeship, Anthony III agreed he would “not disclose or discover to any person or persons during ye sd term . . . the art & mystery of brewing” learned from brewer Henry Babcock.

			The investments Anthony the elder made in his start-up brewery and in his son’s training would pay big dividends. For well over a century, the Morris Brewery endured as one of the nation’s longest-running family businesses. Although the brewery was taken over by the Perot family in 1836, through a Morris-Perot marriage the Morris family remained involved in the brewery for nearly 220 years, until it closed its doors in 1902.

			Anthony the elder did far more than brew a legacy of beer and politics, he sired a family line that included a patriot who led the charge in the fight for America’s independence, and another notable figure, an entrepreneur who would provide the steel backbone for our nation’s first capital city.

			Anthony the elder was lucky in business and politics, but he was not so lucky in love, or, depending on your perspective, maybe he was repeatedly lucky in love. His first wife, Mary, who had made the journey to America with him, died five years after they arrived. A year later, in 1689, the widower married Agnes Bom, who, as my sister Betsy once put it, must have had quite a story to tell, as Anthony was her fourth husband. Not long after Anthony and Agnes married, she died in 1692. The following year, Anthony took a third wife, another Mary. Mary number two gave birth to four children during their six-year marriage and died in 1699. Betsy also once joked that Mary number two probably died of fatigue. Old frisky Anthony wasn’t done yet. He married a fourth and final time, to Elizabeth Watson.

			One of Anthony’s grandchildren from his series of marriages was Samuel Morris. Sam did well as a merchant and earned himself a life of leisure. He was an excellent horseman who delighted in hunting. He was the founding president of the Gloucester Fox Hunting Club. But Sam was no dandy aristocrat. In 1774, he joined in the simmering preparations for revolution. As the first Continental Congress assembled in Philadelphia, Sam was ahead of the curve on the Second Amendment and formed a well-regulated militia in the form of America’s very first mounted cavalry, the Light Horse of the City of Philadelphia. Twenty-one of the twenty-five members who saddled up for this unit were members of Sam’s Fox Hunting Club.

			When George Washington was appointed commander-in-chief of the Continental Army in June 1775, Sam was given the rank of captain. He and his Light Horse Troop served General Washington in many capacities. They were Washington’s personal security detail, escorting him to distant points throughout the colonies. In addition, the troop transported prisoners and spies and delivered top secret messages between outposts and battlefields.

			In late December 1776, Captain Sam and the Light Horse reported to General Washington in Trenton for what may have been their greatest contribution to America’s Revolution. The troop covered the rear of Washington’s Continental Army as it retreated across the Delaware pursued by Lord Cornwallis and his British and Hessian troops. Then, on Christmas night, 1776, when the Continental Army recrossed the Delaware in the dead of night, the troop went along. Because of the icy river conditions, the craft that carried the Light Horse could not reach the shore and Captain Sam and his mounties were forced to take to the water, making their way across the floating ice with their horses in the dark. The Continental forces approached Trenton at dawn. Escorting General Washington during the Battle of Trenton, the troop joined a Continental Army detachment engaged in a firefight with a company of Hessians hunkered down in a barn. The battle lasted forty-five minutes, and when the last of the musket smoke had dissipated into the sky, the troop had captured about a thousand Hessians. Captain Sam and the Light Horse kept at it, serving as the army’s rear guard as it recrossed the Delaware, patrolling the roads until dark.

			While Captain Samuel Morris served alongside General Washington, another Sam, this one a Samuel Wheeler, a blacksmith from Philadelphia, did his part to defeat the British. Wheeler built cannons for the Continental Army and then joined in the fight himself. That is until General Washington ordered Wheeler back to Philadelphia for what many believed was an impossible task. Wheeler hammered, forged, and joined the links that formed a massive webbing of iron chains that General Washington’s forces stretched across the Hudson River to block the descent of British warships from the north.

			Decades after Captain Samuel Morris and blacksmith Samuel Wheeler were joined together in the fight for America’s independence, their descendants came together in the iron business of Morris, Wheeler & Co. The firm supplied steel that helped build our nation’s first capital city, including steel supports for the twenty-six-ton statue of William Penn atop Philadelphia’s City Hall.

			Thanks to such a thriving business the man in charge of that iron firm, Israel Morris, became wealthy, with money enough to build one of the greatest mansions of its time on the Main Line. After Israel’s death, that fortune slowly diluted. Israel had a number of children, and one of them, my great-grandfather Theodore, had sixteen children and he crafted his will so that the majority of his fortune went to his unmarried offspring. Thus my grandfather Sydney was by no means a wealthy man, which is why when his Old Orchard Distillery went under he and my grandmother were fortunate he could turn to a job at Morris, Wheeler & Co. He had to pay off his debts and take care of my mother and her four sisters.

			—

			MOM HAD ALWAYS been an excellent student. Just as she won a scholarship to the Agnes Irwin School, a scholarship also was her ticket to Vassar College. She relished the adventure of leaving home and heading off to the campus in Poughkeepsie, New York, not to mention escaping her four little sisters. Her Shrimpy nickname had started when Mom was at Irwin. There were three Annes in her class and each of them was given a nickname. At Vassar, Mom hoped to ditch the nickname at last, but one of her Irwin classmates also joined her on campus, so no such luck. Long live “Shrimpy.”

			It was while she was home on summer break before her senior year that Shrimpy met and fell in love with local boy Samuel Bowman Kennedy. “Bow” was home on break from the University of North Carolina. Right about that summer of 1941 when Shrimpy and Bow began dating, Bow was a Phi Delta fraternity man eager to enlist if the nation went to war. As his romance with Shrimpy blossomed, Japan bombed Pearl Harbor. Bow dropped out of UNC and enlisted in the Army Air Corps. Promptly thereafter, he dropped to one knee and proposed to Shrimpy. Thus began the long run of what would be the best of times and the worst of times for my mother.

			Within months, in October 1942, Bow and Shrimpy married. Because the war was on there was no time for a honeymoon. Instead, the couple headed off to Napier Field in Dothan, Alabama, where Bow had recently completed flight school and was to be a flight instructor. On their way out of Philadelphia after the nuptial celebration the couple spent their wedding night at the Hershey Hotel in Hershey, Pennsylvania. Years later, when Mom would talk of that trip, she would say how the town smelled of chocolate.

			To say that Shrimpy felt “settled” on base in Alabama would be a generous and inaccurate interpretation of events. While Bow loved flying and had a blast taking off and teaching, Shrimpy’s days were grounded in grim realities. Bow’s pay was a meager $38 per month, and with rents jacked up around the airfield the best the couple could do was half a house without heat or hot running water. In the year they lived there, in order to save money, Mom never purchased curtains. She used her college dorm drapes for the living room and the newlyweds dressed and undressed in the bathroom. I remember Mom saying that the worst of it all was the cockroaches. To hear her tell it, the large southern variety of roaches were immune to all roach powders. When she turned off the lights at night, the walls seemed to move.

			Because Bow was an officer, according to military rules, he and Mother could only socialize with other officers and their families, which left Shrimpy with a small pool of friends. None of the other officers’ wives had attended college. In order to fit in, Shrimpy, the proud Vassar graduate, never spoke of her degree. Mostly, she spent the day trying to kill cockroaches, doing her routine of chores, and waiting for Bow to get home. Shrimpy got so bored she would iron her bras and Bow’s boxer shorts.

			A typical wartime bride, Shrimpy wanted a baby, and in October 1943 she gave birth to my sister Betsy. Two months later, Bow was reassigned to another base in Richmond, Virginia, and then another, and then he was informed he was going overseas to fly a fighter plane in the real thing. Just before Bow left in the spring of 1944 he and Shrimpy spent a week together. Shrimpy then returned to Daylesford and began anxiously waiting out the war. While she waited, on January 4, 1945, she gave birth to my brother, Sydney, named after her father. As mom would later joke, that weeklong visit she had with Bow before he went overseas was plenty of time to make a baby.

			Bow served the rest of the war in Europe. In addition to flying in the D-Day invasion, he flew dozens of missions to liberate Germany. Many commendations and a Distinguished Flying Cross later, he was one of the first pilots sent home after V-E Day. His furlough brought him home to Philadelphia briefly and then on to Stuttgart, Arkansas. During those few days Bow spent at my grandparents’ home in Daylesford, he visited with Shrimpy and their daughter, and he held his son, Sydney, for the very first and what would be the very last time.

			That day Bow strapped himself into the cockpit for the flight from Stuttgart, Arkansas, to Norman, Oklahoma—June 13, 1945—he was going to visit with Tory and Goody Livingston. Tory had been my mother’s roommate at Vassar. According to what Tory would later tell my mom, the Livingstons and Bow had a lovely dinner, and when Bow took off for his return flight to Arkansas weather conditions were fine. The explanation the Army would give to my mother for twenty-three-year-old Bow’s fatal crash was that his plane malfunctioned. In time, Mother would have reason to suspect that the plane malfunctioned because it was a plane that should never have been cleared for takeoff. Most of the tip-top aircraft were still overseas; most of what was left in the States were subpar flying heaps.

			In Daylesford, a day after the crash, Shrimpy was scrubbing the bathroom floor, happily preparing for Bow’s return, when her father walked in and sat on the edge of the tub. Shrimpy saw there was a telegram in his hands, but since Bow was safely in the States she didn’t give it a second thought. Then Boppa gave her the news. Years later, when Mom told me about this moment, I asked her how she reacted and she said, “I just continued scrubbing the floor. What else was there to do?”

			—

			AS YOU MAY be starting to gather, my mom was not an openly emotional or especially affectionate person. I never questioned her love and devotion to me and to my siblings, but she wasn’t one to give any of us a hug or say, “I love you.” She didn’t talk about her feelings, or, for that matter, anyone’s feelings. Throughout my life, there would be times when my mother’s stoicism would be one of the things I admired and loved most about her. But on those rare occasions when she hugged me, I mean really hugged me, I would nearly faint for joy. Suffice it to say, my mom never complained. That’s the truth: my mother never complained. She never felt sorry for herself. She was pretty happy most of the time.

			However, I suspect that after Boppa gave her the news and left that bathroom, if my mother really did keep scrubbing, she scrubbed and she wept. I believe she probably sat on that bathroom floor, in the privacy of her pain, and wept while she considered the future. She was only twenty-three years old, a widow with a newborn baby, little Syddo, and a two-year-old, Betsy. I know that Shrimpy believed no man would ever want someone in circumstances like hers, and that she had great anxiety about how she would take care of herself and her two children.

			I have thought about this period in Shrimpy’s life during my two terms as governor. I have thought about it when I have watched members of our armed forces from Colorado deploy and redeploy to Iraq and Afghanistan, and to volatile missions around the world; when I have attended funerals and memorial services for military members returned home in coffins; when I have visited military bases in our state and talked with families waiting for military-member loved ones to return home—waiting for a father, a mother, a husband, a wife, a son, a daughter; and when I
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