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This is a summary of our family history 




Our Dad’s parents were born in southern Colorado my grandfather Juan Santos Chavez was born in San Luis Valley on November 9, 1867 and our grandmother Maria Guadalupe Montoya Chavez was born December 25, 1881.  They married in 1893 in Walsenburg, Colorado and had 16 children 6 died in infancy.  
Our grandfather worked on the railroads around Trinidad and Walsenburg until he was transferred in 1918 to Ft. Collins. Colorado.  He bought a house at 525 N. Whitcomb; this would be the family home for more than 55 years.

Dad said that his father was very strict, probably because after raising 10 children who got into a lot of mischief.  I remember our dad saying that his brothers Larry and Keith (K.C.) decided to try smoking so they went behind the shed, and proceeded to smoke when their dad found them, he told them since you want to smoke here smoke this cigar.  Grandpa stood there till they had finished the cigar, by that time dad said he along with his brothers was turning green, needless to say dad never smoked again.

Grandma Lupe according her children had a big heart and a giving nature and always had room for one more. Because of this she allowed 10 year old Alfred Mondragon the boy next door who was having family problems move in with the Chavez’s.  Uncle Al became part of the family.

On April 19, 1932 when dad was 13 years old grandpa Juan died of a heart attack.  
Since most of the children were grownups and not yet married grandma had help in raising dad, Aunt Grace and Uncle Rainbo (Gilbert).  

During the Depression grandma creatively stretched her household budget by having her sons go to La Cache Poudre River and collect frogs.  Grandma would cut the legs off and prepare them for dinner.  (Nowadays frog legs are considered an expensive delicacy how times change).  Grandma also had her garden where she raised all kinds of herbs and was often called by the neighbors to help them with stomach ailments, headaches and other ailments.

Dad said that his brothers formed a band, and of course they never had lessons.
Uncle Pat played the piano, Uncle Larry on the trumpet, Uncle Benny the clarinet and Uncle K.C. the tuba.  I asked Dad what did you play he said the radio.


Grandma Lupe died in Ft. Collins November 6, 1937 she was just 55 years old.
According to Mom she was a very nice lady and all her daughters in law were fond of her.

Our dad’s oldest sister Ermalinda was born July 29, 1895 in Walsenburg, Colorado and when she was 23 married Jesus (Jess) Hernandez on May 24, 1918.  Aunt Ermalinda had 6 children, Antonio (Tony) Salvador (Sam), Maria Ramona, Rufina (Ruby), Enecleta (Esther) and Jesus (Jess) Fredrico Jr.

Dad never said much about his sister, just that she was sick a lot the family believes that she died of cancer.  In those days a lot of people died without knowing what was wrong with them.  Dad said that his brother in law was a very good looking man.  After Aunt Ermalinda died, Uncle Jess moved the family to San Juan Capistrano, California.  He later remarried and on March 6, 1954 he died.

Louie (Jose de la Luz) the first born son was born in La Veta, Colorado on March 25, 1898.  He married Nisefora (Floda) Zamora in Ft. Collins on May 15, 1922.  Uncle Louie was 20 years old when dad was born.  Dad said that Uncle Louie and Aunt Floda lived on a farm south of Ft. Collins, and dad always wanted to go with them when they came to visit.  One time when he was around three years old Uncle Louie took him to the farm in a buckboard, which was a good hour away when dad decided he wanted to go back home.  He said he cried and cried and Louie had to turn around and take him back home.  I guess dad was a little spoiled.  

Uncle Louie and Aunt Flora had five children; the first two children John and Maria Andrea (Died in infancy) they then had Margaret (Margie) Eleanor, Lewis (Largo) Rodger, Maria (Linda) Ermelinda, they were all born in Ft. Collins.

Since Louie was the oldest son, his father took him out of school so he could help support the family.  He got a job as a painter and in later years his son Louie (Largo) joined him in painting. Uncle Louie loved the mountains and would after Mass take his family on picnics; he also loved to fish and watch Western movies.  

I remember coming home from work one day in 1962 when we lived in Boulder to hear that Uncle Louie was in critical condition in Ft. Collins.  Uncle Louie was taking a couple to Cheyenne for the September 16th festivities, when a young boy failed to stop at a stop sign and hit them broadside.  The couple both died immediately and Uncle Louie died two days later.   

Dad always made it a point to visit my Aunt Flora, when we went to Ft. Collins.
She was always happy to have us stop and visit.  She died February 2, 1985, every time we go to Ft. Collins I always think of her. 

Pat Chavez, dad’s second brother was born October 23, 1903, in Walsenburg, Colorado, Pat never married he at one time thought about becoming a priest, after his girlfriend broke up with him, but then decided that wasn’t the life for him.  Uncle Pat and Al were both barbers along with Uncle Benny and later on dad. 

In 1937 Uncle Pat and Al had moved to Boulder to open a barber shop on 1308 Pearl St. next door to J.C. Penney and across the street from the old Courthouse, when word came that Grandma was very sick, by the time they got back to Ft. Collins she had died.  Since Uncle Pat was unmarried he took the two boys John and Rainbo back to Boulder.  Grace went to live with her sister Thelma.

Dad was enrolled at Boulder High the class of 1938, and Uncle Rainbo went to Casey Jr. High School.  After school dad would go to the barber shop and shine shoes and sweep the floors.  Dad said Byron Whizzer White (former Justice of the Supreme Court) use to come in and have his cut and dad would shine his shoes.  At that time Byron White was going to the University of Colorado and became an All American Football player when he acquired the nick name Whizzer.
 
When World War II happened most of the students at C.U. enlisted in different branches of the Armed Services and this caused a decrease of customers at the barber shop so in 1943 Uncle Pat decided to close shop and move back to Ft. Collins.

It was hard living with Pat, dad use to tell us because whenever he got an itch to travel he would wake him and Rainbo up and say were going to California.  Dad remembers one time that they were in front of the Northern Hotel in Ft. Collins and were going to California when the car wouldn’t start so Al, John and Rainbo pushed the car while Pat steered until the engine kicked in and off they went.
Two weeks later as they were returning to Ft. Collins the engine gave out and there again they had to push the car, a friend hollered to them what did you guys do push the car clear to California and back.

Pat and Al gave up the barber business and started a construction business until 1960 when they decided to open another barber shop in Old town Ft. Collins and one on College Ave. by Colorado State University.  They also managed and sponsored a Hispanic baseball team.  We use to go watch the team play in small towns like Gilcrist, Johnstown, Evans, and Platteville or wherever they could find a ball field.

My Uncle Pat died in Fairfield, California on June 6, 1973, he and Al were returning home from one of their many visits to California, when he had a heart attack.  He was the patriarch of the family and was deeply loved.

Lorenzo (Larry) Chavez the third brother was born August, 19, 1905 in Walsenburg, Colorado, and married Florence Falk on June 7, 1933 in Ft. Collins; they had two daughters Donna Jean and Carol.  

Larry and Florence moved to Boulder in 1938, according to Donna Jean her dad told her they moved to Boulder because Ft. Collins was so prejudice.   When Uncle Larry moved to Boulder he worked at Crockett Bit and Spur, and then worked at Model Laundry picking up and delivering clothes.  His route was south of Arapahoe and when dad began working at Model in 1952 his route was all the area north of Arapahoe.  Between the both of them they knew Boulder pretty well.

Larry became Boulder’s Dog Warden in 1956, he use to drive a green truck and was always telling us that the dogs wanted to know what was behind the green doors.  At that time there was a popular song called “What’s behind the Green Door”.   He also was a Captain in the Boulder Auxiliary Police.  Uncle K.C. and Dad also joined the Auxiliary Police.

Larry loved fishing he always had his fishing pole ready, it’s a good thing Aunt Florence liked fishing otherwise I don’t think she would of seen much of Uncle.
He loved the mountains and with the help of all his brothers built a cabin near Allenspark.   He also belonged to a Jeep Club and when he wasn’t fishing he would blaze new trails in his jeep.

On May 16, 1959, near Gunnison, Colorado while he was fishing Larry had a heart attack and died he was just 54 years old.  Dad, Mom, Uncle K.C., Aunt Bessie along with Aunt Florence were with him when this happened.  

Ben the fourth brother was born on August 9, 1907 in Walsenburg, Colorado and married Elisa Salas in Ft. Collins, September 24, 1934.  They had two children Jack and Janice.

Ben had been a barber when Pat and Al had the barber shop in Boulder, and once he was married moved to Denver where he opened up a shop of his own.   During World War II there was a need for welders, so Ben gave up the barber shop and went to school to become a welder.  One time Ben went to Alaska and worked on a tanker for 6 months.  He said that was the hardest thing he ever did, because of the isolation and the freezing weather.   I guess you had to have a strong stomach in order to survive the pitching of the tanker. Uncle Ben was such a neat dresser he was always dressed to the nines.

While working at Platteville Nuclear Plant, Ben had a heart attack and died on October, 6, 1969 at the age of 62.   Aunt Lisa was 94 when she passed away on October 6, 2005, 36 years after Ben died.

Keith was the fifth of the brothers and everyone in the family called him K.C. because his initials were K.C.  He was born in Walsenburg, Colorado on April, 20, 1910 and married Bessie Aragon in Ft. Collins, June 31, 1934.  They had five daughters, Marcella, Judy, Mary Lou, Cindy and Felecia

K.C. was also a welder and when World War II started moved his family to Richmond, California so that he would work in the shipyards there.  After the war K.C. moved his family back to Colorado first to Ft. Collins then to Boulder.

Uncle K.C. use to drive a little Nash Rambler I think that car travelled over 100,000 miles.  Whenever we hear this song about a guy driving his little Nash Rambler, and honking his horn beep, beep while going at 100 mph and shouting out how do you get this car out of second gear, we always think of Uncle K.C.   Today you hardly ever see this type of car.    

K.C. along with Larry and Dad joined the Boulder Auxiliary Police and I must say they all looked good in their uniforms.   They all liked the excitement of being part of the police department and of the community.  In those days there weren’t many organizations that would allow Hispanics to join so whenever there was an opening they wanted to be part of it and this was their way to opening the door for others to join.

All our uncles were upstanding citizens, they were very community orientated.
And they didn’t put up with discrimination of any kind.

Dad, and Mom had invited K.C. and Bessie to go dancing with them in Denver and from what Dad said K.C. had a great time.  The next morning Uncle K.C. had a cerebral hemorrhage and died, he was only 57 years old.  Bessie died on July 31, 1984 in Boulder.

Thelma was born March 15, 1913 in Walsenburg, Colorado and married Christopher Baldizan on November 13, 1937 in Ft. Collins. They had three sons Ronald, Leonard and Michael.  

Thelma and Chris lived in Ft. Collins, but then moved to Cheyenne, Wyoming he worked for awhile at the refinery, and then in the 1940’s they decided to join K.C. and Bessie in Richmond, California to work in the shipyards.  Aunt Thelma loved California she always said she would never move back to Colorado it was too cold.
What’s so funny during the summer when we would visit Becky and I would freeze and ask her to put the furnace on she would just laugh and put it on for us.

 My aunt loved to play cards, I can remember every time we went back to visit, the family would get together with friends and play poker of course she won most of the time.  Becky loved visiting aunt because she made the best banana pudding and of course since she was one of Becky’s godmothers she always made it for her.  Those were fun days, though it was hard when we had to leave and come back home.  

 In 1978 my aunt had a stroke and it was hard to see such a vibrant person unable to take care of herself.  I know my uncle did the best that he could he was always there for her, and on March 8, 1984 she passed away she was 71.  

Our dad John was born in Ft. Collins February 5, 1919 and married Cleothilde (Tillie) Chavez September 29, 1940 they had two daughters Mary Ellen and Becky.

 Mom’s family moved from Ocate, New Mexico to Rocky Ford, Colorado when she was quite young the family lived there until she was 14 and then moved to Ft. Collins.  My grandfather Pedro (Peter) worked in the fields and then the sugar factory in Rocky Ford but when the dust storms and the Depression started it was hard to find any kind of employment.  He had a friend who had moved his family to Ft. Collins wrote telling him that the sugar factory was hiring.  So Grandpa loaded up his Model T Ford and away they went.  Mom hated leaving Rocky Ford she said her and her sisters had so much fun in that small town.  We told Mom we were glad they moved otherwise she would never have meet Dad.

Dad and Mom meet at Holy Family Church in Ft. Collins.  When dad moved to Boulder he and his brothers would try and come every weekend to see their brothers and sisters and of course dad wanted to see Tillie.  In 1940 he proposed and she accepted, Mom said they had a small church wedding and after the Mass they were accompanied by musicians as they walked to her parent’s home where they had their reception.  Mom said in those days they didn’t have big reception and dances probably because they couldn’t afford them.

Dad and Mom moved to Boulder after the wedding since Dad who had his barber license was cutting hair at the barber shop. 

 I Mary Ellen was born on October 9, 1941 and two months later the Japanese bombed Pearl Harbor.  Because dad was in the National Guard he was deployed to the Pacific    and fought at the Battle of Attu.  He said that the Japanese were always bombing.  He couldn’t count the number of times that they had to run to their fox holes.  He was lucky that he knew how to type so when an aide to one of the Colonels was transferred Dad applied for his job.   

While dad was in Ketchikan, Alaska he spotted the ship that his younger brother Gilbert (Rainbo) who was in the Navy, and was able to visit with him.  Rainbo invited him to come on the ship and while they were visiting a storm came and they had to move the ship out to sea.  Rainbo who was quartermaster had to navigate the ship so while this was happening dad had no way of getting off and had to spend the night.  Dad said Rainbo gave him a good piece of advice and that was to sleep on the top bunk, since the ship was pitching up and down and a lot of the seamen became seasick and you didn’t want to be on the bottom.

In 1945 before the end of the war dad was transferred to Camp Howze near Gainesville, Texas.  Since Dad was in the States, Mom decided she wanted to be near him so off we went without telling him we were coming.   We arrived by train and had just got into a taxi when Mom spotted Dad walking.  I don’t know which one was more surprised Dad on seeing us or Mom when she spotted him.

Since housing was in short demand Dad had to find living quarters for us and finally found a place in Paris, Texas which is about 95 miles away from Gainesville.
I don’t remember much about Paris, but I remember we really didn’t go out during the day because it was so hot so most people were out and about at night when it was a little bit cooler.

 After Dad left for the service my Mom and I moved in with my Mom’s parents in Ft. Collins and since Grandma Merenciana spoke only Spanish that’s what I spoke, that is until we went to Texas.  Mom said I would play with the little girl next door and she would speak English and I would speak Spanish to her.  Mom said before she knew it I was speaking English.  I wished we had spoken more Spanish at home but once we started school English was our main language.  

Mom didn’t like Texas too many bugs and she didn’t like the way the people discriminated.  When we arrived at the train depot one of the ladies mistakenly entered a black restroom and was immediately told in no uncertain terms that she was in the wrong restroom.  Mom said in restrooms they had signs saying No Negros Allowed or No Whites Allowed.  She said that Negros (which they were called in those days) was not allowed to walk on the sidewalks just in the streets.

After the war we moved back to Ft. Collins, and was surprised to see that some places in Ft. Collins had signs that still said No Dogs, No Mexican’s allowed.
So Dad wrote a letter to the Editor telling of the Heroism of Spanish speaking men who fought for and gave their lives to this country and had to come home to see that their families were being discriminated.  I have heard that other cities like Longmont, and Pueblo had similar signs posted in restaurants and stores.

Because of a lack of jobs in Ft. Collins, Dad decided he wanted to move to Richmond, California. He found a job selling car parts in Emeryville; he worked there for two years.  On April 15, 1947 my sister Becky was born since Becky had some medical issues my Aunt Thelma who was at the hospital had her Baptized.
Since my grandparents on Mom’s side had come to specifically baptize Becky she was then again baptized, so Becky had two Godmothers. (She’s surely blessed)

Dad decided that he wanted to apply for a position as a guard at San Quentin and was accepted.  He and Mom were given a tour of the prison and shown where the guards and their families were housed.  In the meantime Mom was having health issues and wanted to go back to Colorado, so Dad decided against taking the job at San Quentin a moving us back to Colorado.  Not long after we moved back they had a riot at the prison and prisoners had set fires to where the guards and their families lived.   Many prisoners and guards were killed, we were thankful Dad didn’t take the job.

When we moved back to Colorado dad went to work as a roofer, he did this for two years, the only trouble with this job you made good money in the spring and summer but in the fall and winter there were hardly any jobs available.  In 1952 when a job opening happened at the Model Laundry dad applied and since Uncle Larry was the other driver he had no problem getting the job.  Dad worked there for 8 years then got a job with Dow Chemical at Rocky Flats.  

In 1952 Mom and Dad bought the house at 741 Pearl Street in Boulder.   The house had two apartments plus the one we lived in.  We had some good tenants throughout the years like Mary and Elva Romero, Tessie Lucero and her daughters Nancy and Patsy, Andrew and Nellie Valdez.  When we owned the house the property east of us was just a vacant lot then Mobil Oil bought it and turned it into a gas station.  At that time Pearl Street Mall didn’t even exist, so our street was busy especially in the summer when people were heading up the Canyon.

In later years we found out the house was called the Montgomery House little did we know we were living in a historical house. 

When we lived on Pearl St. dad had joined the Boulder Auxiliary Police along with his brothers Larry and K.C. Dad stayed with the auxiliary for 15 years.

In 1962 we moved to 615 Alpine in Boulder but Dad and Mom kept the apartment house for a few years then sold it.  

I guess because of all the traveling he did with Pat and Al this didn’t deter him from liking to see new places.  We travelled all over the United States plus Canada and Mexico.  We went to Seattle for the 1962 World’s Fair and in 1967 to Montreal Canada for their World’s Fair.  We travelled throughout Mexico, to Chihuahua, Monterrey, Mexico City, Guadalajara, Acapulco, Queretaro, Zacatecas, and Mazatlan.   In 1970 Dad and Mom went to Europe they even meet some people they knew from Longmont in Germany, I guess it is a small world.
While they were in Ireland Dad had to kiss the blarney stone, kissing this stone is suppose to give the person eloquence of speech.  We all laughed because this is one thing dad didn’t need.

Dad really enjoyed being involved with different organizations; he was active in the Knights of Columbus, The Elks, American Legion, The VFW, United Steelworkers and the Democratic Party.  He also headed the Joint Action Community Service (JACS) as a volunteer coordinator for Boulder County.
JACS was a private non-profit corporation formed to assist young people returning from Job Corps training.  He was also active at Sacred Heart Church where he was on the Parish Council and a Eucharistic Minister. Dad also took an active part in recruiting votes for Frederico Pena when he was running for Mayor of Denver.  He was also very active in the Roofers and Steelworker Unions.

Dad loved people I can remember being at Sea World in Florida, when Dad was greeted by a former worker at Rocky Flats, who was now living in Florida.
Another time we were in Green River, Utah when a lady came up to him saying John Chavez how are you it turned out she also had worked at Rocky Flats, and was travelling with her husband to Salt Lake.  These were just a couple times out of many that he encountered people that he knew.   At Sacred Heart Church because of his nephew Terry Aragon, Dad was called by almost everyone Uncle John.


We had such good friends and neighbors when we lived in Boulder, both on Pearls Street and on Alpine St.  George and Delores Root, Bud and Jean Schwenn, 
Tom and Margaret Hagerty, George and Elizabeth Smith, Ray and Mary Ellen Trujillo, Emma and John Martinez, Gil and Anita Gutierrez and so many more.

Dad believed in giving a helping hand whenever anyone needed one.  He believed that if you helped someone down the line someone else would return the favor.
There was many a time when he bought groceries or gave money to family members or neighbors because they were in need.

Mary Ellen graduated from Boulder High School in 1959 and took some business courses at Colorado University she then worked for Neodata as a key punch operator getting $1.20 an hour but when Frank Madrigal told her that they were hiring at Western State Cutlery for $1.34 an hour she decided to put her application there.  She worked there for 5 years , when Florida Cardenas told her to put her application at Ball Brothers she did an was hired at $1.65 an hour.  She worked there for 23 years then the division she worked for was sold to Dotronix.  The employee’s were told that they were part of the sale and not to bother putting their application at Ball.  She then started where she began at Neodata in customer service then moved on to the Agents department, Neodata then was purchased by Electronic Data Systems after 15 years she retired from that company.

Becky graduated from Boulder High School in 1965 and then worked at Johnson Printing for 39 years then and then as Signature Offset where she retired in 2009 as a mailing clerk.  We both have enjoyed traveling and have enjoyed our trips to Europe.

Dad loved socializing and he and Mom loved to dance.  It wasn’t unusual for them to go to Cheyenne, Ft. Collins, Brighton, Longmont, Denver and Erie to dance.  He always said that he wanted to go out dancing and that’s exactly what he did on September 29, 1984 at the Moose Lodge in Longmont, Colorado.  This also happened to be Mom and Dad’s 44th Wedding Anniversary.

Fr. Louis Kirby said that he had never seen such an outpouring of people for Dad’s Rosary and Funeral.  

Mom, is now 91 and is doing well, she retired from Johnson Printing in 1982 after 25 years service.  She is a very strong person and likes to keep busy.

Grace was born July 21, 1921 in Ft. Collins and married George Aragon on July 23, 1938.  They had the following children; Terry, Pete (Jerry), Gilbert (Rich), Dixie and Patricia.

Aunt Grace and Uncle George had also moved to Richmond, California during the war but like her brothers John and K.C. decided to move back to Colorado.  They built a house in Ft. Collins and in 1950’s moved to Boulder at 1921 Arapahoe since Uncle George worked in Denver it was a closer commute.

Terry the oldest son worked at Boulder’s Municipal Building as a court administrator for many years under Judge Richard Hansen.  Dixie went to Colorado University and obtained her teaching degree in Spanish and has taught in the Denver and Dallas, Texas school systems.  She has done extensive travelling in Mexico, Central America and South America.  Pete worked with his father and was a drywall contractor, Gilbert lives in the Broomfield area and retired from the University of Colorado as a painter, he also owns Aragon Painting.  Patricia lives in Monte Vista, Colorado and retired as a court reporter for the Federal Courts.

Aunt Grace died at the age of 61 on October 14, 1982 in Boulder.  On October 2, 1992 Uncle George passed away their son Pete died 


Gilbert (Rainbo) was born September 16, 1924 in Ft. Collins and married Frances Smith on January 19, 1945 and divorced in 1980.  He then married Brenda Holbrook’s on August 11, 1981.  Frances and Rainbo had Gilda, David, Robin, and Bradley, George & Gerry (twins) David, Candace and Keith.  Rainbo also had a stepdaughter Brenda Garrison.

When Rainbo was in the Navy during World War II he was stationed in Bremerton, Washington.   He liked the area and when he wed Frances he decided to stay and moved to Port Angeles.  When the Korean War started he was called back into service, after injuring his leg he was honorably discharged.  He worked as a car salesman and later drove a moving van throughout the country.   In 1980 after his divorce from Frances he lived in Boulder for awhile then meets Brenda after their marriage they moved to Ocala, Florida then to West Palm Beach.  Like the rest of the Chavez’s he had heart problems and on November 4, 1996 he passed away.
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