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TO UNCLE PAUL 

& UNCLE HOMER





I Never Lef

I REGULARLY DREAM THAT I’m stupidly weeded 

at The Cricket. They all seem to go about the 

same way: I get sat every n,ee- seco-dsP I have 

a twe-tyOtable sectio-P my patro-s ca-’t ngure 

out what they wa-tP I do-’t k-ow the me-uP 

the Sf… wo-’t work properlyP a-d a-y .ood 

order that actually gets to the kitche-P comes 

out wro-g.

I guess it’s .air to sayP that as ma-y years as 

I’ve bee- removed .rom worki-g thereP I’ve 

-ever actually le,/



Hior

IN  EARLY OCTOBER  OF  2015,  I  was  a 

year-and-a-half  into  my  tenure  at  The 

Cricket. It also just so happened to be the 

seventieth  year  since  the  restaurant  was 

founded all that time ago. That Friday night, 

October 2nd, was blessed with champagne, 

burgers, faithful regulars, music, games, and 

more…of which I’ve forgotten.

But I will tell you this: I was proud to be 

a “Cricketeer” that night. By then I’d found 

my groove,  my friends,  and ultimately,  a 

home. What better place for that to be than 

a top-tier Denver establishment?
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Now, by the time this book is published, 

The Cherry Cricket will be nearing its eight-

ieth anniversary. That’s eighty years of grub 

and drink dating back to 1945, when Mary 

Zimmerman opened the place, then properly 

named “Mary Zimmerman’s Bar.”

The bar was originally in her home and sta-

tioned on the south side of 2nd Avenue, where 

the Cherry Cricket Mall is currently located. 

There she served mostly blue-collar workers 

and those in the neighborhood. It wasn’t until 

1951, when she moved her bar/restaurant to 

the north side of 2nd Avenue, that the building 

evolved into where you sit today.

There are conPicting reports in history, but 

it is believed that around this same time, Mary 

Zimmerman’s Bar was bought by a gentleman 

named Lloyd 6age. He is supposedly the one 

who renamed it “The Cherry Cricket.” No one 

knows why.

In 193$, the place was bought and sold again, 

this time landing in the hands of one, Bernard 

Du(y, which is apparent by the rotating sign 

outside and above that bears his namesake. An 

addition, of sorts. 
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What was once home-cooked meals from 

Zimmerman, turned into more of an upscale 

establishment under Du(y. Their 72.50 8725

.)z in 2024J prime rib lunch was a hit. I can’t 

remember if we ever had a prime rib lunch in 

honor of Du(y while I was working there, but 

damn, that sounds good.

A—er Du(y retired in the early 19)0s, own-

ership documentation gets a little…fuSSy. Was 

it due to the possible beginnings of beer cul-

ture in the Centennial state? Was it part of the 

counterculture movement? Was it because of 

Einstein’s theory of relativity? We truly don’t 

know. 

But from pictures on The Cricket’s website, 

the origins of the long-since retired pool table 

happened  around  then.  Cigarettes,  Coors, 

mullets, and presumably, burgers. Gust from 

the rough-around-the-edges attitude and am-

biance H with cigarette smoke wa—ing out the 

front door, whiskey shots lining the bar, and 

probable confrontations as to “slop” rules on 

the pool table H it seems that was the crown-

ing of “The Black qheep of Cherry Creek.”
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I wish I could have met Eli Mc!uire. Uer 

spirit remains deep in the walls 8we’ll talk 

about that laterJ and I’ve heard nothing but 

great things about her from my uncles and 

employees from the era. The Cricket always 

had a heart, but thanks to her, it got its soul, 

which you still see today.

Eli bought The Cricket in 1990 and Juick-

ly adopted the slogan, “The Best Damn Bar 

Around.” qhe was big into the growing Col-

orado cra— beer scene and even was the Krst 

bar to put Railyard H from Gohn Uicken-

looper’s, Wynkoop Brewery H on tap.

But most importantly, she wanted to be 

known to have the best burgers in town. qhe 

focused on the blend of Angus beef and just 

a dusting of salt and pepper over a Pame grill 

with lava rocks. qhe knew what she was doing 

because ask around, damn those burgers are 

goodL

Mnfortunately, Eli’s time with us was cut too 

short. Cancer took her away from us in early 
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2000 and she has been deeply missed ever 

since.

But  thanks  to  Uickenlooper  and 

the  Wynkoop  !roup  8now  Brecken-

ridge/Wynkoop LLCJ, The Cricket remained 

in good hands Hbeing bought by them H 

and they graciously let it stay largely the way 

Eli created it. On top of that, in her name, 

the restaurant has gone on to win numerous 

awards at the annual “Denver Burger Battle.” 

The last four years running 82021-2024J, and 

in 2013 when I was still there, The Cricket 

has been voted the “6eople’s Choice” for best 

burger. In 2019, they were voted best burger 

by the judges.

Yeah, The Cricket makes some kickass burg-

ers.



Like an IPA, my memory is a bit hazy. 

I tried my best to go in chronological order here, but 

some of these stories may be a little shuTed. 

wheir memory, hove…er, li…es on fore…er 





Te Cicet Cnicse�





Er Vists�

AUGUST 2002

I WAS A WEE ONE. Twelve-years-old. Don’t re-

member much, but I guarantee I was shy. But 

where there was shyness, there was also excite-

ment. For one, I was heading to Scotland and 

England within twenty-four hours. Two, I was 

getting to try a “Cricket Burger” for the prst 

time. We sat in the 9ool room at table 8; and 

it may or may not have been smoky.

The Cricket was my uncles’ favorite s9otH 

they were considered family there. Mell, even 
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as time has 9assed and new faces have come 

and gone, they’re still family there. But on that 

9articular day, mere hours before our zight to 

Meathrow via Dulles, they wanted to take us for 

the best burger this side of the (ississi99i.

That’s as far as my prst memory goes, unfor-

tunately.

SUMMER 2010

I wasn’t twenty-one yet but I was damn close. 

I’d  been  zown  out  by my uncles  and  the 

prst 9lace we went to, well, you already know. 

We sat in Norms and numerous servers, bar-

tenders, and managers came u9 to say hi. I 

think that’s when I reali)ed how famous my 

uncles were there, even more so than the Man 

vs. Food guy who’d been out there plming an 

e9isode only a year 9rior Uironically shot on 

my uncle’s birthdayP.

Well, qncle Vaul and qncle Momer knew 

what was u9. There was a drive-thru liRuor 

store right next door where we made sure to 
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grab a cou9le of vodka shooters before going 

inside the restaurant. I then took my big red 

Coca-Cola cu9 with S9rite into the Norm’s 

Bathroom and 9oured the Dee9 Eddy Jodka 

in it. When I walked back out and sat down, I 

acted as if nothing had ha99ened. Gebel in the 

making.

SUMMER 2011

I’d zown out again and while qncle Vaul was 

still at work, qncle Momer drove me in his 

:ee9 Wrangler to The Cricket to get a burger, 

but only ajer the a99eti)er that would make 

ñreen Bay Vackers “cheese-heads” ha99yL (ac 

N’ Cheese wedges. Damn, I’m craving those 

right now ty9ing this. I’m in the 9rocess of 

an intermittent fast, so it’s eRually devastating. 

But I digress.

qncle Momer and I sat at the main bar and 

ajer I pnished my favorite burger combina-

tion of bacon, cream cheese, and Kala9e—os, I 

looked down at the do)en or more beer tabs. 
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I was new to beer Uwink, winkP  and wanted 

to try some new styles. Momer led the way. 

0agers, Ales, Qolshes, Saisons, Mefewei)ens, 

and Stouts … all kinds I’d never heard of be-

fore. I was only familiar with “Natty” and Qey-

stone 0ight.

So when I tasted Odell 8C Shilling for the 

prst time, the heavens o9ened u9 and ñod was 

Ruite 9leased with my reaction to his elixir. 

I  was in love.  I  had no idea what I’d been 

missing. Although the decision is Ruite diD-

cult, Odell is my favorite brewery in Colorado. 

Sorry, New Belgium.

I was out in Colorado for a week that tri9 and 

I swear, there’s nothing like a Denver summer. 

I talk about this in my memoir, Wolves of Hemp 

Street, but will Kust reiterate it hereL everyone 

seems to be so freakin’ ha99y. The sun is con-

stantly out, the mountains are only thirty min-

utes away, and the 9arks are always bustling 

with s9orts, BBEs, and hangouts. It’s mag-

netic. And seeing those Denver summers was 

instrumental in me moving out there eleven 

months ajer graduating college.



THE CRICKET CHRONICLES 5

PADDY’S DAY 2012

At prst, I wasn’t sure if I’d be able to … time 

was short. Vaddy’s Day fell on a Saturday and 

I had classes resuming on (onday. Nonethe-

less, I was zown out and was to work security 

for a day. qncle Vaul hooked it u9, of course. 

This security shij was my prst real “in” to 

working at the establishment. Jery grateful for 

it.

Qansas City has always been known for its 

big Vaddy’s  Day celebrations.  When I  was 

young, we went to the 9arades Ruite ojen, but 

I can’t say I’ve ever been to the green celebra-

tion there being of drinking age. 

So when I saw the tent in the back of The 

Cricket where the 9arking lot once was, and 

the do)ens of kegsFand the Irish band mak-

ing roundsFand the corned beef, cabbage, and 

9otatoesFI was taken aback. There’s no other 

words for it other than “badass.” 

As I would learn in a short cou9le of years, 

The Cricket goes all out on Vaddy’s Day while 
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showing u9  the  rest  of  the  restaurants  all 

around Cherry Creek. There’s no celebration 

in the neighborhood Ruite like it.



24��





Hired

I MOVED TO DENVER in mid-November 2013, 

and thanks to Sorcha — a family friend orig-

inally from Ireland and also an ex-Cricket 

worker — I was able to get a job at The Abbey 

Tavern on Colfax. I’d just come from a cock-

tail-serving job in the bar district of Kansas 

City called Westport. I’d worked at a place 

called The Foundry that specialized in cra; 

beerB I was sure I’d Yt right in at The Abbey. 

I was given the barback job, a step up on the 

restaurant hierarchy.  

My time at The Abbey was great, and I met 

some fantastic people there, but it was a de-

cent drive from my apartment on Mississippi 
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and qroadway. That was costing me precious 

gas money, and for someone new to the ex-

pensive Denver area, I needed every penny 

I could muster. 

And to be honest,  if  I  was  ever given a 

chance to work at The Cricket, a place al-

ready close to my heart, I was going to take 

it. So when a manager named Cli;on texted 

me and said that they were hiring expos, I 

jumped on it. 

(es, I was going back to s)uare one on the 

hierarchy — and away from the barbacking 

job I enjoyed — but the hybrid position of 

expo 4food runner and busser“  was really 

the only way to get the coveted serving or 

bartending job at The Cricket. Very few new 

hires go immediately to server or bartender, 

as the restaurant likes to promote workers 

from within. qut I respected that. It made 

sense and it created loyalty. 

So one random a;ernoon, a group of about 

seven or eight of us went up the back stairs 

near the tailor and into the o”ces directly 

above the restaurant.  We all  sat down at a 

table in the upstairs conference room with our 
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newly given folder of job material 4W-…s, job 

description, pay, etc.“.

$This will most likely be the only time you 

will be up here, unless you’re get Yred,H Cli;on 

said to us with a devilish grin. Well, he was 

wrong?at least for me. I went up there multi-

ple times in my tenure, and none of them were 

for me getting Yred or even scolded. I turned 

out to be a favorite, I guess. The ironic part 

was, that with the group of new hires, I wasn’t 

one of them. 

I didn’t receive any special treatment, and 

that was okay. I think a lot of those in my hiring 

class were known around the Denver service 

industry and I was an outsider, still new to the 

city. qut I was willing to Yght for my spot and 

Yght I did.

Even us expos were making great money o@ 

of tips — sometimes upwards of A100 a shi; 

—  and  at  that  time,  it  was all cash.  For  a 

semi-broke transplant, I loved going to the 

little o”ce near the back door at the end of 
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each shi; to pick up my cash tip for the day. It 

was an exciting moment with some of it going 

towards a shot that would be chased down with 

a shi; beer.

Then, when the time came a couple months 

down the road, and if you impressed the man-

agers enough, you would get to that much de-

sired and coveted promotion. From there, the 

possibilities were endless. There were whis-

pers that servers could make A300 or more 

a shi;, especially during Boliday months and 

in the summer. That could almost pay your 

month’s rent. At least, back then it could.

So a;er about two weeks working both jobs, I 

put in my two weeks at The Abbey and poured 

everything into The Cricket. The individual 

stories that follow should put a smile on your 

face, a laughter in your belly, or a tear in your 

eye. Enjoy.



Comader

“HEY EXPO, ICE DOESN’T lii tsefi!”o 

Cmradyfa.M noun. unsndi  sanes 

dhy !atfhyeptg drmhw gfmgif cpm 

egfhy d ims m! strf smwfspfaM

Cmradyfa. :mrfe th dii epdgfe dhy !marek 

sfdr egmase, :idee deetwhrfhse, cff-fhy pdhwv

mnse, xd:dstmhe, iftenafi. d:stxtstfe, dhy .fe, 

fxfh spf cma-!ma:fM u. !dxmatsf fbdrgif te 

cpfh d —dasfhyfa, cpm gam—d—i. les gnrge 

ctsp Pdni. D mh spf cff-fhye, rd-fe enaf 

.mn -hmc pf pde ts ? spds pf’e all d—mns spds 

:mradyfa.M 
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“Hf., fbgm,o pf —fiimcfy imnyfaM “Dty .mn 

pfda rf7” I hffy r. t:f liify”o

“Yfdp, rdh, I yty” Hmiy mh d ef:mhyMo Patience 

is a virtue, jackass. 

I cde th spf rtyyif m! efxfh mspfa sde-e, 

cptif  spte  gdast:nida  —dasfhyfa  th  Nmare 

cdeh’s ymthw d ydrh spthw, ctsp dh t:f cfii div

afdy. 5%B !niiM Hf cdeh’s anhhthw mns dh. strf 

emmh, .fs pf insisted mh rf wfssthw spf t:f !ma 

ptrM Hf :mniy pdxf fdeti. cdi-fy spf lxf !ffs 

sm spf t:f rd:pthf dhy wms ptrefi! d —n:-fs, 

—ns pf cde gam—d—i. smm th spf wammxf adgv

gthw 'fdestf 'm.eJ Intergalactic th pte pfdyM Gnes 

:mniyh’s —f —mspfafy sm ym dh. d:sndi cma-, 

zmy !ma—tyM

Oa cde pf pdWthw rf7 

Fpfh I cma-fy ds Tpf Kmnhya., mh r. xfa. 

laes yd. I cde smiy —. mhf m! spf :mm-e sm wm 

d:amee spf esaffs sm mhf m! mna etesfa —dae dhy 

de- !ma spf “—d:mh esafs:pfaeMo Nms cdhsthw sm 

e:afc ng mh r. laes yd., dhy cdhsthw sm !miimc 

ytaf:stmhe !amr engfatmae, I cdi-fy d:amee spf 

esaffs dhy thsm 'ffa jts:pfhM

“Hf., ym .mn pdxf —d:mh esafs:pfae7 Ona 

:mm-e hffy spfrMo
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“Op :adg,o mhf m! spfta :mm-e edty, pte !d:f 

imm-thw enh-fhM “Ff Anes efhs ts mxfa sm Hdav

a.’eMo

Sm, I esdasfy cdi-thw mxfa sm Hdaa.’e mh spf 

mspfa etyf m! spf esaffsM 

Are they screwing with me?

“Pifdef sfii rf .mn pdxf spf —d:mh esafs:pv

faeMo

“‘p, hdp rdh, emaa.M Ff efhs ts ymch sm Hdav

gm’eMo

Damnit. They got me. They freakin’ got me.

I cdi-fy —d:- thsm Tpf Kmnhya. dhy fxfa.v

mhf imes ts idnwpthwM I cde d wmmy egmas d—mns 

ts dhy idnwpfy ctsp spfr, —ns spf.’y sd-fh 

dyxdhsdwf m! r. —imhy pdta dhy “wmvwfsvLfro 

dsstsnyfM I! emrfmhf pdy smiy rf sm “yfvrneso 

spf miy dta mns m! spf cdi-vth !affWfa —. pmiyv

thw dh mgfh sadep —dw, cdi-thw damnhy :dgsnav

thw spf miy dta, afifdethw ts mnsetyf, dhy spfh 

afgfdsthw spf gam:fee, I gam—d—i. cmniy pdxf 

ymhf tsM 

'ns spte cdeh’s spf :def pfaf ctsp uaM Nfc 

Yma-, ts effrfyM I spmnwps ts :mniy pdxf —ffh 

pdWthw, —ns spfaf cde hm Am-thw damnhy pfafM 

Tpds cde m-d., —f:dnef de spf ed.thw wmfe, 
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“I! .mn :dh’s pdhyif spf pfds, wfs mns m! spf 

-ts:pfhMo

I wms ptr pte —n:-fs m! t:f dhy spfh cfhs mh 

ctsp r. rmahthwM

Tpds laes cff-, de dii spf hfc ptafe cfaf wfsv

sthw sm -hmc fd:p mspfa, dhy spf efdemhfy esdR 

cfaf sd-thw ne nhyfa spfta cthw, ept2 —ffae mh 

spf —d:- gdstm cde spf strf !ma tsM Ctwdafssfe 

cfaf erm-fy, —ffae cfaf yanh-, dhy epmse 

cfaf —fthw mayfafyM O! :mnaef, spf scmvyath- 

rdbtrnr cde th gid:f !ma frgim.ffe, em spf 

hfbs esmg cmniy it-fi. —f uticdn-ff Ssaffs 

Tdxfah atwps ymch spf amdyM

“Kamr jC, fp7o d wtai  th r. ptathw :idee 

hdrfy 8dnafh de-fy rfM

“Tpds’e atwpsM Ymn7o

“Kamr pfafM 'mah dhy adtefyMo Spf smm- d 

wnig m! pfa —ffaM

One of the few, I spmnwpsM 8t-f 8‘ ma Nfc Yma- 

ma Cpt:dwm, Dfhxfa te -hmch !ma spf rdeetxf 

drmnhse m! sadhegidhseM I’r enaf .mn’xf pfday 

spds —f!mafM Is cde :mrrmhgid:f sm mxfapfda 



THE CRICKET CHRONICLES 17

sd—ife sdi-thw d—mns spf :ad2 —ffa egms spf.’y 

Anes xtetsfy ma cpds !mnasffhfa spf. cfaf wmv

thw sm pt-f mh:f enrrfa :drf damnhyM Eev

gf:tdii. :nesmrda. th Cpfaa. Caff-, spfef thv

ytxtyndie nendii. cmaf gidty imhwveiffxf —nsv

smhvnge, d gnR. Pdsdwmhtd xfes dhy san:-fa 

pds, dhy yamxf d Sn—dan ma —adhyvhfc 0nv

—t:mhM TadhegidhsM Cdh sfii !amr %,9/q !ffs 

dcd.M

I cde mhf, ymh’s wfs rf camhwM I rd. pdxf 

fxfh mh:f :idtrfy sm cdhs sm pt-f d !mnasffhv

fa ma eff d 0fy 0m:-e :mh:fas fxfa. cff- th 

spf enrrfa, em ts cde fde. !ma rf sm gt:- 

spfr mns m! spf :amcyM I cfhs mR mh d sdhwfhs, 

spfafM Smaa.M 8fs’e wfs —d:- mh sad:-M 

Tpf Cat:-fs  cde  -hmch !ma pdxthw itssif 

snahmxfa th sfare m! frgim.ffeM Ymn pfda ts dii 

spf strf ctsp afesdnadhs frgim.ffek “Ff’af 

it-f !drti. pfafMo I’r enaf spds’e spf :def ctsp 

U%B m! afesdnadhse1—dae spds :idtr spds, —ns 

cpfh spfaf’e adafi. dh. snahmxfa, —mhye wfs 

fxfa esamhwfaM Tpds cde spf :def pfafM

Sfaxfae cmniy sdi- sm —dasfhyfae d—mns spfta 

gfaemhdi  it!f,  rdhdwfae  cmniy  idnwp  ctsp 

efaxfae d—mns “spds mhf strf,o dhy fxfh cf 
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hfc—tfe cmniy —f thxtsfy th sm sfii pmc mna yd. 

cfhsM This cde sanf :mradyfa.M

‘imhw spmef ithfe, r. —dasfhyfa “!atfhyo afv

yffrfy ptrefi! slightly mhf fdai. fxfhthw d!v

sfa lhtepthw r. rmahthw ept2M Hf cde mhf 

m! scm —dasfhyfae cma-thw spf rdth —da ? ts 

cde —det:dii. scmvyffg sm wfs d yath- ds spds 

gmths ? dhy pf edc rf dirmes thesdhsi. d2fa 

I cdi-fy ngM Ftsp d hmy spds afdy, “Fpds:pn 

yath-th’7o, I pmiifafy sm ptr mxfa spf imny :pdsv

sfaM

“utaama Pmhy”o

Hf gmnafy ts Hnt:-i. dhy pdhyfy ts mR sm rfM 

I if2 ptr d :mngif m! —n:-e !ma d stg dhy spfh 

cfhs mns sm spf —d:- gdstmM Tpds cde mhf m! spf 

ides thsfad:stmhe I pdy ctsp ptr —f!maf pf HntsM 

I cdeh’s too yterd.fyM

0frfr—fa lfiy satg yd.e de d -ty7 0frfr—fa 

spf dhst:tgdstmh sm lhdii. ifdxf dhy pmc fbv

:tsfy .mn wms cpfh .mn esdasfy cdi-thw mns sm 

spf —tw, .fiimc —ne7 Ffii, dynise :dh pdxf lfiy 

satge, smmM
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Is :mniyh’s pdxf —ffh rmaf spdh d rmhsp ma 

scm thsm cma-thw spfaf, cpfh fb:tsfrfhs cde 

atyyithw spamnwpmns spf afesdnadhs cfii —f!maf 

spf ymmae mgfhfy mh d adhymr Tnfeyd.M Ienv

dii., ts sd-fe d rthnsf !ma spf afesdnadhs dhy 

tse frgim.ffe sm cd-f ng, t! .mn -hmc cpds I 

rfdhM Tpte cdeh’s mhf m! spmef yd.eM 

Tpfaf cde d wamng m! d—mns sfh Cat:-fsffae 

idnwpthw mh spf —d:- gdstmM Tpf.’y —ffh :pmv

efh sm wm mh d lfiy satgM Fpds lfiy satg, .mn 

de-7 Nfc 'fiwtnr ng th Kmas CmiitheM 

Tm ed. I cde Afdimne cde dh nhyfaesdsfrfhsM 

8t-f spf yfwfhfadsf sadhegidhs spds I cde, I 

cde rd-thw r. amnhye sm —afcfatfe mh spf 

Kamhs 0dhwfM Sm !da I’y —ffh sm zafds Dtxtyf, 

Cmmae, ‘xfa., Oyfii, dhy 'id:- SptasM I’y —ffh 

ng sm wfs wamcifae ds Nfc 'fiwtnr spf gatma 

enrrfa mh d xtets, —ns hfxfa cfhs thM I imxfy 

—ffaM

Sm, de spf :im:- snahfy JJkqq dr dhy spf 

!amhs ymmae mgfhfy, I edc spf :afc ifdxthw sm 

wfs mh d —ne th spf —d:- gda-thw imsM I cdi-fy 

—d:- thetyf ctsp pfdy ymch dhy eni-fy th r. 

yfegdta, pmgthw spds mhf yd. I :mniy wm mh dh 

dynis lfiy satgM



Te Serer Life

BY THE TIME SUMMER hit, I’d nalyyb ecomsc l 

rcv.cvO fu omwvrc, I glr mac mu thc ylrt macr 

ia mwv pvmw- tm dm rm, ewt thlt’r ecridc thc 

-miatO I glr pvltcuwy thlt I’d sldc it, vcplvdW

ycrrO

jhca rtlvtiap lr l rcv.cv, bmw’d rtiyy hl.c l 

slxmvitb mu c(-m rhiFr, ewt lr tisc gcat ma 

thcb’d c.ca mwt, lad c.catwlyyb, c(-m rhiFr 

gmwyd dirl--clv lytmpcthcvO Tm clrc wr ia, 

thc thvcc rcotimar ma thc uvmat -ltim PCvmat 

1ltim, 2), 2kD gcvc l -m-wylv -yloc umv acg 

lad acgWirh rcv.cvr tm rtlvtO I ecyic.c I rtlvtW

cd gith tgm rcv.iap rhiFr l gcc—, emth ma thc 

uvmat mv elo— -ltimrO
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Ama’t pct sc gvmap, ia dwc omwvrc bmw’d 

hl.c iaridc rhiFr lr gcyy, ewt thcb gcvc smrtyb 

dwviap thc gcc—O jhca giatcv vmyycd lvmwad, 

thc iaridc ? cr-coilyyb thc uvmat vmms ? glr 

-visc vcly crtltc tm sl—c smacbO I scla, it 

lyglbr glr, ewt ia thc rwsscv, everyone glatr 

tm rit mwtridcO Thc hiph .mywsc mu -ltvmar mwt 

thcvc gmwyd hlvdca rcv.cvr tm tlo—yc thc iaridc 

dwviap thmrc ymap, giatcv smathrO

4ad ghlt ecttcv glb tm hlvdca acg rcv.cvr 

thla gith thc mwtridc -ltim and thc sldhmwrc 

thlt ir 2hcvvb 2vcc— 4vt Ccrti.lyJ

Eloh rwsscv dwviap thc 5th mu 0wyb gcc—cad, 

thc amaW-vmnt 2hcvvb 2vcc— 4vt Ccrti.ly ltW

tvlotr vmwphyb )“”,””” -cm-ycO Thc slia dvlp 

thvmwph 2hcvvb 2vcc—, kad 4.cawc, ir oymrcd 

m6 lr gcyy lr rmsc lw(iyilvb rtvcctrO Mwrio, 

ummd, lad mu omwvrc, lvt, lvc thc alsc mu thc 

plscO

0wrt  yi—c  1lddb’r  Alb,  mwtridc rcowvitb ir 

hivcd lr thc rtvcctr lad vcrtlwvlatr lvc m.cvW

ghcyscd gith -cm-ycO  2vio—ctccvr  hl.c tm 
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-lv— ia :Epb-t,N cithcv lt thc slyy Ppmmd ywo—D, 

mv thc aciphemvhmmd rtvcctr glb w- tm Lth 

4.cawcO 0wrt sl—c rwvc bmw mecb thc rtvcct 

ripar, ecolwrc thmrc dlsa Mctcv Mlidr hl.c 

amthiap ecttcv tm dm thla ryidc l :amtcN wadcv 

bmwv giadrhicyd gi-cvO

Sidc  amtc;  I  thia—  mac  mu  thc  pivyr  ghm 

gmv—cd lt Thc 2vio—ct gcat ma l dltc gith l 

Mctcv MlidO  Aid thcb scct lr hc glr pi.iap 

hcv l tio—ctJ /mg that sb uvicadr, ir thc -ymt mu 

l RmsW2ms rtlvviap Mltthcg Mo2malwphcb 

lad Avcg BlvvbsmvcO I dma’t thia— bmw ola pct 

l tityc ecttcv thla Meter Maid, cithcv, ewt I’s 

m-ca tm rwppcrtimarO

4ad am, it dida’t gmv— mwt ectgcca thc tgm 

mu thcsO

0wrt lr ulrt lr thc lvt ucrti.ly omscr w- dwvW

iap thc r-ccdb rwsscv, rm tmm dmcr it cadO 

jhca thlt Swadlb lFcvamma vmyyr lvmwad, 

lad thc slrrcr rtlvt tm dir-cvrc, thmwphtr mu 

:ycttiap bmwv hliv dmgaN lvc ma c.cvb 2vio—W

ctccvr siadO jith thc m.cvghcysiap gld mu 

olrh thlt bmw sl—c, it hlr tm ec r-cat, viphtJ 

…wo—iyb umv sc, I glr iatvmdwocd tm rwoh l 

-ylocO
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jhca I  lvvi.cd lt  ))th lad Bvmldglb lad 

gly—cd w- thc n.cWBiphtr mu c(tcvaly rtlivr umv 

thc nvrt tisc, I glr ia lgcC ac.cv ia sb yiuc 

hld I ecca tm rwoh l -ylocO Acc- hmwrc swrio 

glr thws-iap lad vlttyiap m6 mthcv ewiydiapr, 

l hwadvcd mv rm -cm-yc gcvc dlaoiap, thc rwa 

glr rcttiap xwrt m.cv thc smwatliar, ovcltiap 

thc -wv-yc riyhmwcttcr lad mvlapcWirhD-ia— 

hwc, lad thc dmgatmga r—brovl-cvr tmgcvcd 

lem.c xwrt dwc amvthO

Blv StladlvdO

jhca yi.iap lt sb Bvmldglb 0waotima l-lvtW

scat, I sct lamthcv pwb alscd 4yc( lad hc’d 

ia.itcd sc mac Swadlb aipht ia clvyb 0wac 

k”)5 tm l :hiddca pcsN mu dlaoiapO 4ad it was 

lt thlt tiscO It glr ac.cv m.cvyb ovmgdcd tm 

ecpia gith ? xwrt thc vipht lsmwatO

Awc tm thc iatvmdwotima eb thc uvicad ghm 

rhlvcd sb alsc, I  glatcd tm pm lFcv thc 

2hcvvb 2vcc— 4vt Ccrti.lyO I sct w- gith l 

uvicad lad gcat tm l rslyy hmwrc -lvtb ia thc 

lvcl ecumvc hcldiap tm thc vmmFm-O …i—c dcxl 
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.w, gc gcvc gcyomscd gith thc rlsc eclwtiuwy 

elo—dvm- lad thc rlsc pvmm.b hmwrc swrioO 

jhlt l tisc tm ec lyi.cO

It glra’t thc ylrt tisc I gcat thcvc, cithcvC 

I gcat lysmrt c.cvb Swadlb umv thc vcrt mu 

thc rwsscvElad thc umyymgiap rwsscvElad 

thc rwsscv lFcv thltO Sc.cvly tiscr I gmwyd 

ia.itc ucyymg 2vio—ctccvr lr gc’d hm- ma mwv 

ei—cr, yct thc giad Bmg thvmwph mwv hliv, lad 

csevloc thc hwsidWycrr aiphtO /ccdycrr tm 

rlb, I glr mercrrcdO It glr thc -cvucot -yloc tm 

dlaoc thc aipht lglbO



Panemonim In Te 
T-Rom

IN EARLY 2013, WES Welker, a quick and shiyw 

vide receioer vhmT BmT tradw lmoed -m u-iz

lige, siPned vi-h -he trmncms due -m -he ba-riz

m-s and Welker nm- xeinP axle -m aPree mn a 

cmn-rac- e.-ensimnC

When Pe--inP -m -mvn, Welker Tmoed -m 

;herrw ;reekC I knmv -his xecause he caTe 

in-m Bhe ;ricke- a lm-’ IfT nm- a jreakinf s-alkz

erC I eoen xrmuPh- hiT his -mzPm jmmd mne 

eoeninPC

Wha-  s-ar-ed  vi-h  pus-  -he  -vm mj  -heT, 

Welker and his vije s-ar-ed inoi-inP jriends 
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-m pmin -heT, and mne in Mar-icular sen- -he 

res-auran- in-m a jrengwC In-m MandeTmniuTC

Bherefs nm dmux- axmu- i-, bew-mn HanninP 

is a herm in ;mlmradmC Kell, hefs s-ill a herm 

in 4nm.oille, Bennessee, and Mrmxaxlw eoen 

in IndianaMmlis, IndianaC Eoen as a lmnPz-iTe 

;hiejs jan, I haoe resMec- jmr hiTC Bha-fs sawz

inP smTe-hinPC

I reTeTxer in earlw 200“, -he ;hiejs had 

Pm--en -m -he MlawmDsC Bhe ;ml-s, led xw bewz

-mn, knmcked us mu- in -he !rs- rmundC I criedC 

I ven- -m -he xa-hrmmT a--ached -m Tw xedz

rmmT and I criedC 

”?aTn wmu, bew-mn HanninP…F

I vas 1“ a- -he -iTe, not a Prmvn adul-, xez

cause Prmvn adul-s dmnf- crw vhen -heir -eaT 

lmses in -he MlawmDs, rightO>Right?

?mr a vhile -here -he ;ml-s vere -he ;hiejsf 

krwM-mni-eC Bhen almnP caTe -he ba-rim-s>and 

-hen -he trmncms, aPain -hanks -m bew-mnC 
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I- vas a ?ridaw ayernmmn and -he lunch rush 

vas in jull  jmrceC  I-  vasnf-  insane xw Tms- 

;ricke- s-andards, xu- i- vas xuswC Bha-fs vhen 

I nm-iced a Prea- deal mj cmTTm-imn cmTinP 

jrmT -he BzRmmTC When I valked moer -m -he 

sTall raTM -ha- led jrmT -he Tain rmmT in-m 

said rmmT, I sav heads MeakinP mu- mj -he 

ki-chen, and -hen -he xack mj a head -ha- I smr- 

mj, kind mj recmPnigedC When I lmmked Mas- i-, I 

sav Wes Welker si--inP mMMmsi-e -he xiP headC

bew-mn ”Bhe SheriDF HanninP vas drinkz

inP a tud LiPh- vhile Wes ”4en-uckw ?erxwF 

Welker vas haoinP a omdka drinkC 

Bhe res-auran- ven- xananasC 4ids vere Pmz

inP uM jmr Mic-ures and au-mPraMhs and eoen 

us ;ricke-eers reTained s-ars-ruckC @j cmurse, 

i- didnf- las- lmnPC IfT sure xm-h mj -heT vere 

Pe--inP moervhelTed vi-h -he Tassioe a--enz

-imn and Pm- mu- mj -here ra-her quicklwC IfT 

nm- eoen sure ij I sav -heT ea- mr nm-C I neoer 

eoen Pm- a chance -m see anw-hinP xu- -he xack 

mj his headC

Anwvaw, pus- Pmes -m shmv vhm all cmTes in-m 

-he ?enoer es-axlishTen-C



Te Was

I WAS OUT ON the patio again. This time I was in 

C2, tucked back around the corner on the side 

of Clayton Street. It was hot. Wearing jeans 

probably wasn’t the smartest choice for me, 

but hey, I’m not always smart.

Even though we had the awnings out, not 

many patrons wanted to be out in the smol-

dering heat. But of the few tables I did have, 

was a family of three young kids with their 

mother. I was in the middle of taking their 

order.

“Lucas, what do you want to eat?” the moth-

er asked the six or seven-year-old boy. “They 

have chicken nuggets, PB&Js, burgers — “
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“Chicken nuggets!” the young boy yelled 

enthusiastically as he looked at me with a 

smile  before going back to coloring with 

crayons.

Mom then proceeded to  ask the others 

what they wanted. That’s when I started to 

feel something move around my ankle. I was 

wearing “no-show” socks at the time. Proba-

bly subconsciously, I shook my leg to make 

the feeling stop. It didn’t. It got worse.

Sharp poke. Another sharp poke. Yet anoth-

er sharp poke.

“Owe. Owe. Owe!” My voice crescendoed 

with each sting.

I reached down to pull up my pant leg to 

see a wasp Gy out and away.

“Oh  my Hosh,  are  you  okay?”  the  lady 

asked as she also saw the wasp Gy away. All 

of her kids were looking at me in confusion.

“Yeah, I think. ;e de$nitely got me like 

three or four times.”

“Well, I appreciate you keeping calm and 

not saying any bad words in front of the 

children.”

It was nice of her to notice% it wasn’t easy.
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“Thank you,” I said. “Not going to lie, as soon 

as I turn the corner to put your order in, some 

choice words may slip out of my mouth.”

And that’s exactly what happened. As soon as 

I turned the corner to go back inside and away 

from other customers, I let it all come out.

“That &@#^*K!D&@K!”

I’d never been stung before. Well, that’s a 

lie. I’d been stung by a sweat bee when I was 

probably around the age of the young boy 

who’d just order chicken nuggets. My dad and 

I were at a park near our home, and when I was 

running in the grass, I felt a sharp sting on the 

bottom of my toes, as I was wearing sandals. I 

looked down and a small sweat bee Gew out. I 

started crying.

But I’d never been stung by a wasp. Ironically, 

I’ve only been stung by wasps in Colorado. 

What’s up with that?! Are they discriminating 

towards me because I’m from Ransas City? 

Because I’m a Chiefs’ fan? Yeah, probably.

CliVon came walking by as I was inspecting 

my red ankle with three very apparent poke 

marks.

“What’s wrong?” he asked.
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“Camn wasp stung me while I was taking an 

order on the patio!”

“Ouch. Deally? Co you have allergic reac-

tions to them?”

“Not sure. Never been stung by one before.”

;e then went  to  the $rst  aid  box in  the 

kitchen to get some triple antibiotic ointment 

and Benadryl. ;e told me to take the Benadryl 

only if I started to feel worse. Luck was on my 

side and no nasty side eEects came about that 

a post-shiV beer couldn’t $x.

If you’re from anywhere but Colorado, Col-

orado wasps are like Ficki Fallencourt — the 

devil. Watch out.



"Behin."

“BEHIND.” 

“Corner.” 

“All-Day.” 

“POS.” 

“Corner, please.”

All very common lingo that is needed in the 

service industry. Why, you ask? With some-

times  upwards  of  b(y employees  running 

around xoth front-of-the-house )servers, xar-

tenders, eTpos, hostesses, and managersM and 

xack-of-the-house )line cooks, dish washers, 

and head chefsM, there is a need for common 
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language amongst the staF to communicate, 

as disaster can strike at any given moment.

I was working another hot, patio lunch shi( 

mid-week. jhe sun was out, ’ercedes and 

jeslas and the occasional —errari were all out 

in the neighxorhood “playground” of Cherry 

Creek. And everyone coming in to eat wanted 

to sit outside to enzoy it all.

Back in Norms, where the patio servers work 

out of, thereLs a secondary kitchen with a xar-

tender, a dishwasher, and a soda fountain q 

“pop” in the ’idwest. When someone is in 

Norms facing north, there is a small hallway 

that leads to two xathrooms on the right. On 

the le(-hand side of that hallway, right as you 

reach the threshold, is an open doorway that 

leads into the kitchen. Directly on the le( of 

the doorway is the pop machine, and if you 

keep going, you run into the xartender. If you 

hang a right at the pop machine, there is the 

kitchen staF, refrigerators, and eventually, the 

dishwasher.
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 It  was a very tight space to work in and 

communication xetween all moving parts was 

key.

I was in the middle of making some drinks 

for my newly sat taxle, fully in the :one of 

what I needed to do. Something I learned ear-

ly on, was that you think of all of your taxles as 

one xig one. jhatLs the only way you will stay 

“out of the weeds,” especially at a high-volume 

estaxlishment such as jhe Cricket.

Little Cricket for the gentleman. Farmer salad 

with ranch for the wife. Arnold Palmer for the both 

of them.

Sure, I had it written down, xut saying it in 

your head only helped you further.

103 is out of ketchup. 105 is out of napkins. Bring 

bill to 101.

I was ready to rock. Arnold Palmers were 

blled to the xrim in the xig, red Coca-Cola cups, 

and slices of lemons were perfectly garnished, 

hanging on the lip neTt to the straws with the 

paper wrapper completely ripped oF xesides 

at the top. A little trick we servers would do.

When I took a step xack and away from the 

soda fountain, and right xefore I pivoted le( to 



THE CRICKET CHRONICLES 35

head  out  into  the  hallway,  someone   

slammed  into  me  from  xehind.  Uuckily, 

I  hadnLt  xeen carrying a tray,  or else  the 

Arnold Palmer would have proxaxly eTplod-

ed everywhere. 

I had axsolutely no warning, no “Behind,” 

and no clue someone was coming up to me 

at rocket speed.

I heard a large splash as I turned around 

angry, xut that faded zust as 8uickly as it 

came on. What I saw will forever xe painted 

on the inside of my eyelids.

jhere was an unrecogni:axle face covered 

and dripping in chocolate milk. I mean, ut-

terly drenched in chocolate milk.

’y brst inclination was to apologi:e q al-

though it wasnLt my fault whatsoever q xut 

instead, I lost it in a roar of laughter. jhe 

xartender and the kitchen staF all stopped 

what they were doing and looked to assess 

the situation. jhey started to zoin in as well.

jhe girl stood there, the chocolate milk 

running oF her face and onto her shirt. She 

was stunned, xut through the layer of xrown, 

I could see a smile.
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She was one of our eTpos whoLd zust miTed 

a cup of chocolate milk in a kidLs cup and was 

coming to the soda fountain station to grax a 

lid for it. jhatLs when the collision, followed xy 

the eTplosion, happened.

I dropped everything that I was doing and 

graxxed a handful of napkins to help her clean 

up.

“ILm so, so sorry,” I cried, in-xetween heaving 

laughter. She started to zoin in as well, a good 

sport in the matter.

She was given a new Cricket shirt from the 

front of the restaurant, as her lightly colored 

shirt was no longer a lightly colored shirt.

So the moral of the story is this9 If youLre 

working in a restaurant and are coming up 

from the xack of someone, please say “Be-

hind.” :nless you want to xe on the new cam-

paign of “got milk?”



Foreon SuasSe�
� 


IT WAS A FRIDAY. I know this because that’s the 

day I always had B2. The pool room had about 

seven tables in the section, but once you got 

the hang of it, it was a piece of cake to manage 

— just one, big “U.”

We  opened  at  11:00  am  and  the  Friday 

lunch rush was almost immediate. I didn’t get 

slammed with tables right away, but I did re-

ceive three in pretty quick succession. One 

of the three was two gentlemen at table 97, a 

four-person booth.

I could tell right away that the gentleman 

on the leH with salt and pepper hair had an 

attitude. Le must have just parked his Gambo 
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or C-Wagon in a parking garage made solely 

for him. Le must have scoJed when he  rst 

entered The xricket, seeing that it was a pub 

and not a  rst-class dining hall straight oJ the 

Titanic. Le was a xaledon Lockley and I was a 

shaggy-haired $ack Dawson.

As we’ve already talked about, The xricket3is 

very well known as “The Black Sheep,” as it 

does not  t into everything around it. With the 

eKception of a few places, it’s all  ne-dining 

with Italian, sushi, oysters, and M*0 espresso 

martinis. At least it was when I was there.

But I knew what I was dealing with. Working 

there in xherry xreek, attitudes come with the 

territory and you need to accept that.

That doesn’t negate the fact that this guy was 

a “Crade-A-You-Nnow-What.” Le was short in 

dialogue, rude without manners, and made 

me feel like I was an inconvenience to him. 

I was thrilled when the two  nally got up to 

leave, about forty- ve minutes aHer arriving. 

By this time, all of my tables were full and we 

were on a wait.

That’s when I noticed that he’d leH his de-

signer sunglasses on the table. They were like 
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Parc $acobs or Ray Bans or something. They 

weren’t cheap.

Le was already out the front door and on 

the busy streets, but I was determined to get 

to him. I wanted to do my good deed and 

receive some good karma for the rest of the 

weekend — you need it if you are a server or 

bartender at3The xricket.

“Sir,  you  forgot  your  sunglasses,”  I 

hollered, breathlessly aHer I ran out aHer 

him.

Le turned around, didn’t even make eye 

contact, and snatched the sunglasses from 

my outstretched hand.

“Oh s???, those were M200.”

Le turned back around and started walking 

away. Bo “thank you.” Bo acknowledgment 

of me actually caring. Bo nothing.

I stood there for a long ten seconds, Cabber-

gasted. I couldn’t be bothered about my busy 

tables. What bothered me was his lack of some 

damn courtesy. Panners were pounded into 

me as a kid.3Py dad was from Ceorgia and 

southern hospitality’s “yes ma’am” and “no sir” 

was deeply embedded in me. Py grandpa on 
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my mom’s side was a WWII veteran with dis-

cipline. 

Respect. Doliteness. xompassion. This guy 

was  none  of  that.  Le  seemed  like  some 

wannabe socialite with an upper-class attitude.

I walked back inside, and not acting with the 

morality that I preach, I thought,3Man, screw 

him. I should have just kept those damn things. 

I sure hope karma bit him in the ass at some 

point shortly aHer. 

Okay, I’m done venting. Low much do I owe 

you for this sessionE



Sumer Nigs


SOME PEOPLE SAY DENVER has no culture and 

no soul. I disagree. Ever since getting invit-

ed to Bar Standard and going there regularly 

each summer, I’d found a culture and a home 

in “house.” Not only that, but my roommates 

were in bands, my friends and I were DJs, and 

I was also part of a music collective or two. I 

loved the Denver music scene. 

When riding my bike home each night from 

The Cricket  that  Grst  Denver summer,  I’d 

put on one of my many personally curated 

stations on Pandora. It was my “xoldroom” 

playlist most of the time. Being one of my 

favorite deep house artists at the time, I had 
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songs of his but also invited other genres of 

house to the station. It turned into a chill mi5.

There was no better time to listen than dur-

ing those lovely summer nights while riding 

my bike home from work. It was a release.

DeadmauK, Morgan Page, Adam 2 and Soha, 

2askade, and Armin Van Buuren. My progres-

sive house. But then was the dive into ear-

ly 0:::s downtempo/ Oceanlab;Above and 

Beyond, xroove Armada, 2reo, Sunlounger, 

Robert Miles, Motorcycle, and Thievery Cor-

poration. Although I loved them all,  songs 

from Thievery Corporation usually took the 

cake azer those long work days.

The Grst house I lived at was a straight shot to 

Cherry Creek on a bikej it was mostly downhill 

on the way there. The dreaded uphill ride back 

would suck some nights, but with the love of 

music and the motivation from it, I powered 

through.

The night bree…e was nothing like that of my 

native 2ansas City. It wasn’t sticky. It wasn’t 

damp. I  was neither too hot nor too cold, 

even when I would pick up speed. The air was 

éust=light, during Colorado summers.
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So as I listened to “Breathe” by T>l>pop-

musik, I was grateful for the life I was living 

and how I’d gotten there. I was grateful for the 

e5citement of the éob and the new world that 

was Denver. 



Te "Haned" Cicet

I DON’T CARE WHAT you say, everyone likes a 

good ghost story. If you are one of the few who 

aren’t great at handling them, go to the bar and 

get yourself some liquid courage. Or, if you 

need some comfort food, get an order of Mash 

Puppies with raspberry jam. It helps. Because, 

yes, The Cricket may just have a ghost roam-

ing its grounds.

I don’t remember when I ?rst started hearing 

rumors of a ghost there, but it couldn’t have 

been far into my ?rst year there. This particu-

lar ghostG Eli Mc—uire.
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I can understand why she never le! F it was 

her baby. It was her home. My guess is that if 

given the chance again, she would love to go 

behind the bar and pull the tabs of beer for her 

lovely customers. 

Now, don’t freak out bartenders, no polter-

geist has done that there. At least not that I’m 

aware of. But wouldn’t that make your heart 

stopGS

No, the rumors of Eli  still  haunting The 

Cricket come in several diLerent forms. 2or 

one, hearing your name called. :ome employ-

ees swore that they heard their names even 

when no one was around. My guess is it would 

have had to have been pre- or post-shi!. 0ike 

way early in the morning or closing up late 

at night around Y“”” am. And I wouldn’t be 

surprised whatsoever if that happened in the 

basement. …es, there are rumors that the base-

ment, as creepy as it is, also could be a source 

of xparanormal activity.1

The second sign that she may still be around, 

was a xhaunting1 at the main bar. I just so hap-

pened to be working that particular evening. 

To be honest, though, I was so weeded and 
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busy that I don’t remember being told what 

happened until way later that evening, nor do 

I remember the signi?cance of that day, but it 

was important for The Cricket.

Behind the bar was a photo of Eli nailed up 

against a wooden pillar. 0ike it was really nailed 

in there. I’m not sure if a bartender could ac-

cidentally brush up against it, but I don’t think 

so.

It ended up falling on its own.

Could it have been a signG Was she happyG 

Was she madG Did she just want someone to 

know she was thereG We may never know9

The last thing, and probably the spookiest 

of them all, is the jukebo5. No, not the Touch-

tunes that is in there today, but an old school 

jukebo5. Maybe not ‘z@”s style, but just a basic 

Aole jukebo5 that takes dollar bills and quarters.

:o picture this“ …ou’re in the pool room by 

yourself closing down your section and mind-

ing your own, all while wiping down menus 

and re?lling ketchup bottles. I Only Have Eyes 

for You by The 2lamingos starts playing on the 

jukebo5. No one is around it. No one has put 

money into it. It just9comes on9by itself.
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What do you doG

:upposedly, this happened on numerous oc-

casions, leaving workers spooked and wanting 

to get the hell out of Dodge. If a song like 

that came on by itself while I was closing up, 

ohhhh brother. I’d probably baptiBe myself with 

whiskey while I cried at booth ‘. 

:o I ask again, what would you doG
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DEVIL’S LETTUCE. MARY JANE. Herb. Pot. Weed. 

Tree. Dank. Almost like the whole soda vs pop 

argument — what do you call the leafy green 

“vegetable” that is all over the state of Col-

orado?

I’ll tell you this, I’m down with the plant. 

Hell, I grew it — mostly in hemp form, mind 

you — but I grew it nonetheless. There too 

have been times where I’ve felt like a mashed 

potato ajer partaking, I won’t lie. I guess it’s 

Oust di4erent when you’re stone-cold sober at 

work and masses of people come walking in 

smelling like they Oust got back from Reggae 

/n The Rocks.
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You most likely know that 20Bx is an un-

o…cial  national  holiday in  Colorado.  It’s 

been like that for decades and has no signs 

of slowing down. !oulder, Red Rocks, Cer-

vantes, and Civic Center Park are all known 

to throw the biggest events for the celebra-

tion of the taboo plant. 

!ut eventually, ajer all of the weed in the 

state has been smoked, the stoners must eat.

I  was  in  the  T-Room that  evening and it 

reeked  of  a  miqture  of  stale  ash,  skunk, 

french fries,  and burgers.  /ne particular 

group of guys came in and sat at one of the 

tables in the middle of the room. They were 

probably around my age, or Oust younger, 

and had eyes redder than Cli4ord the !ig 

Red Dog.  They were  giggling like  school 

girls.

Ajer they all ordered water, I came back to 

take their food order.

“Can  I  like=have  a  burger=with 

like=cheese?”
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I stood there, dumbfounded, or possibly get-

ting second-hand high. “Umm, yeahhh?”

“Ah, cool bro> Thank you.”

“What kind of cheese would you like?”

“Um,  like  yellow?  Do  you  have  yellow 

cheese?”

“We do. We have smoked cheddar.”

“Did  you  say, smoked?“  He  looked  at  his 

friends  who  started  giggling  some  more. 

“Cool, I’ll take that. Thanks, bro>”

I’m not positive if the last part of that con-

versation happened, because, by that point I 

was probably feeling a little di4erent. !ut to 

similarly ?uote one of Matthew McConaugh-

ey’s classics, it’d be a lot cooler if it did.

“Smoked cheddar, it is.”

More giggles.



Raw Met Lad

I  WAS TOLD TO beware of her. I was told she 

was incredibly particular. I was told she was a 

regular. I was told she could be mean.

It was actually quite common for some of 

our regulars to ask for specivc ser ers because 

they…actually…got their orders right e ery time. 

Including when it was a bitBstrange.

,ecause of this‘ for the longest time I ne er 

had to ser e the RMaw ’eat Lady.N ,ut when her 

fa orite ser er wasnNt working and I had his 

normal section in “ormNs‘ she was sat there.

GHood a?ernoon.  ”ow are you todayFx I 

asked as I set down a paper coaster.

G-ine‘ thank you.x
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GHlad to hear. ’y nameNs AleY‘ INll be taking 

care of you today.x

GThank you‘ AleY. INm sure by now‘ INm pretC

ty known here‘ huhFx 

I played dumb.

Gzeah‘ INm the RMaw ’eat Lady.Nx

INm not sure if thatNs eYactly how it went‘ but 

without a doubt‘ I remember her claiming the 

title of Rjra—y Maw ’eat Lady.N

G“ow‘ I know INm weird‘ but itNs 9ust how IN e 

always eaten it‘x she eYplained. GI donNt like 

buns % so no bun‘ please % and it is quite 

literally a quick sear on each side.x

She used her hands pressed together and 

Pipped them from one side to the other to gi e 

me a  isual representation of how she wanted 

her burger patty.

G“o  more  than  fortyCv e  secondsC  to  a 

minute on each side‘x she reiterated. GI want 

the inside still  ery red.x

GI gotcha. “o worries. INll stand back there 

with the cook to make sure he does it right.x

GThank you‘ AleY.x

Sure enough‘ I ho ered o er that cook like a 

teacher trying to catch cheaters during a test. 
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I made sure that he followed her instructions 

to a RTN as she was known to send burgers back 

because they were too cooked. ThatNs completely 

opposite of ;;.;;;< folks we got in there. The 

usual complaint was it wasnNt cooked enough.

Less than two minutes later‘ the burger was 

put into our small‘ red baskets and stabbed 

with multiple‘  plastic  RMareN stakes that  we 

would put in all of our burgers.

G=erfect‘x she said‘ as I deli ered the mooing 

cow. GI really appreciate you doing this. Again‘ 

I know INm weird.x

GDonNt be. ItNs 9ust like sushi‘ rightFx

Looking back now‘ that lady was 9ust vne. 

She wasnNt the de il others had made her out 

to be. All you had to do was follow the direcC

tions and stay on top of it.…

At the end of the day‘ would I eat a lightly 

seared burgerF zeah‘ probably not.…”a e I had 

raw sushi beforeF =lenty of times. Do I think 

that a wellCdone steak is a sinF Absolutely. 

,ut hey‘ you do you‘ boo.



Ented PariOn�P�ne�

WE’VE  PROBABLY  ALL  DONE  it.  Actually,  I 

haven’t. I’m a stellar driver. I’m a stellar park-

er. I pride myself on my motor vehicle capa-

bilities due having worked at the Ford plant 

for a stint. I deserve an award.

Although no longer there, there used to be an 

underground parking garage just north of The 

Cricket’s parking lot (also not there anymore; 

outside tables take its place). This particular 

parking garage was a well-kept secret for many 

who worked in Cherry Creek, but especially 
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those at The Cricket, as it was normally free 

and just next door.

I’m sure that in the time that I’ve been away 

from Cherry Creek, parking has gotten even 

worse than when I was there. At times, I had to 

park at the mall. At times, I had to park way 

down Clayton into the neighborhood. Most 

of the time, when weather permitted, I just 

rode my bike to work instead to escape the 

headache.

But on the occasion that I did drive in, this 

parking garage was a Godsend. The Florist in 

the same building seemed not to care who 

parked in its berth, as the parking gate was 

always up. I actually don’t know if they were 

the ones who owned it or not.

However, there was one thing regarding this 

parking garage that undoubtedly scared oth-

ers away who knew about it: it was tight — 

really tight. Remember how I gloated about 

being a good driver? I lied.

One morning before my shi&, I came 9ying 

into the garage — probably listening to Tha 

Crossroads by Bone Thugs 8 Harmony — when 

I scraped the passenger side of my ’SU Toyota 



THE CRICKET CHRONICLES 59

Corolla on the side of the cement wall heading 

to a lower level.

But I’m not here to turn myself in. I’m here 

to blame others.

Because  of  the  unpredictable  weather  in 

March, I drove into work. Especially because 

we were leading up to the mayhem of …t. Pad-

dy’s Day and I needed to conserve my energy.

When I pulled into the parking garage and 

drove down to the 9oor that I usually parked 

at, I noticed that someone decided not to obey 

the lines. Actually, two people decided not to 

obey the lines. One was a Chevy …=V and the 

other was a VW Beetle. I decided to take action.

I ran up to The Cricket hostess area, where 

they had chalk galore, and ran back down. The 

captions I have below the photos are what the 

chalk says. The captions to the side are what 

I wrote when I posted these on Facebook. I 

just wanted you to see how funny I am. That’s 

also my beautiful Corolla on the le& in the >rst 

picture?
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"New Parking Spot" 
(Mar. 15th, 2015)

So, I made a new 

parking space for 

the entitled. Watch 

it, you may be next

...

"Slug Bugs Only"            
(Mar. 15th, 2015)

I can do this 

all day… 

About a week later, I 

ran into another one. This time, a BMW:
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"Zero F's To Give"             
(Mar. 23rd, 2015)

People just don’t 

learn…



Cogar Tow

WALKING INTO WORK WAS mayhem. I mean, I 

half expected it; it’s what St. Paddy’s Day 

at The Cricket is all about. The traditional 

Irish band was making their loud rounds and 

corned beef and cabbage was being served in 

mass quantities. That was all 5ne and dandy; 

I was ready for that. What I wasn’t ready for 

was being thrown to the wolves right away.

I had the :011 pm shiB and the best section 

on the inside of the restaurant0 T“. I guess 

that was a plus. ”ut there was a caveat0 I was 

passed o- an incredibly intoxicated woman 

to take care of.
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JIonlydrunk—Ionlydrink…twodayssssayear.” 

She was talking in cursive as she put up two 

5ngers. JPaddy’sdayn’myburfday.M

I guess she’d been there when the doors 

opened at ““011 am and hadn’t stopped. Guin—

ness and 3ameson, 3ameson and Guinness.

JI think we need to call her a cab,M my manag—

er told me not more than ten minutes into my 

shiB. As he said it, the lady was reaching into 

her purse when it jipped over and all of its 

contents fell out onto the joor. 2y manager 

and I looked at each other briejy, then he 

turned around and went directly to the bar to 

call a cab from the landline, while I went over 

to help with her spilled belongings.

JWe’re calling a cab for you, darlin.’ I’m going 

to get you some more water.M

I tried to be as kind and compassionate as I 

could, but my section 9 except one table 9 

was full and I needed to check on them. ”ut 

5rst on the list of rounds was more water for 

the poor lady.

”agpipes. Drums. Dancers. Guinness. 3amo. 

The man at table 5ve wanted a Little Crick—

et ”urger. Table  “ needed more napkins.  1 
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needed orange …uice for their two boys. H‘ 

were ready to have their order taken. Lady 

was still struggling and falling asleep over her 

purse with a smile on her face.

Where’s that damn cab?!

Well,  unbeknownst to me, it’d come and 

gone because the lady wasn’t outside. 2y shiB 

was already burning to the ground and I hadn’t 

been there more than twenty minutes. That’s 

when I was sat at my last open table.

I went up to the bar to have the bartender call 

the cab again before I went over to greet the 

new table. It was …ust one girl, about my age of 

twenty—5ve, who was waiting for friends.

Side note0*During the time I worked there, 

we  were  still  alluded  to  being JThe  ”lack 

SheepM in several ways. One was past T—shirts 

that we could wear proudly displaying JThe 

”lack SheepM across it. Another included our 

menu and the artwork on it.  It  seemed to 

have?taken shots at some people.

JFey there. 2y name’s Alex, I’ll be taking 

care of you today.M

2y mind was there, but not really. I think 

you know what I was worried about. ”ut what 
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the girl at the new table said next was enough 

to grab my attention.

JSo yeah,M she said with attitude. JI notice 

that on your menu here you say BNo Tofu.’ 

Well, I’m vegan and I 5nd that o-ensive.M

Oh. My. Sweet. Jesus.

This was not what I needed to hear or to deal 

with at that moment. 

2aybe I should have bit my tongue, but my 

mind was working too fast and my 5lter had 

shut o- rather quickly upon arriving to chaos. 

Without skipping a beat, I gave a rebuttal.

JLook. On the back of the menu, here?M I 

took a hold of her menu and jipped it over 

for her, J?it also says BCougar Town,’ but you 

don’t have cougars coming in here and com—

plaining. I really don’t have time for this sCCC.M

Sure enough, Cherry Creek is notorious for 

single women in their forties and 5Bies prowl—

ing the streets, hunting for prey. So, what I 

said, I’m not going to lie, I’m really proud of. 

I still laugh at it to this day. Should I have said 

itD Probably not. Eor any server or bartender 

currently working there, don’t follow my lead. 

I don’t want you to get in trouble.
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”y the time the cab came back around, we 

were outside waiting with the drunken lady. 

She was still able to walk, which was shocking, 

considering how much she was slurring her 

words.

”ut my good deed 9 and ultimately, good 

karma 9 was done. I wasn’t mad at the intox—

icated lady. If Paddy’s Day was one of the two 

days per year that she drank, then so be it. I’m 

glad she had fun while it lasted. I …ust hope she 

had some Pedialyte and Tylenol ready on her 

nightstand. 



Cum Ox	

WHEN I WAS GROWING up, I had the nickname 

“clumsy ox.” Is an ox just an inherently clum-

sy species? Was it just a funny animal at the 

time to attribute to clumsy? Well, I just learned 

at least one of the origins: the 1941 cartoon 

movie, Dumbo. No, I don’t have gigantic ears.

When I arrived to work that morning I was 

groggy. Instead of riding my bike as I should 

have during the summer, I drove in because I 

slept in a little longer than I should have.

It  was  a  sunny Sunday and I  was  in  the 

T-room with T2 as my section. The doors had 
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just opened and patrons were starting to get 

sat. Luckily, it wasn’t too long of a line out 

front, easing us all into a slow start.

About Yve minutes aDer doors opening, I 

was sat. It was a group of Yve and they all piled 

into the corner, circular booth. 

“Good morning, my name’s Alex. I’ll be tak-

ing care of you today.”

There was a nice round of “good mornings” 

back. This is  going to be a great,  easy table,  I 

thought.

Someone around the table spoke up, “It’s her 

birthday today.” He pointed to the lady in her 

mid-thirties right in the middle spot.

“Well happy birthday,” I said. “Is there a cer-

tain drink you would like, on the house? Or we 

can do dessert at the end. Bour choice.”

“Thank you,” she replied. “zessert will be 

Yne.” She was trying to be humble about it, 

which I respected. 

“No rush. I’ll go get ya’ll some water while 

you glance over the menu. Ce right back.”

I  meandered  into  the  kitchen  where  I 

grabbed Yve, twenty-four o— red Poca-Pola 

cups from the stacked tower of them next to 
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the drink fountain. Like clockwork, I followed 

my same routine: Yrst ice in all of the cups, 

then garnish with a lemon wedge on the edge, 

then slide them in front of the three large 

water reservoirs, and ultimately, ;ip open all 

three switches at the same time. OM to the 

races.

If  you  were  well-practiced  enough,  you 

could swipe away a Ylled cup and slide the next 

one in without disturbing the continuous ;ow 

of water. Sometimes * and I’d done it before 

* you can accidentally tip a cup over, or for-

get to turn oM the spigot when you’re done. 

The water would ;ow out like water ;owing in 

from a hole in a boat. Not today, Satan.

I walked back out, all Yve cups perfectly on a 

tray. It’s a balance game, that tray is, and I was 

proud to say that I mastered it. Ulus my biceps 

looked good. 

When I reached the table, the Yrst water was 

going directly to the birthday girl= I always 

liked to give the birthday person the most at-

tention. Gotta make sure they feel special on 

their day.

I made her feel special, alright.
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When  sliding  the  big  cup  of  water  over 

to her, the edge caught an invisible lip and 

toppled over. As the hori—ontal cup clanked 

against the table-top, twenty-four ounces of 

ice-cold water ;ooded out right towards the 

birthday girl. It was like a slow motion disaster 

Ylm.

The people around the table gasped. >y 

jaw dropped. The birthday girl’s eyes widened. 

Then all twenty-four ounces went rocketing 

into her shirt and all down onto her lap. Her 

shoulders tensed up in a shrug while she tried 

to stand, but couldn’t because she was trapped 

in the middle of the booth.

“Holy s???, I’ll be right back.”

Wide awake now, I ran back into the kitchen 

and grabbed a whole industrial si—ed package 

of napkins and ran back out.

“I’m so, so sorry,” I spluttered.

“It’s Yne.” Her tone and word choice spoke 

volumes.

It wasn’t Yne. She was trying to put on a 

good face about it, but that’s not a great way to 

start your birthday. I would be mad, too. So, it 

wasn’t all surprising when I leD to get another 
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cup of water and more napkins, that they all 

were getting up to move to a new table outside 

when I returned.

It was there that she could dry oM and stay far 

away from my section. She could stay far away 

from me. As @ncle Homer would say, “Good 

job, dumbass.”

Oh well, s??? happens.

Happy birthday, ice-water-covered lady. 

Always yours, 

Plumsy Ox



Cad's Dem

I WORKED WITH A guy named Chad. He’d been 

at The Cricket longer than I had and was a bit 

of a comedian. He wore hilarious shirts that 

one could only seek out at a Limon, Colorado 

gas station. If you know, you know. One such 

shirt showed Jesus with his arms spread out 

over an eighteen-wheeler semi-truck. Now, I 

don’t mean to be sacrilegious, but you have 

to admit, that’s kind of a funny and utterly 

bizarre t-shirt.

Next,  he wore a faded blue and tie-dyed 

shirt that said “Denver” on it and had a pack 

of wolves howling at  the moon. I  jokingly 

said, “Yeah, nothing says Denver, Colorado 
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like a pack of wolves running down 16th Street 

Mall.” Everyone around laughed.

But  now that  you understand a little  bit 

about Chad’s personality, let’s get to his hilar-

ious dream.

Our Sunday morning shiF was about ready 

to start, but we had yet to open the doors. It 

was early fall and there was already a decent 

line waiting outside. Several of us were in the 

T-room where I was serving for the day. We 

were all cracking jokes as usual when Chad de-

cided to tell us about one of his recent dreams. 

0or the sake of the story, although I don’t re-

member the actual restaurant, let’s just run 

with Red Lobster.

“So,  I  used  to  work  at  Red  Lobster  and 

they have several locations around the Den-

ver metro, but I worked at the one in Auro-

ra,” he started. About four or Pve of us gath-

ered around intently, like the little hobbit chil-

dren listening to Bilbo’s troll story on his 111th 

birthday. “So, in my dream, I’d ridden my REI 
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mountain bike to work. It was hot. Like 1‘‘ 

degrees outside or something. Inside I was get-

ting sat leF and right and getting freakin’ weed-

ed. Like, I think I had around twenty tables at 

one point and more people were coming in. 

The ?OS wasn’t working and the kitchen was 

falling way behind. Then my manager came 

up to me.

“…Chad,’  he  said.  …We’re  getting  really 

swamped at our Thornton location, too. Can 

you go and take some tables up there to help< 

You need to keep the ones you have here, but 

go up and take a section to relieve them up 

there as well.’ So I got on my bike and started 

peddling from Aurora to Thornton=”



Te FcO fA C igar�e�e

THE DAY BEFORE THANKSGIVING  is  wild.  Each 

year, the place is rented out by the same high 

school in the area for their reunion. And each 

year, something wild happens (will get to the 

infamous kre later in the boo)W.

vhene’er  the  day  before  Than)sgi’ing 

came around, I was always mo’ed to security 

duty. I didn—t mind it, to be honest, because I 

didn—t want to deal with the drun)s P I had 

Laddy—s Day for that. I would much rather sit 

bac) and police the area, so that—s what I did.

As it—s already been established, bac) in the 

day it was completely kne to smo)e cigarettes 

inside, especially in the pool room. Ser’ers 
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would be smo)ing while putting in orders 

into the LOS and patrons would ha’e ash 

falling onto the pool table—s felt as they lined 

up a shot,  cigarette pursed between their 

lips. 2ater, the designated smo)ing section 

was strictly constricted to the bac) patio.

vell, fast forward to 015- when smo)ing 

inside was ob’iously prohibited.

I was stationed at my thirtyjminute post 

right there by the old smo)ing section and 

the Touchtunes xu)ebo*. Irony at its best. 

The place was already a s“““jshow and there 

was a group of three or four ”yungins9 probj

ably freshly twentyjone sitting at booth !. I 

noticed a blonde girl reach into her purse 

and pull out a cig. She proceeded to light it 

up.

”Hey…9 I yelled, from my ’antage point. 

I  xumped down the two steps and turned 

lez, directly in front of the booth. ”Lut that 

out?NOv… And don—t you dare thin) about 

it again…9

vith glaCed eyes and a delayed response, 

she ga’e me a snar)y loo) before pretending 

to put the cigarette bac) into her purse. I went 
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right bac) up to my post and spied down on 

the table with haw) eyes.

I was sober. She was drun). She thought 

she was smart. She wasn—t. I noticed that she 

)ept the kre stic) in her hand and put both 

underneath  the  table.  She  paid  no ne’er 

mind to me when, thirty seconds later, she 

pulled it bac) out and lit it up.

”Hey… I told you P” As soon as my ’oice 

boomed o’er her, she :ic)ed the lit cigarette 

under the booth as if trying to hide it. ”Are 

you f—n seriousq…9

I ran into the )itchen, grabbed a big, red 

JocajJola cup, klled it with water, and ran 

bac) out to douse the cigarette out.

”You—re done. Out…9 I pointed to the bac) 

door as she rolled her eyes again. ”Out…9 I 

yelled again.

She gathered her stuD and I escorted her 

down the short, bac) hallway where anothj

er security guard was stationed at the bac) 

door. I told him the story. ve then relayed 

the news to the others in security as wellE she 

was not to be let bac) in. She was done.
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As soon as she realiCed what she—d done and 

that her sentence was knal, she started sobbing 

in the bac) par)ing lot. As much as her friends 

pleaded with us and tried to console her, there 

was no way we were going to acFuiesce to their 

begging. Gustice was ser’ed.



Sfed�

SOME  DAYS  AT THE  Cricket  weren’t  as  great 

as  others;  sometimes  people  would  come 

through with mal-intent. If there’s one thing a 

server is good at, it’s observation. To be highly 

eLcient and on top of things with your tables, 

you must be observant.

That same strength in observation can be 

implemented on a customer who is giving red 

jags. Sometimes you can notice them right 

away. Sometimes you can’t. Sometimes, even, 

you give them the beneBt of the doubt.

1et’s Uust say my radar wasn’t up that night.
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I was closing one evening and had :0, which 

included  tables  and  booths  in  the  main 

room, pool room, and the back patio. xsual-

ly by that time of the night, when other staN 

members are cut, the twenty table section 

that you inherit isn’t full and won’t get full 

again. It’s really Uust the main room tables 

that will Bll up.

I can’t remember what time it was, but it 

must have been around 00“!! pm or so when 

a couple came in to eat. They wanted to sit 

on the back patio, and Bguring they were 

smokers, I honored their wish.

They ordered their drinks and burgers like 

any other table. A”er their meal was done, 

I dropped oN the tab and went back inside. 

Maybe Bve minutes passed before I  went 

back out to check on them. They were gone. 

My Brst inclination was that they le” cash. 

xsually, it’s common courtesy to hand cash 

directly to the bartender or server so that they 

acknowledge that you paid. That doesn’t al-

ways happen. So, I eWpected cash to be on 

the table somewhere. It wasn’t. I looked on 

the ground. Zot there. :ecause it was dark, I 
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looked more intently, straining me eyes, but 

still nothing.

This had never happened to me, so I freaked 

out. I ran out the front of the restaurant and 

saw them scurrying away into an xber a block 

or so down. I ran a”er them and yelled.

$Hey2 You didn’t pay25

The guy turned around to me as he was get-

ting in the car and said, $3e le” it on the table.5

3hat I should have done was say, $Okay, 

come back with me Uust to make sure.5 I didn’t. 

I gave him the beneBt of the doubt and let 

them go.

3hen I got back, I scoured the back patio 

with a jashlight. Zot a cent was le”. There 

were no dollars hidden under a menu or a 

coaster or nothing. Zada. Gilch. 

I’d been stiNed.

The crappy thing about getting stiNed was 

that their bill had to come out of my pocket. 

The manager at the time, Heidi, tried her best 

to discount their tab the best way possible, but 

it still le” me covering Jq= or J>! of their tab. 

In the grand scheme of things, that isn’t that 

much. :ut if you’ve ever worked in the service 
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industry and worked paycheck-to-paycheck, 

J>! is a lot.

Zeedless to say, I was in the dumps until we 

closed down. All I wanted to do was get out of 

there and go home. So much so that when we 

were completely closed down and Heidi asked 

if I wanted my shi” beer, I declined.

$Zah. Thank you, but I Uust need to go.5

I hurried down to Milwaukee Street Tavern 

to hopefully catch them before they closed 

up. ?M and bartender, @ohn Skelly, was kind 

enough to pour me a Auick pint of Coors and 

a shot of @amo, but Colorado liAuor laws are 

strict as hell; he was rushing me to Bnish it 

before q“!! am. I’d gotten there Uust a”er 0“=! 

am.

I chugged what I could of the beer, but didn’t 

Bnish it. I then thanked him for waiting for me, 

ordered a 1y”, and headed home.



26��





God Day

THERE WERE SEVERAL SONGS in college that we’d 

listen to when starting out day drinking. It’s 

A Great Day To Be Alive by Travis Tritt, What 

I Got by Sublime, Levels by Avicii, Hey Ma by 

Cam’ron, Take It Easy by Eagles, and anything 

Zac Brown Band.
But even more so than the ones above, one 

was a staple above everything else. As for the 

title, I’m sure you can guess that it started each 

drinking session o- on the right note. Every/

one whistled and cheered when it came on and 

then started to singqrap along with it. The song 

in ?uestion2 Good Day by Nappy Roots.
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Sometime in the early months of 016“, we had 

a visitor come into The Cricket. When I heard 

the name F”ish Scalesx being thrown around, 

I knew eKactly of whom they spoke. I was sev/

eral years removed from college, but the rap 

group from Bowling Green, Yentucky was still 

a favorite of mine.

Sure enough, one of the key members of 

Nappy Roots had made his way into the estab/

lishment.

FOh man, I’m a big fan.x jeah, I was being 

a fanboy, but I didn’t care. He thanked me 

kindly as he hung out on the snowy back pa/

tio having a drink and a smoke. Eventually, 

when my night shi‘ was done, I went back and 

Doined him.

FWe listened to zGood Jay’ like craPy in col/

lege. It was like our day/drinking anthem,x I 

told him.

He went on to tell the story about how it was 

written and how it was kind of his brain/child. 

The song was a little bit removed from their 

standard stu- and the timeframe it was pro/

duced was a‘er they were no longer under 

contract with a record label. Navigating being 
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an independent Fanythingx can be tough, yet 

they pushed for it to be released. 

It was picked up by a J; by the name of 

Greg Street, who also helped in releasing it. 

”rom there the single gained traction, blew up 

on the radio, and eventually was certi)ed gold 

as an independent single. That’s saying some/

thing. I’m sitting here right now, a self/pub/

lished author, knowing how big of a deal it is 

to get reach being independent. So yeah, my 

hat is o- to them for getting that to happen.

Fjou want another beer2x I asked. 

FHell yeah,x he said.

I was already getting tipsy a‘er two I—As. 

I may  have gotten a little  bit  too generous 

because I started going behind the bar and 

pouring free pints for him and me. I don’t 

remember the bartender who was working at 

the time, but I’m sure they were like, FJude, 

what the hell are you doing2x

I was never a bartender. I had no business go/

ing behind the bar a‘er I was clocked o- and 

getting drunk. But I did it anyway. Oopsies.

Anyway, FIt Was a Good Jay,x that day. jeah, 

that’s an Ice Cube reference, as well M C
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A‘er looking up his name on Google while 

writing this, I saw that ”ish Scales was robbed 

outside of his brewery, Atlantucky, in Atlanta. 

He was even shot. Luckily, he survived and has 

well recovered since then.

Such a tragedy that people D most likely an 

inside Dob D would do that to such a good 

dude. I haven’t met a ton of famous people 

in my day, but Dust like Eac Eiller was, ”ish 

Scales was a pretty laid back dude and didn’t 

let the fame get to his head. So I’m glad he’s 

alright. 

Lastly, if you haven’t already, go turn on 

Good Jay and do Dust that.



Odel Tip

SPEAKING OF A GOOD day, the time had nlaccy 

ofme rfg me tf “f fl al uadpct necd tgi.”M xy 

esoitemelt tf df wf baw gadiatil“ ald I rect 

hflfged tf ve il’ited” I “peww IWd geaohed the 

.filt fr veil“ il “ffd elfp“h wtaldil“ tf “f 

fl al esocpwi’e tgi.”

?hege bege be “fil“C Odecc”

Il the vpwtcil“ ald ofm.etiti’e caldwoa.e 

that iw Bfcfgadf ogaT veeg, Odecc Rgebil“ haw 

acbayw veel at the tf. fr the meta.hfgioac 

mfpltail” :hil“w may ha’e ohal“ed wiloe 

IW’e veel fpt thege, vpt tf me the uxfplt 

kpwhmfge fr BgaT RgebegiewM fl the Fgflt 

kal“e ha’e acbayw veel the rfccfbil“, il lf 
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.agtiopcag fgdeg- Neb Rec“ipm, A’egy, Rgeo/H

elgid“eq?yl/ff., ald fr ofpgwe, Odecc” OwH

/ag Rcpew geoei’ew al (flfgavce xeltifl”

Ald rfg thfwe bfldegil“ avfpt Bffgw, wfggy 

tf vpgwt yfpg vpvvce, vpt it ailWt lf ogaT veeg” 

I df cf’e a “ffd Ral)pet tf )peloh my thigwt 

rgfm time tf time, thfp“h” O/ay, IWm “fil“ 

tf wtf. gal/il“ thil“w lfb, veoapwe Bfcfgadf 

veeg iw ci/e .fcitiow ald IWm lft a .fcitioial”

Katie rgfm A’egy zthat ghymew; baw amajil“L 

rgfm the “etH“f, yfp lftioe heg vpvvcy ald 

rpl w.igit” She baw OdeccWw vgald amvawwadfg 

rfg the agea ald be bfpcd wfmetimew wee heg 

gfcc thgfp“h :he Bgio/et tf “et /e“ ald vfttce 

fgdegw ta/el oage fr bith BciTfl” She baw tf 

ve fpg tfpg “pide” Sf, the ei“ht fr pw cpo/y 

Bgio/eteegw .iced iltf the ’al ald aimed dpe 

lfgth” 

Al  hfpg categ  be  aggi’ed  at  the  w.gabcH

il“  vgebegy *pwt  fV  4ilofcl  A’elpe”  :he 

waldHofcfged vgio/ weotifl fr the vpicdil“ geH

milded me fr oawtcew il the whigew fr Igecald” 

:he ged, bffd widil“ gemilded me fr a oavil 

il the bffdw *pwt p. the bay agfpld (fgweH

tffth keweg’fig”
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I bflWt cie, IWd veel thege verfge ald dfle 

the tfpg” Igflioaccy, it baw gi“ht aTeg I wtagtH

ed bfg/il“ at :he Bgio/et ald I had tf cea’e 

eagcy veoapwe I ’fcplteeged tf of’eg al es.f 

whiT” Rpt that made lf le’eg mild tf me” I 

cf’e Odecc ald I tgeated it ci/e it baw my ngwt 

time, ge“agdceww” Ir I ofpcd *pwt “f thege tf hal“ 

fpt ald dgil/ tea, I bfpcd” (eagd they wtagted 

ma/il“ bile, tff” U?il/, ?il/”

Immediatecy p.fl eltegil“ the vpicdil“, be 

belt tf the vag ald bege eaoh “geeted bith 

1i“htw fr veeg” ke.eat Sewwifl IPA, xailteH

laloe xfmelt BfVee Pace Ace, Ri“ Bff/ie A 

4a xfde 0alicca Rgfbl, xahf“aly Ace, ald 

:hefWw Im.egiac Stfpt, bege .gewelted tf pw 

bith fpg ’egy fbl .icft tgay, —fj tawtegw, bith 

dewogi.tiflw fr eaoh” 

ATeg be “ft a wci“ht vpjj fl, Katie .pcced pw 

abay tf wtagt the tfpg” Y. a 1i“ht fr wtaigw, be 

elteged the gffm bith mawh tplw ald wfme 

/ettcew” 

I  thil/ thiw iw a “ffd time tf df a )pio/ 

veegHma/il“ 565 wewwifl”

xawh tplw age bhat ofmvile bateg, “gailw, 

ald mact tf ogeate bhat iw oacced ubfgt”M :he 
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ofmvilatifl fr acc fr the avf’e, .cpw heat, 

ofl’egtw  the “gailw  ald mactw  iltf wp“ag” 

Fgfm thege, the bfgt iw ta/el tf the /ettce tf 

vfic” 

Rpt hegeWw bhege thil“w “et iltegewtil“” :he 

ilramfpw hf.w, bhioh age wylflymfpw bith 

IPAw, oal ve added at maly diVegelt timew 

il the vgebil“ .gfoeww” xfwt vgebegw mis it 

il dpgil“ diVegelt wta“ew fr the bfgt .gfoeww 

ald verfge the vfic” :hewe thgee wta“ew age- 

Rittegil“, Fca’fg, ald Agfma” (fbe’eg, rfg 

some wtycew fr veeg, they bicc ve added ared 

the vfic ald verfge regmeltatifl zbhel yeawt 

iw added tf ofl’egt wp“ag tf acofhfc;, bhice 

fthegw e’el add them uidng fregmeltatifl” 

Nfb that my tagcascnb /lfbced“e fr veeg 

haw veel .awwed dfbl tf yfp, cetWw mf’e fl” 

Fgfm thege, Katie tff/ pw vao/ iltf the 

bagehfpweqofmmegoiacHvgebil“ wide fr the 

vpicdil“” I may ve bgfl“, vpt wfme ageaw 

bege fVHcimitw tf the lfgmac “pided tfpgw, 

vpt lft tf pw” ?e belt .awwed the uged cile”M 

Ir I oal gememveg ofggeotcy J itWw hajy J 

be wab the vi“ tpvw ald wtfga“e va“w rfg the 

hf.w” I mpwt way, that gffm wmecced  deac”
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Ald thal/rpccy, dpe tf mfmeltw oa.tpged 

’ia .hftf“ga.hy, I baw gemilded that be “ft 

tf df wfmethil“ that alsoyicey1fiwlWt fl the tgaH

ditiflac tfpg”

2fp  /lfb thfwe  vi“,  wteec  /ettceHcff/il“ 

thil“wC Fegmeltatifl tal/w, ir IWm lft miwta/H

el” ?ecc, Odecc haw tbec’e fr them that age 

avfpt tbf wtfgiew hi“h, eawicy w.ftted rgfm the 

gfad” ?e “ft tf bac/ fl tf. fr them” (fb 

avfpt that rfg 0IP wtatpwC

S.ea/il“ fr thewe hp“e wteec ’atw, Odecc haw 

the oa.aoity tf .pwh fpt 596,666 vaggecw fr 

veeg a yeag, fg gfp“hcy —”H miccifl “accflw” 

:hatWw  elfp“h tf “et  acc  fr  Del’eg dgpl/” 

Dgil/ mfge veeg”

ATeg the tfpg, be belt vao/ tf the tawtil“ 

gffm vag ald fgdeged fle cawt .ilt verfge be 

headed fpt” :he KB kfyacw had *pwt bfl the 

?fgcd Segiew, ald they mpwt ha’e had a “py fl 

the wtaV acwf rgfm KB veoapwe thege baw a veeg 

that baw kfyacwHthemed” :hatWw bhat I “ft”

:pglt ald tbiwted, be “ft vao/ il the ’al ald 

Katie dgf’e pw gfbdy ildi’idpacw vao/ dfbl tf 

Del’eg that aTeglffl” ?ith yfpgw tgpcy aw DI, 

be ciwteled tf the vewt fr Rfle :hp“w, J.ao, 
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Ri““ie, Ioe Bpve, ald e’el a cittce Fceetbffd 

xao” 2eah, didlWt wee that cawt fle ofmil“, did 

yaC

At fle .filt, fle fr pw fl the dgi’e vao/ may 

fg may lft ha’e gecie’ed himwecr iltf a .cawtio 

vfttce, acgeady ha’il“ uvgf/el the weac”M Bfpcd 

ha’e veel my ima“ilatifl, tff”

:hat bawlWt the flcy time I belt tf Odecc” Neag 

the eld fr the yeag ald aTeg :hal/w“i’il“ il 

J65H, mfwt fr the wtaV “ft tf “f” :hege baw a 

geawfl rfg that, bhioh be bicc “et iltf categ” 

:hat weofld tgi. be e’el “ft al estelded 

tfpg, weeil“ thil“w that be didlWt the ngwt” Aw 

becc, be acc had a ohaloe tf “et “geat diwofpltw 

fl Odecc wba“” I deoided tf .pcc the tgi““eg fl 

a K6 Shiccil“ meohalio whigt, bhioh I wticc ha’e 

tf thiw day”
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OscfTueyyfpdnSf.eyMeLLL
BngisfFa1cog

I  “peww  IWcc  bga. thiw 

p. vy wayil“ thal/ yfp 

tf  Katie  rfg  the  cf’eH

cy tfpgw,  thal/ yfp  tf 

Odecc rfg hfwtil“ them, 

ald thal/ yfp tf Rgeo/H

elgid“eq?yl/ff. ald 

:he Bgio/et rfg accfbil“ 

pw tf df wf” 

heedfKyn Cc

Acthfp“h  the  memfgiew 

agelWt aw oceag aw they floe 

bege,  theyWge  wticc  il  thege 

wfmebhege”

TgfpoSfotfcCef eccyes
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!omSosncefotfTidf.ebogufpdnS



Pure Ran�

TO BE HONEST, I never listened to Prince before 

this. I remember one of my roommates in 

Denver having the 1999 album framed and up 

on a wall, but can’t say I ever listened to any of 

his songs or even would be able to recognize a 

song of his if it was played.

That all changed on April 21, 2016, when 

Prince Rogers Nelson passed.

How many times in life has something hap-

pened to you that is far bigger than a coin-

cidence? Like, I know we’ve all heard “It’s a 

small world” before when referring to know-

ing someone that someone else does. Some-

times this “small world” can encompass thou-



ALEXANDER J. KIRKLAND98

sands and thousands of miles. But most of the 

time, it’s just someone on the other side of 

town.

At what point, though, does a coincidence 

turn into a sign? I think on that April day in 

2016 we all witnessed just that.

I believe I was working in the T-Room, but 

was hanging out in Norms that late Thursday 

morning, as it hadn’t gotten busy yet. That’s 

when the news started to spread.

“Someone died at Prince’s house.”

“Did you hear?”

“That’s devastating if it was him.”

And xnally, “Prince is dead.”

I swear, not more than thirty minutes aCer 

getting the conxrmation that it was indeed 

him that passed, pipes in the ceiling above 

the back kitchen burst. It started “raining” and 

“crying” down water. The back kitchen had to 

shut down and all orders from the T-Room 

and Norms had to be diverted to the front 

kitchen. That created chaos in itself.
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It was at that moment, someone decided to 

play “Purple Rain” on the Touchtunes jukebo:. 

7an it get any more surreal than that?

Shortly aCer his death, I went on a small binge 

of listening to Prince’s top tracks, but nothing 

stands out to me more than one the best live 

performances I’ve ever seenM his 200F Super 

Bowl HalCime Show. It is arguably the best 

halCime show to ever be done, and I would 

have to agree.

The Super Bowl took place in Wiami that 

year, and in typical South 9lorida fashion, it 

started raining. No, it started pouring. :hen 

asked if he was okay that it was raining, Prince 

famously said, “7an you make it rain harder?”



I WiC I olT aket IB ck�

 I wish I could take it back. Truly. As they say, 

“I guess you live and you learn.” But did I have 

to learn like this? Unfortunately, I think I did. 

I’d lost some of my humility over the years and 

needed it back.

Over the  three  years  as  an  employee  at 

The Cricket, I had some incredible highs and 

equally devastating lows. I learned to love peo-

ple yet be cynical at the same time. I became a 

mirror to the rude and pretentious, but as well, 

looked down on others as if I had some sort of 

superiority. That ain’t right.

I mean, it goes both ways. I am  a human 

being, a;er allN I deserve respect, too. But at 
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the same time, standing up for myself is a much 

di—erent scenario than the need or want to put 

others down. 

That’s when I made a huge mistake. It pains 

me even to this day writing it, being nine years 

removed. 1eedless to say, it’s changed me ever 

since.

One early a;ernoon on a patio shi; F I was CP 

F I noticed a lady sitting at a table on the Sront 

xatio. Mhe had two or three kids with her, rang-

ing from two-years-old to probably around siH 

or seven. Mhe looked depleted. There was pain 

and sorrow in her eyesN she had tangled hair 

and no makeup on.

There were a couple of chairs that were neHt 

to the xOM in 1orms and I was sitting in one 

of them. As the server who was taking care of 

her came walking up to the xOM, I said, “Wan, 

that lady looks like she hates life right now.”

I said it with a small chuckle and conde-

scending attitude, like my life was much better. 

I knew nothing about her yet I was eager to 



ALEXANDER J. KIRKLAND102

cast the jrst stone. The server gave me a quick 

glare and said, “Dey, follow me a sec.”

Le went back into 1orm’s kitchen and he 

looked me dead in the eye. “1ow, I know you 

don’t know this, so I’m going to be light on 

you, but that’s my sister and her kids. And yes, 

she is going through a tough time right now.”

De walked away and le; me standing there 

speechless. I tried to mutter out “I’m sorry” but 

it zust wouldn’t come. Wy heart sank and I felt 

like a complete low-life.

A;er jve minutes passed, I found him again 

and said, “:ude, I don’t even have the words. 

I’m really ashamed of myself right now and I’m 

really sorry. /ike really sorry. I had no idea.”

I have to give it to him, he was incredibly 

mature about it and simply said, “It’s okay, 

man. I know you didn’t know.”

I can’t remember what I did a;er, but I know 

I apologi8ed at least two or three times more. 

I may have bought him a beer a;er our shi; 

or food for lunch, but I don’t remember.

The moral of the story9 you never know what 

someone is going through and:or who they 

know or are kin to.



Don't Be A Ceer

IT WAS GETTING TO twilight outside. I believe it 

was an early September evening with a slight 

briskness to the air. I was working C1 on the 

Front Patio and it wasn’t busy by any means, 

but it was steady. I probably had four or cve 

tables and they were all …hillxeH…ept one.

There was an older gentleman and I think 

his wifexor mistress. -ard to tell these days. I 

guessed he was in his mid—siHties with an in—

…redibly re…eded and white hairline. -e wore 

a white, short—sleeved Polo shirt and was short 

5 ‘“‘z on a good day. The lady was proba—

bly ten, maybe c een years his younger, with 

…urly brown hair and a Loral sundress.
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-e’d arrived there crst and ordered a glass 

of …hardonnay. I gladly brought it to him. 

-e wasn’t interested in any appetijers while 

waiting and went dire…tly to his iPhone with 

spe…ta…les on.

Alright Al, don’t bug him if you don’t need to. 

I understood when spa…e was wanted and 

didn’t want to hover.

A er his lady arrived and I got her drink or—

der, the man ordered an appetijer for them. 

I think it was arti…hoke dip. I then …he…ked 

on my other tables and let them …at…h up.B

To be a good server, it’s an important skill 

to have intuition. Du…kily, I’m pretty darn 

good at reading body language and sensing 

when I’m wanted or if they want to be le  

alone. 

Without a doubt, the best eHample of read—

ing body language is eye …onta…t. If you make 

eye …onta…t with someone at one of your ta—

bles and it sti…ks, you may :ust want to see if 

they need anything. On the Lip side, if there 

is no eye …onta…t as you walk by, espe…ially if 

they are trying hard to avoid eye …onta…t with 

you, then they are more than likely …ontent.
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-owever, there are eH…eptions that are well 

:usticed, like when ten minutes or so have 

passed and there’s no …onta…t. 

It’s important to note that there’s a little 

tri…k I learned early on in my serving days 

and well before The Cri…ket. If a patron were 

to put their drink glass on the edge of the 

table …losest to the walking area, more than 

likely it’s running low and they’re looking for 

a recll. Non—verbal …ues.

It seemed that I fell for the red herring.

zSir, would you like another …har5z

The man’s …hardonnay was getting low and 

was on the edge of the table, easy for me to 

see. ”ut before I …ould cnish the senten…e, 

like I was a peasant, he put up his le  hand, 

waved me o8 with an audible grunt,  and 

…ontinued to give his attention to the lady. 

Not a smidge of eye …onta…t, either. I was an 

in…onvenien…e.

”ut I knew how to handle it.

Oh, it’s going to be like that, is it? 

I went ba…k inside and imitated what the 

old  fart  had  done  to  me  to  Dayton.  -e 

laughed and sympathijed with me.
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Now, if you’re a …urrent employee at The 

Cri…ket, 9ON’T 9O T-IS. I don’t want you to 

follow in my footsteps and cnd yourself cred.B

”ut my thought pro…ess was this: I’m a per—

son,  too.  I  should  be  treated  with  respe…t 

and when respe…t isn’t given, it isn’t returned. 

That’s been a motto of mine ever sin…e the 

breakups of early girlfriends.

So, I ignored them. I purposely gave them 

horrible servi…e and when they cnally did ask 

for the …he…k, I said nothing while dropping it 

o8, pi…king it up, and returning it.

Servers and bartenders have to put up with 

a lot of …rap in the servi…e industry. It’s what 

we signed up for, I know, but the :ob is hard 

enough as is with keeping things organijed, 

having great short—term memory, entering or—

ders properly, and being personable.

What  makes  it  astronomi…ally harder,  is 

someone who …omes in and treats you like 

a low—life 5 like someone who doesn’t de—

serve the gra…e of being in the presen…e of the 

all—glorious zChester.; 9on’t be a Chester.



Te Meris,Ba fnledo" 
fA, Gn utCr ��C�r  !iu

HAVE YOU HEARD THE  term “86‘d” before? If 

you’ve been in the restaurant industry for any 

amount of time, you most delnite.y havek 

Even from the outside .ooginc in, you may 

have heard the term onwe or tpiwek

There are rea..y on.y tpo inter2retations 

that I gnop of, but there may have been more 

added sinwe I .e0 the serviwe industry in 1LC8k 

Wet’s ta.g about themk

The lrst invo.ves the gitwhenk “86‘d” sim2.y 

means it’s out of somethinck

“!an I cet maw n’ wheese pedces on the 4y?”
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“*e’re 86‘d maw n’ wheese pedcesk”

“Hop the he..  wan you be out  of  maw n’ 

wheese pedces?G”

“I don’t gnop, asg the bodybui.der cuy at 

tab.e N pho ordered ten basgets of themk”

Szu.2k “-o, thangsk”

Ogay, that swenario never ha22ened, but you 

cet the 2ointk Bometimes it wan be a minuswu.e 

item that is 86‘d, .ige fried onion strapsk Or, it 

wan be serious, .ige getwhu2k The por.d pou.d 

end and cround 3ero pou.d be The !riwget if 

getwhu2 disa22earedk Don’t even cet me startj

ed on bawonk

Fut .et’s move on to the sewond meaninck

Hop many of you have been giwged out of 

a bar? It’s not somethinc that I .ige to admit, 

but it’s ha22ened to me tpiwek I w.ear.y pasn’t 

a seria. oxender .ige some 2eo2.e I gnop, but 

I am cui.tyk

Bometimes, if the wrime is bic enouch, you 

wan be 2ermanent.y banned from an estabj

.ishment, or “86‘dk” Hi.arious.y, some 2atrons 

cet  “N:’d,” in  phiwh they Pust  need to  stay 

apay from said estab.ishment for an a..otted 

amount of time phi.e a.. sett.es dopnk
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The !riwget pas gnopn for havinc a sma.. 

dryjerase board u2 above the bawgroom at 

the main bark It pas .abe.ed “86 (or Wifek”

Unsur2risinc.y, the 1N):6jsi3ed board pas 

wom2.ete.y fu.. of decenerates pho pere no 

.oncer pe.wome for awtinc a foo.q  …sywho 

zuinness zuy, Fix da !ri2, zrec the 2arginc 

-a3i, *onder *oman, !hris Rowg E-o -ot 

That OneF, -utty Wibrarian, !ra3y Heinegen 

!hiwg, Visor WadyjDebra, and Virci.k 

Fut  the  one  that’s  stuwg  pith  me  the 

.oncest, the name that’s haunted me in my 

dreams at nicht, the story that remains ever 

so  e.usive  amoncst  a..  pho  pa.g  in  The 

!riwget doors, is none other than that of “Air 

zuitar !hrisk”

The mystiGue and .ore behind Air zuitar 

!hris  has  a.pays been a to2iw of  wonverj

sation betpeen em2.oyees and wustomers 

a.igek -o one ever Guite gnep the story, as 

the event ha22ened before their timek I bej

.ieve that an o.d friend and bartender there 

may have gnopn the story and to.d me onwe 

u2on a time, but that may be a fa.se memory, 

a fa.se ho2ek
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Bo the mystery remainsk *ho pas he? *as 

he cood at 2.ayinc the air cuitar? *as he 2.ayj

inc too .oud.y the day he cot 86‘d? I gnop hop 

.oud those air am2.ilers and s2eagers wan cetk 

I’m sure someone has the story out therek 

*his2ers pi.. wontinue to l.. the ha..s of the 

restaurant at  1nd and !.ayton but maybe, 

Pust maybe, pe pi.. lnd out the truthk Unti. 

then, forever pi.. be the mystery of Air zuitar 

!hrisH
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Oor, '1�	


SOME DAYS IN LIFE are blessings. I mean, every 

day is a blessing, but some more so than oth-

ers. Without trying to sound cliché, each birth-

day we get is a gi— T treat it as such. ’here are 

those whofve gone bekore us who would only 

wish kor another day on this earth. Mape them 

2roud by living your like to the kullest.

On my birthday in October ok 016;, I was 

blessed with a beautikul day. I had to worp, but 

that was opayP I wasnft mad in the slightest. 

My section was the Front Gatio, one ok my 

kavorites, so I was in a good mood as is.
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At one 2oint mid-shi—, when I was carry-

ing a tray ok drinps to a new table,  I  was 

sto22ed bekore reaching it.  A wave ok my 

coworpers led by my KM, Cathy, came out-

side in  kront  ok  meP  Cathy had a cape in 

her arms and a smile on her kace. ’hen the 

xricpeteers started to sing.

Although the tray got heavier, my bice2s 

stayed strong. I was in awe and ?lled with 

gratitude that Cathy went out ok her way to 

get me a whole cape. I mean, I pnow the man-

agers would do that with em2loyees when 

they could, but I didnft e&2ect it.

When  the  singing  was  done,  I  thanped 

them as they went bacp inside, hovering over 

the cape lipe hyenas. I then 2roceeded to 

dro2 o7 the drinps. 

Sure enough, because the singing had ha2-

2ened in my section, all ok my tables wished 

me ha22y birthday and even gave me a little 

e&tra in ti2s. Did Cathy do that on 2ur2ose8 

Did she mape a scene in the ho2es that my 

2ocpet would be a little heavier by the end 

ok the day8 Ik she did, thatfs another reason 

as to why she was such a great KM.
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’hat was a lovely day worping at  0nd 9 

xlayton. ’hanp you, Cathy and crew. You guys 

rocp.

Me working the front patio an-
other day...happy...with weird 

hair



Te Fire

NOW, AS OF WRITING this, I haven’t been to The 

Cricket since August of 2020. I’d gone in sev-

eral times aper I stowwed jorking there jhile 

enyoBing mB time as a waBing client. The wer-

swective jas clearlB diMerent being on the out-

side looking in.

4ecause I haven’t been in a long time, I’m 

not sure if it’s still talked about, but I’m wrettB 

wositive it is. HB 2020 visit jas yust under four 

Bears removed from it, and as I’m sitting be-

hind mB lawtow noj in November of 2023, it’s 

coming uw on eight. 

I knoj that a great deal of emwloBees that 

jorked there during that time are wrobablB 
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gone or have moved to the other Cricket loca-

tions, but the scars are still there, even if theB 

don’t shoj.

1ere is mB 6rsthand account of the infa-

mous kitchen 6re of November 2xrd, 20“”.

I jas still hungover from the night before. 

The headache had more or less wassed, but 

the hangYietB jas setting in. The night before 

I’d wrobablB drunken mBself into a stuwor to 

forget jhat the follojing daB entailed.

From mB chawter, 7The Flick Of A Cigarette,: 

Bou learned that each Bear, the daB before 

Thanksgiving jas aljaBs a nightmare. A high 

school reunion took over the restaurant and 

jas easily the biggest bar night of the Bear. 8ou 

also learned that I did securitB during those 

nights. This jas no diMerent.

So, like deya vu, I stood right jhere I’d stood 

jhen I threj the girl out for lighting uw the 

cigarette inside, jith a clear viej of the entire 

front of the restaurant as jell as straight into 

the kitchen. 
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I believe mB ship started at q—00 wm and to 

be honest, I janted to be anBjhere but there. 

1angovers jill do that to Bou.

4B q—x0 wm the restaurant jas alreadB 6lling 

uw. It jasn’t getting rojdB bB anB means, but 

onlB a table or tjo jere owen in the front and 

the T-Room and Norms jere getting full as 

jell.

This is going to be a long night, I thought. In-

deed it jould.

ShortlB before P—00 wm something jas haw-

wening. I didn’t Kuite knoj at 6rst, but the 

jorried looks on our managers’ and servers’ 

faces told all. Then I noticed some of the faces 

of the customers, accomwanied jith jhiswers 

that crescendoed into chatter jhich crescen-

doed into commotion.

From mB vantage woint, I noticed that em-

wloBee traEc and watron eBes jere all lead-

ing uw the ramw to the T-Room jhere an 

owen owening to the kitchen jas. That’s jhen 

I weeked into the kitchen and saj it.

There’s a device called a salamander ( Bes, 

like the rewtile ( and it’s used for broiling. 

What our burger chefs jould do is wut the 
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burgers  on  the  salamander  for  a  short 

amount of time to melt the cheese. )art of 

jhat makes a Cricket 4urger so good.

4ut jhen I saj it, it jas engulfed in !ames. 

Jitchen jorkers jere sjatting at the 6re 

jith jet dish rags as the 6re grej and grej. 

?ventuallB, someone took a gallon of milk 

and dumwed it all over. To mB surwrise, it 

jorked. If Bou jere to do a Google search 

todaB, it jould jarn Bou not to use milk for 

grease 6res. I’m glad I haven’t had to wut out 

a grease 6re ;knock on joodC, because a gal-

lon of milk jould be the 6rst thing I jould 

have grabbedD Aper that night, I thought it 

jas indeed the best jaB to wut one out.

4ut it jas alreadB too late. I didn’t knoj it 

right at that second, as I saj that the origin 

of the 6re jas contained, but the !ames had 

swread into the grease-covered vents that 

ran along the side of the T-Room. 

That’s jhen I noticed JathB telling everB-

one to evacuate. I jent uw to her to share 

jhat I saj and that I thought it jas con-

tained,  but  she  sharwlB  told  me  to  7Get 

everBone out.:
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When I looked uw the ramw from dojn 

on the !oor, I could see the smoke getting 

jorse and jorse. It jas starting to 6ll uw 

the main !oor jhich jas noj eerilB emw-

tB jith half-drunk beers, half-eaten burgers 

and fries, and forgotten coats and sjeaters 

hanging over chairs. There maB have even 

been a fej credit cards accidentallB lep out, 

as some watrons jere trBing to franticallB 

waB their tabs.

The restaurant emwtied faster than I’d eY-

wected, and bB the time I jent outside as 

one of the last in the building, I could hear 

the jails of the sirens getting closer. Hinutes 

later, tjo or three 6re trucks rocked uw and 

jent to jork.

The night had fallen and the temweratures 

had drowwed. I wut on mB double-breasted 

wea coat and jaited jith the rest of the em-

wloBees to see jhat needed to be done. We 

maB have jaited there for about thirtB min-

utes before je jere told that je could leave, 

that nothing could be done for the night and 

that the restaurant jouldn’t be re-owening.
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The lot of us jalked dojn to Hiljaukee 

Street Tavern and wicked uw jhere mB night 

before had lep oM— Eim 4eam and Swrite.

The rumor mill jas on 6re that night, no 

wun intended. Gossiw jas !oating out onto the 

streets and into other warts of CherrB Creek. 

Nejs reworters jere everBjhere. We jere the 

talk of the tojn and not for good reasons.

The neYt morning, online nejswawers jere 

!ooded jith titles such as 7CherrB Cricket 

closed until further notice aper kitchen 6re: 

and 7Jitchen Fire Forces Out CherrB Cricket 

Customers.:

What jas to become of the restaurantF What 

jas to become of our yobsF I jas wlanning 

something big the follojing summer and I 

needed to save uw moneB ;I’ll talk about that 

soonC. And je all had bills to waB. Our fate jas 

going to be determined at a meeting at the 

ballwark location several daBs later.

To this daB I feel for JathB. I knoj she got 

through it, and it wrobablB doesn’t bother her 
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anBmore, but it jas one hell of an event. She 

handled it like a chamw, but damn, it must 

have been stressful and somejhat traumatic 

for herG The Cricket jas so incrediblB imwor-

tant to her.



Te Men	


CONFUSED. DISTRAUGHT. WORRIED. ALL  the 

thoughts that were going through our heads 

as we walked into The Cherry Cricket Ballpark 

location the following Monday. 

How bad was the damage?

Are we going to be unemployed? 

I don’t want another job. 

Well, to start, the damage was substantial. 

The vre had indeed tra-eled up the -ents and 

into the wall that separated the kitchen from 

the TxRoom. It would take se-eral months for 

them to demo and then to rebuild. The e’ecx

uti-es at Breckenridge also vgured that there 

were some other aspects of The Cricket that 
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could use a facexli?, so some of the kitchen 

appliances  were updated and tile  was  set 

along the main bar. There were probably 

some other reno-ations that I“m drawing a 

blank on.

But there was no doubt about it, Breckx

enridge  was  caught  in  a  tough  spot.  Did 

they ha-e vre insurance to help co-er this” 

Maybe. Did they ha-e to take a dip out of 

sa-ings” Maybe. I don“t know for sure and 

don“t want to speculate. Regardless, they did 

the right thing and eased most of our minds 

on that o-ercast and cold day.

They knew how important it was to keep 

great employees around, so rather than hirx

ing from scratch when the Cherry Creek 

location was to open up again, they made 

sure to  pay all  current  employees  an a-x

erage (salary) ;paid weeklyY based on how 

long they“d been there. Luckily for me, I“d 

been there for twoxandxaxhalf years. I can“t 

remember the weekly amount,  but it  was 

enough to pay rent, bills, and sa-e a little. 

Our only obligation was to attend weekly 

meetings at the Ballpark location. 



ALEXANDER J. KIRKLAND124

I only missed one due to terrible food poix

soning, and yes, it was actually food poisoning. 

I made it to those meetings e-en when I was 

hungo-er. Get o… my back, fellow ser-ice inx

dustry peeps q Y
It was Super Bowl night and I“d had nachos. 

I think the sour cream had gone rank, but I 

hadn“t noticed. :es, I had a beer or two with 

those nachos, but that“s it. Nothing that would 

render me drunk by any means. An hour or so 

later, things took a turn9fast. I won“t go into 

details, but it wasn“t pretty. At a certain point in 

my week of hell, I had hallucinations straight 

out of The Sopranos, when Tony is talking to a 

dead vsh. 
But  anyway,  I“m  getting  o…xtopic.  What 

those at the corporate o:ces of Breckenridge 

Brewery did for us, I“m fore-er grateful. That 

is how you run a business and that is how you 

show you care about your employees. It goes 

to one of my fa-orite ;uotes from none other 

than Richard Branson<

“Take care of your employees and they 

will take care of your business.”
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Te La Day

ALL GOOD  THINGS  MUST  come to a close at 

some point in our lives whether we want 

them to or not. It’s usually bittersweet, but is 

oden neefef gor —rowth. A fream og mine E 

a vision, a challen—e E I’f haf gor years was 

znally comin— to gruition.

kver since seein— photos in ma—aqines anf 

history boo-s, anf ader meetin— two —reat 

buffies grom the country furin— colle—e, I 

fecifef I wantef to spenf a year in Australia. 

I’f toyef arounf the ifea gor a lon— time, but 

-new that my winfow og opportunity was 

closin—. 



ALEXANDER J. KIRKLAND128

In orfer to acJuire a wor-in— visa to the 

country, you haf to be no olfer than thirW

tyWyearsWolf. I was twentyWseven. However, 

even thou—h there were a couple og years led 

in my twenties, I -new that ig I fifn’t —o then, I 

never woulf. The stars ali—nef themselves too 

much gor me to i—nore. I startef the process 

that (anuary.

)ith the help og my prior savin—s, a seconf 

crefit carf Cfon’t recommenf it2, anf the savW

in—s I acJuiref grom our severance pay, I was 

able to —et everythin— in line. I write about this 

in more fetail in my memoir, When Obstacles 

Limit Freedom.

)hen The  0ric-et  openef its  foors  once 

a—ain in April 17jx, I haf about two months 

begore I led on the bi— “et plane. It was —reat 

—ettin— bac- into the restaurant anf I’ll tell 

you what, patrons were ever so e9citef to wal- 

in the foors a—ain gor a bur—er anf a beer. I 

believe it was openin— fay, but I may be wron— 

E we employees were —iven ref tWshirts that 
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saif 4Smo-in’ Up The Hoof Since j5:B� E 

a nof to, anf a small “o-e, re—arfin— the zre. 

To be honest, those last two months were 

but a blin- og an eye. My minf was gocusef 

on one  thin— anf one  thin— only/  savin— 

money. )ell, that’s a lie. I haf to worry about 

movin— out og our house anf sellin— o” halg 

og my belon—in—s. I haf to sell my car. I haf 

to z—ure out a place to stay once I was out og 

my house completely. There were a million 

stressors in my minf, but concernin— The 

0ric-et, I trief to ma-e as much as I coulf 

furin— those znal months.

)hen I put in my notice E I believe I tolf 

them a month in afvance E I haf support 

grom everyone. They were happy gor me, yet 

saf at the same time. Lee, the 0kO og Frec-W

enrif—e?)yn-oop, was also pleasef gor me. 

One  ni—ht  while  I  was  wor-in—,  GoverW

nor Hic-enlooper showef up. Lee was -inf 

enou—h to introfuce me anf tolf him that I 

was leavin— shortly. Governor Hic-enlooper 

went on to tell a brieg story about his travels 

to Australia. (ust a small, yet progounf memW
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ory og mine snappef in a vast portgolio callef 

4lige.A

Scott grom my hirin— class, was the last one 

stanfin— grom it. (ust li-e the seven or ei—ht 

og us, he startef grom humble be—innin—s with 

me as an e9po, but eventually wor-ef his way 

up to bartenfer by the time I led. Goof on 

him. kveryone else grom our class haf —otW

ten zref, even those who’f been the gavorites. 

Bunny how that wor-s. 

The last fay I steppef goot into The 0ric-W

et, begore I came bac- grom Australia, that is, 

was a rollercoaster. I no lon—er haf a house 

anf was on the couchWsurzn— —i—, somethin— 

that I ungortunately haf to —et usef to in AusW

tralia. Luc-ily, a —oof buffy og mine grom 

The 0ric-et, Tim, was -inf enou—h to let me 

stay at his place gor two fays begore I led.

So, in the limbo og homelessness, while waitW

in— gor Tim to —et o” wor-, I sat at The 0ric-W

et’s gront bar no lon—er an employee. A weirf 

geelin—, it was. All I haf with me was a fuCe 

ba—, a bac-pac-, my gavorite blan-et wrappef 

arounf the shoulfer straps og my bac-pac-, 

anf a halgWfrun- pint og beer. 
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I haf gears. I haf concerns. I haf seconf 

thou—hts. I was leavin— the comgortable anf 

fivin— into the un-nown. )here I was —oin— 

wasn’t “ust a hop, s-ip, anf a “ump away. Never 

haf a travelef so gar away grom home, espe-

cially all by myselg. Fut it haf to be fone. Lige 

neefef to be livef. The worlf neefef to be 

e9ploref.

Australia, here I come.

40an I —et another Frec- La—er, pleaseDA



Cicet Lulabis 

TO WRAP THIS UP, yeah,  I have some Cricket 

dreams for you. I wasn’t just going to tease it 

at the beginning of the book and not deliver. 

I’m going to pretty much copy and paste 

what I have in my phone’s notes as I typed 

them just waking from my sleeping beauty 

slumber. There will be typos. There will be 

things you may not understand. That’s okay. 

There are still things that I don’t understand. 

Yet here I am. Nonetheless, I will put things 

I’m describing, or typos I’m correcting, in 

parentheses; they were not part of the dream. 

Anyway, without further adeiu…
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Dream #1

I had been back to college, I guess, although 

it actually looked like the street by my grade 

school, and we were snowboarding at this ran-

dom hill. Coach Murphy (*my wide receiver 

football coach in college) got made (*mad) at 

me because I was “dancing, not skiing,” be-

cause I was doing all sorts of tricks at an ad-

vanced level.

Fast forward, I went into The Cricket to get 

some food and Kathy was there. She told me 

that I really couldn’t be in there until I solved 

my “issue.” I had no idea what she was talking 

about. I then went up to Emily and she had all 

of the info.

I guess Coach Murphy had xled some sort 

of report, kind of like a police report. On a 

half-ripped paper it said, “Mr. Kirkland, Danc-

ing not Skiing.” He involved on (*one) of my 

eB gfs and was going to get her involved for no 

reason. Don’t know why.
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$ut essentially, he xled this report that was 

pretty lame and unnecessary. I then caught a 

glimpse of the money that I owed, 30GG dol-

lars. I asked Emily what that was, she said it 

was my xne. I lost my s***. 2ot really mad and 

stormed around the restaurant cussing.

When I returned to her I thanked her for 

her time that I kind of wasted (*she was on 

break trying to eat). 2ot a little emotional too 

(*to her), before I leq and walked out of the 

restaurant to take care of business…

Dream #—

Was working at The Cricket, getting weeded, 

like usual. When one table (*with a couple) 

kept on trying to move me along :uick to or-

der as I was bussing one of my tables neBt to 

them.

“We’re ready to order.”

“Okay, oon (*one) second please.”

They started listing their order.

“One second please,” I said again.
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“Come on, AleB,” he said in a demeininf 

(*demeaning) tone and just started listing o? 

him and his girlfriend’s order when I wasn’t 

ready. Then went on to ask for “heated nap-

kins.” I got pissed o?, gave him a dirty look, 

and then walked o?.

Ended up getting xred because I neglected 

my tables and didn’t go back. Went back to 

my house with one of my best friends and 

noticed that all of my past roommatesCten 

or soCwere living at the house.

I said, “Well, needless to say, looks like I’m 

unemployed.”

To (*two) of them came to console me and 

put their hands on my shoulders. 

Dream #0

It was my xrst shiq back serving aqer a long 

hiatus. I had the b1 section, but it was wayy 

di?erent. Didn’t really habe (*have) my ta-

bles down whasoevrr (*whatsoever); my sec-
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tion kept changing. Sure enough, I was getting 

swamped and running around like a madman.

A girl that I guess I was serving, said she 

really liked the water. Didn’t comment on the 

food, but said the water was absolutely deli-

cious. 

A guy wanted his tab and when he asked, his 

friend went, “Dude, you didn’t buy anything.”

And he went, “I still want it.”

Sure enough, I went to the POS and printed 

it outD 3G.GG. He was super happy and he and 

his friend got up in a hurry to leave. They 

didn’t have any food on the table.

Then my whole family was coming in and I 

was going to serve them. Mom, dad, brother 

and his girlfriend, aunts, uncles, cousins. 

Oh, and the kickerE I wasn’t wearing a shirt 

the whole time…



Tan Yo

MY FIRST THANK YOU goes to Uncle Paul and 

Uncle  Homer.  Without  them,  I  wouldn’t 

have known anything about The Cricket. Be-

cause of the great people they are and the 

great people they’ve met, I got welcomed 

into their Denver world in multiple ways, 

The Cricket being at the top.

Speaking of amazing people my Uncles’ met, 

next I want to thank Sorcha for hooking me 

up with my jrst :ob getting to Denver. I real-

ly did en:oy my short stint at The Abbey, es-

pecially the deliciously, traditional Irish foodG 

Bangers and mash, Shepherd’s Pie, ;uinness 
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Beef Stew, and even :ust ;uinness. Yes, ;uin-

ness is a food group to the Irish, FFS ) J

Thank you to The Cricket family, past and 

presentG Kathy, Sam, Heidi, Lohnny, Sorcha, 

Mark, Brad, Cli1on, Lill, LLL, Sean Post, Tim, 

Danekas, Angie, Broome, Ike, 2ia, Bri, Kat, 

2ayton, Abi, Frank, Dani, Tessa, Leni, 2yne, 

Lordan, Chad, Scott, Karlon, Nick E, Nick V, 

Drapal, …mily, and 2ee Driscoll. And rest in 

peace to (anessa and Sam Sanchez/gone way 

too soon.

I’m sure I’m missing names, especially back 

of the house, so please forgive me. Anyone 

that  I  worked with  during those  three-ish 

years, thank you for the good times.

And  thank  you  to  corporate  >Brecken-

ridge?WynkoopJ. The benejts that they gave 

employees, plus what they did post-jre, will 

never be forgotten.

2astly, thank you to my family and friends 

for being supportive as I start this new writing 

and authorship :ourney. It’s new yet fun and 

exciting. 

I’ll leave you with a traditional Irish toast/
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“May your troubles be less, and your blessings be 

more. And nothing but happiness come 

through your door.”





Abot Te Aro�

Alex Kirkland is a writer and author based 

in Kansas City. He and his debut memoir, 

Wolves of Hemp Street, were nominated for 

'Best Local Author' in The Kansas City Pitch. 

The book has also been featured in Westword 

Magazine and Canvas Rebel.

His most recently released book, When Ob-

stacles Limit Freedom, is the -rst in a twopjart 

mental health memoir series.

His current jrogect is heljinU to write a 

jaranormal memoir for his Pncle vaul tip

tled, When The Footsteps Stop. Hoje is to ha2e 

it -nished by the end of summer, 050W.
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’hen Alex isnSt writinU heSs watchinU his 

Kansas City Chiefs win Nujer Bowls and be the 

2illains of the F…L;sorry Broncos fans ) M

All Oy Nocials :n Linktree/

Scan This

or 2isit/

httjs/IIalexandergkirkland.com

@nstaUram/ 8alexanderkirklandauthor



Yours truly during the Royals World Series 

run in 2015. Taken by Sam Taxin in main 

room by front door.




