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Smell of Money

	When arriving at the University of Northern Colorado, located in Greeley, Colorado, that August day, our mission was to unload my oldest daughter, Courtney’s, belongings for her freshman year in college.  About a two-hour drive from our home in Littleton, Colorado, our family was anxious as we pulled into the unloading zone at the dorm, soon to be my daughter’s new home.  As we opened the four car doors simultaneously, we inhaled a pungent, foul smell permeating the air around us. 
	Courtney quickly spoke, “Poo, what is that awful smell?” as she pinched her nose closed.
	My husband Don replied, "Courtney, that is the smell of money.” 
	Kendall, our youngest daughter, said, “Yucky, that stinks!”
“Why do you say smell of money, Dad?” Courtney asked. 
Don began explaining that the smell was a nearby feedlot east of Greeley where cattle lived, telling her that the cattle business was big for Charlie Monfort. This entrepreneur owned the Colorado Rockies baseball team and was a major contributor to UNC.
	I quickly tried to change the subject, realizing we needed to focus on the task at hand – moving the four boxes and two suitcases up to the fourth floor, where Courtney will now call home, along with three roommates.  On the first trip, we could use the elevator to cart her belongings, but on subsequent trips, we had to tackle the four flights of stairs and maneuver around other families moving their students’ things.
	It was a daunting task, but we had to complete it.  As Courtney was getting somewhat situated, her new roommates began to arrive.  Amy was the next to arrive with her mother and little brother, who was no more than eight years old.  Amy bunked in the same room, and they left the other bedroom for the other two roommates.
	Trying to stay focused on making the room a home-away-from-home, I kept the conversation superficial.  Courtney was our oldest and the first to leave the nest. I struggled to keep my composure, always bringing up a new subject.  I did not want to cry in front of Courtney and make her feel sad or embarrass her in front of her new roommate.
	It was time to make our exit with all belongings safely in the new dorm room.  Hugging and kissing, saying we loved each other, I quickly decended the four floors.  Don had moved the car after the initial trip unloading, so now was the task of finding our car amid hundreds of vehicles.  Four dormitories were clustered, so the parking lot was huge.
	On the drive home, I began to shed tears, leaving my oldest child to now do much growing up, make sensible decisions, and pray she would remain safe and learn much.  But the positive aspect was that we were leaving our money and the smell of money.
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