
And now we conclude the thrilling tale that has been
hanging off the cliff since the Spring Update
(which, you probably observed, arrived in late sum-

mer, with this Summer Update arriving in the fall) of how
we manhandle 19 huge pallets of Volume 4 of Useful Wild
Plants... into a space half the size of what is needed. 

TO RECAP — STORMED BASTILLE OF CLUTTER/IT STORMED BACK 
July 14, blah, blah, blah. ... 2/3 done, blah, blah, blah. ... took
a break ... celebrated progress in creating empty space. ...
took note that Aug. 7th delivery was three weeks away. ...
next day the chipper LA freight forwarder calls to say
“Your shipment arrives Monday afternoon.” That was a
Tuesday. A quick count on the fingers told us that we
ONLY had six days! The chicken ran one direction and the
head went another. We needed a forklift and a driver. And
we needed them NOW!

ON WEDNESDAY WE PLAN 
Sheryl Cheatham crammed her three-week to-do list into
three days. We drew more diagrams than a Super Bowl
coach to show how Box X could move to Shelf 2 so Box B
could shift into Room 3 so that the Booth Display Stuff
could lie on the Top Shelf of Shelf Unit 4. I dug through
vendor files to figure out where we had rented the forklift
for unloading Vol. 3. Linda Anderson and John Flowers
joined in the fray to move and shunt. We racked our brains
to figure out who we could get over here RIGHT NOW to
move the banker boxes plugging up the aisle between the
two rows of full-to-overflowing pallet racks out of the way,
rearrange everything, and whip up a few hundred cubic
feet of empty space. And all before Monday afternoon.

EUREKA! ON THURSDAY WE FIND THE FORKLIFT COMPANY
I finally found the receipt from Toyota Lift of South Texas. I
explained to Daniel Regan that a big truck was going to
pull up on Monday afternoon and we had no way to get
our stuff off (truck drivers drive; they do not unload).
Daniel said that he had one (but only one as there had been
a run on forklift rentals that week), a Toyota 8FGCU25 that
could lift 5000 lbs. I said “We’ll take it. Can we get it Mon-
day morning?” I don’t know what he thought (probably
something like “Is she crazy?) but he wisely said “You will
need it over the weekend. I will get it to you Friday.” Then I

said “We don’t have anyone to drive it.” And bless his
heart, he said “You can do it.”  “Really? Me?” “Yes. You.”
Hmmmmmmmmmmmm. “Well,” I thought, “it is a Toyota
forklift, and I do drive a Toyota Camry.”

ON FRIDAY WE WRAPPED THINGS UP
Right up there with Post-It Notes and White-Out, those
“why didn’t I think of that?” office supplies we can’t live
without, is stretch film on a roll. Wonderous stuff. A few
turns around and a wobbly stack of boxes becomes a stable
cube a gorilla would have a hard time dismantling. Sheryl
worked feverishly all day Friday to stack boxes onto some
pallets we had scrounged. Stack and wrap. Stack and wrap.
Finally we had done everything we could reach. We waited
impatiently for the forklift so we could clear out the aisle. 

TICK TOCK.  TICK TOCK.  TICK TOCK TOCK TOCK.
Friday. The day dragged on as we waited expectantly. 4:00
p.m. came and went. Birthday candles flared and flickered
out. Cake got eaten (Lemon Jello, a tradition since I turned
12). Stories got told around the table. But nobody showed
up with a forklift, and when nobody has shown up with a
forklift by 4:47 on a Friday afternoon, you can figure that
you are in trouble. 

VROOM! VROOM!
Daniel did some checking — the driver who was supposed
to be picking it up for delivery was landlocked in his truck
on IH-35 in a stagnant river of Friday traffic. I panicked
again. Daniel said “Do not despair! Ye shall have thine fork-
lift today!” (actually, he said, “Don’t worry. You will have it
today,” but at that point he sounded like a chivalrous
knight of old, showing all the signs of honor, courtesy, jus-
tice, and a readiness to help a damsel in distress who is in
dire need of a forklift. Daniel went into emergency forklift
delivery mode and called a tow truck.

SHIFTING GEARS
The tow truck pulled up behind UWP World HQ at 6:36
p.m. The driver tilted the flatbed, backed the forklift off,
handed me the key, and drove off into the sunset. I stood
there staring. I hadn’t even seen where the key went. But
with Daniel’s words “You can do it!” ringing in my ears,
and knowing that we had to park the thing inside to lock it
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up overnight, I climbed aboard. One key, four levers, some
pedals, a seat, steering wheel, seatbelt, cup  holder, and a
stubby lever on the column. But no manual. But this is the
21st century with iPhones and YouTube. I figured out
where key went, how to adjust the seat, and where to se-
cure an ice-filled drink. So that just left starting, stopping,
steering, turning, and picking up and putting down. I must
say it was a good thing that my cousin Kent had been brave
enough to teach me how to drive the family’s 1961 stan-
dard shift Ford Falcon back in 1976. 

BACKING UP A BIT (BEEP BEEP)
That’s not the Road Runner making that sound. That’s a
red Toyota 8FGCU25 backing up (once I figured out that
the stubby lever on the column put the thing in reverse) .
Then it was on to mastering acceleration, inching, turning
(a forklift can do a wheelie that is smaller than a Little Deb-
bie Mini Donut), and not killing the engine with the myste-
rious fourth lever. 

THE FORKS IN THE ROAD
The moment of truth had arrived. It was time to lift some-
thing other than empty forks in the alley. And that meant
coordinating these new skills into one mechanical balletic
move. So we (I quickly anthropomorphized the forklift,
thinking of it as The Beast) inched and revved and beeped
and aimed for the closest pallet. Oops. The floor was a cou-
ple of inches too high for the fat little tires to get over. We

rigged a ramp from plywood and 2x4s. The tires spun and
the wood bit into the pavement and we were in. Then there
we were — face to face with a pallet about as likely to
move as the Sphinx. The only way that it was going to
move was if I made it move. Vroom! Vroom!

A NOT SO REFINED PALLET 
A wood pallet is a rather amazing device. They often look
like they were banged together from scrap lumber and then
thrown off a truck. Nails are missing. Boards are split. They
look like they’d fall apart if you picked one up wrong. But
somehow they don’t. That humble bunch of boards is
going to support over a thousand pounds of books as the
forks are raised a good 12’ over my head. I had never given
much thought to pallet construction, crosspiece configura-
tion, access cut-outs for the tines, or the fine art of stacking,
but I do now. I respect the pallet.

RUBIC SKEWED 
Clearing the aisle was easy — hoist a pallet up a few
inches, back into the alley, set it down, and go back for an-
other. But to shunt a 4’ long pallet into or out of a bay in a
pallet rack, you really need to be going at it more or less
straight ahead, or the pallet can’t be set on the rack prop-
erly (that’s another thing — these seemingly flimsy wood
pallets holding a half a ton of books don’t even sit on a
solid surface — they rest only on the front and back rails of
the rack). And we were 2” longer than the aisle was wide.

Josh Huse of Austin Warehouse & Distribution with Sheryl CheathamTonka Toys move over! Cruz Rojas secures The Beast.

We have lift off! The second truck arrives to be unloaded.



And the ends of the rack rows were right up against the
wall, so there was no room for the corner of the load to
come in at an angle or it would tear the wall down. Things
were getting tricky. 

MONDAY MONDAY 
It was a good thing that Daniel had insisted on the Friday
delivery because at 8:15 Monday morning the local freight
handler called to say a truck was on the way, and minutes
later Josh Huse of AWD pulled up. Josh didn’t miss a beat
when I said that I would be unloading. He pulled pallets to
the lift gate and I moved them off. He didn’t laugh when I
missed the mark. And soon he was off to the warehouse
for the other half of the shipment. 

ZEN AND THE ART OF FORKLIFT MANAGEMENT 
We got everything shelved, stacked, and tidied up. Late
that afternoon Cruz Rojas of Toyota Lift showed up to take
the machine away. I was sad. I’m actually not sure how or
when it happened, but at some point in the process of pick-
ing up and putting down and driving in and out and mak-
ing hard turns to fill the corner bays 12’ up, I stopped
thinking about how to do what I was doing and just did it.
It was quite miraculous and satisfying, and it is good to
learn a new skill on your birthday. And now I know that
what I want more than anything from Santa is my very
own forklift. It’s better than meditation. It’s Zen. And Vol-
ume 4 is in!
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This is a real tailgate party Josh is in the far end of the truck, hauling pallets to the lift gate with a pallet jack.

Filling the pallet racks The light at the end of the tunnel

Leroy G. Denman, Jr., a true friend of
the Useful Wild Plants Project, died on
August 29, 2015, at the age of 97. 

In the 1960s Richard Kleberg of the
King Ranch in South Texas enlisted
UWP coauthor Marshall Johnston to
produce a detailed botanical inventory
of the Norias Division of the ranch.
When Richard learned of the Useful
Wild Plants Project, he immediately
came aboard with support from the
Caesar Kleberg Foundation, of which
he and Leroy Denman were both
trustees.

An avid pilot, Leroy flew his Cessna every day from San Antonio to the
King Ranch, where he served for over 50 years as its attorney and ad-
visor. Then one day on a visit to the UWP office to take possession of a
watercolor of his beloved Powderhorn Ranch that Scooter Cheatham
had painted, he announced that he had landed his plane for the final
time after 67 years of flying. An avid conservationist as well, Leroy and
his father created two of Texas’ greatest wildlife preserves, the Powder-
horn Ranch and the St. Charles Ranch, which contains the whooping
crane reserve. 

If things like the Useful Wild Plants Project, the whooping crane, and
conservation of Texas’ incredible wildlife are important to you, give a
hearty “thank you” as we say goodby to this remarkable Texan.  

the distinguished career of 
leroy denman



UWP’s Mission
To promote the understanding, appreciation, stewardship, and
sustainable use of wild plants through programs of conservation,
education, research, publication, and entrepreneurship.

Focus 
To create and maintain a comprehensive knowledge and informa-
tion base, a platform from which to launch further research on na-
tive plants. This vast body of knowledge will be of service to
scientists, horticulturists, ecologists, teachers, park rangers, hob-
byists, and others, and ultimately will be accessible in several
forms, including the multi-volume encyclopedia, an interactive
database, CD-ROM, and films. This is the most complete economic
botany work produced for any region in the world. 

Projects and Programs
•      The Useful Wild Plants of Texas, the Southeastern and South -

western United States, the Southern Plains, and Northern Mexico,
a multi-volume work

•      The Alluse Database
•      Independent Studies with UWP
•      The “Save the Human Libraries” project to preserve vanish-

ing knowledge through video- and audio-taped interviews
•      “Landmark Landscapers” project to interview horticulturists

and naturalists who are bringing the best of the natives to the
market for use in landscaping

•      “Plug Into Your Planet,” to help students evaluate their im-
pact on the planet through their choice of possessions
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Useful Wild Plants, Inc. t 512-928-4441 t 512-928-8091 (fax)
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Join UWP and help save the “rainforest” 
in your own backyard.

Annual Membership
q  Sustaining ($100)

q  Family/Household ($50)

q  Individual ($25)

Sponsorship
q  I’ll Sponsor a Species in Volume 4! ($1000)

q  I’ll be a Seed Sponsor in Volume 4! ($500)

Contributions
I’d like to make a contribution of $ __________________________________

in honor of / in memory of ________________________________________

To become a member or to otherwise contribute, fill in the blanks and mail this form
or an approximation thereof to 2612 Sweeney Lane, Austin, TX 78723. 

Thanks!
Name: ______________________________________________________________________

Biz/Co/Institution: _______________________________________________________________

Address: _____________________________________________________________________

City: _______________________ State: _______________ Zip: _________________________

Phone:_______________________________ E-mail: __________________________________

Credit card #: (MasterCard or VISA) ____________________________________________________

Expiration: ______________ Signature: _________________________________________________________________

Useful Wild Plants of Texas
2612 Sweeney Lane
Austin, TX 78723
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