
We can thank Augustina Ayala
Godinez' delicious influence for
launching the ethnically diverse 
dining options Fort Collins 
enjoys today.

In 1944, she brought the first taste of
culinary diversity to Fort Collins
when she opened the doors of Fort
Collins' first Mexican cafe, the
“Sinaloa Restaurant” on Jefferson.
Five years later, Augustina was 
catering. Then, in 1960, sons Jesse Jr.
and Guillermo asked Augustina to
be their head chef for the new El
Burrito, to open at 404 Linden.

Augustina's children and grandchil-
dren still serve up her time-proven
family recipes at the El Burrito.
Several varieties of her tortillas are
still being made and distributed 

today, some 67 years since her
young husband died suddenly,
leaving her to raise their sons
armed with only her spunk and 
ingenuity.

Determined to keep her family
together, Augustina and her sons
kept cows, chickens, rabbits and milk
goats. Scrivners Grocery on West
Mountain bought their fresh eggs
and milk. Initially, they sold pop and
burritos from their 1929 Chevy to
workers in the fields, the enterprise
which grew into the Sinaloa.

Jesse, the fifth of Augustina's sons,
speaks of his mother's creativity,
frugality and the will she had to raise
her sons to be family men.

“She'd buy one bolt of cloth and 
all six of us would have the same

shirt,” he said. “She could
take in hand-me-down
Levi's and make them fit us.”

Jesse's wife Dorothy also
had fond memories of the

4-foot, 11-inch dynamo.

“Oh, you knew she loved her sons
dearly, but she was kind to all of us
(daughters-in-law),” she said, her
love and respect for Augustina 
showing in her eyes. “She was always
smiling, cooking, joking. She played
the piano and could crochet 
anything without a pattern. But she
was never one to take credit.”

It is Fort Collins' good fortune that
Augustina, born in La Varca, Jalisco,
Mexico in 1908, immigrated here,
where she cooked her way into 
local history. ✣
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W O M E N  F R O M  O U R  P A S T since well-behaved women rarely make history...
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from the editor✣strange manin a strange place
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A few months ago, I took a day off from this
job, my regular job and life in general to spend
it in the darkness of our basement, shooting
aliens threatening the very existence of
mankind.

Yes, along with my other bad habits (smoking,
drinking Guinness and engaging in political
debates with college students), I am a video
gamer. If my life and bank account allowed, 
I would spend weeks in the basement, 
emerging only for a fresh beer, some cheese
and crackers and an occasional shower (the
latter only because my wife would insist).

It was brought home to me that this may not
be wholly normal behavior when one of my
co-editors at Journey, learning that I had taken
the day off to play the newest version of the
smash video franchise “Halo,” sent me this 
e-mail query: “Were you one of the idiots
that waited in line at midnight to get the 
new game?!?!”

Well, truth be told, she called us “crazies,” but
I could tell by the way she typed it she was
thinking “idiots.”

Still, even the term “crazies” raised my hackles
(whatever the hell they are – I think it has some-
thing to do with hair, but being bald, I’m really
not sure). Crazies? Just for pre-buying a game
months before it actually went on sale to earn
the honor of standing in line for an hour to get
it at midnight? Crazies? For taking a full day off
to do nothing but play this beautifully violent
game? Crazies? Obsessive, perhaps, but crazies?

For those of us who have been playing video
games for a while – I personally trace my alien-
killing roots all the way back to the Atari 2600
in 1981 – missing out on the release of “Halo
3” would be akin to missing, uh… well… some
big, important thing!

It was sort of like Woodstock for geeks – all of
us there, discussing the superb graphics of this
new game and how it would play on the 
double-processor powered Xbox 360. At 49, 
I may have been the oldest person in line. I was
surrounded by young men in their 20s who
looked reverently at me as I described the
ancient game of “Pong:” “Then, see, you’d move
the paddle up or down and smack this little dot
so it would head to the other guy’s paddle. 
And then, he would, um, smack it back.”

Actually, that may not have been rapt attention.
In fact, now that I think about it, I may have
seen several furtively thumbing 9-1-1 on their
cell phones. 

But no matter. After standing dutifully in line
and accepting my game (dropping a little in
social status because I only picked up the basic
game, not the one that comes wrapped in a
special helmet modeled after the one worn by
the game’s protagonist), I returned home at 1
a.m. and promptly fell asleep in my chair while
reading the instructions.

The next day was a glorious one, as a friend
and I spent eight solid hours blowing holes big
enough to drive a Smart Car through in aliens
charging at us at the speed of television.

Later, with another friend, I enjoyed the unique
social experience that is known as online 
gaming. This is where, as a middle-aged man
with slow reflexes, I can get waxed by 
12-year-olds who have been drinking Red Bull
for 12 straight hours.

But the friendship shared by those gaming 
online is like no other. In what other reality can
you step up to someone and say (over the
microphone connecting you to the Internet):
“Very nice to see you. Now, please excuse me 

while I splatter your guts on the wall behind
you with this shotgun.”

I’m afraid I have to admit I taught my daughter
to play video games. Now, this is something that
many of you may frown at, but I really see no
problem letting my daughter destroy what are
clearly aliens. And I keep our home’s rocket-
launcher locked up safely so she can’t get to it.

In one of the first games she played, we used a
setting referred to as “hippie mode.” When you
destroyed a monster, it erupted in flowers. So
after a particularly difficult battle, the TV screen
looked like one of those garden shows on BBC. 

My daughter enjoyed seeing the flowers erupt
and was always looking for new ways to
destroy monsters. One day, me lovely Irish
bride and I were both taken aback and
amused when we heard our 5-year-old daugh-
ter say to the television: “Nobody can stop me
now! I’ve got the chainsaw!” I have since
locked up all of our power gardening tools.

But Mandy and I get a kick out of gaming.
Which explains why I found myself, shortly
before Christmas, standing in front of a Target
store at 4:30 a.m. – waiting with a line of other
late shoppers who had heard the rumor that
the store was due for a shipment of the
insanely popular Wii system.

So since Christmas, my wife, my daughter and I
have been bowling, golfing, boxing, playing ten-
nis and generally working up a sweat with this
fancy little gadget that depends on body move-
ment for play. We’ve spent hours laughing and
yelling at each other as we zig and zag, trying to
get the ball or club to go the way we want.

And you know what? I really haven’t missed
the aliens. Well, too much.

Thanks for letting me join the Journey. ✣

• homemade 
specialties & friendly

service since 1952

• home of the world
famous cinnamon roll

• named best 
truckstop & 

restaurant in america 
by food network


