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Sung in a slow, emotive manner like any blues number:

Woke up this morning .... My lungs were clear ...
Woke up this morning ... I had an appetite ...
Woke up this morning ... my mind was clear and focused ...

Once out of bed I raised my hands to the heavens and thankfully shouted, “Healed,
healed at last, thank God almighty I am healed at last”.

Then I got dressed, waited for Sue and Dan to wake up and convinced them to go
to one of Boulder’s dive breakfast restaurants. I was on a roll early in the day.

Dan is a cousin of Sue’s but one generation removed. Although I cannot say his
exact age, I can remember celebrating his birthday when he turned 88. He lives up
on fifth street where he is famous, at least in Boulder, as a beekeeper. Walking
around town with Dan, people greet him with the words like “honey” and “bees”
and follow up with kind remembrances.

His house is undergoing some work, so he is bunking at our place for a few

days. A graduate of the Colorado School of Mines, he was a mining engineer and
a working miner at many places around the world. As a young man he worked at
the Climax Molybdenum Mine in Leadville. The last few decades of his working
life he was a staff engineer for the Environmental Protection Agency. As he tells
the stories, he was the only EPA staff member who was courageous enough to
actually go down into a mine to see what was really in there.

We arrive at the restaurant for breakfast and order the usual stuff. Dan asks about
a slight but unpleasant odor he had observed coming from the backseat of our car
on the ride over to the diner. For me sitting in the back, since Dan always gets the
front passenger seat, it was quite noticeable. After breakfast and heading home, I
found a small cup of white stuff that our granddaughter Eleanor must have hidden
last week. It might have been milk, or a parking place for leftover ice cream, or
who knows what? Sunshine plus a black car interior plus closed car windows did
their magic. Stink. The offending mess was removed.



At breakfast Dan then began spinning a story about the letters “CN” which can
follow your name, sort of like MD or PhD. He said for a while he was a CN but
lost his certification years ago. CN stands for “Certified Nose”. Since it was Dan
telling the story I checked it out on my phone.

Sure enough, Dan’s words were legit. In fact, there are four different types of
Certified Noses. There is the genuine face dominating snout. Or the head turning
mini-nose. Or the ever too frequent elitist turned-up nose. Or the complaining
bent-out-of shape nose. OK, I just made all that up. Here are the actual three
meanings of CN.

A CNWI is a "Certified Nose Work Instructor" (CNWI). To earn these post-
nominal initials, you must complete a rigorous training and certification
program. The NACSW, National Association of Canine Scent Work (NACSW34)
offers an online class for about $,1500. You must provide your own pooch.

It is also sponsors a sport. Dogs try to find hidden target odors in various
environments. Imagine the play-by-play commentary; “And Bowser is sniffing
under the couch, while clever Fido has headed to the trash can under the kitchen
sink, and in a display of brilliance, Max is nosing the crotches of other
contestants.”

But the second and third types of CN are even better. Consider the “Nose

Job”. Actually, I have not. I was born with your basic, standard-issue midwestern
nose. It is nothing more and nothing less. However, apparently not everyone is
pleased with their original equipment. An industry has developed for nose-related
surgery. Hence, nose jobs

Lastly, in the fragrance industry, a "nose" is a colloquial term for a perfumer, an
expert who creates perfumes. Perfumers undergo years of intensive training and
apprenticeship to develop their highly refined sense of smell. A top-notch
perfumer has the skills to identify, combine, and create complex scent profiles.
Their expertise is informally "certified" by their skill and reputation in the industry.

But Dan was not talking about any of these three types of CN. He was trained, or
so he said, to recognize certain toxic gases in the mines. Unlike the doomed
“canary 1n the coal mine”, these gases did not immediately kill you. However, at
certain concentrations they could make you quite 1ll. Dan said that for some gasses
he could not only identify them but also estimate their parts per million.



I asked him about how he learned such a skill. Alas he did not remember. I
wondered about the ethical implications of a RCT (Randomized Control Trial)
experiment. One hundred people are randomly divided into two groups. One
group smells a placebo. The other group sniffs the real stuff. This second group is
also told that the bathroom is just down the hall and to the right.

All in all, 1t was an interesting early morning conversation until breakfast
arrived. Afterwards, Sue took Dan home to inspect his house, then took our car to
be thoroughly cleaned, and I was dropped off on Bluff Street to write this story.

It feels good to be back among the healthy even though soon I will sleep for a
couple more hours.

And with a heavy heart and deep sadness, I report:

Midmorning on August 4, 2025, on a sunny, warm, calm and dry day, after
breakfast at our house, Dan was headed home and riding his bicycle down a quiet
neighborhood street (Edgewood near 24™ St.) when a pickup truck hit him head on.
He died a few days later when the Do Not Resuscitate order applied. I am sad
whenever I think of him. I love you Dan.



