A journey through wonder,
curiosity, and the veils of time. &
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There are places we Visit once
and remember.

And then there are places that
keep calling us back.

Jerome is one of those places for me.

No matter how many times I wander
its winding streets, I seem to discover
something I hadn’t noticed before— « =
a doorway, an old photograph,
a curious collection, a story
waiting to be heard.

I've learned not to hurry
through Jerome.

Instead, | wander.

I wonder. ;

come M/
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Every journey begins
with a simple invitation...
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Come wander with me. 38



T R
| Tt (ali el

The journey into Jerome
begins long before I arrive.

As the road winds its way up
Cleopatra Hill, the Verde Valley
stretches farther below and the
town begins to appear above.

. There is something about this %
. drive that always changes my pace.

I look ahead.

I wonder what I'll notice
~ this time.

What doorway will catch
~ my attention?

What story will find me?

Jerome seems to whisper before
I even arrive:
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Walking through Jerome

sometimes feels like walking
through veils of time.

The present is here, of course.
. But so is something else.

An old stone wall.

A faded sign.

A staircase worn by
countless footsteps.

A building that has already
lived several lives.

Nothing feels frozen in the past.
Instead, yesterday and today
seem to quietly share the

same streets.

And as I wander between them, =
I sometimes wonder—
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And then, there it is.

Jerome.

Clinging to the mountainside
as if it somehow decided long ago
that this was exactly where

it belonged.

Buildings rise above one another. ;;
Streets twist and disappear i
around corners. =
Stairways seem to lead somewhere &

[ can’t quite see.

Even after all my visits, that
first glimpse still makes me curio

There is something waiting
up there.

Something I haven't
discovered yet.

And [ can m«t
Ve find it .
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Jerome has been written off
more than once.

[

b Floods, fires, hard times,
' and changing dreams
;. could have ended her.
', f But Jerome holds on.
'3 - She adapts.

' She rebuilds.

She finds a way.

';-gi; This is not a town that
| was preserved.

i

ﬁ?; It is a town that

b ‘ refused to disappear.
B

How does Jerome's

g
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18 Beyond the views and
nis the veils of time,
'.‘! ~
58 Jerome reveals its
; ‘.; \ : unique spirit—
5N layered, resilient,
o IS creative, and
4 full of stories.
Come discover
what makes this

mountainside town
so unforgettable.




Once, these halls were filled
with students.

Classrooms. Teachers.
Lessons. Laughter.

The students eventually left.

But the building kept living.

Today, old classrooms have
become studios and little

businesses.

The hallways still lead
somewhere—just somewhere

different.
The past doesnt have To
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Jerome doesn’t seem

particularly interested
in being straight.

Streets curve.
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Buildings sit ar odd angles.
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Stairs appear where
I don’t expect them.

Old walls lean into
newer ones.

Nothing feels perfectly
planned.

And somehow, that may
be part of what
makes it beautiful.
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Jerome doesn’t reveal itself
all at once.

Something catches my eye
above a doorway.

Another discovery waits
down a little staircase.

I turn a corner
and find something I missed
the last time.

Jerome seems to reward
the curious.
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Some were born into
Jerome’s story.

Some came later
and decided to stay.

COFFEE
SPIRITS
CONVERSATION

Others travel up the

mountain each day
to open the shops, make
the art and welcome
the curious.

And some of us
simply keep coming back.
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Maybe belonging isn't always'
about where you live.

What place feels like home '
wmt/wugﬂyowdmtllmt/m& b
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Jerome has lived
many lives.

And then another layer
was added.

Artists came.

They found old classrooms, |
weathered buildings
and unlikely little spaces.

They filled them with
paintings, pottery, jewelry,
music and imagination.

And somehow, it feels
as though they belong here.

=<
Jerome didn't erase its past.
It simply made room

for more.
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I don’t need a reason
to come to Jerome.

Sometimes I wander.

Sometimes I stop
and talk with someone.

Sometimes I simply
drive through.

It doesn’t seem to matter.

Something happens
when [ start up the mountain.

/V[g- heart l«fts.
My eyes widen.
I'm already looking

for something
I didn’t see before.

And before long,
I’'m wanting to come back.
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There Is A
Something | Missed

I can walk the same street - ! P |
I've walked before SRy O " e | U VRS

and suddenly—

there’s a doorway
I never noticed.

A staircase disappearing
between two buildings.

An old sign.
A hidden garden. L
A window that makes me stop. ;"

How did. T miss that?

Jerome never seems
completely discovered.

r‘.

Maybe that's why
I keep looking.
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I think I'm beginning
to understand.
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When | come to Jerome,
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something in me wakes up.

The little girl who loved
Nancy Drew mysteries

and searching for clues
is still here.

She still wants to know
what’s behind the curtain.

What's behind the door.
Where the staircase leads.

What'’s waiting
around the corner.

;omewﬁe;":egwona{en
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Maybe we don't outgrow wonder.
Maybe we just need places
that help us remember it.
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Jerome doesn’t explain everythi

Sometimes I learn the story.
Sometimes I don't. '

Today I walked into
an old church
and found a sign:

B o
THE USE OF
SPIRIT BOXES IS

PROHIBITED

INSIDE THE CHURCH
->f-

I had to smile. ;

Nancy Drew had, her n
Alice had, (Wfenderland.
And, T have Jerome.

There is always something
that leaves me wondering.
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come alive?
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Jerome doesn’t hide its ghosts— : AR -

it welcomes them. B ) £ ; % {,5
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You can eat with them at the : ' CLEOPATRA HILL

FHaunted FHamburger. | ' ENTRANCE

share a pie at , Come on up...
Henited Dizza ~ if you dare.

or pass a skeleton standing guard S v
along the streets of Cleopatra '_ :

Ghost tours wander through
old buildings, telling stories of
those who may never have
completely left.

Jerome has a sense of humor
about its haunted reputation.
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Jerome is built on layers—
mining dreams, hard lives,
love, loss, and resilience.

So many lives were lived here. Sl

So many stories remain.

When you walk these streets,
you walk through more than
bricks and buildings—

you walk through time.

Perhaps that is why Jerome
feels so alive.
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Jerome doesn’t answer.

1t simply leaves
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A Different Part

When I come to Jerome,
a different part of me
steps forward.

The curious part.

The playful part.

The part that (soks lwice.
Nothing was missing,.
Jerome simply gives

this part of me

somewhere to come alive.

What part of you comes alive
in the places you love?

/L’L’

\



—20 1 7 i —

L EW a o
Lflu”/ 7 /0'"0{0‘ #om L R

I don’t think Jerome's gift ends

when I leave.

| come back down the mountain

looking a little differently.
I notice more.

I wonder more.

Maybe wonder isn't somelhing
wof&w{bvazlb(aco.

lo- Take & home.
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There are still places
I haven't wandered.

Things I haven’t noticed.
GOLD KING

MINE
Stories I haven’t imagined. -

And something tells me
there are still a few surprises &

waiting up the road.

Ut et tine... 48
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I am grateful for every drive up the mountain,

every winding street, hidden staircase,

weathered doorway, and

unexpected discovery.

Jerome awakens the part of me
that is curious, that wonders,
that still wants to look behind the curtain

and wander through its many veils.

No matter how many times [ return,

there is always another layer waiting.

&

. The Spirit of Jerome
I Places That Touch My {feart”™
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