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Text Version of Audio Story: Frozen Dead Guy 

 
Under the heading of just when you thought you had heard it all. This story 
comes to us from the nice folks, little crazy, but nice folks in Nederland, 
Colorado. 
 
Now, here where I grew up in Juniata County, we have our share of festivals. 
There’s, of course, the Juniata County Fair, Old Home Foliage Days, Dutch 
Days, Heritage Days, carnivals, parades — you know all the standard small-town 
stuff. In Nederland, Colorado, one weekend every winter, they have Frozen Dead 
Guy Days. Yeah, Frozen Dead Guy Days. 
 
All this nuttiness started back a few years ago, 1989 to be exact, when this old 
guy — Grandpa, as he is affectionately known — died at the ripe old age of 89, 
but not in Nederland, Colorado. Grandpa died peacefully in his sleep in his home 
country of Norway. Grandpa’s grandson, Sonny Boy, had Grandpa’s body 
cryogenically frozen, in the hopes he could someday bring Grandpa back to life. 
After having Grandpa frozen in Norway, Sonny Boy moved with Grandpa’s frozen 
body to Nederland, Colorado. That’s where Grandpa still is, in a metal box of 
some sort in his shed on a mountain at Nederland. 
 
Now, the problem is, Sonny Boy was deported back to Norway because, well, he 
just didn’t believe in all this paperwork, like visas and passports and green cards 
and what have you. So, the INS deports Sonny Boy and the people of Nederland, 
Colorado, all of a sudden find out Sonny Boy had his Grandpa on ice in a shed. 
The people of Ned, short for Nederland, do the only decent thing and continue 
icing Grandpa. I mean, it just didn’t seem right after all these years to let him 
thaw out. The dry ice to keep Grandpa at about 60 to 90 degrees below zero is 
pretty expensive, approximately $1,000 a month, give or take, depending on the 
time of year. But, how to preserve Grandpa and the family’s hope that Grandpa 
can someday be brought back? How do we pay for all this ice? Well, let’s give a 
tour of the frozen dead guy shed. And, I guess it all kind of grew from there to 
become what it is today. 
 
It’s a 3-day event, weekend event, held in early March and everybody gets in on 
it. Friday night starts at the local theater with a showing of a homemade movie 
about Grandpa — admission 8 dollars. Then, that same night you can go out for 
the local music fest where the favorite dance is the “Grandpa Crawl.” Later there 
is a midnight tour of Grandpa’s shed and a special toast to Grandpa himself.  
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Saturday morning, the senior citizens have a pancake breakfast — 5 dollars for 
adults, 4 dollars for children and seniors. There’s also the craft show and snow-
sculpting contest. The official Frozen Dead Guy Day’s parade goes down Front 
Street at noon. And, then, they hold the coffin races in the park in the early 
afternoon, 20 dollars per team. Don’t forget about the Grandpa look-alike contest 
and the bride of Grandpa look-alike contest. The winner of that is picked at the 
official ball that evening. I’d love to tell you the name of this official ball, but — but 
I won’t. I’d get mail. 
 
Then, on Sunday, they get started early in the morning again and go late into the 
night with more tours of the frozen dead guy shed; the polar bear dip; and the 
local kids fishing pond; more craft shows; and the snowshoe race down dead 
man’s gulch. There’s the frozen dead van smash where, for 2 dollars, you get to 
swing a sledge hammer to a 1985 Chevy van. And for the kids that day, they 
have the brain-freeze game and the ski-boot limbo. That’s held in the park, too — 
admission one dollar. Oh, and don’t forget to try a little of this home brew, Dead 
Guy Ale. 
 
Here’s to you, Grandpa. You’re cool! 
 
From somewhere behind the radio, I’m the American Storyteller. 


