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In Northwest Colorado near Rangely is the 
Waving Hands pictograph site. Believed 
to be of  Fremont origin, the site is named 
for a life-size pair of  disembodied hands 
painted on a sheer sandstone rock face. The 
hands are mysterious. Are they welcoming 
or warning? Drowning or emerging? 
Celebrating a victory or pleading for 
deliverance? No one knows for sure, but 
the waving hands are arresting and thought-
provoking, and remain a distinctly human 
statement in a remote wilderness.
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At last I-80 appeared, heralded in the distance by a blast of neon 
light so bright it looked like a Moon Base. After a wrong turn, the wrong 
highway, and the gas gauge buried beyond “E,” a truck stop—gas and 
toilets at last!

Victory was short-lived. I filled up the car and then pulled around to 
enter the huge service complex so that we could relieve ourselves. A clean, 
modern restroom just inside the main door welcomed my wife and mother-
in-law. The men’s room, however, was blockaded by a big sign, stating 
OUT OF ORDER!

“You’ll have to use the trucker’s rest room, upstairs,” said a nearby 
attendant.

So, up I went with my father-in-law. Having advancing dementia 
associated with Alzheimer’s disease, he seemed oblivious to the pin-up 
pictures of preposterously endowed young ladies in trucking gear lining 
the stair. We at last found the trucker’s toilet door and entered. The urinals 
were right inside; Dad and I took our stations.

My father-in-law was off in his own world, but our immediate 
surroundings unnerved me. Then truckers started ambling in the door. 
Each looked weirder than the one before, and they were all huge. One 
had long dreadlocks, another a bushy beard pushed perpendicular by his 
prominent belly. I wondered if we had wandered into the Hell’s Angels’ 
Toilet by mistake. And here I was, Mr. Square, with dear old Alzheimer 
Dad, amid them. We were gonna die.

“Hello,” one trucker said cheerily. “Uh, hello,” I responded. Meantime, 
there was no tinkly noise coming from the urinal to my right. C’mon, Dad, 
what is the holdup? GO ALREADY, so we can get out of here! Dad continued 
to stand and do nothing, unbothered and unafraid. My guts were about 
to burst, but nothing was happening. Sheer terror had shut down my 
evacuation system, and I was helpless to do anything about it.

The truckers, for their part, were perfectly friendly and professional. If 
anything, they grinned in amusement now and then, but nobody made the 
slightest comment or movement. Only my skin crawled with fear. At last I 
heard tinkling from my father-in-law’s urinal. I zipped up and shoved him 

You Can’t Go Home Again . . .  
But Perhaps You Can Visit
By Ken Bailey
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out the door like a sack of wheat. I had not peed a drop myself, but enough 
was enough—we were moving on toward Rangely!

***

“You can’t go home again.” So said novelist Thomas Wolfe. I was 
pondering the wisdom of his statement two hours after leaving the truck 
stop when my urge and ability to pee had returned with a vengeance. My 
first trip back to Rangely several years previous had met with blockage 
of an entirely different sort. I’d flown into the Old Stapleton Airport in 
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Denver, picked up my under-powered rental car, and then attempted to 
merge onto I-70 during rush hour. No dice. The highway traffic ahead 
roared by, bumper-to-bumper, in a solid wall. I came to a complete stop at 
the bottom of the ramp. The torrent in front of me continued unabated. 
In my rearview mirror, a line of angry drivers piled up behind me until the 
entire ramp was full. Finally, I started forward, beeped the horn, closed my 
eyes, and gunned it. When I opened my eyes again, I was at-one with the 
eighty-mile-per-hour continuum heading west, toward Rangely.

Ramped-out in Denver
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This is a story about my journey.

I was born in Cleveland, Ohio, in the mid-fifties, and spent my 
early years living in a suburb of Philadelphia on the east coast. All that 
was changed in the summer of 1966 when my family and I relocated to 
Rangely, Colorado, a small and isolated oil field community in the far 
northwestern corner of the state, astride the High Uintah Desert and 
within sight of the Utah border.

It was like moving to the moon. There was little green: plants were 
scrub and Juniper trees. Temperatures were extreme: winter could reach 
30 degrees below 0 Fahrenheit, and summer 110 above. The isolation was 
extreme: Rangely wasn’t near ANY-THING. The nearest town, Dinosaur, 
was twenty miles away and didn’t even have a high school; the nearest city, 
Grand Junction, was three hours away via the “safe” highways, or two if 
you preferred the more direct route over a rather terrifying mountain pass.

Yet, Rangely and I bonded almost immediately. Little more than 
a country store and trading post up through the 1930s, Rangely had 
exploded onto the world stage during WWII when shallow oil well drilling 
was expanded to exploit far deeper Weber sands to meet wartime oil needs. 
This triggered a massive oil boom for a decade, and Rangely became a wild 
and wooly boomtown.

By the time my family arrived in the mid-60s, the rough-and-tumble 
boomers, roughnecks, and hangers-on had, for the most part, moved 
on. Hasty tumbledown buildings had given way to more permanent 
structures; the downtown sported paved streets and a respectable number 
of restaurants and businesses; and the townsfolks (including the oil people) 
had become a more “civilized” and “normal” crowd. Rangely had taken 
root. 

The people were friendly, and yet still very much shaped by living in 
the rugged environment of the Wild West. My brother, the scrappy sibling, 
adapted quickly to the school-age Rangely population. I was more the 
loner, but what I lacked in social contacts was more than made up for by 
my fascination with the oil industry that was the town’s main employer. 
I was especially enthralled with the huge, lumbering pumping machines 
that were scattered in neat “forty-acre-spacing” rows around the ten-
mile countryside that made up the sprawling Rangely Weber Sand field. 
And—when a pair of teachers in the local school system got me interested 
in photography—documenting the field and the changes advancing 
technology were bringing upon it became my passion. Rangely became my 
whole world.
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LUFKIN. BETHLEHEM. NATIONAL. EMSCO. OILWELL. 
AMERICAN. JENSEN. CABOT. Nameplates featuring these strange 
new monikers were bolted to the chugging oil pumpers, a few still sitting 
under tall silver derrick-towers, even within the town itself. Almost 500 
producing deep wells were in place by 1957, and another 100 tapped 
shallow “Mancos Shale” oil to the town’s south and west. The bird-like 
pumps moved up and down like seesaws, their walking beams black or 
painted in a variety of colors. Older, abandoned well pads still had the 
remains of cement bases from years earlier. My passion for the pumping 
equipment was such that I could tell what sort of pumper had once graced 
that spot, and whether it had also had a derrick.

New underground electric pumps were replacing these beloved surface 
bobbers, and each week throughout the field, “what had been” was being 
replaced with “what was to come.” With a three-speed bike and a primitive 
camera, I attempted to keep track of it all and to document what I could.

For the rest of my growing-up years, Rangely was my life. I went to 
junior high and high school there. I had crushes on girls, went to movies 
and field trips, went out for basketball and “Foto Klub,” worked on 
the school newspapers, and acted in the school plays. Today, it is hard 

1950s oil derricks on Mellen Hill
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to communicate just how much of a closed-loop system growing up in 
Rangely was in those pre-Internet and pre-cable TV days. The isolation 
was palpable, but it didn’t seem oppressive. We accepted the environment 
in which we lived and recognized our parameters within it: oil kids, ranch 
kids, merchant kids, and college kids, all living in a 2,000-person petri-
dish community on a vast lab table of desert. It was enough, and it was 
satisfying.

And then, on a day in August 1972, it all came to an abrupt and 
crashing end. My dad’s job was over, and we would be relocating to a 
distant state.

***

Twenty years passed for me with almost no contact with Rangely. The 
new homestead in Sheboygan, Wisconsin, was not a bad place to live, but 
my Rangely classmates graduated without me and went on with their lives. 
The oilfield continued to transition, and most of the remaining pumpers 
I had loved wore out, were replaced, and hauled off to other oilfields, or 
to the scrapper. The remaining derricks also came down a few years after 
we left; much of the remaining identity of the original oilfield passed into 
history.

Why it took so long for me to return to Rangely is a long story. Often 
I would daydream of leaving my job and just heading out West, but my 
employment and other factors prevented that. It was 1992 when I finally 
found myself on a jet plane descending into Denver’s Stapleton field, and 
then in my anemic rental car attempting to muscle onto I-70. After 20 
years, Rangely was a mere 6 hours and a Continental Divide away. . . . 

***

Four hours later, I was off the Interstate and shooting northward. 
Nearing Meeker, I was looking for an old landmark. The road did not pass 
through the town itself but forked toward Rangely before entering Meeker. 
I remembered a little country bridge just before the fork. And there it was! 
It looked exactly as I remembered it, a sweet memory in spite of the fact 
that, as school kids, many of us would be hanging out of the bus windows 
to breathe the fresh air thereabouts, miserable with carsickness after riding 
the big vehicle on the curvy-twisty-hilly road. 

Another hour passed, and the scenery began to look even more 
familiar. I failed to spot the “half-way” house—a large, three-story square 
structure sitting on a curve that at one time sat halfway between Meeker 
and Rangely—but was consoled to see a familiar announcement painted on 
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a rock wall back in the 1940s: “JESUS IS COMMING,” warning the lost 
not only of their potential destiny but also of the dangers of bad spelling. 
Just past “The Jesus Rock” was Kenney Reservoir and Dam—a huge lake 
that had not existed when I last drove through this valley. Then came the 
bald tops of the large mesas that surrounded the Rangely Airport. Lastly, 
bobbing on the right side of the road up ahead, there was the first deep oil 
pumper. I was, at last, home.

Rangely-bound on Highway 64 west of  Meeker
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DISAPPOINTMENT AT THE O.K. CORRAL

My elation at seeing—and, yes, stopping to photograph—that first 
oil pumper in Rangely quickly evaporated as I drove down the one-mile 
stretch of Highway 64 that made up the town’s Main Street. The economic 
realities of oil boom-and-bust had not been kind to Rangely, and it looked 
a bit different than the shining version of my memories. Many of the 
buildings I remembered were still there, but a number were now vacant 
storefronts. They stared back at me with all the warmth of a hockey goalie’s 
smile. Others were gone without a trace. A convenience store and a small 
strip-mall filled half a city block where who-knows-what used to be. The 
supermarket Bestway, where I had in 1969 purchased my favorite album, 
Snoopy and His Friends the Royal Guardsmen, was now an auto parts store. The 
old Campus Theater was a vacant lot.

The last of the oil derricks had been removed. A few new-model 
oil pumps still toiled nearby, but these looked quite different from the 
standard models of old. Overgrown weedy oil-pads were all that remained 
of many of the well sites from the old days; a number had been “P&A” 
(plugged and abandoned) and their locations returned to nature.

By the time I reached the far end of Main Street, I was about ready 
to cry. The Catholic Church sat there, the building the same, but what in 
my mind was a clean and pristine little white building was smaller, dirtier, 
and almost lost in the undergrowth of the cottonwood trees that seemed 
to have taken over, everywhere. It was a snapshot of Rangely as a whole. 
What had happened to my town?!?

GRIEF MAY BE GRIEF, BUT A MAN’S GOTTA EAT.

It was time for an overdue supper. Where to catch a quick meal before 
seeking lodging? Ah, the DAIRY KING!

The Dairy King had been the local drive-in, the nearest eatery that 
Rangely had to a franchise such as MacDonald’s or Burger King in the old 
days. Fifteen-cent ice cream cones, soda-fountain-style soft drinks, burgers 
and other delights had been our frequent treats. But as I pulled into the 
parking lot, a larger building confronted me. The Dairy King had morphed 
and grown into a sit-down fast-food restaurant!

The front door may have squeaked a little as the City Slicker from 
the East entered the establishment for the first time. Across the room, a 
jukebox thumped out Billy Ray Cyrus’ country hit “Achy Breaky Heart.” 
At booths around the room, cowboys and cowgirls sat, in jeans and denim 
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and cowboy hats, consuming their fare and gazing into each other’s 
eyes, until—(I could almost imagine a hush falling across the room with 
the opening of the door, and all eyes turning to face the timid Eastern 
stranger, as in the old movies)—

“What’ll it be?” asked the lady behind the counter. I held back the 
temptation to say, “Milk.”

At the Dairy King, Rangely, CO, 1992
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Minutes later, I was chomping down a burger and fries to 
the accompaniment of the pounding country music. Elation and 
disappointment had now wrapped into both a sense of “otherness” and yet 
a welcoming feeling once again. Rangely was still Rangely, and—flatland 
dude though I now was—I was indeed back home.

MISSION UNACCOMPLISHED

I was only in Rangely a few days, and then I had to return to my life 
and job back in Wisconsin. It was a whirlwind flurry of a visit, visiting old 
haunts, taking photographs in former locations, checking out the local 
library and museum (the latter first opened around the time that I had left 
town in 1972). A high point was checking out the 1973 Panther high school 
yearbook and, at long last, seeing what all my old classmates had looked 
like when they graduated. I did not run into any classmates on this first 
visit, though I was informed at the library that one of the girls from my 
class had been there earlier in the day and departed.

Describing how it feels to move across country toward the end of one’s 
school years is difficult: especially if one was not expecting it, especially 
if such an event had only happened once before in one’s memory, and 
especially when one was leaving such a close-knit and self-contained 
community as Rangely had been. Any sense of “filling in the hole” was far 
from complete for me after my first return visit. Experiencing a taste of 
reconnecting served only to heighten my appetite. 

RANGELY REVISITINGS REDUX

There would be five more Rangely visits for me after that 1992 
encounter. Once, I came with some fellow ex-Rangelyites I met via the 
Internet; twice, I came out with my brother. Then, I came again with my 
wife Eileen and Dad. Each trip added to filling in the puzzle between 1972 
and the present, and each added some new and unexpected activities and 
insights to give both me and the hometown in my imagination a footing in 
reality.

I did “walkabouts”; I don’t sleep well, and I would wake up at dawn 
and slip away to walk the main streets of the town, taking pictures of 
historic and familiar buildings. There were forays into the oilfield; I took 
my wife to visit “Well 12,” the infamous hangout place for “parking” 
at night in the old days. I also photographed one of the last huge “air 
balance” pumps as it animated a familiar oil well, FV Larson B-23X, 
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which I had first photographed in 1969 not long after it was drilled. I had 
the chance at a Fireman’s Breakfast to meet and talk with the current 
Production Head of the oilfield, a fulfilling cap to a lifetime of watching 
the field from a distance with few official people or employees with whom 
I could talk or ask questions.

We attended Septemberfest, one of the new social activities that 
Rangely holds in Elks Park every year. There were booths, vendors, a 
huge barbecue dinner, an outdoor movie, and a large classic car show. I 
also re-connected with the Rangely Museum, now the Rangely Outdoor 
Museum, where the 1913 schoolhouse that constituted the former museum 
is surrounded by other historic buildings and exhibits. One of these is 
an antique “Bethlehem” oil pump commemorating Raven A-1, the first 
successful deep Weber well of the Rangely field.

The many photographs I took so long ago as a “Foto-Klub” kid are 
now the property of the Museum, and the staff has made me something of 
a minor celebrity at times. I also started “This Was Rangely,” a Facebook 
group to share some of my old Rangely memories and to see who all else 
was scattered about; currently, there are 1200 members sharing their 

Hagood Unit #1 oil well and Rangely Elementary School, 1957
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photos and memories.

My brother and I have been guests at the recently-inaugurated Old 
Timers’ annual gathering in connection with the Museum, and twice I 
have been asked to speak about growing up in old-time Rangely and on 
its history. We met a fellow Rangely alum who has written and recorded 
a song and CD about the town in his golden years. We also visited “The 
TANK Center for Sonic Arts,” an abandoned railroad water tank that 
sat empty and ignored in my day but was “discovered” years later by a 
traveling musician looking for a new sound. It has grown into a nationwide 
phenomenon as a recording and performing music studio due to its unique 
location and acoustics. (I asked to sing the old “Panther Fight Song” in the 
Tank. After it was over, I asked my brother how my great oratorical Tank 
debut had sounded. “Like some old guy trying to sing his old high school 
fight song in a tank,” he said with a grin.)

IN RETROSPECT

At last I have made peace with present-day Rangely to the point where 
I can close the door on the gleaming Disneyland version of the town that 
had flourished in my memories over the decades when there was no way to 
keep in contact with the real thing.

Present-day Rangely is a town in transition. The classic oilfield I knew 
has evolved beyond recognition. While there is still abundant oil in “the 
patch,” the day of its dwindling is just over the horizon and (as has been 
written of before), Rangely is trying to reinvent itself as a Western tourist 
town that people will want to come visit—and to live—in a modern and, 
potentially, post-energy-development era.

The town offers new things to see and do: a modern Rec Center 
instead of the old Municipal Swimming Pool, a modern golf course instead 
of the in-field “Nine Holes of Hell,” and a modern rodeo grounds instead 
of the now-absent derelict structure down by the river. But Rangely has yet 
to free itself from the boom-and-bust nature of the energy business. The 
economy has been suppressed for years. Those buildings remain empty 
on Main Street, and the population must deal with the social problems 
inherent with periods of limited economic hope.

No town is perfect. The Rangely of today wears a broad smile on its 
good side—an optimism that the “can-do” attitude that has brought it 
through countless challenges since it was a one-horse trading stop will 
come through yet again in the future. I stand with those people. But the 
challenges present beneath this sunny exterior are also real, and it will take 
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“Fantasy” model railroad skirting the Rangely Museum. (photograph by Ken Bailey.)  

determination, fortitude, and time to determine to what degree they can be 
faced and overcome.

I have a model railroad in my basement in Sheboygan. Yes, there is a 
little Rangely portrayed on that train layout. But the train set is not like a 
real railroad. It has no crime, no graffiti, no slums, no pollution. All the 
railroad cars look like they just came out of the factory, brand new. It is 
everything I like about railroads, with none of the “reality” that I may not 
like.

The Rangely in my mind is like that. It is the Rangely of my youth, 
scrubbed and cleaned up a bit by nostalgia and the passage of time. But 
I have now made my peace with the Rangely of “real life” as well—the 
Rangely of the present, a real place with real people and a real past, present, 
and future.

It was worth the trip.



17

Eagle Eye | Ariane Caldwell
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We were way west of  Baggs
just south of  the Wyoming border

on a narrow strip
of  sandy 
Juniper-crowded uplift
high above an expanse 
of  low and rolling hills 

when a young cowboy noticed us 
and four-wheeled over our way.
Once he settled in
I could see he was reluctant to leave
starved as I guessed he was

for human contact
for conversation.

He accepted the couple of  beers
I tossed him
and eagerly answered questions
about horses and cattle and life on a ranch
far out on civilization’s rim.

He was a good kid
a bashful stoic young man

who had found his raison d’etre
In a quietly desperate
lonely life.

A Twenty-Something Rancher  
Out Chasing Cows Visits Our Campsite
By DaviD Morris
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Out there the darkness drove down
harder than the frantic snow;
inside was nothing but a black emptiness
like an extreme sorrow.
Cold crept up, relentless, devouring 
the last heat of  the day.
Prisoners in this icy womb
we peered out plastic-covered windows
at the gusts of  the storm
that echoed our unvoiced fears.
We might freeze, we both knew
uncertain whether this old fort
could withstand the swarms
of  crystal troops
the winds summoned to hurl at us.
Lying on the wooden floor
like halves of  an hourglass, we switched positions
heat flowing from the one on top
to the cold one on the bottom.
We measured the night
in terms of  shifting heat.
The day we looked for was back of  that dark
bullied, delayed, but it would come
dim and then bright like an ivory die.

Two Cross Country Skiers Stranded by a 
Storm in an Abandoned Cabin 
By DaviD Morris
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Word is
this is a snaky place
so I’ve girdled my legs in canvas gaiters. 

I don’t expect a confrontation –
a rattler with any sense at all
would be holed up somewhere and away
from such a hot and angry summer sun

but I do surprise 
two large and skittish badgers –

they move away frantic fast
and disappear into heavy sage.

I walk in the shade
of  a massive ancient red wall.
Tall, eroded 
and stained in swatches of  orange and yellow lichen,
it juts from this ridge top
like the volcanic fins
of  a giant, prehistoric eel.

Massive scoops of  tan sandstone 
edge the deep ravines below me 
off  to the distant east
light blue mountain peaks
still hold snow.

I can’t thank my wife enough for my being here

I didn’t even have to ask
she told me to go.

Fortification Rocks 
By DaviD Morris
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A large mare
brown and white spotted 
on a stroll across a nearby field
suddenly slips on a huge patch of  mainly ice.

Legs flailing
she crashes into a green metal gate
and sprawls on the hard and frozen ground.

She struggles 
painfully 
to regain her footing 
then gingerly continues.

Three of  her companions 
move her way 
and each in turn
touches a nose to her nose
as if  to silently assure her  
she is okay 
and all is well.

Those three at least 
are interested in her welfare
I
make a fourth.

Prat Fall
By DaviD Morris
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Do you think you can outrun loneliness?  
No.
It hunts you like the mountain lion stalks the weaker deer. 
For a while, safe by your mother’s side,
Tasting the sweetness of  spring grass and newly budded leaves. 
For a time, you and your brother travel together.
Four ears, six, vibrating alert to danger. 
You are wild;
and believe you are free.
But time has a message for you, the one who cannot keep up with the herd.
They are stronger.
They are faster.
Their pumping legs stride alongside the next one fleeing danger; 
Only the purpose of  escape before them.
Something about you is not made for survival
As the she-bear picks off  the weakest, one by one, to feed her own young.
You exist only while stronger than the weaker.
You survive for the sake of  feeding the other. 
Until,
Bye and bye,
You run your last race. You taste the sweet breath of  freedom
One
Last 
Time.

Nature
By anita Withey
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It’s been ten years since my hunting buddy killed himself  with a 
shotgun blast to the heart. First, he’d tried to asphyxiate himself. The cops 
found him near his truck with the key on, the gas gauge empty, the garage 
door closed, but I didn’t learn that immediately. All I knew was that my 
friend had died, committed suicide. He was found in his garage four days 
later in the heat of  August. In March I’d returned Jim’s guns because he’d 
seemed so much better.

Now he’d finally done it. A permanent solution to a temporary 
problem—depression and obsessive-compulsive disorder. I lay awake on 
top of  the houseboat blessed with coolness and vivid night stars, the Milky 
Way a white band bright against the dark sky. I’d gotten the call the day 
before and I’d fled because I needed a road trip, an escape, a time out.

In that summer silence, small waves lapped the houseboat’s hull. I heard 
again that shotgun blast. That single explosive roar, then the body crumples 
down, the gun falls away, the blood and bits of  bone scatter across the 
concrete floor, and then the lasting silence. The uninterrupted silence. On 
top of  the houseboat, lying on cushions with just a sheet and light blanket, 
I couldn’t sleep and I heard the shot. I hear it still. The blood has turned 
black now. I don’t want to see the flies.

Jim was only 49 years old with a large house in the country almost 
paid off. His business was in debt but supporting him and his brother with 
a solid cash flow and the need to work only two weeks a month and not 
much in winter. We hunted together, fished and skied together, ran rivers, 
talked politics, watched campfire flames flicker in October after a long day 
looking for bucks.

Why did he do it? He could have called. Lord knows I called him. 
For some people in the West, I guess the spaces are too big. Suicide—it’s 
the outdoorsman’s dirty secret that they don’t write about in the glossy 
magazines with the ads for rifles and adventure.

***

The last day together was a good one with a hike to an 11,000 ft. pass, 
dinner in a brewpub, two hours soaking in a hot springs. “Goodnight,” 
Jim said, “Can’t stay over. Got to drive my route on Monday.” And he was 

The Wilderness Within:  
Suicide and the Outdoors
By anDreW GulliforD
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gone. I’ll never see him again, his ashes now in a cardboard box sent to his 
parents.

I called the family on a Saturday; by Wednesday they’d taken what 
they wanted from the house, not understanding the web of  Jim’s life. 
Not knowing the lives he’d touched or appreciating the intensity of  his 
landscape art.

. . . Just like Vincent Van Gogh, you painted what you saw, Jim. You 
made the rocks red and the deserts real and juniper trees, I swear, I can 
count the needles on the branches in your paintings. 

Hell, Jim, you could’ve come back here. Do you remember the first 
time we stopped you? It was Christmas, and my wife and I were driving 
towards the mountains to see my brother. We got to your house in the 
falling snow and no one was there. We were worried, and then you showed 
up anxious, breathing hard, sobbing, “I was going to do it. I was going to 
do it. Why are you here?”

That’s when I collected your guns. All of  them. It took a while. Then 
I drove on and Steph stayed with you, drove you to our house in the blue 
pickup and took the keys. But you had an extra set hidden and you left 
at dawn. She called the sheriffs in two counties, but you slipped past the 
deputies and came back to our house with your right wrist slit and stories 
of  ravens and coyotes, vivid images of  black wings and large birds spiraling 
closer as you hid in a farmer’s haystack. Images born of  hunger, exhaustion, 
fear. Earlier in the week you’d tried freezing to death in the woods, but 
death wouldn’t come.

Now you’ve done it, though. A shotgun. Just like Hemingway, but Jim 
you had so many more years to live. And now you are gone. But I need you 
to hunt turkeys with, to teach me more about tracks, scratches in the dust, 
roosts on ridges, and where to be at sunrise.

I hear it again. Your crying, sobbing. The police found three guns in 
the garage. I guess you hadn’t made up your mind—the deer rifle, the .22 
magnum pistol, or the shotgun. Finally, you chose and put a finger to the 
trigger. Ten in 10,000 people try suicide, but in the American West the rates 
are higher. 

In Aspen, center of  Pitkin County, the suicide rate is three times 
the national average and twice the rate for Colorado, which is ninth in 
the nation for suicide. Add up motor vehicle accidents, breast cancer, 
pneumonia, and still more Coloradoans die annually from suicide than from 
other factors combined. What is it about outdoor people, risk takers, and 
inner pain?

***
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The call of  the wild can be compelling, even overwhelming. Consider 
Everett Ruess who hiked into Davis Gulch in Glen Canyon in the 1930s 
and was never seen again.i Or think of  Alexander McCandless who took 
off  on the Stampede Highway in Alaska for a solo jaunt that cost his life.ii 
There is a wilderness within. Sometimes outdoorsmen and women go too 
far and can’t come back. Something happens, and it’s just too hard to face 
society and so-called civilization again.

Astronauts circling the earth, marveling at the fragile blue/green planet 
that we live on, call it “re-entry.” And as re-entry from the quiet solitude 
of  space is difficult and dangerous, so it can be for an extreme skier who 
loves to bask in deep powder, or a river guide with weeks spent being sung 
to sleep by Class III rapids. For Katie Lee, river runner, naked canyon hiker, 
and folksinger, re-entry was a constant problem. She wrote in Sandstone 
Seduction, “We riverphiles are plagued as soon as we leave the sounds of  a 
living river behind. Since I can’t heed the call but two, maybe three, times a 
year, the stimulus will begin a few days before takeout, along with a nagging 
apprehension: How long before I’ll be here again? Soon? Next year? 
Never?”iii 

Just as mountain climbers ache for first ascents and canyoneers long for 
first descents, river runners dream of  being first down wilderness rivers. 

In the 1930s Buzz Holmstrom from Coquille, Oregon, built his own 
wooden boat. When a friend begged off  on a long trip down the Green to 
the Colorado and on through the Grand Canyon, Buzz shoved off  alone to 
become the first solo boatman to float the entire river system—impossible 
now because of  dams. He accomplished an enormous feat of  endurance, 
and yet his journal entry is conflicted: “the bad rapid—Lava Cliff—that I 
had been looking for, nearly a thousand miles, with dread—I thought: once 
past there my reward will begin, but now everything ahead seems kind of  
empty and I find I have already had my reward, in the doing of  the thing. 
The stars, the cliffs and canyons, the roar of  the rapids, the moon, the 
uncertainty and worry, the relief  when through each one.…” And yet the 
relief  did not remain. Nine years after his epic quest, on the Grande Ronde 
River, Buzz took his own life at 37.iv

River guides feel it, too. After months of  being kings and queens on 
the Colorado through the Grand Canyon, with passengers depending upon 
them for everything from food to personal safety, it’s hard to be out of  
work in winter, flipping burgers in Flagstaff, waiting for spring. Unneeded. 
Unwanted. Some guides can’t handle it. Author and guide Brad Dimock 
explains:
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For many of  us, reentry is the hardest and most disturbing part of  the river 
experience. Having just recently discovered (or rediscovered) an entirely different 
world, it is wrenchingly difficult to leave it, to return to the so-called real world. 
Which, one wonders, is the real world after all? The more one comes to know and 
love the River and the solace it brings to the soul, the more miserable reentry can be. 
Those of  us who spend our lives on the River experience the symptoms on an even 
greater scale. The end-of-the-season blues can be devastating, and worst of  all is 
the time when a boatman must leave the river entirely for family, health or fortune. 
Many of  us never fully reenter, but live out our lives trapped in some limbo, torn 
between the pain of  parting from the River, and the joy and vision it has given us to 
carry through life.v

Legendary Colorado River guide Steve Bledsoe, nicknamed “Whale,” 
killed himself  after countless river trips through the Canyon. In the 
anthology There’s This River, Rebecca Lawton writes, “Fall is when we’ve lost 
so many of  the boatmen who have taken their own lives. Our community 
mourns them still, daring men have met their end that way—enough so you 
could call it an occupational hazard.”vi 

In dangerous Crystal Rapid, Lawton had flipped her eighteen-foot raft 
in cold, high water. Bledsoe had been waiting below in an eddy, and he 
came to the rescue in his thirty-three foot pontoon rig “in full control of  
his boat and the situation—a supreme look of  concentration on his face, 
his blue eyes in a focused squint, his blond hair properly tousled and wild. 
He looked as brave as George Washington on the storm-whipped Delaware, 
as alert as a predator about to pounce, as unwavering as if  he were my best 
friend.”vii 

Yet if  Steve Bledsoe had the cool and calm to save others, he could not 
save himself. “One of  Whale’s greatest attributes was his love for his friends 
and his willingness to listen to others as they talked through their troubles. 
Unfortunately, he rarely asked for any help in return,” states a brochure 
for a non-profit organization, the Whale Foundation, which works to help 
Grand Canyon River guides with health and employment issues, as well as 
post-season depression.viii

Laurence Gonzales in Deep Survival writes, “To live life is to risk it,” and 
“so intense is it for some that it seals their fate; once they’ve tasted it, they 
just can’t stop. And in their cases, perhaps we have to accept that the light 
that burns brightest burns half  as long.”ix 

***
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What is it about being face-to-face with raw nature, doing difficult tasks 
involving split second decisions, timing, pacing, agility, utter focus through 
a rapids or on a cliff, and yet not having the ability to cope with day-to-day 
trials and tribulations?

In Telluride, a 43-year-old writer, skier, climber, mountaineering guide, 
and traveler died of  an apparent suicide. According to the Telluride Daily 
Planet, Andrew Sawyer “was part of  a new wave of  extreme skiers who’d 
decided to conquer the steep and avalanche-prone peaks of  the San Juans,” 
including “a first descent of  the ultra-steep Wire Couloir, among others.” 
He’d co-written a climbing guide, Telluride Rocks, and he wrote newspaper 
stories about skiing the San Juans. His brother Hugh Sawyer commented 
that Andrew had battled depression, “but his best medication was being 
outdoors, being active and skiing, climbing, biking, bagging peaks. Doing 
the things he loved.” 

In a final essay, an ode to Telluride’s extreme skiers, Andrew Sawyer 
wrote about others but could have been describing himself: “Despite the 
risks, there will always be an unquenchable pioneering spirit in someone, 
somewhere, that will lead us past new boundaries, and even those of  us 
who have faced death eye-to-eye are likely to be there, stepping out into the 
unknown.” 

SUICIDES IN NATIONAL PARKS

Many of  us are attracted to nature, expansive views, and wild settings. 
Millions of  Americans come west to visit our national parks, have a family 
vacation, and make personal memories. Almost all will return home to talk 
of  the wonders of  mountains, canyons, swift rivers and brilliant stars at 
night. But a few will not.

This is a unique issue on public lands in the West and the states that 
have high suicide rates. In national parks, suicide is the second leading cause 
of  deaths.

Rose Chilcoat was a park ranger at Mesa Verde National Park, and at 
the end of  her season a friend of  another ranger killed himself  in an NPS 
trailer. She explains, “Suicide, the voluntary taking of  one’s life, is an act 
so horrific it is beyond comprehension. Especially so when the one who 
chooses such a path is a young, intelligent, vibrant person with a lifetime 
ahead of  them.” Chilcoat continues, “The last thing I expected to be 
confronted with as a seasonal Park Ranger at Mesa Verde National Park was 
the suicide of  a fellow ranger’s best friend. It shook my world and changed 
my beliefs. It was a profoundly sad and difficult time for those of  us who 
were touched by it.”
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A startling statistic is that, of  suicides in national parks, 84% are 
males who take their own lives in dramatic settings. The Center for 
Disease Control (CDC) with the National Park Service (NPS) produced a 
comprehensive study on 84 national parks with 286 suicide events. Luckily, 
not all were fatalities. The most common methods distraught people use to 
try to take their own lives include firearms, falling, hanging, poisoning or 
drug overdoses, and vehicle-related crashes. More attempts are made in the 
warmer months—summer.

Units of  the NPS with the highest attempted suicide rates are the 
Blue Ridge Parkway, Grand Canyon National Park, New River Gorge, 
Golden Gate National Recreation Area, and Colorado National Monument. 
Why? Because of  the settings. Chilcoat explains, “The amazing natural 
and spiritual beauty of  a National Park could provide space, solitude, and 
comfort to a wounded soul. Instead, the draw of  a national park may be for 
one’s point of  exit much as a moth is drawn to a flame.”x 

Chief  of  Ranger Operations at Glacier National Park Patrick Suddah 
concurs. He believes, “Toward the end of  someone’s life, when they’re 
feeling a total sense of  despondency, they want to return to a place 
of  natural beauty . . . for their final moments.” These actions create 
an enormous psychological and financial burden on our NPS rangers, 
who are already looking out for us by trying to keep the bears away, the 
campgrounds clean, and the traffic under control.

Suicide events can cost up to $200,000 each and require as many as 
40 people for search and rescue operations, which sadly can become body 
retrieval. The Center for Disease Control states, “Each death in the national 
parks represents a preventable event in a public place.”

“Visitors come in and look despondent. They do not look healthy 
and they do not make eye contact,” says Mark Davison, Chief  Ranger at 
Colorado National Monument. He adds, “Rangers are taught to simply 
ask—are you here to hurt yourself ?” In one year, NPS rangers at Colorado 
National Monument found two potential suicide victims “on the other side 
of  the railing and talked them back.”

Black Canyon National Park Supervisory Ranger Paul Zaenger 
remembers, “My first suicide encounter was at the Bullfrog Marina at Lake 
Powell when a concession employee put a bullet through his head. He 
survived. There have been seven (confirmed or suspected suicides) at Black 
Canyon in the 20 years that I’ve been here. A couple of  them especially 
stand out.” Zaenger tells me:
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I think we rangers are impacted differently by various incidents depending on the 
personal level of  involvement, number of  rangers involved, time of  year and so on. 
In my experience, what makes these events especially difficult is when someone local 
has decided to end their life. Because we live in the local community, it’s easy to know 
at least somebody who knows the deceased or a relative of  the deceased. It’s possible 
to see how such events affect people in the local community, and how the disconnection 
from community can lead to suicide. This, in turn, extends the difficulties for rangers 
to deal with the mental side effects. 
Zaenger adds, “Working with the local mental health center, we at Black 

Canyon have tried to improve our awareness and ability to spot the signs of  
suicide.”

This is not an easy topic. How tragic that the magnificent landscapes in 
the West that draw millions of  tourists also lure saddened individuals ready 
to plan their last sunset. In camp, if  someone seems lost and lonely, I’ll 
share a cup of  tea or a beer with them and engage in quiet conversation. It’s 
the least I can do to help those hardworking rangers in the National Park 
Service.

COLORADO, GUNS, AND SUICIDE

Nationwide, 13.3 percent of  every 100,000 people will commit suicide, 
but that number is 19 percent per 100,000 in Colorado and even higher in 
mountain towns.xi There is one suicide death in America, often by firearm, 
every thirteen minutes. The most vulnerable group would appear to be the 
strongest—working age males 35-65. Suicide is also the leading cause of  
death for Americans age 15-29. We have a Colorado Crisis Services Hotline 
at 1-844-493-8255 and a new program conceptually akin to CPR, or cardio-
pulmonary resuscitation. If  CPR helps individuals with heart conditions, 
QPR—or Question, Persuade, Refer—is intended to assist those troubled 
individuals contemplating suicide. Who needs QPR? Often men do.

“The suicide rate is four times higher for men than for women—
partly because men think weakness and depression are unmanly and partly 
because they are more likely to own guns. Even among minors, more than 
80% of  gun deaths are of  boys,” states Liz Plank in The Washington Post.xii 
The Colorado Center for Health & Environmental Data confirms those 
details.

We have a “Colorado Violent Death Reporting System” that monitors 
suicide in Colorado by age, sex, ethnicity, race, veteran, and marital status. 
The facts are grim for Colorado’s Western Slope with 2014-2018 data 
showing 58 suicides in Rio Blanco County, 58 in Moffat, 161 in Garfield, 
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and 560 in Mesa County.xiii Clearly, we need to reach out. Employment 
statistics coupled with suicide data are stark with the highest percentage 
of  self-inflicted deaths by construction workers, then non-paid workers 
or non-workers, then retail trade employees. We need to watch out for our 
neighbors.

LOSING MY FRIEND

What is it about being outdoors for long periods of  time that makes it 
hard to return from the wilderness? 

. . . Who am I going to hunt with, Jim? We trusted each other and now . . . 
it’ll be a long fall. I’ll see the golden aspen leaves, smell the ponds at dusk, 
wait for deer to slip through the shadows, but alone. Who will I tell stories 
to at night around the fire? You didn’t have to do it, Jim. You really didn’t.

Okay. You were in between girlfriends and the IRS grabbed you the 
year before. So what? Life goes on. You had buddies.

Do you remember sitting in camp chairs on the ice, shaking canned 
corn down through the fishing holes, checking our lines, waiting for that tug 
from a trout but really just watching the alpenglow on the high peaks and 
feeling wind move through tall pines? “Time to go,” I said, and you replied, 
“No, wait just a few more minutes,” and orange light covered all the peaks 
and the setting sun cast deep shadows. On the way back to your truck we 
hit that slushy ice between the lake and the shore and completely soaked 
our boots, icy water spilling over the tops of  our Sorrels and no fish to 
show for a long, cold afternoon. Don’t you remember that, Jim?

It must have been the ravens, those black eternal shapes. They came for 
you again, Jim, circling in the twilight, waiting. Just like they did the winter 
afternoon you slit your wrist. You should have worked through that dream, 
Jim, that nightmare. You should have stayed on the pills, kept talking to a 
counselor, and for God’s sake gotten a dog. A puppy. A Lab. Anything to 
pull you out of  that dark pit.

It was the ravens, Jim. They came for you. Only this time it wasn’t a 
dream.

And so, I write these lines out of  loss, out of  sorrow. We all need to 
spend more time, to comfort a friend, to listen carefully, to feel personal 
pain hidden in the bravado of  exclaiming about a good hunt, a run 
through rapids, an epic descent in deep powder. A few of  us get lost in the 
wilderness within. It’s easy to go out, but we must learn to come back.
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Mesa Sunrise - January 2020 | James Caldwell

Rangely Mesa Morning - December 2019 | James Caldwell

Right: Rusted Chevy | Jeff  Stoddard
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1938 Minneapolis Moline | Jenny Meyer

Collision | Jenny Meyer

Left: Great Sand Dunes National Park | Steve Cochrane
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Autumn in Stagecoach | Suzy Pattillo

Sunrise with the Eagles | Kathy Simpson

Right: Western Bluebird at Sunset | Sue Samaniego
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It has always been something we’ve done together, a rite of  passage for 
a young boy. I could never think of  anything else, my mind always finding 
its way back to a singular thought: “When I turn twelve, I get to hunt elk 
with my dad.” I grew up believing that my father was invincible, like a real-
life superhero. Everything that he did and every step that he took, I wanted 
to be in his hip pocket to learn from a man that I believed knew everything 
there was to know in life. 

As I came of  age, I hunted Rocky Mountain elk with my father in some 
of  the most rugged and seemingly impassable terrain in the United States. 
I tagged along several times before reaching the minimum age to hunt in 
Colorado, and I had watched my father take down game on a few occasions. 
But when I turned twelve, it was different. This time I was to be the trigger 
man. This time wasn’t just about following along at the heels of  a grown 
man and quietly observing. This time we had come to the Weminuche 
Wilderness of  the San Juan National Forest for me. This was my hunt.

A fire had recently ripped through the area, leaving a blackened mass 
of  ash and half-burned trees. Some of  the majestically tall ponderosa pines 
still stood, clinging to life, but others lay docile on the forest floor, felled 
by the firestorm. My hands and pants were covered in ash, as was my 
saddle and most of  the provisions that we had packed in on Red, our old 
sorrel Quarter Horse. We made camp at the base of  the canyons splitting 
vertically west from Vallecito Creek, and the hunt was on. 

Miles of  hiking, filthy clothing, and sore muscles led to the final day of  
the hunt. Unfortunately, we returned home empty-handed. My first hunt 
was over, and I had failed, never having seen an elk, much less getting a 
shot at one. I was discouraged, to say the least, and my interest in hunting 
plummeted. All hunts that followed hardly piqued my attention, much to 
the irritation of  my dad. His hard work and preparation were often met by 
half-hearted shrugs and even dread from his increasingly disinterested and 
impatient son. 

The season after my first failed hunt, my father maintained his resolve 
to get me my first elk. The time came for leftover licenses to be sold, and 
we had our eyes on one game management unit in particular. Unit 10, in 
the Northwest part of  Colorado just along Dinosaur National Monument’s 
canyon section, was where nearly my entire family had lived at one time or 
another, so we were intimately familiar with the area. 

High Desert Hero 
By Kyle BaKer
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There was only one problem: we lived six hours away by car, and only 
one store in our town sold over-the-counter hunting licenses. So, on the 
orders of  my father, I hitched a ride into town, along with my bicycle, to 
take my place in the long line at a local hardware store with just enough 
cash in my pocket to cover the licensing fee. I waited in line for maybe an 
hour before my boredom got the best of  me. I began wandering the store 
but, by the time I returned to see if  the line had moved, a man had taken 
my place, and the line was even longer!

I had learned my lesson. I did not move from that spot unless I was 
moving forward toward the cashier, period. A few of  my friends from 
school filtered in and out of  the store, begging me to come away with them, 
but I refused every request. I was the very picture of  resolve. Until...

The little machine behind the counter lost its connection to the main 
server, and no licenses were coming through. A collective groan rose from 
the line as the store manager came out of  his hiding place to break the bad 
news, and the young woman behind the counter looked embarrassed, as if  
she were the reason that the signal had been lost. 

I called Dad to tell him the bad news and was instructed to hold my 
spot because there was no way of  knowing when the system would be 
working again, and there were only a handful of  leftover licenses every year 
for Unit 10. I held out for about another hour—until a close friend of  mine 
came by to invite me to his house for a video game session. This, of  course, 
sounded like a great time compared to standing in a line all day just to make 
my dad happy, so I left with my friend, and we rode our bicycles to his 
nearby home. 

Fewer than fifteen minutes had passed before I received another phone 
call from Dad, who asked if  there had been any developments. I lied and 
said that my friend and I were still at the store, riding our bikes in the 
parking lot to pass the time and checking back periodically. He relayed that 
an Internet search showed that the system had taken a major hit statewide 
and would be down for at least two more hours. This news was music to 
my ears. I could now safely spend the next couple of  hours gaming with my 
friend without the worry and hassle of  standing in line or fielding frequent 
phone calls from my anxious father. 

The inevitable backfire of  a child’s plan came swiftly, and tight-chested 
panic along with it. My phone rang, and I knew without looking at the name 
on the screen that it was my dad. He said that a friend of  his just bought a 
license in a neighboring town, so the system must be working again. I had 
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to think of  something quick. I told him that the clerk was rebooting the 
system, and we should know in a few minutes. 

I raced my bike back to the store to get back in that line. When I 
arrived, I was happy to find an empty store; word of  the working system 
had apparently not circulated yet. I purchased my license and left the store 
with the feeling that if  I had not bought the very last Unit 10 cow elk 
license in the state, I had come dangerously close to it.

The chill of  a fall morning in Northwest Colorado is a feeling that will 
linger the rest of  my life. The smell of  cedar and sage floating to my nose 
through the crisp clean air will forever trigger the memory of  harvesting my 
first Rocky Mountain elk. Dad and I had left early that morning and walked 
a couple of  miles south of  Victory Stock Highway, bypassing the remnants 
of  abandoned homesteads. 

Spotting what we had come for didn’t take long; before us spread a 
massive herd of  elk. We maneuvered quickly to get within range for a shot. 
During our approach, we were met by a deep gully, and while making our 
way down the steep sides, I fell backwards and landed on my riflescope. 
That the impact on my Leupold scope would throw off  its accuracy never 
crossed my mind, and when I got in position to take the shot…. I forgot 
to take the rifle off  “safe.” I was incredibly nervous. Finally, I squeezed the 
trigger slowly, just as dad had taught me, and missed. I missed three more 
times!—or thought that I had. As the herd ran off, we saw one elk lagging. 
One of  my shots had wounded the animal. Another shot put it down, and 
we called some family members in to help with the lengthy chore of  getting 
the meat home.

I had finally taken my first elk in a fair chase on public land. But I 
found myself  underwhelmed by the experience. I had become lazy, and 
though the hike that we had just completed had only been a couple of  
miles over reasonably easy terrain, I found myself  thinking that it hadn’t 
been worth it. All of  that work for this? I couldn’t understand why I was 
expected to devote my time to this kind of  undertaking. Field dressing that 
animal and transporting it back home was dirty, smelly, and backbreaking 
work. I felt like complaining, but Dad seemed overjoyed, so I kept my 
mouth shut.

For me, the years slowly ticked by in this same half-hearted, 
disinterested fashion, and eventually I left home. I spent my time traveling 
the world, embraced by conflict and an unrelentingly rigid schedule. My 
interest in elk hunting faded even further, and so did the relationship with 
my father. We spoke less and less, and I found myself  seeking his council 
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infrequently, and then not at all. The transformation of  my personality into 
a disinterested and detached son had become complete.

In 2013 I learned that my marriage was ending—with or without my 
consent—and the entire empire that I had built for myself  came crashing 
down around me. Depression and anger replaced the happiness I had once 
felt, my dreams and ambitions shattered and forgotten. I did not know what 
to do. I was two thousand miles from home, and I had no one to talk to. I 
called my dad, and as he always did without fail, he answered the phone.

Dad offered to fly out at his own expense, meet me, and drive with 
me all the way back home in my little car, crammed to the gills with my 
belongings. We still talk about that trip. The stories and memories that came 
from it will last a lifetime. After making banjo-music jokes through West 
Virginia, nearly running out of  gas in Kentucky, and groaning at the vast 
nothingness of  Kansas, we eventually made it home. Dad offered me his 
spare bedroom, which I gladly took.

There have been many events that have adversely affected my life. Dad 
always gave me whatever advice he could—mainly that I needed to seek 
help. I never agreed with getting help and generally resented the idea. I 
thought that I was being mistreated, mismanaged, underpaid, overworked, 
and any other grievance a man might make. I complained about it all. But 
the real issue, other than being an insufferable jerk to those around me, 
was that I did not see reality in the same way that most others do. I was 
unhealthy. Several more years passed before I finally sought help for my 
conditions, after being strongly nudged in the right direction by my fiancé 
and, again, by my dad, after we had several arguments that had me believing 
that our relationship would never recover. Eventually I got help, and I 
slowly began to feel better. I was seeing things in a way that I had never 
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experienced before. The world and the people in it were breathtakingly 
beautiful, and I could not wait to experience all the things that I had missed 
out on during the lost years of  young adulthood.

Dad had consistently invited me on hunting trips over those many 
years—most of  which I turned down. I don’t know if  I was feeling lazy 
or just plain sorry for myself, but I never wanted to go. After I received 
help, however, it was a different story. And one memory will stick with me 
always. During the years that I had been away, Dad had become an avid 
archery hunter. To this day, he rarely hunts with a rifle. He had plans to 
hunt Rocky Mountain elk with his bow in Game Management Unit 21, and 
he invited me along.

I knew immediately that things were different. I was older, wiser, and 
mentally and emotionally equipped to venture outside of  my comfort zone. 
I had prepared all year for this hunt, shooting arrows every chance I got, 
researching the area, and studying the behavior of  elk in order to gain every 
advantage. Moreover—perhaps primarily—I did not want to look like a 
fool in front of  my dad. Our relationship was improving almost daily, and I 
knew that this hunt was going to be something special.

We hiked around our chosen area, starting off  slow but, by the third 
day, we saw plenty of  elk to harvest. I felt good about my ability to keep 
up with dad. I was nervous about my personal endurance because he had 
always been able to leave me in the dust in the mountains, so I wanted to 
prove to him, and myself, that I could hang with him. It took the first two 
days to knock the rust off  my legs but, by the third day, I was having no 
trouble keeping pace, finding animals, and devising stalking strategies. 

We had plenty of  good encounters, which is really the most fun part 
of  the hunt for me, but we were never quite able to close the deal. In their 



46

rugged environment, elk are smarter than people. They know where to be 
in order to stay undetected, or at least to make themselves a difficult target, 
especially for bow hunters. We set up an ambush at one point. I sat about 
30 yards in front of  Dad, and he used his calls to try to entice a small band 
of  bull elk we had spotted. But the skittish animals stayed just out of  range 
in the relative safety of  a timber-filled draw. 

Throughout the week-long hunt, Dad and I talked about everything 
under the sun. We spent our downtime in his camp trailer, sharing a bottle 
of  Canadian whiskey and watching whatever television shows that his 
antenna could pick up from the Grand Junction stations to the south. We 
were finally bonding again, and I could feel a new connection forming from 
the ashes of  our ragged relationship. Towards the end of  the week, we 
spotted a decent-sized bull. We planned and executed a stalk. We got within 
forty yards; I took the shot and… missed. 

My arrow made a loud CRACK! as it struck a tree only inches from 
the bull elk’s head which, of  course, was about two feet from where I had 
been aiming. The bull ran off, and I was left empty-handed, wondering 
where I had gone wrong in my execution. Dad just laughed, asked what 
had happened, and joked about the failure as we spent the next half-hour 
digging my broadhead point out of  an aspen tree, more as a trophy than 
anything else, as it was clearly mangled beyond any hope of  further use. 

After putting in so much effort to get one shot at an elk, and after 
watching my father contribute so much of  his own money and personal 
resources toward my success, I felt a bit ashamed by my performance. But 
for first time in my twenty-nine years I realized that it had never mattered 
what outcome we achieved, what the cost was, or how much work was 
involved; the reason we hunted was to spend time together. Hunting has 
been, and will always be, our common ground. My dad had proved to me 
over the years what I only just recently figured out: it doesn’t matter what 
happens between a parent and child. Age, distance, arguments, or even 
fisticuffs can never destroy the bonds that are forged.

My dad was never one to put up with my often-volatile attitude, but no 
matter how many times I disappointed him, wronged him, ignored him, or 
got angry with him, he was always there for me, no matter the circumstance. 
For that I am eternally grateful, and I can think of  no better way to thank 
him than to tell this story as a tribute to his actions and character. When I 
was a kid, I thought my dad was some sort of  superhero. Now that I am 
grown and have a family of  my own, I have realized something: he is.
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Hoar Frost Tree | Rene Harden

Big Horn Sheep | Steve Cochrane
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Native | Ariane Caldwell
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There’s something about destiny 
that resembles a dentist’s work:
sterility, perseverance, carefulness,
consistent cruelty,
disposable whiteness.
One day, you enter the kitchen and suddenly realize
that you’ve lost forever
this smiley summer,
this milky cloudy planet,
this slim nervous woman with green eyes.
And you put on the final movement of  the Moonlight Sonata,
having no faith at all in art.
You throw a lousy witch into a fire,
expecting her to spit, swear, kick her legs.
Hah! The angered melody will soar up,
emitting smoke, the smell of  sackcloth,
and the fume of  uncombed felty gold of  the hair.
And frightened, you close yourself  off, 
but the music will seep in even through the shuttered windows.
Its poisonous vapor will worm its way in.
Your body will start sweating at once,
getting covered with small drops of  fright,
like hot chicken meat in a clear bag.
Oh, great music,
you work wonders 
and nightmares.

Great Music
By DMitry BlizniuK
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Like a scorpion that hears through the night
the velvet steps of  a caravan far, far away,
I hear you –
I hear you entering the future without me.
You disappear into the labyrinths between the walls of  water of  the parted sea,
into blue and green streets of  rearing waves.
Skyscrapers of  water hang over you;
giant crystal columns boil
full of  restless fish and sleepy drowned ships.
You go away from me, into the perspective of  Monet’s paintings.
You beckon me to come, silently,
but the paintings are covered with purple shawls of  lies.
We use to love each other,
use to be an alloy of  two happy faces, of  lips and eyes.
Two relaxed sculptures in love.

People say, there is nothing new in the world,
everything has already happened,
so life is handed to us on a plate, like to millionaires’ kids.
We are released into the present: sentient piranhas
released into a spiral, anti-glass aquarium
with a one-way current,
and when turning a bend,
we can brush against our past, against our own reflection,
make eye contact with our own silvery twin…
Look, fractured, gnawed skeletons of  camels
show up white on the beautiful sand, on the bottom of  time,
and all the clock dials are empty.
Does it mean that our caravan didn’t reach the destination?

We are growing apart in time like a pair of  opening scissors.
Slowly like hair, their blades are growing longer. 
We’ve already lost each other.
We’ve chosen different streets in the Venice of  time.
But I don’t regret. I’m as calm as a king
in the morning of  his execution: imperturbably,
he wipes his neck with a handkerchief  soaked in vinegar and water,

A Pair of  Opening Scissors 
By DMitry BlizniuK



51

in his mistress’s tears (her pale hands are trembling like wax orchids
or tiny electric drills.)
I hear you throbbing in the spider web of  time  -
I’m always with you, just as you are always with me.
And, at the same time – never, nowhere, with no one.
It’s the quantum physics of  human relationships.

Soft gravel roads wind through the brown
And unpolluted mountain ground.
Among the twisted pinyon trees,
The hillsides rival ballroom gowns.  

Red Indian paintbrush blooms appease
White cactus roses, soft with ease.
The sky unleashes mountain rains,
A sweet, soft sagebrush scent released.

The cliff-sides etched with crimson stains
Of  ancient tribal tolls and gains.
They whisper legends from the past
With mem’ries ever to remain.

Dark images, the forms may cast,
Or triumph scenes from rock-face blast.
But age-old beauties ever last,
But age-old beauties ever last.

Stories Told on Mountainsides 
By elizaBeth KruGer
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I sat very still
and I listened – it was quiet
No one spoke;
the air revealed 
Nothing.
I went to sleep last night with wonder
on my mind,
and woke up Wondering.
It is the how of  wonder
the where do we go from here wonder
the caring and perplexing that
makes all the senses
come together in

Tuesday, December 4th
By ana lash

I watched three flea infested 
Prairie dogs pop out of  their
Ground doors.
The round, sandy rodents,
Acknowledged as threats
To ranchers’ livelihoods
Or as scampering target practice
To violent young boys,
Suddenly revealed
Stunning personality.
Two protruding teeth
Chattered reprimands, daring me
To approach the dog town,
Alert tails popped up as they were
Ready to dash back through the hole.
I was simply a curious explorer
Intimidated and turned away 
By three flea infested prairie dogs. 

Three Prairie Dogs
By elizaBeth KruGer
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The silence of  the
Night
when dreamers 
dream and all the rest of  us
Just sleep.
A young man lost his life
to bad driving.
His own mother, how
will she go on?
what will her future be like 
His is secure
in the knowledge of  it all,
but she will wander
the rest of  her life, wondering
Wondering
Still.
So I sat in silence for a day or two
the word
‘peace’ formed 
in my mind
I knew the days to be busy
and full.
We had all worked so very, very hard –
the weariness was good,
our muscles ached and we 
felt satisfied.
The work was not just physical,
There were those lost souls to
deal with and
the sadnesses
of  the age.
We rested from our work,
We dreamt of  it,
We thought of  his young life
now changed and
now made even better 
Still.

(for jeff)
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Pemaquid Point | Janele Husband
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As morning dawns outside my office window, a blanket of  snow 
spreads out over the hills and the rooftops of  the town beneath the bluff, 
disturbed here and there by willful shrubs breaking defiantly through white 
cover to peer hopefully out onto the winter scene above. No longer coating 
the trees with a sparkling sheen, patches of  snow linger in the crooks 
of  branches, clinging to the pockets of  never-ending shade. Pearlescent 
daggers hang from all the eaves like resolute and menacing sentries. 

In the distance, rays of  sun slice through puffs of  gray and wispy 
white horse tails to paint the far mesa with golden streaks, slowly banishing 
shadowy blue fissures with its glinting blades. A steady procession of  light 
golden browns and brilliant whites overtake dark blues and pale grays. 
As the morning battle rages, the night begrudgingly recedes, retreating in 
inevitable defeat by the warming rays to recoup and rally for its evening 
campaign. The glorious day prevails, if  only temporarily.

As I stand quietly witnessing the triumph of  the light, movement 
catches my eye as a pair of  deer suddenly appears from behind the stone 
enclosure of  my window’s enclave. Mother and child step tenderly along 
a familiar path through the snow, going about their morning business, 
completely unaware of  my presence. Their noses poke and prod the 
exposed thickets, delicate mouths closing around hidden morsels as they 
pluck nourishment from the stark environment above the snow. We are so 
close that I could reach out and touch their soft brown coats, if  not for the 
thin layer of  glass separating artificial warmth and light from nature’s frozen 
scene. 

Suddenly, as if  keenly aware of  an imbalance in the universe, mother’s 
ears flick and she turns my way, alert and cautious, yet not quite convinced 
of  danger as she registers the scene unfolding before her. A creature of  a 
different sort stands in a glinting frame of  greens, browns, and bright lights. 
It looks out into her world, not moving, not a threat, just watching, close 
enough to touch, if  not for the transparent wall between. She stands and 
I stand, entranced, brown curious eyes reflecting in brown curious eyes, 
countless experiences pooled within their depths that the other can never 
grasp. Yet, in that moment, we can each imagine a life completely different 
than our own, an alternate existence, on the other side of  the glass.

A Winter Reflection
By Jennifer laMansKi
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Then, in an instant, the spell is broken and she bounds away, child in 
tow, off  to her life in her world, leaving me to mine. I watch her disappear 
into the distance and I stand frozen, overwhelmed by the beauty of  the 
moment and a fierce longing for the freedom and adventure she will 
experience in her day. An intense joy washes over me with tingling warmth 
as I return to my daily tasks, and I choke back grateful tears for the kinship 
we have shared and the glimpse into her world on this wondrous winter 
morning, through my office window.

Dancing Fairies | Janele Husband
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In my life, I have believed many things. 
I have prayed to many things both seen and unseen
This version or that from God or the Universe,
To rocks and trees and butterflies and roses that I
Find by the sea, or pieces of  pointed flint in the shade of  cedar trees.

But of  all the beliefs that have come and gone, 
There is one thing I know to be absolutely true:
That you were here. That you lived. 
That we were here together
And will no longer be...forever. I believe in You. 

I thought to myself, 
How can I sing to you who gave me my voice?
How can I even play a string?
This song without words will forever be words without song. 
Every line I write for as long as I might will lack the resonance of  you. 

But even still, I find the 
Memory of  you will linger on in the painful prose 
Of  every song I hear from now on. 
And in the reverberant walls of  your embrace
Which echo with the laughter of  family in a loving place. 

Canyon walls will return the music of  your voice
When I find myself  alone in the hills. 
If  I have to jump on a limb, 
Look about, look to the sky
And begin to shout

Way up north 
Where the river is winding
Or out in that West Texas town 
Just to find you...or the semblance of  you...
I will. 

For Grandpa
By scott BirD
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Now I remember why you asked us all
Shouted at the top of  your lungs, “I WANNA KNOW”
Had I ever seen the rain...
When sun is cold and rain is hot, I know I will see you again. 
Coming down on a sunny day. 

Or in the whistle and the yipee-yi-ay!
Of  a bolt of  fear right through me as you thunder through the sky
That I might change my ways so with you I may ride
Across foggy mountains breaking down into the roar of
Big wheels keep on burning. O’ proud Mary keep on rollin’ like a lost highway.

I saw the white puff  of  smoke
And I felt the bullet go deep in my chest
When you overlooked Rosa’s Cantina below, 
In an instant, you left the rest of  us to yearn for
The rattle of  a Jake Brake on Paradox Hill returning at the day’s last breath.

I feel like the jingle of  spurs
Or the squall of  saddle leather
Cinched tight in rays of  early morning light 
Will just not feel right...
Perhaps with time they might.

But I take heart
And I rest my faith
In the crooked boot prints you last made 
In the red dirt of  our garden
Freshly tilled. Who’s gonna fill your shoes?

The last measure of  your touch
Will soon fade away,
Your footprints and the sounds they made down hallways
Have disappeared.
But, later this year, 

An ear of  corn 
Will whisper into our own
The paradox sweet, sweet 
Singular truth that
You were here. 
You are now soil



59

In which we will grow
And bloom and bear fruit. 
It is because of  you we know this is true. 
You hilled up our knowledge like potatoes. We were taught by you. 

You, who went up on the mountain for us to hear
Who were poor in spirit,
Who mourned,
Who were meek,

Who hungered and thirsted for righteousness 

Who were our light
And who were
And now are quite
Literally the 
Salt. Of. The. Earth. 

Go rest high in the mountains,
We plan to meet you there.
You were a paradox. Now paradox is you.
Rest among the rocks and hills beneath
The eternal skies, wild and blue. 

Every rock tells of  you, every tree sings your mirth, 
You who are now called a child,
Who has obtained mercy, 
Who has been filled
And who has inherited the red Earth for us. 

The words in red you underlined and read
From time to time have all come true,
You who took a fish from Buckeye
And a loaf  of  Grandma Sycamore bread
And made sure our bellies and souls were fed five thousand times over and 
over again...

Rest well, driver...teacher, father, grandpa, uncle, friend.
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Nice meetin’ up with ya pard, till we see you again. 
Adios for every-ting, up to the time we needed you the most.
There will be peace in this valley for me, someday. 
For all of  us.

To that valley they say you are going.
I already miss your bright eyes and sweet smile. 
Thank you for the gift of  YOU
And for the reminder that
We are only here for a little while.

Flowers on the Rocks | Rene Harden
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A handy piece of  wrought iron
To repair or destroy.
What matters is intention
Held in hands of  an artisan.
Or a crafter of  death.
Magician of  re-creation.
Depending solely upon his mood
As he vacantly picks it up.
He might not know his volition
For he is a reactor.
A pro-actor would absorb duality
In a gentler way.
Some intellectual shade of  grey.
But he is not that.
You must watch out. 
His crowbar lives inside his mouth.

Crowbar
By Patricia Bolten

My grown woman child
Pencils, pens, brushes, peeking akimbo from rear jean pockets
Backpack, impossibly cumbersome.

Teal and amber hair fly in haste, keeping time with untied shoelaces-hips

Do know your full, pouty mouth is an art form
For a lesser sprite to beg from alchemists

The world will very well know you’ve been here when you’ve left for more 
painterly paddocks.

We’ll pass each other smiling, easels in hand.

My Little One
By Patricia Bolten
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I have tasted fruit from the lap of  the sun
This morning, made a meal
Of  that full, sweet light.

A blue-black plum between my lips –
A white, crisp slice of  pear on my tongue –
A strawberry with its strong blood pulse –

A rush of  juice between my fingers.
I have gathered the rising, ripening
Earth into myself, found sustenance

Enough to fill me, sustain me
Through this desert of  a city
That must be the rest of  my day. 

The Ripening Dawn
By aMy irish 

The slate sky falls fast
With relentless snow, down

And down until dusk, when lights flicker
On, illuminate sparks shooting

Like stars. Then flakes grow sleepy,
Slow, spin in the lazy darkness

Cover the church parking lot,
Develop a photo negative

That draws one faithful out
A single many-colored coat, bright

Against the black, the whites.

Rocky Mountains, Late May
By aMy irish
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Today is the day. Today my life will change forever. I will no longer be 
just Skylar; I will be a mother. I am brave and fearless—at least that is what 
I tell myself  as my mother and I walk into the hospital. It is about 10 in the 
morning on a late November day in Washington. Although winter is here, 
the snow and ice have not made an appearance, and the world seems only 
to be frostbitten. The cold that has clung onto every object in the outside 
world tries to possess my fingers, and I cross my arms and hide my hands 
to prevent the spread of  the cold.

My body aches with the added weight of  a placenta, amniotic fluid, and 
baby. I find it increasingly difficult to complete many tasks as fast as I would 
like to. My mother is a fat woman with short legs, and I find myself  having 
to hasten my pace to keep up with her ability to produce a long stride. As 
we come closer to the hospital building, I feel an overwhelming sense of  
something that I cannot explain coming over me: a mixture of  excitement 
and fear. Mostly fear, because I am not ready. How can a 16-year-old girl 
take care of  a baby? I have barely learned to take care of  myself. I look at 
my mother, and decide that as long as I do better than her, it will be okay. 
I put the fear aside and replace it with tenacious determination. I convince 
myself  that I will have a happy and healthy baby. I convince myself  that I 
will not allow the judgments of  others to consume me. I convince myself  
that I will never be like my mother. 

When we walk through the automatic doors of  Tacoma General 
Hospital, I make a bee-line for the front desk, where I know I will check-
in for my induction. I am already ten days past my due date and, if  it were 
up to me, I would wait as long as possible before having this baby. I need 
more time before she comes, but Dr. Markham says I have to be induced. 
The woman at the desk is older but wears a stylish A-line haircut with 
contrasting blonde highlights. She is dressed in a crisp, black button-up shirt 
that is neatly tucked into a maroon pencil skirt. I feel a twinge of  jealousy at 
how put together she is and realize that I must look fat and frumpy in my 
maternity jeans, oversized Pink Floyd t-shirt, and complete lack of  makeup. 
I make a mental note to go to the bathroom as soon as I can and put on 
some mascara. I think I put some in my bag. 

The woman at the desk hands me a clipboard stacked with papers to 
fill out. I quietly take them from her and sit down. My mom sits down next 
to me and, before I can object, puts her arm around my shoulders in an 

Rejection 
By Desiree Moore
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attempt to embrace me. I cringe slightly but allow her the license to feel as 
if  she is a good and supportive mother. 

She whispers in my ear, and her hot, sour, damp breath makes me 
uncomfortable: “Are you okay, baby? How are you feeling?” 

“I’m fine!” I say and shrug her off  of  me. 

She doesn’t think I can tell, but I can. She is high as a kite, which is 
evident from her dilated pupils and the way her hand twitches repetitively 
every couple of  seconds. I find myself  wondering if  the hospital will call 
child protective services when they see my mother. The thought causes 
my gut to twist and my heart to race in panic. I don’t say anything, though, 
because I can’t handle the confrontation right now. 

What feels like hours later, but is probably only 15 minutes, my name is 
called, and I am brought into the birthing suite where I will give birth to my 
baby girl. The room is a standard hospital room—clean, sterile and medical, 
but with an obvious attempt to make the room comfortable for patients. 
The nurse examines me carefully as I look around the room. I wonder 
what she thinks of  me. Before I can give it much more thought, the nurse 
orders me to take off  my clothes and put on a hospital gown. I quietly 
accept the directions. I also resent them, as I do not like the idea of  feeling 
naked in front of  a bunch of  strangers. My mother is still with me, and the 
constant clicking and rubbing of  her hand against her jeans in a strange 
jerking motion makes me want to scream and hide all at the same time. The 
thought of  losing my baby creeps into my mind again. I dismiss the idea 
immediately; I cannot cope with such thoughts. 

After I have changed into the cotton hospital gown, a second nurse 
comes in to take my vitals. She smells like lavender, and I wonder if  she 
uses this scent to calm her patients. The nurse introduces herself  as Gail. 
She is a tall, lanky woman with dark brown shaggy, shoulder-length hair. 
Gail’s dark brown eyes focus on me as she fastens the number of  medical 
instruments meant to assess my current health. Her eyes seem warm and 
comforting, and the sense of  judgment that I usually encounter when 
people realize I am a pregnant teenager does not come. The itch of  the 
twill tape ties of  my hospital gown and the feelings of  nakedness and 
vulnerability diminish as well. 

Over the next hour, doctors and nurses come in and out of  my room 
to explain procedures, administer induction medications, and take vitals. I 
continue to ignore the presence of  my mother. I only speak to the hospital 
staff  when prompted. My short demeanor is my attempt to keep her from 
displaying the symptoms of  the meth that she had recently inhaled. 
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When the contractions start, they are dull but throbbing. The pain is 
not severe but instead feels like slight pressure working its way over my 
pelvis. I imagine my cervix widening with each occurrence. In my Lamaze 
class, I learned to imagine them as if  they were gentle waves crashing down 
on the shore and then receding into the sea. The analogy sounded stupid 
then, but I am beginning to understand. The nurse offers me medication 
to help with the pain, but I refuse. I will have this baby without pain 
medication because I am stronger than everyone thinks I am. 

The progression of  my contractions are slow, so I opt to walk around 
the hospital to speed up the process. My mother asks to come with me, but 
I tell her that I would like to walk by myself. While I walk, I wonder if  she 
can sense the disgust and hate that I often feel towards her, and then I feel 
a pang of  guilt. The hospital halls are painted a peachy, cream color and 
have a large number of  generic framed prints lining the walls. I wonder who 
chose the artwork and why they had to pick such boring and unemotional 
pieces for the hallways. Maybe they thought that boring art was best in a 
hospital where emotions often run high. When a contraction takes over my 
body, I find that if  I concentrate hard enough on the details within one of  
these paintings, I can manage the pain. 

Within a few hours, the contractions become more regular, and the 
pressure in my pelvis is incredibly intense. Gail explains that she must check 
to see how dilated my cervix is. I know what this means, but I still feel 
confused. How can they tell how dilated I am? Is there a machine for that? 
Gail must recognize the confusion on my face because she proceeds to 
explain the procedure. 

“I am just going to use my fingers to feel inside of  you. I promise I will 
be gentle,” she assures me. 

I nod and proceed to my bed, but then I realize that her hands, like the 
rest of  her, are long and bony. All modesty is thrown out the window as 
I put my feet in the stirrups and the nurse forces my knees apart with her 
rubber covered hands. The discomfort that comes with a stranger putting 
her hand inside causes me to squeeze my eyes shut. As she pulls her hand 
from inside me, she calls out that I have reached 4 centimeters of  dilatation. 
I still have six more centimeters to go before I am allowed to push. Panic 
overcomes me as I realize that I am going to have to push a baby out of  
me. 

Twenty-two hours later, I am still in labor, but now the pain is nearly 
unbearable. I am exhausted. I do not scream or yell or make any noises 
of  discomfort but, instead, I close my eyes and concentrate hard on 
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overcoming the pain with willpower alone. I remain defiant and stubborn. I 
am strong. I am currently at nine centimeters and have been for eight hours. 
Dr. Markham pleads with me to consider a cesarean. I continue to resist 
and resolve that until there is any concern for the welfare of  my baby, I plan 
to have my baby naturally. I see the concern on Dr. Markham’s face as his 
silver brows meet each other above the thin wire-framed glasses that sit on 
top of  his nose. Despite the good doctor’s hesitation, he nods, and I win. 

I am no longer allowed to walk or sit in the bath due to the prolonged 
nature of  my labor; they have me connected to monitors to ensure that my 
baby is safe. Within two hours of  turning down the option for a cesarean, 
the monitors cause the nurses and doctors to erupt into a flurry of  action as 
they prepare me for surgery. The baby’s heart rate is falling. 

“Skylar, we have to act fast. Every minute we wait puts you and your 
baby at more of  a risk,” Dr. Markham says urgently. 

I am so tired that I do not have the energy to worry or be stubborn 
anymore. Instead, I allow the nurses and doctors to do their job, trusting 
that my baby will be delivered safely. 

“Yeah; okay. I just want her to be safe,” I say in defeat. 

In the prep for surgery, a new nurse is explaining the process for 
anesthesia. She reminds me of  a grandmother, warm and secure. 

I am asked to bend my back and relax as they inject the numbing 
solution that will cause me to feel nothing. How do they expect me to relax 
when they are about to stick a huge needle in my back? I use my very last 
ounce of  my strength to relax. Within ten minutes, I cannot feel my toes. I 
feel as if  I am in a magic show and a magician cut me in half  as I can only 
feel the top half  of  my body. 

The hospital staff  brings my mother in to be with me. My mom can’t 
help but put her hands on my head and shoulder, and although I don’t 
like her touch, I do not have it in me to object. I let sleep creep over me 
during surgery, and I am only half  conscious of  what is going on. I can 
hear the beeping of  machines and the quiet discourse of  the hospital staff. 
Occasionally, the sensation of  them tugging on my stomach brings me to 
consciousness. Not until I hear a baby screaming do I fully awaken. 

Excitedly I exclaim, “She is here!” and tears well up in my eyes.

“Not yet,” Dr. Markham replies with a short laugh. “We haven’t even 
pulled her all the way out yet.” 
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“How much longer?” I ask anxiously, and they tell me just a few more 
minutes. I say a silent prayer. My mother leaves my side, and I am struck 
with the fear that she will touch my baby before I get to. I don’t want her to. 

Then, I am relieved when the nurse appears at my side with a bundle 
in a pink blanket. The nurse unfastens the Velcro strap holding one of  my 
arms down and hands my baby to me. Her skin is covered in some type of  
white mucus and there is still a bit of  blood on her. She is beautiful. I am 
overwhelmed. I stare down at the sheer proof  of  my daughter’s existence, 
and I understand for the first time what it means to be a mother. Before 
this moment, I wanted to be an excellent mother because I wanted to prove 
everyone wrong. I wanted to be different than my mom. However, as I 
hold her in my arms, letting wet warm tears fall to the sides of  my face, my 
desire to be a good mother is purely a product of  my love.

Mother’s Love | Kathy Lucero
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Flying Kenney | Lisa Krueger

Ghost Rider | Ann Root
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Pencil Portrait | Jasmin Hershirer 
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The Duke | Ariane Caldwell
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Ken Bailey grew up and attended school 
in Rangely in the late 1960s. He is a frequent 
contributor to Waving Hands and now lives in 
Sheboygan, Wisconsin. 
Kyle BaKer writes, “I have lived in or 
visited Rio Blanco County my entire life. 
I was born in Rangely and, after having 
resided elsewhere for nearly sixteen years, I 
managed to find my way back. I now enjoy 
my affiliation with CNCC as the Aviation 
Technology Coordinator.
Scott Bird notes that he delivered his 
poem “For Grandpa” in place of  a sermon 
because Grandpa “didn’t want anyone 
preachin’ at folks!” He adds, “I was born 
and raised on the Western Slope in the 
town of  Paradox, CO. I lived in Meeker and 
Grand Junction, graduated from Western 
State in Gunnison, and served as assistant 
conductor of  the Boulder Symphony before 
moving to California. I now live in San 
Francisco where I continue various artistic 
endeavors.”
dmitry BlizniuK is an author from 
Ukraine. His most recent poems have 
appeared in The Pinch Journal, River Poets, 
Dream Catcher, Magma, Press53, Sheila Na 
Gig, and many others. Dmitry Blizniuk is 
the author of  The Red Forest (Fowlpox press, 
Canada 2018). He lives in Kharkov, Ukraine.
Patricia murPhy Bolten is originally 
from the Boston, MA area. She writes, “I 
moved to the Yampa Valley over 30 years 
and am now happily residing in Hayden, 
Colorado. I write poetry because sometimes 
it is the only way I am able to express what I 
observe in my daily life. Good poetry is like 
a shot to the heart.”
ariane caldwell describes herself  as 
“a Colorado enthusiast, a lover of  Jesus, 
and a visual artist.” She adds, “I have an 
Associate’s degree in Art with a Studio 
Art major. I enjoy working with several 
mediums, but my concentration is photo 
realistic charcoal portraiture.”
JameS caldwell is CNCC’s Vice 
President of  Business and recently moved 
to Rangely. James loves hiking around and 
photographing Northwest Colorado’s rivers, 
valleys and beautiful mesas.
 

Steve cochrane of  Rangely writes, 
“My hunger for adventure and a passion 
for nature has taken me to some amazing 
locations. Wanting to record these 
adventures, I developed a passion for 
photography. Follow my adventures on 
Instagram: stevecochranephoto or my 
website: www.stevecochranephotography.
com”
KimBerly eKStrom of  Meeker writes 
that she “loves photographing wildlife, 
landscape, and nature....”
andrew Gulliford is an historian and 
an award-winning author and editor who 
divides his time between the mountains of  
Durango, CO and the canyons of  Bluff, 
UT. Dr. Gulliford’s book The Woolly West: 
Colorado’s Hidden History of  Sheepscapes, was 
chosen as the Outstanding Nonfiction 
category winner for the 2019 Western 
Heritage Awards. Reach him at andy@
agulliford.com. 
rene harden writes, “Driving around 
Rangely, I saw this tree up by the Hospital. 
Hoar Frost has been happening more 
this winter due to the inversion but it is 
no less beautiful.” Flowers on the Rocks was 
photographed near the Garden of  the Gods. 
Solomon r. herrera of  Craig writes, 
“In my work, I am targeting the sub-
conscious and memory realm. I believe 
the use of  the basic shapes of  the square, 
triangle, and circle is an aid to simplify my 
thoughts and motives so that it is easier 
for the viewer to understand. My intention 
is not to persuade or change the thought 
processes of  the people viewing my work, 
but to evoke an emotion or a reaction–with 
the intent that the viewer take a look at 
how their own mind operates and calculates 
these basic forms that morph and change 
their shape. My aim in painting these basic 
shape–shifting forms is to produce the 
comprehension of  looking at an idea or 
thought from many different angles, as well 
as simplicity.”
JaSmin herShirer is a Craig Middle 
School student. Pencil Portrait was submitted 
by her art teacher, Martha Laliberte. 

CONTRIBUTORS’ NOTES
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Janele huSBand of  Craig has two 
photographs in this year’s Waving Hands. She 
notes that the “Pemaquid Point Lighthouse 
is in Bristol, Maine.” About Dancing Fairies 
she writes, “Subzero January temperatures 
in NW Colorado create interesting crystals. 
Nature’s delicate artwork is revealed through 
an east-facing window as a new day dawns.”
amy wray iriSh grew up in the Chicago 
area then fled the Midwest for the Rocky 
Mountains. Amy is a member of  Lighthouse 
Writers and the Columbine Poets; has been 
published both online and in print journals; 
and especially enjoys performing at venues 
around Denver. Her two books of  poetry 
are Creation Stories (2016) and The Nature 
of  the Mother (now available from Turkey 
Buzzard Press). Learn more at amywrayirish.
com.
melanie KilPatricK engages in a 
variety of  forms of  design, creation, and 
arts advocacy. She writes, “Bioluminescence 
is an upcycled metal sculpture, as well as a 
functional light, crafted from repurposed 
junk materials. As an artist I enjoy creating 
sustainable art because it’s such a unique 
experience to observe the viewer engage 
in trying to recognize certain reclaimed 
parts and pieces that compose the sculpture 
overall. I actively serve on the board for 
the Northwest Colorado Arts Council and 
am passionate about building our creative 
community and showcasing local art and its 
positive impacts on rural economies.”
liSa KrueGer lives in Rangely with her 
husband. Her pencil drawing Flying Kenney 
was inspired by the annual seaplane Splash-
In at Kenney Reservoir. 
elizaBeth KruGer is a CNCC alumnus. 
She comments, “I enjoy writing poetry and 
had written these poems about my beloved 
Western Colorado many years ago. I believe 
it’s time to polish them up and share them 
with the CNCC community.”
Jennifer lamanSKi is a math instructor 
at CNCC, Rangely. She writes, “I have been 
teaching math for 25 years but am new to 
CNCC this year. I am spellbound by the 
beauty of  this place, and I wanted this essay 
to express the awe I feel on a daily basis 
as I experience the natural aspects of  my 
amazing new home.”

ana laSh of  Hayden wrote her poem 
“Tuesday, December 4th” about “a local 
Craig young man killed in a senseless 
accident.”
Kathy lucero of  Rangely photographed 
Mother’s Love.
deSiree moore resides in Craig and is a 
regular contributor to Waving Hands. 
david morriS of  Craig taught language 
arts for 35 years and is now affiliated 
with the CNCC Gateway Center. He has 
published three books of  poetry and has 
an unpublished novel. He tries his hand at 
a variety of  art forms and loves to let those 
creative juices flow.
Jenny myer of  Craig has two pieces 
in this year’s Waving Hands. About 
1938 Minneapolis Moline she comments, 
‘“It’s a tractor. No, it’s a car. No, it’s a 
comfortractor.’ Only 150 were assembled, 
and it was the forerunner of  the modern 
tractor. As a native of  Northwest Colorado, 
I have enjoyed photography for many years. 
Recently digital art, photo manipulation, 
and photomontage have taken my art in a 
different direction. This piece included over 
10 original photographs that tell a story.”
Suzy Pattillo is a multimedia artist and 
photographer who resides in Routt County, 
CO.
ann root of  Craig has two mixed media 
pieces in this year’s Waving Hands: Embrace, 
featured on the front cover, and Ghost Rider.
Sue SamanieGo is the director of  the 
CNCC Foundation, an artist, and a poet. 
She writes, “The Western Bluebird was 
chosen as the subject of  this painting due 
to their prevalence on the Rangely campus 
each spring.”
Kathy SimPSon of  Craig is a retired 
CNCC faculty member who enjoys 
“capturing special images throughout 
Northwestern Colorado.”
Jeff Stoddard, a long-time resident 
of  Craig, is a free-lance designer, writer, 
and painter who now lives with his wife, 
Franziska, in Rye, CO.
anita withey is an itinerant poet who 
claims Dinosaur, CO as her stomping 
grounds. 

CONTRIBUTORS’ NOTES
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