
Literature and the Arts of Northwest Colorado
Volume 4, Issue 4, 2012





ACKNOWLEDGEMENTS
The staff of Waving Hands Review thanks the following people:
-CNCC President Russell George, his cabinet, the RJCD Board of 
Trustees, the MCAJCD Board of Control, and the CNCC Marketing 
Department for continued funding and support
-All those who submitted work
-All those who encouraged submissions 
 
Waving Hands Review, the literature and arts magazine of Colorado 
Northwestern Community College, seeks to publish exemplary works 
by emerging and established writers and artists of Northwest Colorado. 
Submissions in poetry, fiction, non-fiction, drama, photography, and art 
remain anonymous until a quality-based selection is made. Unsolicited 
submissions are welcome between September 1 and March 1. We accept 
online submissions only. Please visit the Waving Hands Review website 
at www.cncc.edu/waving_hands/ for detailed submission guidelines, or 
go to the CNCC homepage and click on the Waving Hands Review logo. 
Waving Hands Review is staffed by students of Creative Writing I. 

All works Copyright 2012 by individual authors and artists. 

Literature and the Arts of Northwest Colorado
Volume 4, Issue 4, 2012

Colorado Northwestern Community College

ART EDITOR
Elizabeth Robinson

PRODUCTION/DESIGN
Denise Wade

EDITOR
Joe Wiley

Samantha Wade
EDITORIAL ASSISTANTS

Jinnah Schrock

COPY EDITOR
Lee Stanley



Israel Holloway
Kathy Simpson

Kristina Wolf
Bailey Anderson

Clancie Guinn
Peter Bergmann
Kathy Simpson

Aaron Myers
Janele Husband
Yuri Chicovsky
Janele Husband

Carol Wilson
Kathy Bassett

Peter Bergmann
Yuri Chicovsky

Kristina Wolf
Elizabeth Robinson

Monique Mier
Sandra Guzman
Janele Husband
Kathy Simpson
Tracy Enterline

Denise Wade
Phyllis Bingham 

Lazy Trail
Floating By
Bass
The Last Stand
Time to Go Mavis
Yampa Solstice Sunset
Smitten By Mitten
Cutting Through History
Life on Lookout Mountain
Lisa's Curve
Gates of Lodore, Autumn 
September Sunflower and Friends
Misty Morning Moose
Blue Flames Vase
Ivan and the Ewes
Coconut
Teapot
Coil Pot
Coil Pot
Sunrise Silhouette
Herd Instinct
Team Spirit

CNCC Takes Root
War
The Craig Theatre

Cover
20
21
22
23
33
34
35
36
37
38
39
40
45
46
47
48
56
57
58
59
60

4
9

10

Artwork

Non-Fiction

Volume 4, Issue 4, 2012

Table of Contents



Fiction

Poetry

Editors’ Choice Awards
-Artwork: Janele Husband for her photographs
-Non-Fiction: Sean Hart for “Psychotropic Chicken”
-Poetry: Samantha Moon
-Fiction: Josh Nielsen for “The Water People”

The award winner in each category receives a $50 cash prize. 

Peggy Gonzales-Cisar
Andrew Gulliford

Roberta "Bobbie" Harper

Sheila Harper
Sean Hart

Stefka White

Yuri Chicovsky

Mickey Allen
Jim Gregoire

Samantha Moon

David Morris

Garth Butcher
Josh Nielsen

12
13
18
19
24
26
30

41
42
44
49
50
51
52
53
54
55

Back Cover

61
63

Three Rednecks and a Gentleman
Discovering Canyon Pintado
The Little Red Wagon
Steps in My Life
Motivation Enough
Psychotropic Chicken
Running Shoes

Wanda Walker's Cabin
from Cedar Mountain
Sonnet for Richard
Footsteps
Deceased
Web of Hearts
Quicksand
Sheep on the Highway
Dead Rattler
Near Bald Mountain
Desert Fairy Tale

A Brief Climb
The Water People



Denise Wade
CNCC Takes Root
In recognition of CNCC's 50th Anniversary
 As early as 1955, the quest for higher learning in the northwest 
corner of Colorado was ongoing. That year, the state passed House 
Joint Resolution No. 8, which focused on the need for higher 
education facilities in northwestern Colorado.
 Subsequently, a steering committee was formed made up of 
three members from each of the counties of Jackson, Grand, Routt, 
Moffat, and Rio Blanco, which would comprise the proposed 
junior college district. In January of 1957, the committee was 
formalized, complete with a non-voting chairman, Mrs. A. E. Bogue 
of Steamboat Springs. The members from Rio Blanco County were 
Rangely Mayor Bill Elam, State Board of Education member Stuart 
McLaughlin of Rangely, and Charles “Bud” Conrado of Meeker.
 Much debate ensued, since most of the county committee 
members involved felt that the junior college should be built in one 
of their communities. From early on, the communities of Hayden, 
Steamboat Springs, Craig, and Rangely seemed to be the front-
runners in the discussions.
 Over the next two years, surveys were conducted by various 
entities. Dr. Leroy Goode, State Director of Community Colleges, 
entered the discussions to help facilitate the decision-making 
process. He brought in Dr. S. V. Mortorana of the U.S. Office of 
Education in Washington to also conduct a survey of the area’s 
communities.
 By the end of 1958, the steering committee had approved a 
recommendation to develop a two-campus college, with a technical 
school in Rangely and an academic campus in the east end of the 
five-country district. Rangely was decided upon as the technical 
school site, ultimately, because Rio Blanco County had an assessed 
valuation equal to that of the other four counties together, and 
surveys had shown that Rangely residents were likely to pass a bond 
issue.
 Also by the end of 1958, Mesa College Directors had asked the 
Rio Blanco County junior college committee members to meet with 
them in Grand Junction. A delegation of Rangely officials, including 
the committee members, the local board of education, the chamber 
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of commerce, and the town council met with Mesa College officials 
in December of 1958.
 The Mesa College officials expressed a great interest in a 
proposal to establish the Rangely junior college as a branch campus 
of Mesa College. Legally, that would mean re-districting issues, so 
the group decided to seek help from either the Attorney General or 
the State Department of Education.
 In the meantime, the Rangely Board of Education of Rangely 
School District RE-4 voted in favor of a resolution asking the 
district voters to bond the construction of the junior college plant 
in Rangely. In January of 1959, the three Rio Blanco County 
members, along with the Superintendents of Schools from Rangely 
and Meeker, met with Rio Blanco County Commissioners to ask for 
funds from the Federal Royalty money to help pay off the bond. The 
Federal Royalty funds came from mineral leasing rights; the school 
bond would, however, cover most of the construction costs of the 
college.
      Since the plan to build the Rangely campus as a branch campus 
to Mesa College seemed to be the most feasible, the Rio Blanco 

County committee, along with the Mesa 
committee, continued to explore the 
annexation of the De Beque School 
District 49 and the western Rio Blanco 
County to form a new Mesa College 
District. Under law at the time, in 
order to become a branch campus, the 
Rangely School District would need to 
be adjacent to Mesa County. The De 
Beque district would be the conduit to 
allow that.
 In April of 1959, Rangely residents 
voted resoundingly to pass the bond 
issue for $2.8 million to pay for a 
Rangely college campus by a 298 to 9 
vote. According to one editorial, "The 
overwhelming approval startled those 

interested in forming a junior college in the five-county area of 
northwestern Colorado." 
 The vote effectively withdrew Rangely from the proposed 
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Voters in Rangely, De Beque, 
and Mesa County voted to alter 
their school district boundaries 
to form an expanded Mesa 
district.



five-county district, since it would now seek annexation to Mesa 
College District. The verdict on that would become apparent on 
the heels of the bond election. On May 4, 1959, voters in Rangely 
School District RE-4, De Beque School District 49, and the Mesa 
Junior College District (again overwhelmingly) elected to pass the 
unification proposal.
 Work then began on 
the planning process. Dr. 
Arnold Weiss, president of 
the Rangely School Board, 
was named to the board of 
directors for Mesa College. 
He and Superintendent Bernard Yeager met with Dr. Good in 
Denver to start the screening of applications from architectural 
firms. 
 A new Junior College Steering Committee was formed and 
included the Mesa College Committee, Jim Duggan, Claud Smith, 
Roe Saunders, Mesa College President Horace Wubben and, from 
Rangely, Arnold Weiss, Herb Rooks, S. W. McLaughlin, Bill Elam, 

and B. F. Yaeger.
 Land was purchased from Kate Calvat 
on top of a hill overlooking the town of 
Rangely. The architectural firm of Caudill, 
Rowlett, and Scott was chosen by the 
school board to begin the designs. Caudill, 
Rowlett, and Scott were also hired to design 
Rangely's new junior high school building.
      The college then 
needed someone at the 
helm to lead the way. 
Mesa College named Dr. 
William A. Medesy as 
the first Dean of Rangely 

College in May of 1960. He and his family 
would reside in Grand Junction until the campus 
was closer to completion and the President's 
Residence was ready for occupancy.
 As the start of selecting a contractor neared, 
the Junior College Steering Committee realized 
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Mrs. Kate Calvat is the 
former owner of the land 
purchased for the junior 
college. She sold the 
ideally-located 250-plus 
acre site to the board 
of education of School 
District RE-4 in 1960.

Dr. William A. 
Medesy, first Dean 
of Rangely College.

Headline from The Daily Sentinel after the 
April 27th bond issue vote.



costs were going to be higher 
than expected. They made the 
recommendation to the school 
district that they cut some of 
the buildings from the original 
design for the time being, 
stating that they could be 
added at a later time.
 The school district and 
the steering committee finally 
agreed that nine buildings 
would suffice to accomodate 
what was critical for the college to get started. The first buildings on 
campus included what are now called the Hefley Gym, McLaughlin 

Building, Hill, W. C. 
Striegel Engineering Center, 
Blakeslee, Allsebrook, 
Johnson, Rector, and the 
President's Residence.
    After the school board 
heard presentations from 
four contracting companies 
from around the state, they 
chose Lembke Construction 

Company out of Colorado Springs. As with many public 
construction projects, the selection process wasn't always a smooth 
one. Some committee members 
and residents questioned whether 
the process was fair and ethical, 
and  permanent injunctions were 
filed but ultimately dismissed. 
Construction officially begin in 
January of 1961.
 Within months, new 
staff members for the college 
were being hired, new faculty 
appointed, and construction 
was progressing nicely. Six-ton 
wooden beams had arrived for 
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Workers constructing native stone 
structure on the west wall of Hefley Gym.

Architects' model of the fourteen-building campus 
originally planned. Cost constraints reduced the 
initial campus to nine buildings.

Heavy wooden beams and native stone 
walls were used in all of the original 
buildings, as shown in this sketch from 
Caudill, Rowlett, and Scott, architects.



the project, and native rock was being 
collected for exterior walls.
    Rangely community members 
including church groups, organizations, 
and residents headed out to the hills each 
week to collect the rocks. Many were 
paid by the construction company for the 
rocks; some just did it for civic service 
and pride. According to one article, "[The 
stone walls] have a special significance 
to Rangely residents . . . . [T]hey brought 
them to the college site by truck or in the 

luggage compartments of cars." To this day, the large wooden roof 
beams atop the functional rock walls define the campus architecture.
 By May of 1962, construction was nearing completion, faculty 
and staff were at full strength, 
students were enrolling, and 
a formal College Advisory 
Board was in place. The first 
student to enroll was Gerald 
Mestas of Glenwood Springs 
in the Electronics Technology 
program.
 Classes started for 83 
students on September 20, 
1962. A dedication ceremony attended by hundreds was held on 
Saturday, October 13th. U.S. Congressman Wayne N. Aspinall and 
Dr. Byron A. Hansford, Colorado Commissioner of Education, were 
VIP guests of the ceremony, along with about 150 special guests 

from state and local entities.
     In his address as reported 
in Grand Junction's The Daily 
Sentinel, Dr. Hansford stated, 
"Rangely pioneered in oil, and now 
it is pioneering in education." Roe 
Saunders, president of the Mesa 
College Committee, added, "It's the 
biggest contribution from the fewest 
people I've ever seen in my life."
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The north face of Hefley 
Gym from the McLaughlin 
Building entrance.

The west corner of then Studer Hall (now 
the W.C. Striegel Engineering Center) from 
the front roof of Hill Hall.
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Phyllis Bingham
War
 It was Sunday, December 7, 1941. We were sitting in the living 
room listening to the radio. Suddenly, the program was interrupted 
and President Franklin Delano Roosevelt spoke. He was telling of 
the bombing of Pearl Harbor. My brother and I were not old enough 
to realize the meaning of his speech, but we realized that our parents 
were very upset. Later, we too learned what it was all about.
 Soon many of my friends' dads and brothers were leaving for 
the service. House windows filled with flags. The flags had a blue 
star on it to show people that someone from this home was in the 
service. Later, many of the stars were gold, signifying the death of 
a serviceman. Ration cards and stamps appeared. Each person was 
allowed two pairs of shoes a year. The new ones were for Sundays. 
The ones they replaced were for school, and the oldest ones were 
for play and every day. When a hole appeared on the bottom of 
the shoe, cardboard was cut to fit inside so you didn’t get a blister. 
Many kinds of food were rationed and so were tires and gas. If you 
ran out of stamps, you did without the product. War bonds were sold 
and many things were collected for the war effort.  
 Blackouts were the scariest to us kids, as well as the air raid 
warnings. We were told we should treat every blackout as the real 
thing because no one would know for sure if it was or not. One 
time, when we were in Chicago staying with my aunt and uncle, 
there was a blackout. Sirens blared. Cars had to stop and turn off 
their lights. All lights had to be out, even the street lights. They even 
put a cover over the radio because the tubes were lighted. When 
the big city went black, it was really frightening to us kids. Block 
wardens would patrol and if a light was seen anywhere, those people 
would be fined. There was a different siren to signal "all clear," and 
the lights would all go on and cars' headlights come on, and traffic 
would begin moving again.    
 War years were an unforgettable time of our lives. Even as 
children, it impressed us so deeply. Lives lost, prison camps, the 
tears of friends who lost someone they loved. Memories of this time 
will stay forever.
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The Craig Theatre
 When I was a freshman in high school, I was hired as an 
usherette at the Craig Theatre. H & R Block is now located in part 
of the old Craig Theatre building. When facing the theater, to the 
left was Kellogg’s Café, and to the right was Brinkley's Hardware 
store.
 Tickets were 65 cents for adults, 45 cents for students, and 20 
cents for children. When you entered the theater, a velvet rope ran 
from the door for about fifteen feet. A doorman stood at the end of 
the rope collecting tickets. Straight ahead was the concession stand, 
where popcorn sold for 20 cents and candy and soda sold for 5 
cents.
 There were two aisles, one on the far left of the theatre and 
the other on the far right. Down the aisle on the right and through 
the exit curtain was a staircase behind the stage. Upstairs was 
the dressing room where we changed into our assigned usherette 
uniforms. Colored blue with gold trim, the slacks had a slight bell 
and the jacket had long sleeves. The front was styled like a drum 
major’s uniform with a double row of gold buttons and gold trim. 
Each usherette was issued a flashlight.
 Our job was to usher all theatre patrons to their seats. They 
might suggest an aisle seat, or the section preferred, but it was up to 
us to escort them with our flashlights lighting the way.
 We each had one weekday off but always worked weekends. 
Saturdays and Sundays were matinee days and we all worked. 
Wednesday nights were always packed. After the show a cash 
drawing was held. Adults who bought a ticket wrote their name on a 
piece of paper that was placed inside a drum. The drum was pulled 
onto the stage and whirled and a name was picked. Non-winning 
names stayed in the drum to be included in the next week's drawing. 
We worked from seven-to-ten on week nights and from two-to-ten 
with two hours off for dinner on weekends. We earned $10.00 a 
week.
 We all enjoyed our jobs and felt quite smart in our uniforms. I 
worked at the theater for three years. My junior year, while I was 
in study hall, one of the kids looked out of the window and yelled, 
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"There’s a big fire!" Everyone, including the teacher, ran to the 
window. Sure enough, there was a terrible fire. The smoke was 
thick so we knew it wasn’t far away. A little while later a girl from 
the office came and announced, "The theatre is on fire, and so is 
Kellogg’s and Brinkley’s." What a shock! I had worked the night 
before and all was fine then.
 After school we walked over to see the damage; it was much 
worse than thought. Everything was charred black and the firemen 
were still there, spraying water. It was sad to see.  
 After the fire, the theatre moved into an old building several 
blocks away. We were off work quite a while before the new theater 
opened. Kellogg’s and Brinkley’s never rebuilt. I enjoyed working 
in the new theater, as I was promoted to the ticket booth, but it just 
wasn’t the same. Sadness hung in the air. Craig had been through a 
big change and a new era had begun.    
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Peggy Gonzales-Cisar
Three Rednecks and a Gentleman
 In the summer of 1942 my Dad's threshing machine broke 
down. It was imperative for it to be repaired as soon as possible. He 
went to the farm implement dealer in Lawton, Oklahoma, to get the 
mechanics to come to the farm to do the work. The dealer agreed to 
send four men to do the job the next day.
 It was customary to feed the noon meal to anyone working for 
you. There were to be three white men and one black man. Dad 
instructed me that the white men were to sit at one table and the 
black man at another.  
 As my Mother was in the hospital for two weeks, the cooking 
fell to me. I was infuriated when told the seating arrangement. I 
did as I was told, though. I killed and fried two chickens, prepared 
mashed potatoes with gravy, sliced tomatoes from the garden, and 
fresh corn the way Mother often fixed it. She would cut corn off 
the cob, put a gob of butter in a skillet, salt, and cook slowly. It was 
absolutely yummy.  
 When the men came in, the tables were set and the food ready. 
I distinctly remember flouncing around the dining table with a real 
attitude, serving the white men first and then serving the black man 
on a card table on the back porch. Then I sat down at the card table 
to eat my meal. The man never said a word during the meal, but 
when he finished eating and stood to go back to work, he shyly said, 
"Thank you, Miss. That was the best fried chicken I ever ate."
 I was thirteen years old that summer.
 Was Dad embarrassed, was he mad at me, or could he have been 
proud? I will never know, as the subject was never mentioned.
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Andrew Gulliford
Discovering Canyon Pintado 
 Padres Dominguez and 
Escalante first saw the red 
pictographs as the priests traveled 
north between the Colorado 
and White Rivers in September 
1776. On an east-facing cliff 
along Douglas Creek they spied 
a large four-foot tall ochre red 
Kokopelli figure, an ancient 
Native American symbol of 
travel and trade. Searching for a 
route between Santa Fe and Los 
Angeles the friars passed on, but 
not before naming the area Canyon Pintado or painted canyon.
 Today that route west of Grand Junction is a major north-south 
corridor in northwestern Colorado flush with gas wells, gas lines, 
compressor stations, and wandering cows because it is open range. 

Over the years I’ve driven Highway 
139 countless times between Loma and 
Rangely, but this summer I wanted to 
slow down, take more photos, and try 
to understand the varieties of rock art 
in the canyon, which is administered 
by the Bureau of Land Management as 
a National Historic District, complete 
with restrooms, parking areas, picnic 
tables, and interpretive signs.
 The canyon represents an 
astonishing 11,000 years of human 
habitation. Over the last decade it’s 
been my pleasure to get to know BLM 
Archaeologist Michael Selle of the 
White River Field Office in Meeker 
whose professional turf includes the 
canyon and managing permits for 
thousands of adjacent gas wells.

This large Kokopelli figure in Canyon 
Pintado has been stabilized by metal 
cables to keep the rock art from 
spalling off the sandstone cliff. Though 
a crude repair, it’s worked for over two 
decades.

Archaeologist Michael Selle 
has 28 years of experience with 
the White River Field Office in 
Meeker, Colorado, and is an 
expert on area Fremont Indian 
sites. He has generously led 
tours for elderhostel groups and 
conservation corps members 
working near Rangely.
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 Canyon Pintado includes ancient Archaic rock art, Barrier 
Canyon painted symbols, distinctive Fremont Indian motifs, Ute 
images dating from 1200 to 1881, and historic cowboy brands 

etched into stone. Designs vary 
from mountain sheep to concentric 
circles, snakes, hands, corn plants, 
shields, birds, and even a sun-dagger 
site. This overlay of rock art styles, 
a prehistoric palimpsest, makes for 
easy exploration.
   Listed on the National Register in 
1975, the Canyon Pintado District of 
16,000 acres and 200 sites stretches 
15 miles south to north but only 
one mile wide as it follows Douglas 
Creek. Selle explains, "Within this 
district we have occupations that 
go back to 3,500 B.C. at Hanging 
Hearth. Occupation surfaces with 

firepits were found at a depth of seven meters." Selle continues, "We 
have Archaic rock art that could be four to five thousand years old. 
We have Fremont rock art and Ute rock art which is easy to date 
because no Archaic Indian pecked a white man with a flat-brimmed 
hat."
 One of my favorite Ute 
panels shows a small figure 
with big hands adjacent to 
a large flintlock harquebus, 
a type of musket. The size 
and shape of the image 
demonstrates that the artist 
was impressed with the sound 
and power of guns.
 Fremont rock art is more 
subtle and can vary from 
anthropomorphs or human-
animal figures, to wavy lines and elongated corn plants.  Canyon 
Pintado represents an accessible self-guided showcase despite deep-
arroyo cutting caused by over-grazing in the late 19th and early 20th 

Among hundreds of prehistoric 
petroglyphs in Canyon Pintado 
are also historic rock art examples 
such as this horse and Greek 
letters probably made by a Greek 
sheepherder early in the 20th 
century.

An historic Ute rock art panel in Cow 
Canyon features this human figure with 
large hands and a distinctive flintlock 
harquebus.
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centuries.
 Though there are shelves of 
books on the Anasazi or Ancestral 
Puebloans, good books on the 
Fremont I can count on both hands. 
They used moccasins not sandals, 
preferred to hunt and gather, and 
although they planted corn, they 
made extensive use of pigweed or 
shepherd’s purse in combination 
with amaranth seeds that are so 
tiny 7,500 of the seeds fit in half a 

teaspoon. Together both plants known 
as Cheno-Ams are high in vitamin C 
and lysine, which cannot be found in 
corn.
 With 28 years working for the 
BLM in the Meeker-Rangely area, 
Michael Selle has had a ringside seat to 
learn about Fremont Indian discoveries 
on the northeast edge of the Colorado 
Plateau. Gas and oil companies pay 
for the research because of required 
archaeological clearances for wells 
and pipelines. Innovative field research 

found sites used for celestial 
observations. Native peoples 
placed wooden poles into 
drilled straight-sided stone 
holes with cupped bottoms, 
not to be confused with 
mortar holes for grinding 
plants. Ancient Fremont 
picked promontories on rock 
ledges to line up their poles 
like a gun sight to match a 
cliff notch across the canyon.

A weathered Fremont rock art panel 
reflects late afternoon sunlight. 
Fremont petroglyphs are typified by 
figures with large chests, narrow 
waists, and jewelry adornment.

This prehistoric posthole, 
photographed to scale with a 
pocket compass, may be part of 
a solar/lunar observatory near 
the Lookout Site at the north 
end of the Canyon Pintado 
National Historic District.

Canyon Pintado represents low bluffs and 
excellent feed for a variety of wild game. 
Used as a north-south route for millennia, 
it contains human habitation sites that go 
back 10,000 years and a wide variety of 
rock art styles.
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       There are four such sites identified in the District with about 
18-20 inches, sometimes more, in between holes, and 3-4 holes in 
a group, some as large as the circumference of a telephone pole. 
"They all do the same thing in straight lines," Selle explains. "The 
Fremont tracked solstices, equinoxes, lunar cycles and possibly 
even stellar alignments." The Fremont may even have created lunar 
calendars.
 Thanks to tourist promotion and the Dinosaur Diamond 
National Scenic Byway, visitors drive from Grand Junction through 
Rangely and Dinosaur, Colorado, to Dinosaur National Monument, 
over to Vernal, Utah, and then to Price for a 550-mile loop that  

These three shields in East Four Mile Creek are bisected by a sun dagger-like 
shadow at certain times of the year. How the site may actually have worked is 
still under investigation.

Stacked stones at the Lookout Site may have served as a hunting blind or 
possibly a small shelter for Indian scouts observing travelers following Douglas 
Creek, which bisects the 16,000 acre Canyon Pintado National Historic District.
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features museums, dinosaur 
replicas, and cowboy history. 
The National Register 
District even includes a 
collapsed cowboy line shack 
from the Philadelphia Cattle 
Company, but the prehistoric 
sun-dagger site intrigues me 
the most.
   A shadow bisects three 
painted and pecked circles 
but only at certain times 
of the year. In East Four 
Mile Canyon, waiting for 

afternoon rains to pass, I stood a long time looking at the circles and 
wondered who made them, for what purpose, and what shaman may 
have interpreted them. Despite the work trucks rumbling by, I felt 
peace and quiet in the side canyon. 
 Earlier in a different 
location I'd found a Rosegate 
series chalcedony arrowhead, a 
possibly 2,000 year-old Fremont 
point. I wondered about its 
maker and assumed he’d been 
skilled in hunting. I considered 
the underground gas pipelines 
paralleling the archaeological 
district and imagined that, when 
natural gas is gone, Canyon 
Pintado rock art will remain to 
remind us of a distant past. I 
buried the arrowhead where I had 
found it.

The author photographed his own 
hand holding a possibly 2,000 year-old 
Rosegate series chalcedony Fremont 
point which he reburied on the spot. 
Under federal law artifacts found on 
the surface of public lands, including 
arrowheads, may not be collected.

Wooden remains of the Philadelphia Cattle 
Company’s line shack lay tumbled down 
against a cliff face in East Four Mile Creek. 
Note the stacked stones at the rear of the 
shack. They served as a fireplace which 
used a crack in the cliff face as a chimney.
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Roberta "Bobbie" Harper
The Little Red Wagon
 Grandpa Harper told Grandma Harper that his parents and uncle 
and aunt moved down to the desolate Red Wash area in Moffat 
County about 50 miles west of Craig, Colorado, in 1937. This was 
nine years after the start of the Great Depression and times were 
hard. Between Grandpa Floyd and Grandma Georgia, and Uncle 
Bob and Aunt Effie, there were nineteen children. Both families 
lived in a cave. They planted a garden for the families and also 
planted another garden for lettuce to sell to stores in town. Can you 
imagine trying to make a living this way back in 1937 and raise 
nineteen children?  
 But the kids had fun. The families had a horse. I think they used 
him to plow the gardens because they couldn’t afford a tractor. The 
children got to ride the horse, but they had to share him. One day 
Jim and Cecil talked Bobby Joe, their little brother, into riding the 
horse by himself. When he got on it the horse started to walk off, so 
Cecil and Jim threw a tin can at the plow horse, thinking it would 
stop him. Then the horse started bucking until he threw off Bobby 
Joe. Bobby Joe’s head split open about three inches, so the boys put 
him in the wagon and off they went to the house.  
 Grandma said when they put someone in the little red wagon 
they were hurt.  
 Bobby’s head kept bleeding and Grandma looked at the kitchen 
shelves to see what could be used to fix it. She was praying hard for 
help from the Lord and then she seen a big can of black pepper. She 
put some pepper in the hole in Bobby’s head and used clean rags to 
bandage his head. The blood started to clot up and Bobby got better. 
The boys had to do his chores until he healed. When Grandpa Floyd 
came home he whipped Jim and Cecil real hard for hurting Bobby 
Joe.
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Steps in My Life
 This story is about a special memory I have from a very hard 
time in my life. It all started December 15, 1994. It was my 35th an-
niversary with my husband, Jim. We just found out Jim had cancer 
and had only six more months to live. I surely didn’t like the doctors 
telling him he would only live that long.  
 And the bad part was, I had to work and Jim told me I had to 
go in. If I took time off, I wouldn’t get paid. Jim asked me if I could 
come home for supper during my lunch hour so I decided to do that. 
It was so hard to go to work and act normal. I called Jim and he said 
he was fine and was resting. I could hardly wait to go home.
 When I got to the house, there on the table sat a red rose in my 
antique Pepsi bottle. On top of a nice table cloth were two TV din-
ners and a lit candle. Jim was dressed up and sitting there smiling.  
Jim told me that he got up enough strength to drive to town and pick 
up the rose, candle, and TV dinners. I sat there and started crying 
and gave him a kiss and a hug. I went back to work. That was the 
most wonderful anniversary.
 The rest of the story is that Jim went peacefully to his heavenly 
father on January 10th, less than a month from our anniversary.  
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Kathy Simpson Floating By, photograph
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Kristina Wolf Bass, photograph
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 Three minutes till class. I grab my bookbag and hit the bottom 
of the stairs jogging. With each step, the muscles of calves, quads, 
hamstrings, and glutes bunch and push, thrusting me upwards with 
an ease that makes nothing of my weight. Seventeen steps to the top, 
and I stride into the hallway, breathing easily, feeling the euphoric 
glow of a strong, capable body doing what it was designed to do. 
At that moment, I can't imagine anything short of broken bones that 
would make me give up exercising.
 Yet, I've fallen from that peak of fitness many times. My 
schedule changes, and I can no longer maintain the exercise routine 
I so laboriously established. Or a family emergency sends me out of 
town for days or weeks – once with nothing more than the clothes 
on my back and a pair of blister-inducing clogs instead of decent 
walking shoes. By the time the emergency passes and I've returned 
home, I'm out of my routine.
 What makes exercising so easy to give up? It isn’t laziness. I 
can tackle a 3-year-long gardening project, which involves such 
pleasurable activities as pulling a backyard-full of weeds two feet 
tall, digging up a path to lay gravel and stepping stones, shoveling 
half a ton of fine gravel out of a truck bed, and spreading it two 
inches deep across my garden to mulch my new plants. Even though 
I enjoy gardening, tasks such as these aren't fun, especially in the 
hot sun. They hurt my muscles and joints more than weight training, 
make me sweat worse than walking a 14-minute mile in the sun, 
and tear up my hands in a way that exercising never does. But day 
after day, I get up and work in the garden for several hours. If I 
leave town for several weeks, I'm back outside the day after I return 
home. I'm more consistent with garden work than with any exercise 
program. What makes the difference?
 For me, I think the difference is being able to see results 
immediately. In gardening, when I clear the weeds from a 5' by 5' 
section of yard, I can look at it afterwards and see the good I've 
done. The next morning, when my back is aching and I have to wear 
Band-Aids under my gloves to keep the tender spots from becoming 
blisters, I can look at that cleared patch and know that when I finish, 

Sheila Harper
Motivation Enough
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it'll be twice as big and I'll be able to point it out to my family – 
clear evidence of my hard work.
 But with exercise, one day doesn't make any difference. If I'm 
unfit and I work out one day, I'll still feel just as weak and breathless 
the next. If I'm fit, I won't lose my strength and stamina if I have 
to miss an exercise day. It's good that missing a day doesn't undo 
all my hard work. But that also means that when I finish working 
out, I can't point to anything – I can't look at anything – that would 
show results. I have nothing to motivate me but the hope that some 
day, some weeks away, I'll start feeling better. And the hope of that 
terrific feeling of fitness isn't motivation enough.
 In lieu of immediate results, I've found my motivation in 
exercising with someone else. Having someone waiting for me, 
someone who will be disappointed if I don't show up, motivates me 
when the memory of how good it feels to be fit isn't enough. It may 
be motivation by guilt, as my daughter says, but it's a motivation 
that gets me out of my chair and working out. And in the world of 
fitness, why I get moving is a lot less important than just moving.
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 There was a time in my life, about two years ago, when I lost 
some vestige of innocence and naiveté. Here's how it happened:
 It was June 16th at 10:25 pm. I lay in my bed, my eyelids 
slowly closing. I drifted off into dream land, feeling like a Nordic 
Longboat being gently pulled into the sea's embrace.
 A pleasant smile spread across my face as I entered the 
most wonderful dream: I lay on a classic Romanesque lounge, 
upholstered in a radiant white and set in an open atrium made of 
marble. The enormous bricks that composed the walls were worn 
with age and covered in ivy. The atrium was colonnaded all the way 
around and filled with lush fruit trees that grew endlessly into the 
distance. The sweet warble of songbirds filled my ears. I felt a slight 
tickle as a blonde woman ran her fingers down my chest, a smile 
on her slim face. I ran my fingers through her long, silky hair. Her 
wintry blue eyes captivated me.
 Then the dream got a little weird. A high-pitched thrum filled 
my ears, and the room began to quiver and shake like jiggling Jell-o. 
The quivering became more volatile, and then the room and the 
pretty blonde were sucked up like Jell-o through a straw. I found 
myself floating in the star-filled sky with the earth laid small and 
distant below me.
 Something seemed off.
 I was surrounded by a glowing green light that steadily 
pulled me up towards a huge metallic disk. The disk shimmered 
translucently, pulsing vibrant colored lights—red-blue-green-
orange-blue-yellow-green—in an undulating cycle. My eyes 
widened and my mouth contorted in horror as the disk swallowed 
me up.
 It was a dream though, right? It had to be a dream...
 I kept muttering over and over how aliens didn't exist, and this 
had to be a horrible dream. Apparently someone forgot to tell them 
that they don't exist.
 The green light had faded, and I was surrounded by utter 
blackness. I felt myself flattened against something colder 
than a coconut in Antarctica. I lay alone in the dark, frozen by 

Sean Hart
Psychotropic Chicken
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the whatever-it-was pressed against me, wondering if I was 
hallucinating. Maybe I really lay dying in a hospital room.
 Which was worse? I wondered. To be abducted by aliens that 
supposedly didn't exist, or to die of an incurable illness? I decided 
the latter, a glimmer of hope rising in me, as I thought of why 
the aliens might have taken me. Maybe they were trying to plant 
humans on another world and needed breeding stock. My heart 
rose! It quickly sank again as I considered other reasons. I'd read 
somewhere that aliens could be carnivorous fiends that planted 
humans on Earth to use as cattle or slave labor. A scowl etched my 
face in the darkness as I considered that.
 Maybe they just wanted to be friends?
 Then through my disparaging thoughts broke a small dot of 
light. It grew bigger and brighter until I was blinded by its intensity.
 After the light receded I took in my surroundings. I lay strapped 
naked to a metal table, which explained the arctic chill. The ship 
was huge, lined with reflective metal walls that arced up to a domed 
ceiling. From the ceiling hung a cluster of lights that illuminated 
the ship and cast eerie shadows on the strange devices strewn 
throughout. 
 I stared at a number of cold, gleaming metal instruments, 
wondering morbidly if they were meant for me. My eyes darted to 
the left when an unearthly sound like the cacophonous garble of 
twenty-two cars being smashed all at once filled my ears. My right 
brow shot up as my eyes lighted on—was that a chicken? With 
tentacles? Oh my word.
 I was oddly captivated by the being; it was suspended upside-
down in an aqua-tinted tube that stretched from top to bottom of 
the room. Slimy green tentacles sprouted from its various orifices. 
They had little scales and an occasional thorn-tooth-nail-like-thing 
sprouting up along their length. The chicken's feathers were a deep 
cobalt blue, short and stubbly and in some places—especially its 
thighs—superseded by scales like the ones on its tentacles.
 Did I mention it only had one eye? It was set on the left side 
of its head like a flounder's. The pupil was red and elliptical with a 
yellow iris, giving it an almost cat-like quality. The space chicken 
stared at me pitifully with its one yellow cat-eye, pleading with me 
to let it out. I wondered morbidly if the chicken hadn't once been 
human...
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 The space chicken was just one of many alien creatures held 
captive in tubes—I could have catalogued them for hours—but it 
was then my captors appeared to me. They seemingly came from 
nowhere in a yellow haze. My eyes widened and pulse quickened. I 
was staring at Extraterrestrials.
 I beheld two beings about eight or nine feet tall, their skin 
a ghoulish gray. Their features were elongated, as if they'd been 
stretched through a taffy-pulling machine. Their gaunt bodies had 
little muscle mass. Ovoid heads bobbed up and down as their big, 
black pupil-less eyes stared down at me, boring holes in my flesh.
 The one on the right reached out a gangly finger—they had 
six of those on each hand—and prodded my ribcage, jibbering 
something alien. Its companion jibbered back and jabbed a finger 
straight down into my belly button. I giggled. The first shook its 
head frustratedly and jammed its finger hard into my ribcage. The 
two started squabbling like an old married couple. After a few 
minutes the first gave a rasping sigh of resignation and pulled out a 
strange device.
 It too was ovoid but, unlike their heads, it was smooth like 
a river stone. The alien pressed down on both sides of the black 
device with a thumb—they had two and a half of those on each 
hand—and forefinger. From the ceiling above descended metal 
arms from the ends of which protruded more strange tools: bent 
corkscrew-looking things, serrated blades, pincers, and others I can't 
even describe—all shining with a cold and menacing gleam. 
 A cold terror flooded my body. “Now, wait a minute; this is 
uncalled for!” I protested as I struggled in vain to escape my bonds. 
The aliens just watched as the metal arms drew ever closer.
 The ship was filled with my unearthly howl as the arms worked 
their fiendish evil: poking, prodding, gnashing and burning my flesh. 
What the sadistic eggheads did to me I can't really say. All I know is 
that the probing lasted for an eternity and felt like I was being pulled 
inside-out with a pair of rusty needle-nose pliers.
 The cruel and malicious aliens then implanted a tracking device 
inside me and disappeared in the same yellow haze from which 
they'd come. I was surrounded by the familiar electric-green glow 
and thrum. The ship disappeared, and I was gently returned to my 
bed as if I'd never been gone. 
 The next morning I awoke with a snort and jumped out of 
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bed, heart pounding wildly. Reality took hold as I stood clutching 
a frying pan that I keep nearby in case of burglars. It had been a 
dream! Just a horrid nightmare! Then I heard a familiar sound like 
twenty-two cars being crushed all at once. My eyes bulged when I 
turned around to find the tentacled space chicken staring up at me 
with its one yellow cat-eye.
 I was still dreaming—a dream within a dream, I realized. And 
when I awoke, shortly after making the chicken waffles, I was 
covered in cold sweat, having experienced what I can only hope was 
the most vivid dream I’ve ever had.
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Running Shoes
 I switched on the light and carefully looked for my shoes, and 
then snapped the switch off before my dad realized I had a light 
on after bedtime. Heaven forbid that we use the electric lights! I 
grabbed my shoes, put on my dress and sweater for the chilly night 
in the Nevada desert, and then sneaked from my room. Feeling my 
way along the short hallway wall, I touched the refrigerator and 
then slid behind it. I wished I might hear my father’s loud snoring 
so I could be sure that he was asleep, but the house was unnervingly 
quiet. There was a gap behind the refrigerator in the short hallway 
between my bedroom, the bathroom, and the kitchen. In the gap was 
a door which, thankfully, was unlocked. I quietly opened it, hoping 
it would not creak, and tiptoed through the door, remembering the 
big drop-off, and stepped into a cavernous darkness. 
 I was terrified of the huge, attached garage filled with metal 
pipes and other dusty things stored there—boxes of Christmas cards 
and several old slot-machines. From memory I knew that there was 
a winding pathway from one end of the building to the other—if 
only I could keep from running into things that I couldn’t see. The 
huge garage had windows, but it was nighttime, and not a night with 
a moon. A distant light from the other end of the property faintly 
reflected on the windows. I quickly felt my way though the tall 
piles of boxes on the floor and the pipes stacked on a three-tier rack 
against the left wall. I tried to be careful. Asleep, snoring or not, 
my dad was sure to wake up if I made noise. I ran into some pipes 
which made a horrible racket. Surely I was in trouble now. I tried to 
hold my breath and listen, but my heart was pounding as if it were 
going to break through my thin chest. I wasn’t going back, though, 
no matter what.
 I forced my leaden legs to move and sprinted, panicked, to the 
massive, sliding, white garage door. I felt my way to the right corner 
and pushed with all of my six-year old might. I felt a breeze as I 
slithered through the small opening and sneezed, as the dust in the 
garage had stirred up my allergies. I looked around. Things were 
piled up against the walls and end of the garage. I had to be careful. 
It was a stygian night, and the only light was from the lamp post 

Stefka White
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a good three blocks away by Francis Tobey’s house. Beside and 
behind me were sagebrush that stretched all the way to the distant 
mountains. It was deadly quiet, and I could still hear my thumping 
heart. Not even the night creatures seemed to be stirring. I fought 
my panic as I tried to circumvent the piles of trash near the garage.
 I heard a noise, bolted forward, and found myself flat on my 
back on the ground. I had run into a pipe that was sticking out at 
the height of my six-year old face. I cried out in spite of the need 
for quiet and then tried to stifle my cries. Had I lost an eye in my 
stupidity and haste sneaking out in the pitch black night? I felt 
for my eye; it was still there. I looked through one eye and then 
the other; I could see the distant lamp post out of both eyes. I was 
relieved, but the night was as dismal as my fear. Luckily, it was my 
cheek which had connected with the pipe. Had I broke my face? 
Would I look like a monster for the rest of my life?
 I got up and listened. I could stand it no longer. I took several 
steps sideways to the left to get past any more debris and pipes, 
and then I ran as if the Hounds of Hell were after me—across the 
open space in front of the garage and our apartment, past the huge 
chicken coops and the startled horses in their corrals—and I didn’t 
stop until I came to the wide gate. I flung it open and made for 
Francis Tobey’s house, where my mother was working at night after 
working all day. Trust Francis Tobey to take advantage of her slaves.
 The dozen or more dogs put up quite a racket, and I could hear 
Francis Tobey’s cussing through the cacophony of sound: “God 
dammit! Who’s there? Anastazia, it’s one of your brats. God dammit 
you have to go home,” she said to me. Francis didn’t know that 
my mother was a lot smarter than she let on. She didn’t appreciate 
Francis cussing at her children or talking disrespectfully to her. She 
said, “Okay! We go home.” Francis said, “No. She go home. You 
stay.” My mother said “No. Stef stay, or I go home.” My mother 
won. 
 She led me inside, where I gratefully sat down at one end of the 
couch. Frances took her chair. My mother looked down at my feet 
and laughed. I was wearing one of my brother’s blue tennis shoes 
on my left foot, and my red tennis shoe on my right foot. No wonder 
my left foot hurt. My mom was not laughing at me, but laughing 
with relief that I was safe, and in sympathy with my need, however 
bedraggled, to run though the night to find her. And I was not the 
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least bit upset. I was grateful for her laughter and for the shoes on 
my feet. They might have been mismatched and well worn, but 
they had kept my feet safe so I could run away from that house that 
I hated. My mom looked at my injured, bleeding face and banged 
up legs and took care of me. I lay my head on my arms, and within 
minutes I fell asleep.
 My mother understood that I was very sensitive and sensed 
things that other people didn’t. She didn’t know what was wrong. 
But she knew that I would not have fled to her side unless I was 
going through a terrible horror. I would not spend another sleepless 
night until daylight in that new apartment, huddled with my back 
to the corner. I sensed something terrifying in my bedroom as well 
as the bathroom, which shared a wall with the rest of the huge, blue 
garage. Even with my family home with me, I didn’t like being in 
those rooms. Yet I wouldn’t sleep on the couch, because I would be 
facing the main door with its tall pane of clear glass in an eight inch 
wooden frame. I felt exposed, and it was dark and spooky at the 
far end of the Tobey’s property. The feeling I had about that garage 
lasted for a very long time, well into adulthood, but that’s another 
story.  
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Wanda Walker's Cabin
The bears here shit chicken feathers
all summer; and all winter
sleep on the brink
of Dinosaur, dreaming 

of when Wanda Walker returns
to her high rim, with her dogs
and her chickens

to reinhabit her cabin
with the smell of sourdough
and the sound of cast iron
with evening coming on;

and that thin line of smoke 
rising from the chimney
like a string
fastened at the stars.

Yuri Chikovsky
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from Cedar Mountain
It took him six months to notice the silence.

In the blue arch 
between Cedar Mountain and Bear's Ears,  
only the occasional plane
flashing like a minnow
in a sea of very big fish.

And he thinks, this is worth something.

Is it worth this?

O, poverty is tolerable—
especially when you read about it in a biography
with a preface by a known author.

As for the loneliness— 
maybe he shouldn't have read the fine print
without consulting a man of the law— 

 ("Your Honor, the smell of sagebrush
 made him muy borracho.") 

Speaking of cowboys and puns, 
this "brand" of being
would draw horrible ratings.

A dog barks way off and he thinks, there is life out there. 
There's a homestead with an orange truck,
and the far blinding pins of light that are
the hides of cattle in the sun.
 The red-tailed hawk that's supposed to be there
is there, spreadeagled 
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in the Cedar Mountain thermals.
Somehow, by science or romance,
the bird is much bigger than all those planes.

Yeah, it's worth it.

A bargain, considering the cost of money.

When I die I want to be picked clean by that hawk.
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Sonnet for Richard
Mickey Allen

His body was dying, his brain was dead,
Dakota four hundred miles away.
“Why does he struggle?” his mother said.
“Does he feel pain when he fights that way?”

“Why is he staring? What does he see?
Does he hear our voices?”  “No, nothing,” I said.
“But mindless spasms. Your boy is free
From all our sorrows, if not quite dead.”

I think he saw the waving wheat
Blown by the wind in swooping arcs.
I think, far off, he heard the sweet
And liquid notes of meadowlarks.

Westward his spirit, soaring free,
Almost home, where it ached to be.
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Peter Bergmann Blue Flames Vase, ceramic
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Footsteps
Jim Gregoire

 footsteps                                                                

in the snow

  are easy to see

easy to follow
                 

    if you like to  follow

if not

  and if you fear
                                             

    they may be leading you

to the wrong side
                                                                                of your direction

                                                          
you can always make

 your own footsteps

 in  the  snow.
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Deceased
Samantha Moon

Found you lying there
Cold and lifeless
Everything went dark that day
Am I the one who died?

Cold and lifeless
Now I see my face in shadow
Am I the one who died?
We’re so breakable

Now I see my face in shadow
Innocence cremated with your ashes
We’re so breakable
What could I have done?

Innocence cremated with your ashes
Everything went dark that day
What could I have done?
Found you lying there



51

Web of Hearts
I used to believe
This weight upon my shoulders
Was like a pair of wings,
As if I was an angel
Aborted by God
Here to heal the souls of the weeping

Now I realize I am nothing more
Than an insect, like a spider
And this weight nothing more
Than my own design

Welcome to my web of hearts
Little fly
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Quicksand
David Morris

A bog 
impedes my path
thirty feet wide 
and forever long
like a cracked and scaly hide.

I want to cruise
where the grass grows greener
now
not after a time devouring
hike around

but halfway across
the surface
begins to buckle and bounce
like a bentonite trampoline
and I'd leap in surprise 
if my feet weren’t headed
down and in.

In terror
I turn 
tear free
slog back prestissimo
the way I came

wondering

why I always
sooner than later
end up on shaky ground.  
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Sheep on the Highway

We missed
the parade.

The late in the day highway
lay quiet

and as empty 
as the mouse-colored sky
above us

but we knew there had been one 

the route 
clearly marked
with a thousand
thousand
chocolate kisses.
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Dead Rattler
He chose flight
not fight.

Flame 
Like a windblown blossom 
of red rage
rolled over through and past 

left him
twisted 
curled
not coiled
when cooked.

The enigma is this:

Was he caught 
as he made a last frantic beeline
for the safety of a crack in the nearby caprock  
or was he forced to flee
his home 
in the suddenly oven-like 
sandstone wall 

out into the open
arms 
of fire's eager 
and unavoidable
embrace?
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Near Bald Mountain

Hefty snows followed by 
protracted spring rains 

scoured flayed 
and carried off

the surface skin
of many a Moffat County 
sand and clay hillside

exposing
hundreds of years 
of wind whispered secrets
to the spying prying eyes
of those
who
like myself
have nothing better to do 
that sniff around
among a High Western Desert's
privates.
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Monique Mier Coil Pot, terra cotta with terra sigellata, black slip, glaze, 2012
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Sandra Guzman Coil Pot, terra cotta with terra sigellata, black slip, glaze, 2012



58

Janele Husband Sunrise Silhouette, photograph
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Kathy Simpson Herd Instinct, photograph
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Tracy Enterline Team Spirit, photograph
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A Brief Climb
Garth Butcher

 Georg Musson is on summer holiday from architecture school in 
Dusgord, Germany, backpacking the United States and its national 
parks. He leaves Berkeley, California, by bus, spends the night in 
the station in Sacramento, and arrives in Mt. Shasta the following 
afternoon. The great volcano is spectacular beneath clear blue skies.
 Georg rents plastic boots, crampons, and a helmet. After a brief 
walk, he gets a lift from a friendly couple to the road's end at Bunny 
Flat. Georg packs meticulously and starts up the trail at dusk. The 
forest floor is still buried under many feet of snow. By headlamp the 
well-travelled path is easy to follow. High above, the sky is clear 
and the wind howls around the now invisible mountain.
 Georg makes his camp at tree-line near an old Sierra Club cabin. 
He digs a suitable kitchen in the snow, cooks his noodles, and lies in 
the tent early in the evening. As it often is on a cold night, his sleep 
is restful but intermitent. Each time he awakes the wind is louder. 
Each time he is thankful for his sheltered location among the trees. 
There will be no such luxuries tomorrow.
 Early the next morning Georg breaks down his camp and heads 
up the boot track into Avalanche Gulch towards his high camp at 
the frozen Lake Helen. The wind roars constantly and many white 
clouds speed past in the dawn sky. At home on steep mountain trails, 
Georg moves swiftly up the valley despite his heavy pack, reaching 
the high camp before noon.
 The meager snow walls built by climbers to protect the tent 
sites are frozen solid. Georg struggles in the wind to set up his tent. 
Each stake he buries is ripped out by the wind as he places another. 
Finally, using his ice-axe, his shovel, and both ski poles, the tent is 
secured and he crawls inside.
 Georg naps despite the constant flapping of the rainfly in the 
relentless wind. At 3 p.m. he awakes to silence. Outside the tent 
there is absolute calm. Georg happily cooks a hearty dinner and 
stares at the snowpack. He watches and listens as rocks fall from the 
cliffs above as numerous skiers and climbers wander about camp.
 Determined to avoid afternoon rock-fall and not knowing how 
long the calm will last, Georg breaks camp and heads for the summit 
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at 1 a.m. In the darkness the snowpack is firm. Every crampon step 
is solid, every placement of the piolet solid. No slips, slides, or 
postholes. Route-finding is difficult in the dark and resting is cold. 
Georg gains the ridge above Avalanche Gulch just after 4 a.m. There 
is light in the east and the wind is picking up. The view from the 
ridge is brilliant as the pre-dawn glow illuminates the Konwakiton 
Glacier.
 After briefly resting, sipping icy cold water, and a taking a bite 
of frozen Cliff bar, Georg ascends Misery Hill, the last steep section 
of the climb. Clouds whiz by all around him as he reaches the top of 
Misery Hill. Georg is now only a few hundred vertical feet from the 
summit. The wind rips loudly as more clouds scurry past, obscuring 
his view of the flags marking the route below. The summit tower 
that should be prominent less than a kilometer away is not visble at 
all.
 Very cold in the hands, feet, and face, Georg kneels to get more 
layers from his small pack. At this critical moment he is unable to 
take off his gloves and jacket for fear the wind will rip them away. 
Balancing fatigue, cold, and fear, he aborts and descends blindly 
into the clouds layered below him.
 By 7 a.m. he has returned to Lake Helen. There is no wind now. 
Blue skies and absolute calm on the summit. Blue skies and absolute 
calm everywhere for many hours. Loss weighs heavily upon Georg 
as he slowly retraces his steps to Bunny Flat.
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The Water People
An excerpt from a novel in progress.

Josh Nielsen

 Surf roared beneath a gentle wind; bright, shining blueness 
stretched out of sight, broken up only by islands on the edge of the 
horizon. Was it really just a lake, this vast wetness, or could it be 
the ocean? Manling couldn't tell. But the hot sand under his feet 
edged the shoreline as far as the eye could see, and the water out 
there, wherever the sun wasn't shining off the waves, was a deep, 
cavernous blue, as if it dove to unknown depths. No wonder Papa 
called it the Sky Water.
 A wave rolled around his hands where they sank into the sand, 
but couldn't reach his feet. Cold water: it felt good with the hot sun 
on his back. Manling trembled a little, trying to work up the courage 
to plunge in. He didn't mind being wet—actually it might be a relief, 
as he had started to itch all over—but he couldn't shake the feeling 
that if he dived into it, the blue water would swallow him up and 
never let him go. Well, maybe if he just played along one side … 
 “Cold?”
 Manling looked up at the giant shape of Papa and shook his 
head—and, again, a good part of his neck. Still felt weird, moving 
so much neck. 
 Papa's bunched wing blocked out most of the sun, but the sunny 
side of his neck shone, while the underside of his belly had turned 
a pale shade of gray. The water couldn't quite cover his knuckles, 
though they were a good two steps deeper than Manling's. But his 
head had tipped to one side, and one bright red eye looked down on 
Manling. 
 Papa's eye turned out to sea. “You feel the call, little one?”
 “Call?”
 “The call of the sea.” Papa's voice was soft, awed, barely 
audible over the waves. “For a thousand generations our kind has 
lived here, eating and swimming and bathing in this very lake. It is 
said this was where we first learned to fly. And when we die, here is 
where we go.”
 Die? Wasn't that … “But, don't we go to heaven?”
 Papa chortled. “Heaven. We'll have that discussion later, 
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manling. I'm talking about our bodies.”
 “But....” Manling's head felt twisted round, but his neck wasn't 
kinked at all. Wasn't dying what people did when they stopped 
breathing? Or was he getting it confused with something else? “But 
isn't it hard to move when you're dead?”
 Papa's head pulled back, way up high, as if he was trying to 
show his throat to the sun, and great booms of laughter rolled out 
across the sea. Maybe he was imagining things, but it looked like 
little waves running away … “Oh, manling, manling, manling. Are 
you always so curious?”
 Manling shuffled his feet in the sand. Had he done something 
wrong? No knowing—and his head was starting to hurt. “I guess 
so.”
 “It's all right, manling. It's a legend, you see.” Papa had gotten 
serious again, and his warm red eye was regarding Manling again. 
Was it happy? Sad? Angry? Manling couldn't tell. “It says no 
dragon can rest easy till his bones lie in the sacred lake. This lake, 
manling.”
 Manling stared out at the blueness again, and shivered. Such 
deep blue...chilling blue. No wonder it gave him the shivers. “You 
mean, people come here to die?”
 Papa's nose bobbed. “Some.” And his feet were moving—
deeper. “And others are brought here.” Papa's lionlike hind feet 
passed by, leaving craters almost as high as Manling's body in the 
sand, and Manling hopped on his own feet. He wanted to follow … 
didn't he? Papa was going, so it must be safe. A wave washed up 
against his elbows. Cold water, like death. Dead people. There were 
really dead people in this lake? Maybe, if he wasn't careful, he'd be 
one of them. I didn't come here to die.
 Finally, with a little squeak, he jumped in. It felt like diving 
into a pool, and he half expected to start swimming. But it barely 
got deeper. Wrist deep, elbow deep. Almost belly deep, and then 
Papa stopped. Manling stopped and looked back. The shore looked 
a long way away. He was in the middle of the big, blue wetness. 
With Papa. And he was wet, not just belly down but all over from 
the splashing. Itches, like a thousand bugs, went numb. The sand 
squelching around his feet and between his fingers reminded him of 
other days at other beaches … somewhere. No knowing where. But 



65

familiar. Familiar and beautiful.
 Papa stopped and turned his head. Manling splashed under him, 
tried to spray the great white belly. But he couldn't. He got himself, 
though, right across the face. That made him be quiet: the water 
stung in his eye.
 And Papa was talking again. “You know, manling, my father is 
out here somewhere.”
 “Your …” Wait, Papa had a papa? Manling stopped to puzzle 
that out. Maybe it was true—it felt right—but somehow, it didn't 
seem possible. Was papa ever really his size? He must've been, a 
hundred years ago maybe. He wrinkled his nose. Just how old was 
Papa, anyway?
 “He went swimming one day,” Papa went on, “dove under the 
water, and never came up. The Vashir took him, I suppose.”
 Whatsheer? Manling squinted up, not that Papa was doing 
anything interesting. Just standing there, looking out to sea. So … 
the water took Papa's papa? That didn't make any sense, no sense 
at all. After all, it was just sitting there, not going anywhere. Where 
would it have taken anybody? Maybe that word meant something 
else. So he asked. “Papa, what's a vasheer?”
 “Vashir, little one, are the lake people.”
 “Oh.” That made sense. Sort of. Call the lake people water. Or 
was it calling the water lake people? Whichever, it made his head 
hurt again.
 He heard something—faint sounds that might have been music. 
Voices? He couldn't tell. But very quiet. Maybe very far away. Yes, 
there it went, changing pitches, but no words he could hear. Queer. 
Maybe it was some kind of lament? A happy lament?
 “It's said there's a graveyard down there, somewhere,” Papa 
said. “But so deep, only the dead can see it. And the Vashir who tend 
it.”
 The sound was getting louder. It sounded like a voice, one 
voice, maybe a woman's. Siren song. Manling blinked. Siren? 
Wasn't that more of a wail? “Papa,” he asked, “what's that sound?”
 Papa fell silent. His eyes strained out to sea, and after a 
moment, his head tipped to one side. The voice was growing, and 
it was now definitely singing. Or humming. Whatever it was called 
when there were no words. Then Papa's lips cracked in a smile. “I 
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believe that's one of the Vashir, coming to see us.”
 Vashir. Suddenly, the word struck something. A longing. He 
knew this voice, maybe. But he couldn't be sure. Had he heard it in a 
dream?
 The melody changed. Or did it? Vibrant, moving; tipping up and 
down like the scales, but somehow sweet and innocent. Childlike? 
He knew this song, from somewhere. But how? He couldn't place 
it, couldn't imagine where he would have heard it. But it was there. 
His eyes were wet; he must be crying again. But it didn't burn this 
time; actually, it felt good. Kind of. His throat was moving; he was 
singing along. Did he know how to sing? But he knew every note.
 He looked up. Papa was watching him, a strange look in his one 
visible eye. Was it concern? Curiosity? “I know this song, Papa.”
 “So I see.”
 “But...” Manling looked out again, peering through the waves. 
Where was that coming from? “How could I?”
 “I don't know, manling.”
 The song still grew, and it had changed again: still sweet and 
innocent, but faster, more lively. Yet still, somehow, Manling could 
hum along. Then, he saw it: Something moving toward them, 
underwater. Something long, something thin. Was it a fish? A snake? 
The song seemed to be coming from it, yet not—maybe it was 
coming from the water. Vashir. He shivered.
 “Be respectful, manling,” Papa muttered.
 Manling jumped, and water lapped up around his back end. 
What had he done? Was shivering bad? Surely, it would understand 
he'd never seen one of its kind before?
 The song stopped. Audible silence crackled in Manling's ear; 
one of Papa's knees creaked. And loud as the waves on shore was 
the thump of his own heart.
 A long, narrow head and sinuous neck slid from the water, 
barely making a ripple as they emerged. Broad fins wrapped 
the slender base of its skull, framing a face that was all jaw in a 
pearlescent aqualine blue. Eyes in soft yellow-green sparkled like 
the waves. Sharp white teeth showed ever so slightly under lips 
drawn back in what looked like a smile. Manling stared. It looked a 
lot like his reflection. Only, not.
 “Welcome back,” it said in a musical feminine voice, aiming its 



67

eyes at Manling. “It is good to see you in your real skin this time, 
sky child.”
 That was the voice. But … “Do I know you?”
 The slender one—a girl?—only dropped her tongue smilingly. 
“We met, once. I know you better than you know me.”
 “How?”
 “Manling,” Papa intoned. Manling looked up, deflated. Papa's 
eye was stern. Manling kicked at the sand, stubbed a toe on a rock, 
held it against his belly. Was he being disrespectful? How? All he 
did was ask a question.
 The slender girl's yellow-green eyes blinked slowly, and her 
smile widened. “It's all  right. It is because I am a seer, sky child. I 
know many things.”
 “Oh.”
 Papa made a noise, rather like a cough but quiet and gutteral. 
“Manling, wouldn't you like to play in the shallow water for a few 
minutes, while I have a talk with this … seer?”
 Manling sat back on his haunches and looked up, confused. He 
wasn't wanted? “Do I have to?”
 “Yes, manling, go play. I'll be done in a moment.”
 His face fell. Papa meant it—go away. Turning away, he started 
toward the shore. 
 The slender girl crooned to his retreating back, “When we're 
done here, I'll come play, manling.”
 Manling didn't perk up.
 The seeress smiled serenely toward Manling's retreat. “He is a 
beautiful kit, now that he has lost that human skin.”
 Silabaka kept his voice down. “Yes, he is.” But he fixed her 
with his best accusatory stare. “You are the one that prophesied to us 
three weeks ago?”
 “I am.”
 “You didn't say that he would lose his memories.”
 The seeress didn't react, not even a quick blink, before 
answering, “Even seers cannot read all the signs.”
 Silabaka pressed, “I thought you 'knew all the future?'”
 “Not in every detail,” she said, her voice smooth and quiet. “I 
told you before, I see only the big picture.”
 “Then look into your 'big picture' and tell me how to deal with 
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this … complication.”
 “What need I say?” The Vashir was still unmoved. “You know 
what you must do. Magic's will cannot be undone. He may never 
remember who he was, so it is up to you to build what he will be.”
 Silabaka's snout fell, and he stared at the water. “You make it 
sound so simple.”
 “It is simple, though that does not make it easy.” She regarded 
him with curious eyes. “He is not your first; why are you so afraid?”
 She was right. As usual. Silabaka closed his eyes and took a 
deep breath. “I don't want to mess this one up.”
 The Vashir laughed, her child's voice like tinkling bells. “Then 
who better to raise him than one with … experience?”
 He met her eyes, and they were merry. “I've never done it alone 
before.” 
 “You are not alone. She is with you still.”
 He narrowed his eyes. Here? After all these years, this … Vashir 
told him she was here all along? His heart ached—could it be true? 
“Can you see her?”
 The Vashir laughed again. “She is within you.”
 “How do I know you tell the truth?”
 Silence for a moment, except for the lapping waves. She smiled 
serenely. “You believe—or do not.”
 Silabaka nodded. Of course. “That's what I hate about you 
seers—you offer so much, and nothing at all.”
 She only laughed. “You will find a way,” she said, “I promise 
you that. And what you cannot do, trust the gods to.” And in a blink, 
she slipped beneath the waves, lost amid a sea of sparkles. Like her 
eyes—a quick glitter and then they were gone. Faintly, broken up by 
the waves' eyes, he saw a long, sinuous body making its way toward 
the shore.

 “Boo.”
 Manling turned, and the girl's long, thin face bobbed above the 
waves. The water splashed around his elbows. “Hi,” he smiled.
 “Hi,” she said, smiling. “Do you want to play?”
 He locked in on the big figure of Papa in the distance. “Did 
Papa say it's okay?”
 “He's watching. He has much to think about.”
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 Manling cocked his head. “What's your name?”
 “Frellrindillea.”
 “Frerid...”
 She smiled, her sea-green eyes twinkling. “You can call me 
Frell.”
 “Frell.” Manling smiled. “I like it. What's it mean?”
 “Me,” she said. “It means me.” She nodded back toward the 
deep water. “Come play?”
 “Sure.” But as he took a step toward the deep blue, he 
remembered something. “I won't get sucked in, will I?”
 Frell paused, watched him. “Sucked in?”
 “Become one of the dead people.”
 A laughing smile stretched her lips. “Oh. No, manling. You're 
safe with me.”
 Manling smiled. “Okay.”



Contributors’ Notes
Mickey Allen is a retired nurse who has lived in Rangely since 1976. About “Sonnet for 
Richard,” Mickey writes, “This poem is about something that happened in 1966, and I 
suppose I wrote it not long after that.”

Bailey Anderson is a CNCC Rangely student. 

Kathy Bassett lives near Maybell, Colorado, on five acres and writes of her oil painting Misty 
Morning Moose, “I enjoy watching the moose that appear out of nowhere while I am fishing 
on the Green River. I am a self-taught artist who has been painting wildlife and western art for 
many years.” 

Pete Bergmann is a 35-year resident of Craig and recently retired educator who enjoys the 
outdoors and ceramic art.  Pete writes, “I have experienced many awesome places in the 
backcountry of Moffat and Routt Counties. Carrying my camera has become a habit and 
allowed me to capture photographs such as Yampa Solstice Sunset taken near Yampa State 
Park on December 21st. Blue Flames Vase is a porcelain piece that was thrown on a wheel 
and then altered to produce the flame effect on the top. CNCC ceramics classes and instructor 
Barb Gregoire have been the catalyst for my new-found ceramic passion."

Phyllis Bingham was born in Milwaukee, Wisconsin. In 1944, she moved with her family 
to Craig, Colorado, where in the early 1920s her father and grandfather had homesteaded. 
She grew up there and graduated from Moffat County High School. Phyllis married Vincent 
Bingham. They had four children. In 2008, Vince had passed away and Phyllis had a hard 
time coping with his loss. She was introduced to the CNCC Memoir Writing class and has 
been in it ever since. She has written approximately 200 stories. 

Garth Butcher is an instructor of mathematics at CNCC Rangely with a strong interest in 
mountaineering. He lived in Northern California and the Pacific Northwest for several years 
and developed an affinity for the great volcanoes of the High Sierra and Cascade Mountains.

Yuri Chicovsky writes, "When I want to feel extra lonely, I go to Cedar Mountain. There, 
it seems, I can finally write a poem." When he's not making poems, pictures, and songs - 
or trouble - Yuri likes to experiment with brewing sagebrush moonshine. About his poem 
“Wanda Walker’s Cabin,” he comments, “Wanda Walker has lived a majority of her life on 
Douglas Mountain, in northwest Moffat County. She is one of the last true pioneers of the 
West. I know little else about her, except that she is generous, strong, hearty, and intelligent; 
and that she is deserving of a hundred poems lovelier than this.” 
Tracy Enterline is a CNCC dental hygiene instructor who writes that her photograph of the 
Rangely High School girls basketball team “represents team spirit and American patriotism. . . 
I enjoy taking photos of our youth.” 

Peggy Gonzales-Cisar’s maternal and paternal grandparents migrated to Oklahoma in 1901 
in covered wagons with their families. Both families homesteaded near Lawton, Oklahoma. 
Peggy writes that her three sons and four grandchildren “think everyone has to have 
electricity. I hope to compare the times my parents lived to my life in the early 1930’s and life 
as my family lives today.”

Jim Gregoire is the head of CNCC’s physical education department on the Craig campus.

Clancie Guinn is a pencil artist from Craig, Colorado, who works directly from photographs. 
Clancie writes, “My main focus is western themed material, including cowboys, horses, ranch 
work and working dogs. I attempt to capture the detail in each piece and hope the viewer can 
see all the folds and lines in each piece.”

Andrew Gulliford is a professor of History and an affiliated Environmental Studies faculty 
member at Fort Lewis College in Durango. He taught elderhostels at CNCC in the 1990s and 
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has had a house in Silt since 1978. He regularly runs the Green and Yampa Rivers through 
Dinosaur National Monument. He can be reached at gulliford_a@fortlewis.edu

Sandra Guzman is a CNCC Rangely student. Her piece, inspired by ancient handbuilt 
vessels, is coil built and painted with a burnished slip. It was photographed by her Ceramics I 
instructor, Elizabeth Robinson. 

Roberta “Bobbie” Harper is a Colorado native, born and raised in Hayden.  Bobbie is 
writing her memoirs so that her grandchildren will know who she is and about her family 
history.  Her family and extended family are from the flatlands around Fairfax, Oklahoma, and 
first came to Colorado in the early 1900’s. During the move out west, her grandfather had to 
drive his Model T Ford backwards to make it over Wolf Creek Pass, then a steep, winding dirt 
road. 

Sheila Harper, a developmental English instructor at CNCC Craig, writes of “Motivation 
Enough”: “I originally thought I couldn't delay gratification, as in the old 'marshmallow' 
experiment, and assumed I would have been one of the kids who ate the marshmallow before 
the 20 minutes were up instead of waiting and getting a second one as well. But as I drove 
past my front yard, a long slow project in xeriscaping, I knew that wasn't the whole story. So 
this piece is my attempt to analyze the difference between my motivation for gardening and 
for exercising.”

Sean Hart wrote “Psychotropic Chicken” as a descriptive essay assignment for his ENG 121 
College Composition class on the Rangely campus.

Israel John Holloway was born 1972 in Boulder, Colorado. His early interest in art was 
cultivated by a nature loving mother and supported by an extended family of working artists. 
“My first memories are swimming at the river, skipping rocks, drawing, and just being in 
nature.” Israel grew up in Northwest Colorado, submersed in western surroundings. He now 
pursues his passion for painting fulltime through the challenge of watercolor. “Watercolor is 
a dance between human intention and the predictable but uncontrollable nature of water. For 
me it’s the perfect balance of what I want to technically achieve and what the water wants to 
do. I hope my paintings help people embrace the power and grace of the real living west, past 
and present.” Israel says of his painting Lazy Trail: “This is one of several beautiful wagons 
at Campbell Creek Ranch.” Israel and his family live in the Yampa Valley. Contact him at  
970.824.6753 or israelhollowayart@gmail.com.  IsraelHollowayFineArt. com   

Janele Husband writes, “Since retiring from teaching in 2006, I have traveled many miles 
to places far and near. The beauty and essence of life can be experienced at every turn, and 
I love capturing these moments in time through the lens of a camera. Having lived in Craig 
for 30 years, I am still in awe of the beauty found in Northwest Colorado.” About Life on 
Lookout Mountain, Janele notes, “After a glorious morning spent photographing a number of 
wild horse bands in Sand Wash Basin, my husband and I enjoyed a picnic lunch at the top of 
Lookout Mountain before heading home. As we were driving away, this lone stallion appeared 
near the road and gave me the best shot of the day!”

Monique Mier is a CNCC Rangely student. Her piece, inspired by ancient handbuilt vessels, 
is coil built and painted with a burnished slip. It was photographed by her Ceramics I 
instructor, Elizabeth Robinson.

David Morris comments, “I have been writing poems about Moffat County and surrounding 
areas for the past 22 years. I love the High Western Desert and I am always delighted and 
surprised by the discoveries I make when I'm out exploring.”

Samantha Moon spends her time writing and singing. Her poem, Deceased, is based on 
experience and is written in the form of a pantoum for her Creative Writing class at CNCC 
Rangely.
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Aaron Myers, a CNCC Rangely student, notes that his photograph Cutting Through History 
is of Bear Creek, “a small seasonal creek that winds its way through Bear Creek Canyon 
cutting through layers of rock in a geological phenomenon in Larkspur, Colorado. This picture 
was taken while hiking through the canyon in search of a forest fire reported earlier in the 
day.”

Joshua Nielsen is a student writer at CNCC Rangely who lives in a world all his own and 
hopes to grow up to write both books and video games.

Elizabeth Robinson teaches Ceramics I and II at CNCC. Her studio is on Main Street in 
Rangely, and her work is shown and sold in galleries throughout the country.

Kathy Simpson teaches biology and math at CNCC Craig. Kathy writes of her photograph 
Smitten by Mitten, "This image of Mitten Park fault located in Dinosaur National Monument 
was taken on a hike along the Harper’s Corner trail. I’m sure it’s a familiar sight to many 
readers who would agree they are smitten with the geological features of the canyons in 
DNM." Of Floating By, Kathy writes: “The subject of my Master’s thesis…the Greater 
Sandhill Crane (Grus canadensis ).”

Denise Wade is the graphic designer and Marketing Coordinator for CNCC. Since the college 
is celebrating its 50th anniversary this year, Denise has been researching the history of the 
college and the community.

Carol Wilson’s photograph September Sunflower and Friends was taken in her garden 
in Craig. Carol writes, “It seems that sunflowers are the only blooms that will survive in 
my moisture-challenged dirt patch. This one remained quite stately right up until the deer 
devoured it, leaving nothing but a two-foot stalk in the ground.”

Stefka White's Christian Ukrainian parents survived the Nazi slave labor camps in Germany 
and met in a displaced persons camp in the American Sector of Germany. They emigrated to 
the USA when Stefka was five years old. She grew up in Winnemucca, Nevada, and graduated 
from the University of Nevada, Reno Campus, with a dual major in foreign languages and 
history. She went on to write for several newspapers including the Nevada State Journal, 
the Winnemucca Tribune, USA Today and The Hayden Valley Press, where she was not only 
the reporter, photographer, and layout person, but the editor as well. Stefka writes, "I moved 
to Hayden twenty-two years ago and to Craig some fourteen years ago. I love to read and 
write, and have choreographed dance and skating routines for my daughter. Currently I am 
concentrating on writing the unique and fascinating history of my family through my memoirs 
so that my three children and six grandchildren will always know where they came from."

Kristina Wolf, a CNCC Rangely student writes, “I took the picture Coconut while on an NRE 
275 Sea Turtle Rescue class trip to Costa Rica. I was walking along the beach enjoying the 
beautiful surroundings when I saw a coconut just sitting there with the perfect backdrop of 
the trees. The trip was amazing, getting to experience a new culture and new environment that 
we don't get to see here. It was a great experience. Bass is an interesting photograph I took for 
a class project my senior year of high school. I wanted to incorporate another part of my life 
into the picture, and that was music.”
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In Northwest Colorado near Rangely is the



David Morris

Far from any semblance or sound
of (recent) human habitation
in the depths of a desolate dry arroyo 

rests a young girl's
black leather pump
anchored like a tiny boat 
in a vast sea of wind-whipped sand.

No matter which way
I wrap my mind 
around the how 
or the why 
or the wherefore
of its presence in this lonely land

my dilemma remains the same
as Cinderella's stepsisters'

I can’t make the shoe fit.

Desert Fairy Tale


