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Stefka White

Ivanova Ivanciw daydreamed as she looked at the far blue horizon, 
wondering, as she had for much of her young life, what lay beyond. 
Soon, on August 25, 1941, she would be sixteen years old. She won-
dered if there was more to life than just working on the farm. Even 
though she loved school, Anastasia, lovingly nick-named Anna, 
was forced to quit school in the third grade to help out on the farm. 
Someone had to help take care of the younger children, and help her 

that she was smart, and he would continue her education at home. 
Her life consisted of working on the farm, running errands, attend-
ing dances, and going to church. She learned math and practiced 
reading and writing in her spare time under her father Ivan’s tute-
lage. 

she didn’t have to marry any of the men who came around asking 
for her hand, she knew eventually she would. She thought about 
how little of the world she had seen, and how it would be wonderful 
to see more of it. A gypsy who had read her palm at the bazaar had 
told her that she would be living in a land far, far away, and that she 
would have six children. Her friends had also had their palms read, 
but none of them got the intriguing prophecy that Anna did. While 
she didn’t really believe in the reading, it did give her something 
to think and dream about. Anna smiled as she thought about the 
gypsy’s prediction. 
 It was a beautiful late spring day in the third week of June as 
Anna walked along Dubniki Road, so named for the Dubi (Oak) 
trees which lined it, from her parent’s farm to her church in Otynia. 
As she neared the Hubert’s farm, she saw three pre-teen boys taunt-
ing and harassing the youngest Hubert boy, who was only about 
seven or eight years old. The boys were pointing sticks at the boy, 
pretending that they were guns and yelling, “Bang, bang. Die Jew!” 
Jews and Poles also lived in the western part of the Ukraine. The 
Huberts were friends of the Iwanciws, and were decent people who 
often hired the Iwanciws to help them earn a little money. They 
owned the huge plot of land on the other side of the road. The Allied 
powers had redrawn the boundaries according to the ethnic groups 

Modern Day Barbarians
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after World War I, and western Ukraine became a part of Russia. 
But Poland had stolen the western part while Russia was busy with 
its Communist Revolution. In 1939, Russia regained the territories 
the Poles had stolen. 
  Anna sympathized with the little Jewish boy, so she stepped in 
and told the bigger boys to stop attacking him. The Polish boys were 

were fairly strong, and maybe she had bitten off more than she could 

walked up to meet her on their way to church. Seeing the older girls 
greeting Anna, the boys, still sneering and making rude remarks, 
left. Anna waited until the Hubert boy was safely close to his home. 
She then joined her friends and they chatted as they walked towards 

-

 The girls talked about boys, the latest dance, and even the 
gypsy at the bazaar. Anna said the gypsy’s prediction was fun, even 
though it probably wouldn’t come true. Still, being able to see what 
was behind the blue horizon was a tantalizing thought. 
 They arrived at the Greek Catholic Church, which actually was 
an Eastern Orthodox Church, where people stood during the ser-
vice instead of sitting. The Ukrainians attended the Greek Ortho-
dox Church, the Poles attended the Catholic Church, and the Jews, 
of course, went to the synagogue. Anna was restless, wondering 
about her future. She was a believer, but something made her mind 
wander. She told herself to concentrate on the sermon and to stop 
daydreaming. Part way through the church service, the congregation 

was going on? The noise was deafening. Everyone rushed outside to 
the low board fence surrounding the Greek Catholic Church to see 
a world going mad. People and soldiers were running and shouting, 
women were screaming, children were crying, and the soldiers kept 
shooting people. 
  Anna arrived at the fence just in time to see the soldiers of a 
foreign army and to hear them shouting in a guttural language. As 
Anna watched in horror, she saw one of the soldiers shouting in 

the man as one of Otynia’s three Jewish doctors. The German was 
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shooting the doctor in the back, and the man fell practically in front 

with bringing the man down. He was extremely angry and pounced 
on the wounded man and proceeded to jump up and down on him. 
Anna watched in revulsion as the blood gruesomely spurted out 
of his body in all directions. Mesmerized by the brutality, Anna 
couldn’t take her eyes off the dying man and the German, even 
when the German soldier looked at her and began to raise his gun, 
taking in the Greek Orthodox Church behind her. Anna could see the 

that Anna was not Jewish and the Jewish doctor was dead, the Ger-
man ran on. 

and why had they come here?  Anna could not understand why 
women and children and unarmed ordinary people were being shot 
and killed. She was sick to her stomach; she threw up until she 
had the dry heaves. Nobody knew what to do or where to go. Anna 
decided that no matter what, she wanted to go home, so she and her 
two friends braved their fears in the chaos and headed for home, 
hoping they would not be gunned down.
 On the way out of town, they saw more terror, confusion, 

with the sounds the guttural language. Trying not to look, she 
couldn’t avoid the dreadful fact that there were a lot of dead bodies 
everywhere in their beautiful little town. But they were not soldiers; 
they were civilians—plain ordinary mothers and fathers and chil-
dren and old people. As her two friends reached their homes, Anna 

-
niki Road. She didn’t know how many of the cruel foreign soldiers 
she might encounter. Along the way she saw many more bodies of 
people she knew who were Jewish, dead in their yards and on the 
road. She wondered if her neighbors, the Huberts, were dead. The 
fear was so strong it was tangible, like an apparition on her back. 
For the time being the Germans left her alone, seeing her typical 
Ukrainian embroidered dress which designated her as Ukrainian and 
not Polish or Jewish. Why was this cruel murder occurring in their 
little town? Would her family be home when she got there? 

with grief and uncertainty, Anna asked her father, Ivan Ivanciw, why 
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these horrible things were happening. Ivan looked sadly at her and 
said, “Unfortunately such things have happened from time to time.” 
A few decades back it was the Turks and the Tatars attacking the 
people, and hundreds of years before that it was the Vikings, and 
long, long ago it was the Mongols. Anna still felt sick to her stom-
ach. She remembered the look of hatred on the soldier’s face, and 
how he had aimed the gun at her. She remembered the many bodies 
and the terrible screaming. It was like a bad dream. Would she wake 

 Even when the Russian Communists had taken over this part of 
Ukraine, there had not been this much bloodshed and hatred. Anna 
remembered her father talking about the Russians interrogating one 
old man about the political activities of his son. The old man had 
dropped to his knees and began to pray. One of the interrogators told 
the other, “Let him go. He doesn’t know anything.” But these Ger-
man soldiers didn’t seem to have any sympathy at all as they contin-
ued to gun down the people. Was this what lay beyond the horizon? 

killing would not end for several more years. During that time she 
would see many evil things and much cruelty.
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Kathy Bassett

 I just love the smell of sagebrush. Driving out through a sage-

nose and makes me feel good. There are lots of things you can do 

even better than cow chips. Of course, I have to admit that I ain’t 
never tried cow chips because it sounds gross and I’m afraid it’ll 
smell. However, I’ve used sagebrush many times. Not only is it a 

good starter, but it burns hot and has 
lots of warmth. 
 You can use sagebrush for crafts, 
too. A friend and I once gathered up a 

dipped them in varnish, and made 
“turd birds.” We glued them on spiffy 
sagebrush branches. I can’t remember 
how many we made but it was a lot of 
fun, and we sold every one of ‘em.
 Sagebrush is great for pulling up 
and piling under your tires when you 
get stuck in mud, snow, or sand. Boy 

howdy . . . I’ve had to do that a lot of times. It is good exercise and 
eventually works to get your rig back on the road again.

Eventually, I got bored, and since there was about a foot of snow on 
the ground, I got out and proceeded to build a nice big snowman. I 
found rocks for his eyes and mouth, and neat sticks for his nose and 
arms. He needed some hair, so I gathered up a bunch of sagebrush 
and made a hair-do. It was really quite pretty . . . all the green hair 
looking like a bad hair day. When the neighbors pulled up in their 
truck, she rolled down the window and jokingly asked, “Been here 
long?” 
 After we spent the day on Douglas Mountain, cutting and 

. yeppers . . . you guessed it. I had to get out and put sagebrush in 

Oooooh! That's Nasty!
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front of the tires for traction to get back up on the road. I thought 
we’d never make it. But thanks to sagebrush . . . we did! I was 
chilled to the bone and wet . . . oh yikes. I’d a liked one of them 

sagebrush branches. I know how to drive!
 One night I was reading a history book about Brown’s Park and 
read where pioneer Herb Bassett used to smoke sagebrush ciga-
rettes. Now, that story got my attention. I thought about how much 
money we could save if I could convert my now ex-husband over to 

rolled his own. So I went out the next day and gathered up a heap of 
sagebrush, and told him what I’d read. I have to say he was a sport 
to try it, but after spitting and gagging he threw the whole heap into 
the wood stove all the while exclaiming, “Oooooh! That’s nasty!”
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Carol Wilson What an Adventure! photograph
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Tammy Dahle Waving Hand, drawing



 For stealing a $5 horse, 
Butch Cassidy spent two 
years in the Wyoming State 
Prison. He learned his lesson, 
though. He never got caught 
stealing horses again. Instead, 
he turned to robbing trains. 

-
ter. He was right.
 Butch Cassidy, the 
Sundance Kid, and the Wild 
Bunch robbed banks and 
trains all over the West, but 
one of their favorite hideouts 
along the Outlaw Trail was 
Brown’s Park in Northwest 
Colorado. Here Butch could 
relax, knowing that he was 
a long way from the arms of 
the law, and that no deputy 
or sheriff would eagerly ride 
into Brown’s Park looking for 
him. Once he had “drifted in” 
to Brown’s Hole, everywhere 
else was “outside.” 
 In the late 19th century, 
the West was a wild place, 
but some places were wilder 
than others. One of those 

stretch, north to south, along the Green River. Mountains blocked 
snows from the west, and cattle herds could be brought into the park 
to escape the harsh winter weather. At the juncture of three states—
Colorado, Wyoming, and Utah— Brown’s Park also made for an 
ideal location to escape jurisdiction. If outlaws committed a crime in 
Wyoming, they could hideout in a cabin in Colorado. Local sheriffs 
always had their hands full, and because posses had to be recruited 

Andrew Gulliford
Butch and the Boys in Brown's Park

Butch Cassidy from a photo taken at the Wyo-
ming State Penitentiary where he served two 
years for stealing a $5 horse. Butch was born 
Robert Leroy Parker in a small Mormon com-
munity in Beaver, Utah. He learned his trade 
from the horse and cattle rustler Mike Cassidy. 
Because Robert had been a butcher in Rock 
Springs, Wyoming, he earned the nickname Butch 
Cassidy. His outlaw gang became dubbed the 
Wild Bunch after they started terrorizing the 

Photo from the author’s 
collection.
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from adjacent communities, long rides into dangerous canyons did 
not appeal to most citizens. 

Brown’s Park became the perfect colony of thieves, with local 
legends such as Matt Rash, Josie and “Queen Ann” Bassett, Elza 
Lay, Matt Warner, Isom Dart, a black cowboy, and Tom Horn, who 
would die at the end of a noose in the Wyoming penitentiary. Only 
three trails entered the sheltered valley, one from the south and two 
from the north. If outlaws watched their back trail they could be per-
fectly safe, and occasionally ride to Rock Springs or Green River, 
Wyoming, for supplies, or in winter to Vernal, Utah, over Diamond 
Mountain. Butch had several hideouts, including a cabin at Cassidy 
Point on Diamond Mountain, protected on three sides by a cliff, and 
another cabin at Little Hole on the Green River.

A square-jawed, stocky, towheaded cowboy with gray eyes and 
a winning smile, Butch had a way with women. When he had the 

money he spent lavishly, 
and he was known in 
every whorehouse from 
Miles City, Montana, to 
Fort Worth.  Paperback 

and silver and gold 
coins slipped through 
his grasp, yet Butch and 
the Wild Bunch never 
robbed railroad pas-
sengers. He was quick 
with a gun, but he never 
killed anyone, at least 
not in the United States, 
and just as railroads 
began to reach their 
pinnacle of power across 
the American West in 
the 1890s and early 
1900s, Butch developed 
a fondness for railway 
express cars. And he 
knew how to open safes. 

The John Jarvie Ranch in Brown’s Park, CO, was 
built by a Scotsman who was later murdered and his 

River. Esther Campbell, a Moffat County one-room 
school teacher, bought the small house and ranch and 
later deeded it to the Nature Conservancy, which gave 
it to the BLM. Photo by author.
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With dynamite.
He would become a wanted man in four states, and his loose 

-
dents and railroad executives. Pinkerton detectives trailed Butch and 
came close to catching him, but they were always a step too late at 
the livery stable, the scene of the crime, his campsite, or a bordello.

Butch knew how to dodge sheriffs and lose posses, but he 
never learned to save his ill-gotten gains. He either gambled it away, 

Yes, on occasion Butch and the boys used a little too much dynamite. In trying to blow this 
express car safe, they destroyed the entire railcar. To keep passengers from getting injured, 
Butch Cassidy always separated the express car from the other passenger cars.  Photo 
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shared it with friends, or spent it on lawyers—both for himself and 
his compadres. And when they were out of money, Butch and the 
boys, from their hideouts along the Outlaw Trail in Hole-in-the-
Wall, Wyoming, Brown’s Park, Colorado, or Robber’s Roost, Utah, 
knew just what to do. They’d rob another train.
 In between robberies, Butch and the boys drifted across the 
West working at ranches. They never robbed from their employers, 

and the big cattlemen were astonished that when Butch hired on as 
a ranch hand at the WS Ranch near Alma, New Mexico, all theft 
of cattle ceased. Consequently, he was promoted to ranch manager. 
Though quite a few dusty cowboys appeared at the bunkhouse when 
Butch ran a ranch, the ranch owners never minded setting extra 
dinner plates. Robert LeRoy Parker, alias Butch Cassidy, seemed to 
have a lot of friends.
 Although he was cool and calculating with guns—he preferred 
a Colt .45 and a Winchester 44-40 saddle ring carbine—Butch had 
trouble pouring coffee. During a famous outlaw Thanksgiving in 
Brown’s Park, the boys dressed up and left their guns in the mud 
room at the Bassett Ranch. Riding, roping, and shooting—they were 
good at those cowboy skills—but etiquette? Now, that was some-
thing to be mastered. One of his girlfriends, Ann Bassett, wrote:

 Poor Butch he could perform such minor jobs as robbing 
-

lash but serving coffee at a grand party that was something 

The John Jarvie Ranch, now an historic site administered by the BLM in Brown’s Park, 
CO, includes this cellar reputed to be one of Butch’s hideouts. Photo by author.
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became panicky and showed that his nerve was shot to bits. 
He became frustrated and embarrassed over the blunders he 
had made when some of the other hoasts [sic] better in-
formed told him that it was not good form to pour coffee from 
a big black pot and reach from left to right across a guest’s 
plate, to grab a cup right under their noses. The boys went 
into a hudle [sic] in the kitchen and instructed Butch in the 

shows how etiquette can put fear into a brave man’s heart.
 So Butch learned how to pour coffee, but he also learned to rob 
trains. His sidekick Harry Longabaugh, better known as The Sun-
dance Kid, required a few lessons, too. 

This famous group photo of the Wild Bunch, taken near a redlight district called Hell’s Half 
Acre, features the Sundance Kid on bottom left and Butch Cassidy on bottom right. They 
had at least 50 images printed up in the John Swartz Photography Studio in Forth Worth, 
and even had the cheek to mail one back to Winnemucca, Nevada, to the president of the 

one of the outlaws as the photo sat in the streetside window of Swartz’s studio, which trig-

Museum Collection.
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1892 near Malta, Montana, netted them 
less than $20. Sundance and two outlaws 
climbed aboard a Great Northern west-
bound as it pulled away from the station 
and ordered the engineer to stop the train. 
The express car, however, had a “through 
safe” that could only be opened by agents 
along the route.  There was less than $20 
in the local safe. To make matters worse, 
the bandannas the outlaws pulled over 
their faces kept slipping down around 
their necks, and it’s hard to re-tie a mask 
with a pistol in each hand. 
 Butch’s personality, his winning 
smile, and his way with both women 
and banks encouraged admirers. Charles 
Kelly wrote in The Outlaw Trail, “Every 
young fellow in Brown’s Hole yearned to 
become a member of the Wild Bunch.” 
A few young men between the ages of 
18-20 tried to form a junior Wild Bunch, 
but without Butch’s seasoned skills and 
pre-planning, they met with disaster.
 Riding out of "The Hole" they 
sought to rob the Bank of Meeker on October 13, 1896. In the mid-

the local citizenry. As the outlaws busted out of the bank’s back 

killed and the other died in a few hours. Their bodies were left on 
exhibition in Meeker “for a day or two” to discourage other would-
be robbers, and the corpses were photographed. For years the photo 
hung in the lobby of the Meeker Hotel.
 As for the real Wild Bunch, near Humboldt, Nevada, on July 
14, 1898, The Sundance Kid robbed a Wells Fargo express car on 

Wild Bunch struck again on June 2, 1899, at Wilcox, Wyoming, 

unsigned banknotes from the express company’s safe. Messenger 

Ann Bassett, or Queen Ann, grew 
up in Brown’s Park and learned 
to ride, rope, and brand her fami-
ly’s cattle as well as strays. Twice 
accused of cattle rustling she was 
acquitted both times. Ann and 
her sister Josie considered Butch 
a close friend and invited him 
to family gatherings including 
Thanksgiving.

19
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C. E. Woodcock was knocked unconscious by the blast. Though he 
appeared to be covered in blood, it was actually residue from an 
exploded shipment of raspberries. 
 “They were all gentlemanly,” said the trainmen of the robbers. 
Railroad president E.H. Harriman was not amused. He invented a 
special horse or posse car complete with armed marshals, deputies, 
plenty of weapons, and fast horses that could ride hard for a hundred 
miles.
 Butch carefully planned each robbery. He would spend weeks 
getting to know the landscape, deciding where to leave extra horses, 
and deliberating on the best place to separate the railroad engine 
from the express car, which usually carried two safes. The Wild 
Bunch preferred to rob trains at night or just before dawn with one 
outlaw on the train as a paying passenger who would crawl over the 
tender and sneak up on the engineer.
 Butch started robbing trains because his earlier career of 
stealing horses and busting banks had become uncomfortable. Too 
many posses too close on his trail. Now, as railroad owners devised 
steel express cars and posses on wheels, it looked like Butch’s train 
robbing days were over. In fact, sometime in 1900, at 32 years old, 
Butch tried to go straight, to give up his life of crime and to “ride on 
the right side of the law.”
 Butch went to see Salt Lake City attorney Orlando Powers 
to give himself up. He wanted to end his crime spree if he could 

Butch and the Boys liked to drink. So much so that they shot up a bar in Baggs, WY, paid 
the bartender $1 for each bullet hole, and he pocketed enough money to open a new bar in 
Rawlins. Butch and other outlaws hiding out in Brown’s Park may have enjoyed batches of 
moonshine from this still at the John Jarvie Ranch. Photo by author.



21

-
dentiality the lawyer said, “No use. You’ve robbed too many big 
corporations in your time. . . . No, you’ll have to keep on the run, 
I’m afraid.” But Butch had another idea. He appealed directly to the 

Utah governor, Heber Wells, who apparently declined.
 Robbing trains had gotten out of hand. Between 1890 and 
1899, thieves had successfully plotted 261 train robberies resulting 

-

to catch outlaw train robbers and Butch Cassidy in particular. Butch knew his glory days 
were coming to an end. 
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in 86 injuries and 88 deaths. Most of the robberies had occurred in 
the West. Attorney Powers reconsidered Butch’s plight and suggest-
ed that instead of robbing trains, perhaps Butch could become an 
express guard and protect them. Butch’s personal attorney Douglas 
Preston was to meet the outlaw and bring two representatives of the 

suspicious. No one met him at the agreed upon time. Angrily, he 
left.
 Orlando Powers tried again with one of Butch’s outlaw bud-
dies as the courier. Matt Warner had recently been released from 
prison, and he was on a train headed to one of Butch’s hideouts, but 
he never made it. Near Evanston, Wyoming, the railroad conductor 
handed Warner a telegram which read: “All agreements off. Cas-
sidy just held up a train at Tipton.” Rather than work for the Union 

 On August 19, 1900, the railroad stated they lost $54, but 
other sources indicate the take was closer to $50,000. What did the 
trainmen think? They were getting used to robberies and even the 
Pinkerton Detective Agency stated that Butch was “amiable and 
agreeable.”
 At Tipton at 8 p.m., a masked robber crawled over the tender 

track and don’t try any funny stuff.” The engineer complied, but 
when the robbers demanded the train be uncoupled, the conductor, 
worried about the grade, asked to set the brakes. Understanding the 
potential danger, the leader, probably Butch, said, “All right then. 
Go ahead. But don’t do anything foolish. We don’t want to have to 
shoot anybody.” And they didn’t. 
 Who was in the express car? Ernest C. Woodcock, who had 
been knocked unconscious and coated with raspberries when the 
Wild Bunch dynamited the train at Wilcox. Initially, Woodcock 
refused to open the door, but Conductor Ed J. Kerrigan convinced 
him otherwise. When one of the bandits asked the time, Kerrigan 
pulled out his pocket watch to answer. He remarked, “I suppose you 
want this, too.” The masked leader replied, “Keep it. We don’t want 
anything from the railroad boys.” 
 A posse quickly followed, but Butch and The Wild Bunch 
outwitted them and traveled to Fort Worth, Texas, to Fannie Porter’s 
House of Delights. Deep in the heart of “Hell’s Half Acre,” the train 



23

robbers stayed for awhile. They enjoyed the silence and solitude in 
Brown’s Park, but the girls on the line in Texas had their allures, 
too.
 

Butch may have wanted to settle down on a ranch in Colorado or 
Wyoming, but those days had passed. He was too well known and, 

calves and busting hay bales just wouldn’t pay for.
 As the 20th century dawned, railroads became less complacent 
about robberies. Valuable express shipments carried extra guards 
with repeating shotguns, and rumors abounded of the potential use 
of Gatling guns, searchlights, and electrically charged door steps to 
express cars. Butch had second thoughts, too. Posses were getting 
closer, but he wanted one last heist before moving to South Ameri-
ca.
 Prior to the trip, Butch, with Sundance and his lovely compan-
ion Etta Place, vacationed in New York City and went to Tiffany’s, 
where one of the men bought Etta a gold lapel watch. The three 
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posed for formal portraits and enjoyed tourist attractions in bustling 
Manhattan.

occurred 196 miles east of Great Falls, Montana, near Wagner 
where, on July 3, 1901, the boys held up the Great Northern.
After uncoupling the express car and using their trademark dyna-
mite to open the safe, they took $40,000 in unsigned banknotes. The 
funds would help Butch and Sundance start a ranch in Argentina.

Without Butch’s expertise, the Wild Bunch foundered. Two 
years later on July 7, 1903, a few of the boys robbed a Denver & 
Rio Grande train near Parachute, Colorado, but they had not done 

advance planning. Their horses gave out, and a posse overtook 
them. One of the outlaws saved his last bullet for himself. That same 

It was “The Great Train Robbery.” 
As for Butch and Sundance, they supplemented their ranch 

speaking Spanish, and he disliked South American saddles. He 

Butch and Sundance faded south toward Bolivia and Argentina, their exploits became fa-

on nickelodeons in arcades and amusement parks. A poster from an early Wild West Show 
depicts a train robbery. Photo from the author’s collection.



25

missed the soiled doves in Fort Worth and San Antonio, and there 
were few female companions on the Argentine pampas. In 1908, 
Robert Leroy Parker and Harry Longabaugh robbed their last train 
near Eucalyptus, Bolivia. The robbers made off with $90,000 in 
cash. Perhaps they needed the money, or maybe they did it for old 
time’s sake. Whatever their motivation, the days of the cowboy out-
law were numbered. Some historians claim that Butch and Sundance 
died in a shootout with the Bolivian cavalry in San Vicente later that 
year, but rumors persist that Butch made it out alive.
 Across Wyoming, stories abound of families seeing Butch 
into the 1930s. Josie Bassett, who moved from Brown’s Park to 

in what is now Dinosaur National Monument, swore that she saw 
Butch long after he was supposed to be dead. 
 Whether he made it out alive from Bolivia or was buried in 
South American soil, the cowboy outlaw era ended with Butch. 
Robbing trains became a thing of the past, but at the turn of the 
century, railroad executives did their own thieving by conspiring to 

bankruptcy. Charles Kelly wrote of the Wild Bunch, “These wild, 
free souls saw great fortunes being made all around them by cattle 

Cowboy-outlaws resented this attitude and felt no twinges of con-
science whatever in robbing railroads, mines, and banks.” 
 Who was robbing whom? If Butch and the boys stole a few 
dollars, the unregulated railroad industry squandered human lives. 
In 1907, unsafe working conditions and long hours killed 4,354 
railroad workers, and countless accidents injured thousands more. 
Folksinger Woody Guthrie said it best when he wrote “The Ballad 
of Jesse James” about another famous train robber. Guthrie penned:
 As through this world I wander/ I meet lots of funny men
  Some men rob you with a six-gun, some with a fountain pen
 As through this world I wander, and through this world I roam
  I never saw an outlaw drive a family from their home
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Mary Hertzog
The Great Migration
 In the last days of January 2013, we took a ride down Highway 
318, ten or so miles west of Maybell, on the other side of Sunbeam, 
to Peck Mesa to see deer migrating in the dead of winter. There 
were over 2,000 deer going fast toward the west. We had never seen 
such a sight—usually deer migrate in the fall, but never in the dead 
of winter. We watched and wondered what the deer knew that we 
didn’t.  
 That evening, after we came home from our travels, we were 
listening to the news when the weather report came on and we heard 
that 24 inches of new snow had fallen to the east of Steamboat 
Springs, and to the north, with 24 more inches expected the same 
day.  
 We then knew what the deer knew. They were getting out of the 
high country before they were in snow over their heads.  
 It reminds me of the migration years ago in the early 30’s. I was 
a small child then, when the people of the Dust Bowl in Kansas, 
Colorado, Texas, and Oklahoma, swarmed into southern California 
to pick oranges and other fruit.  
 The deer, I am sure, were looking for food and a better place to 
be, like the people of the Dust Bowl.
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Michael Melneck
Dave McNally
 I could throw a baseball before I could walk—and have photos 
to prove it. Cute little urchin then. Palm ball, most likely. A change-
up, no doubt.
 Leap ahead with me to Little League. Miles City, Montana. Just 
barely organized. No t-ball; no coach-pitch. Real, spontaneous base-
ball. Captains picked by players and teams picked by captains, and 

you worked your way up. No umpire, and no overbearing parents—
they had their own lives then. Jeans and tee shirts. There may have 
been one pair of rubber cleats in town, but I don’t remember who 
had them. Tommy and Billy Combs. Eddy Acey. Dave Friend. Don 
Gunther. Don and I pitched. Patrick Kelly didn’t play—he was too 

found in the park and I decked him for it. Later I put gum on his seat 
in school—extra bad because he always wore corduroy. Had to write 
“I will not put gum on Patrick Kelly’s pants” about 30,000 times and 
it has nothing to do with baseball, but isn’t it OK to stray for a good 
reason?
 Toward the end of summer, Clark Cummings, the wonderful 
man who ran the Little League program, picked an All-Star team 
and that team actually got matching hats and tee shirts to wear to the 
tournament in Billings, 140 miles west.
 At a Little League tournament in Billings, Montana, circa 1954, 

pitch for Carpenter Paper (full uniforms with stirrup socks, rubber 
cleats…) because he was left-handed and because, or so we told 
ourselves, his dad was the coach. This is the best of my memory, the 

 We beat Dave McNally like a rented mule. More than once. But 

already knew patience and its rewards.
 Now make another leap, to '59 or '60. I played American Legion 
ball for Hastings, Nebraska, and the Billings team came to town, and 
they threw McNally at us. He was 5'11" and I wasn’t, and he threw 
aspirins past everyone. The draft of the ball going by sucked your 
hat off. The Billings catcher had a mattress in his glove, and an ice 
pack in his palm between innings. I can’t imagine that it helped all 
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that much.
 Earl Applebee, arguably the best baseball coach Nebraska would 
ever see, had benched me because, as my never-once-in-my-life-
embellished memory recalls, I’d tried to steal second base without a 
signal a game or so prior, and I was thrown out—not by a step, but 
by about two minutes. Being accused of dragging a piano around 
the bases wasn’t as funny then as it should be now. Log chain would 
have been more convenient.
 But Earl sent me in to pinch-hit with the score tied 1-1 in the 
bottom of the ninth and with Larry Uhrmacher on third base, the re-
sult of the only thing better than a loud foul we’d managed all night. 

last time anyone has looked at me funny.
 I swung at the second pitch and hit the ugliest ground ball in 
the history of the game—so late that (I bat right-handed) it scooted 

scored and I had a single that looked like a line drive in the Tribune 
the next day. And we won the game.
 Most of the rest of us went to college, where we played some 
respectable baseball. Dave went to The Show, as the Major League 
game is known on the inside, and had a solid career with the Bal-
timore Orioles. After the 1974 season Dave became a free agent 
through arbitration, and while it broke the owners’ decades’ old grip 
on player contracts, Dave pitched his last game on June 8, 1975. 
He’d also somehow got the hiccups, which did not go away, and in 
1987 my wife and I bought a car from him, in Billings.
 Dave died of cancer, in his hometown, on December 1, 2002. 

this: that night in Hastings, Nebraska, I knew he was better than we 
were, and he knew it, and he walked off the mound with his head 

I didn’t realize what I’d learned from him until a long time later. 
Thanks, Dave—we’ll have a beer.
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Charlene Scott
Harvest
 When I was about twelve, after we moved down from Grand-
dad’s place, we lived near Parker, Colorado, on a small farm of 
about 300 acres. Harvest was much more than running a combine 
and truck in those days.  
 We had alfalfa hay, which was cut and stacked for livestock and 
our horses. Help for haying included Dad, up on the stack, as no 
one could stack to suit Dad. He learned how to stack hay as a boy, 
working on a big ranch called Highland Ranch, near Littleton, now 
a big housing development. Mom ran the buck rake that brought all 
the hay in and put it on a stacker, and I ran the team that was used 
to pull the stacker loaded with hay up to Dad on the stack. This 
team was very well trained to pull up just so far and then back up. 
I enjoyed running the team and loved those horses. After the last 
hay crop was up, it was time to start with the grain harvest, which 
was mostly wheat, barley and oats. Dad had a grain binder pulled 
by horses. He would start binding the grain. After a few rows, Mom 
and I would start shocking. Shocking meant that we picked up 
bundles and formed them into tepee-like shapes. This was done to 
keep the moisture from going inside the shocks. I didn’t mind help-
ing harvest the wheat or barley we used for our chickens and hogs, 
but I did hate the oats as they made me itch all over. Oats were used 
mainly to feed our horses. A thrashing machine, owned by another 
rancher, would be set up, and farmers from all around the area 
would bring their wagons, horses, and, generally, an extra hand to 
load their wagons and feed the threshing machines.  
 At noon, Dad would shut down everything and bring in the 
horses for water and feed, while the farmers came to the house. 
Mom had a wash basin with towels for them to clean up a bit, 
and then the men came into the house. First they grabbed a cup of 
coffee, and then found a seat at our big, long table. It was set with 
plates and silverware. When everyone was settled in, us girls would 
carry in the food: fried chicken, mashed taters, veggies, home-made 
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the men would get up and get their horses and get ready to go back 

was ready to put in silos. Neighbors sure did work well together in 
those days, and everyone was ready for winter.  
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Janet Sheridan
Home Improvement
 My husband and I are familiar with the muddle of remodeling: a 
tile-removal job that coated all surfaces in every room with clinging 
dust, a wallpaper project that pitted Joel’s careful measuring against 
my slap-dash optimism, and the hanging of new window coverings, 
a task that challenged his vocabulary and my sanity.
 But the recent installation of a new refrigerator took us to the 
dark side. 
 Refrigerators rank as one of the most personal of household be-
longings, providing clues to character and the interplay of relation-
ships. Since the day we wed, spousal tussles and compromises have 
dictated the content and organization of the Sheridan family fridge: 
more footage for salsa than yogurt, more varieties of cheese than 
produce, frosted beer glasses making it impossible to access the ice 
cream.
 My husband puts fresh tomatoes in the refrigerator. I quietly 
remove them. He only sees the refrigerator’s top two shelves. I put 
leftover apple pie near the bottom where he forgets about it; then I 

shelves, searching for ketchup—which has resided on the top shelf 

the favor when I root around in his toolbox.
 But I worry when friends, in-laws, or strangers witness the sorry 
state of our refrigerator: milk rings littering the dairy shelf, lettuce 
decaying in the produce drawer, a sticky coagulation anchoring the 
pickle jar. 
 I imagine their conversations: “Did you see all the half-empty 
jars of mayonnaise? She must collect them. And something needs to 
be done about that blackened can of tomato paste. It’s a wonder they 
haven’t died of food poisoning.” 
 When the deliverymen slid our old refrigerator out of the space 
it had long occupied, we discovered the bedlam secretly incubated 
beneath it: a malodorous carpet of lost recipes, bits of glass, carrot 

-
ous origin. My head buzzed; my heart palpitated; my mom, looking 
down from heaven, shook her head in sorrow. 
 The morning the new model was to be installed, I emptied the 
old one, heaping its precious cargo here and there and wondering 
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how it held so much stuff—and why. How many frozen packets of 
leftover casserole and stalks of limp celery does one need? 
 I also had trouble clearing the exterior of the refrigerator, the 
most popular all-purpose display center in the house. One side holds 
a shopping list we ignore and a calendar with indecipherable entries 
we puzzle over: Is one of us to get our teeth cleaned on the 12th or 
is that when the truck needs an oil change? 
 I hang my weekly menu on the door for Joel to admire and 
anticipate—not once in fourteen years has he noticed. In addition, 

of a stroke, and anything Joel doesn’t want to forget: license renew-
als, birthday calls, major surgeries. I discard his notes-to-self when 
they’re a year old.
 The dust-decorated top stores a multitude of phone books, a jar 

discard: keys that must unlock something, spare parts that must be 
needed somewhere, and bits of paper with scrawled telephone num-
bers that must be important.
 All that precious stuff, transferred from the old refrigerator to 
the new, made the new indistinguishable from the old; I couldn’t 
admire our brag-about appliance because I couldn’t see it.
 By noon, the stress of the transition complete, our latest pur-

-
nets, sported spotless shelves, and boasted a dust-free top. 
 I took a nap.



33

Kellie Dippel Fall at South Beach, watercolor
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Israel Holloway painting
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Peter Bergmann photograph
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Haley Schildgen Through the Wind, painting
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Just Plain Need
 I don't remember the anger. The good stuff comes to mind easily, 
like the abbreviations our family used as a kind of love language. 
Three letters at the end of a quick note or a scribbled request, a sim-
ple “ILY.” Later, the characters took on added dimension in the form 
of thin, smooth metal wire, with just enough tension to bend and 

through and around and back into itself, then curling into a heart, the 
metal clipped and smoothed. The reminder hangs above my desk as 
I write.
 I recall my parents' love for me but not their white-hot anger, 

son was a toddler, his brother an infant. The unexpected heat rose in 
my body, taking over like an unclean spirit whose words shocked, 

that she locked herself in the bathroom with us kids pounding at 

they'll one day correlate with who you are.
 For awhile, being a parent felt smooth, like the wire my dad 

baby who slept through the night at seven weeks and ate every three 
hours like clockwork. His well-child evaluations bore the pedia-
trician's addendum—“Darling Boy!”—scrawled in the margins. 
Because Colin adapted to our feeding and sleeping schedule with 
the surety of a future Franklin Covey CEO, it wasn't long before we 

baby.
 I was pregnant again when Colin was nine months old. A woman 
approached me in Kmart when I was swollen-full with this child, 

-
dler. “I've had seven children,” she said. “And nothing was as hard 
as having two of them close together, not even having babies in my 
40s. You're in for a challenge.” She was kind but pitying, and some-
thing in me reared up in defense, a precursor, perhaps, to the anger 
to come. You don't know me, I thought to myself. Don't tell me what 
this will be like.

Heather Zadra
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me of the inversions that creep into Northwest Colorado every so of-
ten, the ethereal fog masking what is real and solid and known. The 
haze came on slowly, in the form of nights spent soothing a baby 
whose “schedule” involved nearly a year of inexplicable nighttime 
wakings; a toddler whose clumsiness became artistic grace when he 
discovered a bottle of Hershey's syrup in an empty kitchen; and full-
time teaching reduced to advising and the occasional class so that I 
could spend more time at home. This was my life, but it no longer 
resembled the easy cycle of productivity and relaxation I'd become 
used to in seven years of being married and childless. I could equate 
this new life to only one other time, when I'd accepted an Air Force 
scholarship in college and spent a miserable year in ROTC, learning 
too late that this wasn't for me, that I wasn't the right material for the 
job.

that so much of me was in survival mode. My goal was simply to 
get through the day, to get the babies fed and bathed and changed, 
and then take refuge in bed until the next unstoppable day arrived. 
Those days became the grindstone on which my temper sharpened 
and honed itself. Colin received the brunt of my anger. His ac-
tions seemed calculated to enrage, his thinking processes foreign 
to me. To him, naps were designed to be fought, food was given 
to be thrown, requests were made to be rejected. While he needed 
the instruction and boundaries all toddlers require, much of what I 
interpreted as belligerence was normal two-year-old behavior. I'm 
ashamed now to recall things I never imagined I could do: leave the 

words hot and fast like speaking in tongues. Except that I was all 
too cognizant of what the words meant, how they were calculated to 
sear.
 As Colin grew, I thought he started to fear me, uncertain of 
what I would do or say next. Patience I'd once prided myself on, not 
only in early parenting but throughout my life, dove for cover, its 
bravado unmasked in the face of the hard. We don’t like to call our 
wrongs sin. It’s not culturally savvy, and to many, it seems naive 
and uneducated. But to label something unequivocally wrong is to 

chalking it up to a bad day or hormones or just the way we are. And 
while I would argue that not all anger is sinful, there was no other 
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word for what came from me in those moments. 
 These realizations were a radical departure from who I’d been 
for the previous decade. Before we had kids, I'd seen my faults as 

parts of who I was. It was an easy belief to rest on when God had 
no part in my life, when I'd rejected Christianity as a college stu-
dent and decided I could run things better on my own. After Colin 
was born, I'd slowly, hesitantly come back to my faith, and now He 
seemed to be moving me beyond passive acceptance of my imper-
fections and toward understanding that this problem wasn’t only 
offensive to Him. It had potentially life-altering consequences for 
my children.
 Despite my growing awareness that I couldn’t remain where 
I was, I couldn’t seem to do anything about it. My anger seemed 
mostly to spawn guilt, helplessness, more anger. My husband, Mike, 
faced similar struggles as I did. Thrown off-balance by what felt like 
constant attendance on the kids, he too became irritated by small 
things that would never have bothered him before. Sometimes we 

tense bodies and terse words dragging the other down, neither of us 
able to draw a breath of calm to lift the other to buoyancy.

-
ply trying harder didn't work. In theory, it sounded doable. Each 

problem. In a general sense, at least, I knew what was coming: the 
toddler breakdowns and emotional crises, the increased frustration 
of a baby who, we would later learn, was expressing his inability to 
hear well. It followed that I could just apply concrete strategies to 
deal with the inevitable issues.
 Except that I didn't have strategies, or ones that seemed to work. 
I read a lot, and I talked to other moms, and I cried out, mostly to 
God, though not in any consistent or expectant way. Deep down, I 
was angry at Him for letting me get to this place and leaving me in 
it. I didn't acknowledge Him giving me two beautiful, healthy chil-
dren; I resented Him for that gift. And as long as that barrier stood 
in the way of dependence on someone besides myself, efforts to just 
stop being angry were futile.  
 It's funny, though. Sometimes only the struggle can show us how 
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if I'd ever really seek God if I didn't need Him. I'd like to believe it's 

but pretty often it's just plain need.
-

seek out God every day, to spend time meditating on and applying 
His promises to the point that I believed them again. Usually, what 
started out as prayer and Bible study would become pleas for help 
to love my children rightly. And for a long time, I felt like I heard 
nothing, saw no change in my behavior. 
 But as I kept acknowledging my inability to parent well on my 
own, looked for God’s hundreds of small graces throughout the day, 
He responded. I began to journal the day-to-day struggles and found 
myself taking joy in small victories over my temper. As I read over 
past entries, I could see slow, incremental changes in how I related 
to my children. And the boys sometimes reciprocated, like they 
sensed that my focus and motivations were changing. “You're the 
best mom ever,” Colin started to tell me now and then, and I'd tear 
up, my face buried in his hair, grateful that he believed that, at least 
for now.
 Over time, I have learned that one danger of moving forward is 
to return full circle, to believe again in my own strength and forget 
my need for Him. It happened last month, last week and again today, 
nearly four years distanced from that dark time and with another 
beautiful boy-child added to our family. I'll make progress, some-
times for weeks or months at a time, only to be sideswiped by that 
familiar heat, the words spilling out before I realize what I've said. I 
seem most susceptible to rage when I feel best about my parenting, 
or when I think that the kids' growing older means that the fury was 
of a season and has passed for good.
 But mostly it happens when days or weeks pass without my 

again. I am reminded of how investing time in our relationship read-
ies me to accept Him throughout the day, giving me new stores of 
patience. And I pray to believe what God has been showing me all 
along: that to abide in Him is to let go of all I could never live up to 
anyway. It’s never a one-time acceptance. I suppose it’s not meant to 
be.
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Clancie Guinn Shortcut's Bridle, drawing
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Kathy Bassett Free Spirit, oil painting
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Back Home
Chris Sowers

Cease fond nature, cease thy strife/And let me languish into life.—
Alexander Pope

He speaks, spells, and conjugates from elementary school primers 

—Chris Sowers, “a person-
al, terse description of my father, who is the antagonist in this poem 
and who is busy cleaning the graves of his parents and sister

In the heat of summer’s end, he is bent over, patient, like the tree 
beside him
Raking away at the front of the monument that says “Here lies…”
How many years has it not been marked at all, except by this tree 
whose shade I recall from childhood? And then, like an artifact 
from an archaeologist’s brush, his rake reveals a small and brittle 

between smoothly-chiseled granite and baked earth, all the material 
remains between principle and power caught forever just away from 
him and his hot careful work with “what is left from it all” 

Cars speed by on the highway south of the cemetery, polluting the 
air with exhaust and noise not far enough removed
It is the oblivious and the odious, the glamorous and the gone-on, 

crazy candy bar, which after it is lustily consumed leaves a profane 
wrapper to be discarded and removed from its promise
Cars with lives inside of them separated from the deceased only by 
a different toil and time and trouble and a thick hot tar line neatly 
separating the “then” from the “now”
Was the road decided by the shape of the cemetery? Did topography 
lay out the grid we excavate? Or did the graveyard stop its en-
croachment where the highway deemed best?
When did we all move on? It seems so distant and even unreal now 
in retrospect…
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Are we even a real part of all this? There is no epicenter of hope any 
more where family once gathered around a sturdy German kitchen 
table for dinner and there is no living homestead resting in the 
shadow of day’s end; only wilderness, canker and decay 

Once there was a cool pond with geese down the hill from the 
graveyard, happy relief, but now it is a garbage heap where the 

leaves is carried without pomp or ceremony and thrown, deposited 
if you will, on top of other collections of miscellaneous debris and 
artifacts taken from the graves; it is a refuse midden beside twisted 
vines of not-so exotic and sickly-sweet Japanese honeysuckle where 
wild Carolina roses rise up as well, and today their unyielding 
thorns seem welcome respite from this heated work he does; thick 
salty sweat oozes from his brow hot and sticky as he rakes, but he 
can’t wipe it with his knarled busy hands so tightly locked around 
the rake’s cracked handle; who could have known he would choose 
the wind? What an angry, dry storm is coming! Please, please, the 
coming evening seems to whisper to the tree beside him, give him a 
deep cool drink of pure clean water; wash his hands; set him free…

But like a resolute feature tied to the site, he stands beside the tree 
and he sees well what comes of industry and progress, of planning 
and planting
For they all knew him and he knows all their names, too, and he 
knows and tells every fable and myth and story by heart
Listen well—if but for a moment—let’s humor history into some-

and heal the hurt that will not heal one more time—
Before it gets dark he will put the splintered and rusty rake back into 
his car slamming the heavy trunk shut while giving one last heavy 
sigh as he releases all of the ghosts back into the twilight and then 
he will gently lead—all of us, everyone—back home



51

The Healing of Water
Rain or shine - it’s all the same to me
Just grateful to be alive, enjoy the time, and be

So in our rooms, comfortable in our art
We wine and dine, nibble cheese, truly seeking heart

When the time comes and we relinquish life
And all the bucket list is done, letting go of strife

Then on to the stars, agleam, set in cool night skies
Past this last moment, forgotten half-truths and family ties

Carefully in repose albeit changed in life’s review
The spider’s thread, the violets pure - as begat - in dew

We all go back to water
In truth it’s who we are
Love and life is raining
From our distant star

We all go back to water
From whence we came
We all go back to water
Water becomes the rain
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Run-In with an Ex-Student After a 
University of Wyoming Football Game
Cowboy dapper
in a black Stetson
tight jeans
a yoked shirt with pearl snaps

he offers loud and racist redneck banter
to patrons stool-perched
in a dark cramped and claustrophobic bar

and rooster-crows his name
with the air of someone
surprised
shocked
that no one in the joint would know him.

My eyes widen
because I do:

class clown
in a long ago covey
of raw
high plains
windswept Wyoming small town
eighth graders

a skinny kid
who couldn’t sit still
adept at football basketball rodeo
a joker
a disdainer of rules.

David Morris
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I don’t recall
he liked me much

but he loves me now
waltzes me around the bar
arm like a wrench around my neck
laughing over pranks
I’ve long since forgotten 

but one thing I remember:

his cruel drunk abusive dad
the man he couldn’t escape then
and has become now.
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Bird Brains
Maybe
it’s the garish purple
of my tie-dyed hippy shirt

or my less than classy
weather blasted
once upon a time red hat

or my awkward staggered ascent

Whatever it is I
can handle
being perceived
as a humorous jest

and these Pinion Jays

Metallic blue in the early morning light
they scream in near hysterics
as they bounce
the highest branches
of a nearby cedar

with their continued mocking
shrill
laughter.

This childish chortled derision
will fail
to run me off

they don’t own the place

for these next couple of hours
I live here too.
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Desert Song
What the.

I put Listen
on red alert
order my ears
like radar screens
to roam this large and lonely landscape
for evidence
of a distant dissonant ditty.

There it croons again
a wistful wounded
garbled tune

but the only voice for miles
is my voice
and mine is muted.

From a pinion-spattered highest place
I spy at last
the crooked sun-baked
solo singer:
an ancient windmill
tucked away beneath a series of distant hills.
She’s busy spinning
snatches of plaintive melody
urged on encouraged and accompanied
by the rising breeze.

Her songs are for herself
and not for nosy me

but I never can resist
an opportunity to eavesdrop.
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Maybe Next Time I’ll Pay Attention to the 
Weather Reports
Late fall is making a statement:

Guess again!
Not happening!
when it comes to fair weather fun.

Fifty miles south of Rock Springs
a wall of raging angry black
rushes in
to grapple with a hornet’s nest of dark gray
high above my zig zag path
among red boulder strewn hills.

is suddenly awash in wet
and raw cold rain and snow
ride a hysterical wind.

Okay, but one thing I long ago learned:
the high desert in the West
is like a multiple year marriage

you roll with even the roughes
the toughest of punches
and try to like it

so I’ll attune
to where I am
and who I’m with

even when my where is
for this while at least
bruised and bitter

and the only who around
is me.
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Janine Rinker Columbines, drawing
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Aaron Myers Michael Whitebird, drawing
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Janele Husband Monument Dinosaur, photograph
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Baca County Cowboy
Leon England

When I was born just a little boy
My ambition was to be a cowboy
The time went by and I got older

The days got longer and I got bolder
To be a cowboy I got to have money

To buy my needs

I got me a two-gallon bucket
That used to be full of honey
I washed the bucket out good

And I cut a hole in the lid
I got a rope and hung it in an old dry well

Where I kept it hid
Every time I got paid, which wasn’t a lot

I go out to the old well and drop the money in a slot
Several years went by and I gave the rope a pull 

Opened the lid and it was full
So I grabbed the bucket and headed for town

When I got there, I stood in the shade
With my hand on the pail

There was a sign on the window “Leather goods for sale”
I went in and bought me a saddle, bridle, and a latigo too

A cowboy hat and pair of tennis shoes
I happened to think I have nothing to ride
I got my hand on the pail and seen a sign

“Bronco for Sale”
I got me the cutest bronco you ever seen

Four-wheel drive and painted green
And now I am full of joy
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Sleepless Nights at Sixty
Janet Sheridan

Each spring I enjoy  
a ritual of cleaning 
long and well learned:
 
The silt of nothings clogging desk drawers,
the hoarded detritus that burdens shelves,
the bric-a-brac of faded importance, 
excised

An ashtray from a Reno casino,
a patriotic badge of political persuasion.
a watermelon bowl created when young,
a blue casserole that served two husbands,
cast off.

But my decisiveness fails during
dissonant nights, 
proves futile against
my march of transgressions when
clarinets trill my deceits,  
trumpets blare my casual cruelties, and  

I attempt to expunge
these notes of wrongdoing:
harsh words spoken over 
a student’s bowed head,
the sly mocking of others,
my self-believed lies,
but cannot.

So I stumble through a night of discordance
to their accusatory cadence
on my feet of clay.
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My Mother Irons in 1950
An inward, withdrawn
look
on her cold cream coated
face,
she maneuvers her hot
iron
on a padded, scorch-marked 
board.

Sitting near her slippered
feet,
a bushel basket lined with
plastic
holds sprinkled clothes rolled round
themselves, 
a meeting for small
mummies.

Is she pondering never-taken trips to celebrated
sites,
the abandoned promise of a college 
degree,
or the slight hummingbird
breathing
of yet another newborn 
sleeping?



64

Horizon
Shirley Simpson

I dreamt I could
hear the sunrise
a harmony of all
my dreams come true.

I danced in the sky
twirled among the clouds
soft and warm
touched heaven.

Caught a glimpse of 
my loved ones
happy and secure
saw peace in their eyes.

There was the fragrance
of a summer’s day

and easy laughter.

I could taste love
delectable chocolate
strong coffee
it lasted all day.

I woke
standing alone
gazing out on 
the horizon
into the sunset
where memories lie.
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Choose
Even in our darkest hour
if we let go of pain and anger

of who’s right or wrong
whose God is the most benevolent
whose countries’ armies
reign supreme
it all becomes doss.
If we survey the 
world around us

surrounded by beauty
we had not known before
or perhaps taken for granted.
If only given a 
single thought
we can deduce
we are not powerless to
change the very minute
we are living in
we can close our eyes
and choose to be where

come to rest.
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Contributors’ Notes
Caitlan Bagley writes, “I go to Craig Middle School, and I am in the 6th grade. Instead of 
drawing animals like I usually do, I drew a pair of eyes. I got the idea when I saw a 7th grade 
class’s eye drawings hanging in the hallway. But, instead of just a pair of eyes like they did, I 
decided to add extra details like eyebrows and hair.”
Kathy Bassett writes, “I am a student in Mary Morris’s writing memoir classes in Maybell. 
I am a wildlife artist and also love taking photos of God’s beautiful and awesome world. I 
like to write about my many adventures living in Brown’s Park. And, to answer everyone’s 
question, Yes . . . the Bassett name I carry is related to the Bassetts of Brown’s Park. I am 

found the missing link which shows we are the one and same Bassett.”   
Pete Bergmann is a 36-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 Colorado. Carrying my camera has become a habit and allowed me to capture 
photographs such as .

Robert Byrnes, a CNCC Rangely student, photographed Hidden Treasure, part of an old, 
abandoned gold mine, in the hills above Ouray, Colorado. 
Yuri Chicovksy is a homo sapiens artist living and working in the mountains of Colorado. 
Yuri can sometimes be seen in the mornings and late afternoons staring intently into an 
intricate light-collecting box, and late at night, in his wooden Yuri nest, tying bundles of 
words together with guitar strings and a glue of tears. Such are the behaviors of the Yuri in his 
natural habitat.
Tammy Dahle of Rangely writes that Waving Hand is an art form called Zentangle, “a free 
form of repetitive designs.”
Kellie Dippel is a native of Hawaii and has lived in Arizona, Oregon, Alaska and Colorado.  
A former teacher and EMT, she paints for pleasure to capture special moments in her life. Fall 
at South Beach was inspired by a photograph taken in 2012 when she and her three children 
(ages 16, 13, and 10) spent an afternoon reading, swimming, and playing at South Beach, 
located just south of Craig, Colorado.  Two other paintings, Winter at South Beach and Spring 
at South Beach, complete this series.. 
Mel Duran was born in Monte Vista, Colorado, but has lived most of his life in Craig. Mel 
takes his camera with him everywhere he travels. His photograph Cliff Palace is of ruins in 
Mesa Verde National Park and was taken around 6:30 a.m.
Delbert "Leon" England lived in Baca County the majority of his life.  He was a Navy 
Seaman 1st Class and served as a gunner on the battleship Idaho from 1944-1946.  He had 

remembered who all did what and liked to repeat the stories to them and their children. 
Anyone who met Leon knew he had a story to tell, and he didn't know a stranger. He lived 
in Rangely for about a year with his son and daughter-in-law, Frank and Tresa England. 
He would walk to Magalino's each day and sit with all of the other story-tellers at what he 
affectionately called the "liars table," as each time a story was told, the tale grew. Of course 
along the way he stopped at the Sinclair to visit with Don, then on to Kum-N-Go to take a 
rest on the bench he made and to visit with the ladies there. The most special things he left 

David Foster of Craig is a graduate of Colorado Northwestern Community College, Rangely. 
His photograph, simply entitled Flowers, was taken with a Canon DSLR.
Heather Fross was born and raised in Craig. She spent 12 years in Oregon studying science 
and doing research before returning to Craig to teach biology at Moffat County High School 
and as an adjunct instructor for CNCC. Rusty Wheel was photographed at Wyman's Museum.  
Clancie Guinn of Craig writes, “I did this drawing as a wonderful reminder of my 22-year-
old horse, Shortcut. I enjoy drawing western-themed subjects and try to capture the details 

white work of art.”
Andrew Gulliford is a professor of History and Environmental Studies at Fort Lewis College 
in Durango. He taught Elderhostels at CNCC in the 1990s and has had a house in Silt since 
1978. He regularly runs the Green and Yampa Rivers through Dinosaur National Monument 
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and as an historian he leads Grand Canyon river trips for Rocky Mountain PBS. He can be 
reached at gulliford_a@fortlewis.edu
Rosemary Hertzog grew up in California and spent most of her adult life in Maybell. She 

animals.”  Rosemary has been a member of the Maybell Women’s Club since 1946, and is a 
member of the CNCC Maybell Memoir Writing class.
Israel Holloway received the 2012 Clyde Heron Award at the American Plains Artists 28th 
Annual Juried Exhibition, Museum of the Southwest in Midland, Texas. He has exhibited 
work at the Mountain Oyster Club in Tucson, Arizona, the Foothills Art Center with the 
Colorado Watercolor Society, and the Meeker Classic International Art Show. His work was 
chosen for the cover of the 2012 Waving Hands Review, has appeared on CBS channel 4 
(Greg Moody), and in 2013 the Museum of Northwest Colorado added Chief Nighthorse to 
their permanent collection. IsraelHollowayFineArt.com
Janele Husband says her photograph Rippled Rainbow, featured on the cover of this year’s 
Waving Hands Review
2nd Annual Moffat County Hot Air Balloon Festival in Craig.” Monument Dinosaur was 
“taken on a Yampa River hike upstream of Echo Park Campground last September.” 
Ryan Madsen 
continued learning from his grandma, who is also an artist. His art is inspired by his love of 
the outdoors, particularly national parks and the high Uinta Mountains. His collections of 
drawings include landscapes, animals, and characters. Havasu Falls is drawn with colored 
pencils and charcoal.
Michael Melneck, CNCC Grants Administrator, writes, “I grew up in Montana and as a little 
kid started writing on Big Chief tablets with those oversized carpenter pencils, ‘sold’ a poem 
at age 11, and have called myself a writer ever since. That has led to a published novel, Old 
Music
not write. This piece is one of a series of mini-memoirs, some serious, some lighter, all with 
some measure of epiphanous intent.”
David Morris comments, “I have been writing poems about Moffat County and surrounding 
areas for over 20 years. I love the high western desert, and I am always delighted and 
surprised by the discoveries I make when I'm out exploring.”
Patti Mosbey writes that she has been a Craig resident for most of her married life as a 
mother, grandmother and great grandmother. She says, “I love the outdoors and capturing the 
beauty we have right here in our backyard in Northwest Colorado. I traded my spurs for a 
camera and I’m enjoying the landscape from a new view.”
Aaron Myers of Rangely says of the hand-painted skull Life and Death, “The blue side is for 

feathers signify the people in our family on each side accompanied by the family totem (elk 
hoof print) for wisdom and the circles for life.” Of the drawing Michael Whitebird, Aaron 
states, " Wakuwala Hihhih (chases lightning) was his birth name. He was a Nez Perce warrior 
and the son of a holy man and a spirit woman.  Michael was a strong man who overcame 
the adversity still shown to Native Americans by modern society to become a strong leader 
for his family and community. He held a large role in teaching Native American children the 
traditions and language of their ancestors. In January of 2013, he died, still standing up for 
the beliefs of his people and for the fair treatment of mankind, leaving behind a wife and an 
unborn son. I wanted his son to see how his father was and still is in the hearts of many."
Janine Rinker, from Craig, teaches developmental math and works in the Adult Learning 
Lab at CNCC. About Columbines she writes, “This is the photo-ready black and white 
version (pen and ink) of this picture.  I have another version colored with marker. Each has its 
charms.”
Haley Schildgen writes of Through the Wind, “This was a picture that originally didn't have 

 
Charlene Scott grew up on a ranch in eastern Colorado and raised her children in Maybell.  
She drove the Maybell school bus for over 30 years. Now living in Sunbeam, west of 
Maybell, Charlene still enjoys country living and attends the CNCC Maybell Memoir Writing 
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class.

Janet Sheridan usually writes memoir or personal opinion pieces, but also spends time 

she confesses to the guilt she feels for spending more time on writing than on housecleaning. 

enjoys writing, traveling, hiking, cross country skiing, cardio and strength workouts, reading 

morning with her husband, Joel, while watching the activity on their bird feeders and bath.
Kathy Simpson teaches biology and math at CNCC Craig. Eagles frequently roost in the 
cottonwood trees in December and January on the family ranch.
Shirley Simpson works at Downtown Books in Craig and notes that she has enjoyed reading 
and writing poetry since her teens and has been a member of the Craig Poetry Group for three 
years. 
Margaret Slaugh writes that she photographed the hawk in Checking Out the World “while 
riding bicycles on County Road 102.” She notes, “I am a Rio Blanco County native and 
was born in Rangely, attended and graduated from Meeker High School, and have lived in 
Rangely raising our son for the last 20 years.”
Chris Sowers is a second-year instructor at CNCC Craig where he teaches anatomy and 
physiology, pathophysiology, microbiology, kinesiology and chemistry, but his experience 
in education goes much further back. Chris attended the University of North Carolina and 
received his Master of Science degree in 1979 in Systematics/Ecology for his original 
research/thesis on the species biology of a rare species. After graduation and in addition to 
traveling throughout Western Europe, teaching biology at community colleges throughout 
NC and being a visiting lecturer in zoology at UNC Chapel Hill, Chris was an operations 
engineer at a Duke Energy nuclear plant and worked as a lab technician in formulations for 
CIBA-Geigy of Switzerland. After touring with his band Avatar throughout the southwest 
several years ago, Chris' daughter Zoe, who was a high school senior at the time, fell in love 
with Colorado and decided she wanted to attend college here. Retiring from the community 
college system of NC, Chris' family moved to Craig where they readily found simpatico souls 
in a friendly small-town environment surrounded by a vast and beautiful wilderness. Writing 
poetry (and editing earlier works spanning decades) followed soon after the sudden and 
shocking death of Chris' sweet wife of 32 years, Amy, this past summer, and has been healing 
for Chris.
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 

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. About her mother and Modern 
Day Barbarians, Stefka writes, “This story tells about June 20th, 1941, when the Germans 
entered my mom's village of Otynia, Ukraine, and what happened. She was 15 going on 16. 
Toward the end of her life, my mother told me the story of her experience as a slave laborer 
on starvation rations when the Germans forced her as a ‘volunteer’ to Germany. And happily, 
she survived, and had quite a wild story.” 
Carol Wilson of Craig writes of her photograph What an Adventure! “The BLM permits only 
20 people daily to access the geologic phenomenon known as "The Wave." My husband Jack, 
daughter Letha, and I were chosen by lottery for the hike of July 28, 2012. It was a tiring, 
fantastic, once-in-a-lifetime experience. Letha researched and dreamt of photographing "The 
Wave” for over two years, and I'm glad she convinced us to go with her and try for it. The 3 
mile hike has no marked trail. Hikers get written directions, some photo references and GPS 
coordinates.”
Heather Zadra of Rangely knows that the highs and lows of parenting aren't unique to her 
experience. But she enjoys using writing to try to contextualize those experiences in life's 
bigger picture. She hopes the essay "Just Plain Need" resonates with other parents who have 
struggled with anger or found faith a vital ally in their parenting journeys.
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In Northwest Colorado near Rangely is the



David Morris

Fact:
High Western Desert hates
to ever part with anything:
objects left lying around
generally hang around.

How otherwise explain
a sprinkling
of caramel colored buffalo teeth
sown throughout a drywash
like scattered dice

one hundred plus years
after their owner
slipped away
into the big sleep.

Sand blasted
wind driven
seasoned
by indifferent sun

they’ve patiently waited
like singles in an empty bar
for someone to come
and pick them up.

What Comes Around Hangs Around
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