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Moving Into Winter

					 By Janet Sheridan

A

ll my life, I’ve lived with the rhythm of seasons: the challenges met,
the losses suffered, and the satisfactions realized in the life-affirming
newness of spring, the energetic fullness of summer, the gentle
fading of fall, and the uncompromising realities of winter.
In 2011, a few months before my sixty-ninth birthday, Joel and I decided
to climb Huron Peak near Buena Vista, a Class 2 summit in the heart of the
Sawatch. I worried as we finalized our plans, fearing I’d wear out when the
trail became strenuous, and Joel would have to roll me back to the truck.
In the preceding decade, I’d climbed other fourteeners with vigor and
enjoyment, experiencing only brief moments of minor hysteria. Recently,
however, during less challenging hikes, diminished energy and sore knees
had reminded me of my dad’s song about the old gray mare: “…she ain’t
what she used to be.”
I managed to banish my concerns as Joel and I started our climb on a
promising day in August. My spirits soared, buoyed by the beauty of daybreak
in the mountains and the companionship of my husband: a bond unharmed
by our drive through an obliterating darkness to the trailhead on a rugged
road during which I misnavigated two turns, and Joel used profanity.
Gradually, our rhythmic walk, buffeted by cool morning air, became a
prolonged series of steep switchbacks, causing us to slow our pace and shed
our jackets. Later, when the path leveled and led us through a high mountain
meadow filled with flowers and bird song under a blue-bowl sky, I felt fully
alive. Then the trail changed abruptly: we began the belabored breathing and
cautious foot placement of the final ascent to Huron’s narrow, wind-blown
summit, where we rested and exclaimed at the view before starting down.
As always, the descent surprised me with its length, steepness, and lack
of charity toward my vulnerable knees.
A year later in 2012, as I turned seventy, the tics and twinges of my aging
body had become outright complaints, and my optimistic outlook had altered
as well: I found myself re-evaluating both my physical capabilities and my
unthinking optimism about the future.
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I’ve always enjoyed my birthdays, reflecting on the mostly good life I’ve
lived and the relationships I’ve enjoyed, looking forward to many years ahead.
But this birthday was different. For the first time I saw my life as limited. I
understood that it must end on a future date within my imagining. It is no
longer so far in the future that it seems forever.
When young, I yearned to be older, took risks, and denied my mortality.
During my middle years, I became more realistic about my age, but played a
comforting game. As November 9th neared, I’d think: “So, I’ll be turning fifty;
if I make it to ninety, I’ll live forty more years. That’s forever.”
Then at sixty, I thought, “Hmm. If I make it to ninety, I still have thirty
years ahead of me. I’ve a lot of living left to do.”
But as I turned seventy, I realized that ninety was twenty years away, and
the last twenty have passed in a flash, seeming to take no time at all. So I
wrestled with my new, fully realized understanding: life is finite; I can no
longer rely on endless tomorrows.
Some readers may wonder why it took me so long to grasp this basic
concept; others may shake their heads at my foolishness for wasting time
thinking about it. I suppose the recognition of our mortality arrives for each
of us at its own pace. It turned up on my doorstep on a fall-turning-to-winter
day as leaves blossomed to a vivid yellow; the Yampa River dwindled to a lazy
stream; and I contemplated my seventieth birthday.
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Campers in the Orchard

					By Kathy Bassett

I

n the summer of 1929, Grandma Cathie, who was then eight years old,
and her sister, Mary, who was five, were playing outside in the yard on
their farm, which was known at that time as Simpson Hill, one mile
west of Creston, Iowa. Nearby, Highway 34 was detoured for ten miles for
a new highway which was being built, and the detour went past the farm.
School was out for the summer, and it was a nice warm day with the
sounds of children’s laughter, birds singing, and breezes playing tunes on
the leaves of the trees in the yard. The air was sweet with the smell of apple
blossoms in a large orchard north of the barn. Suddenly, everything came
to a halt when a huge touring car rolled into the yard. It was loaded down
with camping equipment, and a man and a woman stepped out of the car.
Grandpa Brown came out to see what was going on, and the man asked
him if it would be possible to camp on the farm for a couple days. They
wanted to set up camp off the busy highway, so Grandpa told him they
could camp in the apple orchard.
Grandma Brown always fixed chicken and noodles for Sunday dinner,
and the following Sunday she had Cathie and Mary take some of her fine
cooking out to the campers. As the two little girls neared the camp, they
could see that the older lady and younger man had a very large tent set up
with beds and all the things they needed to camp in style.
When the girls stepped into the tent with the scrumptious Sunday meal,
they observed a big gun laying on one of the beds. Their little eyes grew very
large as they ooohed and aaaahed over the gun, the likes of which they’d
never seen before. They didn’t see the man anywhere, but the lady was very
friendly and talked to them nicely about school and friends. The little girls
admired a beautiful bead necklace the lady was wearing.
Later that afternoon, the man came to the house and he had RULES. He
told Grandpa to keep his kids away from their camp and to make sure they
stayed in their fenced yard. He also told Grandpa that they would be leaving
the next morning, and under NO circumstances was Grandpa to go to town
for any reason until they were gone. Grandpa and Grandma didn’t get much
sleep that night.
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The next morning, they loaded up all their camping equipment and
drove off. Later that day, Grandpa went to town and talked to the sheriff
about the campers. He was told that the man and woman were famous
outlaws and authorities had been hunting for them. Three or four days later,
the couple was captured in a town 50 miles northwest of the farm.
They were from Chicago and traveled all over the country robbing places.
They had also kidnapped people and held them captive for ransom money.
They traveled through Nebraska, Kansas, Illinois, Minnesota, Oklahoma,
and, of course, Iowa. Grandpa and Grandma later discovered that the
couple was Ma Barker and her son Fred.
Ma Barker was born October 8, 1873, in Ash Grove, Missouri. Her real
name was Arizona Donnie Clark. She married George Barker, who was an
alcoholic. She was then known as Kate Barker. They lived in Tulsa, Oklahoma,
for a while, and George worked for the Crystal Springs Water Company. He was
also a farmer, watchman, station engineer, and clerk. They had five sons named
Herman, Lloyd, Arthur, Fred and Wilmer. Ma did everything she could to protect
her boys and keep them out of jail. It is not known whether George left on his
own or “Arrie” kicked him out, but George finally left about 1928.
There is a lot of controversy over the leadership of the Barker gang, who
were all robbers and murderers, but the popular image of Ma Barker as the
gang’s leader and mastermind was found to be fictitious.
Ma knew of all the gang’s activities and therefore was an accomplice,
but there is no evidence that she was ever an active participant, and she
was no criminal. Harvey Bailey, a notorious bank robber, observed in his
autobiography that Ma Barker “couldn’t even plan breakfast” let alone a
criminal enterprise. From 1910 to 1939, the Barker-Karpis gang committed
many crimes and spent years in various prisons, including Alcatraz. Of
the gang, there were 18 arrests, three were killed by lawmen, and two
were killed by gangsters. One son committed suicide.
Ma and Fred Barker bought a place in Ocklawaha, Florida. Ma had been
sending letters to one of her sons and the FBI tracked her letters. On January
16, 1935, the FBI closed in and began shooting into the house, killing Ma and
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her son after an intense hour-long gun battle. According to the FBI,
Ma Barker was holding a “Tommy-Gun.” Yep! That was the same gun
Grandma Cathie saw laying on the bed. Now you know why they oooohed
and aaaaahed over it, because all they’d ever seen was Grandpa’s shotgun.
After killing Ma and Fred, the FBI put their bodies on display for the public,
and then stored their bodies until October 1, 1935, when relatives had them
buried at Williams Timberhill Cemetery in Welch, Oklahoma.
Many people including the Karpis Gang have said that the myth
surrounding Ma Barker as a hardened criminal was encouraged by J.
Edgar Hoover and the FBI to justify the agency’s killing of an old lady.
In closing, Grandma Cathie at the age of 92, in the year 2013, can still
clearly remember the visit of Ma Barker, and the fear she felt when she
and her family learned the details of the campers in their orchard.

Kate (Ma) Barker in the 1930s
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Building Columns

David Foster (photograph)
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Envy

by Janet Sheridan

So self assured
I thought
They
go about their business
with intent and confidence
like landed gentry,
enter any environment
oblivious to the squabbling and
jostling of others
bathe at will and
oft-times in public
indulge in sex when and where
and with whomsoever
all with panache
and assumed acceptance
They command
universal love
even from
rough-haired youth
armed with
new-found swagger and
BB guns
who seldom
aim their way.

Then
an adolescent of the breed
puffed-up scruffy,
uncomfortable in mottled skin
with tentative grooming
and putting too much effort
into his awkward movements,
fled without elegance
when challenged by a
spunky smaller foe
and reminded me
robins, too, have
an awkward stage
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Osprey Staredown

Janele Husband (photograph)
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A Day Dump Diving
with My Sister and Her Friend

						by David Morris
I’ve landed
two city girls
foreign to Moffat County place and time
as aliens from a distant star
in a patch of hilly
spring-green desert.
Right from the go get
they rush the rusted piles of ancient refuse
and
cloth shopping bags in hand
harvest trash treasures
like famished squirrels at work
big bottles
in a field of golden acorns.
little bottles
colored bottles
One focuses on metal items:
bottles with caps
license plates
bottles without.
the remains of a roller skate
an ancient canteen
I’ve been here before
old and faded signs
but the fever is contagious.
My finds:
the other
a plastic toy Indian
is partial to ornate glass:
two dented but salvageable
enamelware bowls.
It’s magnificent May
the weather is gentle
and Christmas has come early
several miles west of Maybell.

12

The Little Prince

				By Peggy Cisar

M

y Dad loved his Hereford cattle and was always trying to improve
the herd. A good registered Hereford bull was quite pricey, so
he settled for the next best thing. He bought a registered
Herford bull calf. I promptly named him Prince, and a Prince he was. A
small pasture of about two acres was fenced off beside the barn, and Prince
was made comfortable. Everyone who drove into our yard was dragged to the
corral to admire the registered purebred Herford calf. Dad became a bigger
bore bragging about that calf than I am bragging about my grandsons. It was
my parents’ custom to sit out in the backyard under the mimosa tree summer
evenings. Dad had a clear view of Prince in his little pasture and spent hours
admiring him.
Several years went by, and Prince was about ready to be turned into the
pasture with the ladies. Dad was dreaming of the fine offspring this would
produce.
Our neighbor to the west had a pasture adjacent to ours separated by a
barbed wire fence. In the pasture was an assortment of motley cows, one
of which, one day, obligingly backed up to the barbed wire fence. Prince’s
hormones were raging and he did what he had to do, which caused more
trouble than he bargained for.
The veterinarian was called. He took one look at Prince and pronounced
him ruined, so Dad had to haul him off to the slaughter house.
This was the only time I ever heard Dad swear. He yanked off his straw
hat, stomped it into the ground, and words came out of his mouth I had
never heard before.
We ate Prince.
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Summits and Children
and Marmots… Oh My!

						By Sarah Ward

M

y husband Todd and I began an unexpected journey the summer we
married. Lovers of hiking and the outdoors, we decided to climb
a Colorado fourteener, a peak with an elevation above 14,000 feet.
Having no idea what awaited us, we backpacked one evening to a campsite
along the Longs Peak trail, and then woke before dawn to climb 5,000 vertical
feet over fifteen miles. The climbing was difficult, rocky and exposed, but the
views were incredible. We returned exhausted and so sore we could hardly
move, yet deeply satisfied and astounded at what we had accomplished. The
experience left us hungry for more. Our intrepid dog Tallie soon became a
member of our family and climbing team, and over the next five years the
three of us tackled the remaining 53 Colorado fourteeners. We stepped onto
the summit of Kit Carson Peak, our final fourteener, in August 2001.
Life has changed dramatically since our days on Longs and Kit Carson.
Twelve years and two children later, we find ourselves extraordinarily busy
with new challenges. Family is the most important thing in our lives, and
we love nothing more than spending time with our daughters; however,
mountain climbing remains one of our favorite pastimes, and the two
activities do not easily reconcile. Once our girls were no longer infants,
we began to consider climbing as a family but wondered if it was too soon.
The summer of 2008 found us all vacationing in southwestern Colorado,
and the area’s magnificent array of fourteeners was too tempting to pass up.
As morning dawned the day of our attempt, I was extremely excited at
the prospect of taking our daughters up a mountain, yet the task seemed
formidable. Would they hate it? Would they fall and injure themselves?
Would they whine and drive Todd and I insane? Would they succumb to
altitude sickness? Were Todd and I strong enough to encourage and help
them all the way to the summit, should we get that far? Mountains in Colorado
are notorious for terrifying afternoon thunderstorms; was racing a storm
down the mountain to be our fate? A few short hours would reveal all….
The ninety-minute drive to the trailhead helped me relax as I viewed the
amazing scenery. The Alpine Loop, an extensive system of four-wheel-drive
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roads, is accessible from Lake City,
Colorado, and provides jawdropping views of gorgeous alpine
scenery as the elevation steadily
increases. The Loop snakes its way
along mountainsides; eventually it
reaches a small parking lot at 12,000
feet in American Basin, our starting point for 14,048-foot Handies Peak.
Stepping out of the car, I was struck immediately by the basin’s beauty.
American Basin is surrounded by tall peaks and full of lush, green foliage.
In the summer it is home to a plethora of waist-high wildflowers, and
photographers flock from all over the country to capture the beauty. The
five-mile trail we would follow through this fantasy land wound into the
upper basin ahead of us, grew smaller, and eventually disappeared from
sight. Handies’ summit was nearly visible 2,000 feet directly above us, and
spilling down from the highest flanks of the mountain was an enormous
field of blue columbine, Colorado’s state flower.
The temperature hovered in the 30s as we donned our climbing gear:
hiking boots, winter coats, stocking hats, gloves, and Lily and Kiki, the
stuffed animals the girls were never without. Three-year-old Laurie would
ride in the kiddie backpack, which Todd graciously agreed to carry. We
intended to start slowly, allowing our legs and lungs to adjust to the thin
air, but five-year-old Megan had other ideas. Prancing up the trail, she
made quick work of the first quarter mile with Tallie by her side.
The sun warmed us as it rose higher in the sky. Winter clothes were
removed and sunscreen applied. I wondered if a fast-moving thunderstorm
might roll through at some point, but for the first of many times I glanced up
to find a clear blue sky above, not a single cloud in sight. We let the girls set
the pace, enjoying their contagious enthusiasm and happiness. During our
ascents of so many fourteeners, Todd and I climbed as quickly as we could,
fearing a turn in the weather would prevent us from summiting. On this day
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we tried to focus instead on enjoying our leisurely pace and climbing with
our children. Memories of Megan stopping to slide down small snowfields
or scale boulders next to the trail remain vivid in my mind.
As we rounded a switchback approximately halfway to the summit, a
bold marmot stepped out from among the rocks beside the trail and stared
at us. He did not seem bothered by our presence and came close enough
that, afterwards, we were twice asked about the “bear” when other family
members viewed photographs of the climb. Thankfully, he granted us
nonthreatening passage up the mountain. Farther up the trail, a mountain
goat appeared on the skyline, his stark white fur outlined by the sunlight
shining behind him. He was beautiful, stately and majestic, and he
monitored our progress as we trudged up the trail. Eventually, he picked
his way along the slopes underneath the summit and disappeared.
As we climbed higher and the air grew thinner, our pace slowed.
Laurie leaned her head against Todd’s shoulder and fell asleep. Megan
forged onward, stopping often to sit and rest. She snacked on chocolate,
gummy snacks, and crackers with cheese. I showed her large clusters of
purple Elephant Head, my favorite mountain flower that looks just like
its name, and held her hand as we negotiated switchbacks slippery with
small pebbles and sand.
One personality trait I have always admired in Megan is her determination:
once she decides to accomplish a task, she will not quit until the task is done.
This quality lent itself well to the day’s climb, particularly as we neared the
summit: growing more tired, our legs began to burn with each step. On my
best days when I reach the last thousand vertical feet of a climb and agonizing
fatigue sets in, I question my motives for being there. My question is always
answered when I reach the summit; in my opinion, there are no views as
awe-inspiringly beautiful as those from the top of fourteeners. Megan,
however, had yet to experience elation over the view; she simply knew she
wanted to reach the summit of Handies Peak, and higher she climbed.
At the upper edge of a slope dotted by thousands of tiny yellow flowers,
we caught our first glimpse of the summit, only a hundred vertical feet
above. The foliage suddenly disappeared; barren of vegetation, the scene was
strangely reminiscent of a moonscape. Megan stopped several times during
that last push, sitting down to catch her breath with her arm around Tallie.
We told her over and over what a great job she was doing, but she seemed to
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know she would reach her goal. Finally, we all stepped onto the summit
of Handies Peak to the applause of another group of climbers, Megan
smiling shyly.
Words cannot describe the pride I felt. Pride for Megan’s amazing
accomplishment at just five years of age. Pride for Todd, who carried a
forty-pound pack at high altitude so we could all climb a mountain together.
Pride for Laurie, who graced us with her beautiful personality and cheerful
chatter the entire day. Pride for Tallie, who at twelve years of age still acted
like a puppy with a brand-new toy each time we took her on a fourteener
climb. I was bursting.
We lingered on the summit,
enjoying the incredible view. In all
our years of climbing, we were never
treated to finer weather. The cloudless sky made visible a sea of peaks
that stretched clear to the horizon.
We could barely discern the trail we
had ascended, a tiny line through
the tundra, a thousand feet below.
We rested, took photographs, and
celebrated.
Fourteener climbs are a mix of emotions. The ascent can exhaust even
the most seasoned climber, yet exhilaration often takes over as the summit
is reached. The ascent is only the first half of the trip, however; the descent
down slippery slopes on legs quaking with exhaustion remains, and exhilaration may turn to despair as climbers realize this part of the journey still awaits
them. Thinking ahead to our descent, I began to worry about Megan’s energy
dwindling and Todd’s legs tiring as he carried such a heavy load.
It turned out I need not have worried: Megan and Todd both held up
beautifully. Megan danced her way down the slope of yellow flowers and
Todd voiced no complaint about the extra weight on his back. We talked
about how much fun we were having, how beautiful the day was, and how
many things we could see from our changing vantage points. Halfway down
we reached the turnoff for Sloan Lake, an alpine tarn nestled at the foot of
several peaks. A rest break and foot soaking sounded too good to pass up,
and to the lake we went.
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The girls progressed from dipping
their toes into the icy mountain water to
stripping naked and plunging in to their
waists. Tallie never worried about water
temperature and hurried in for a swim
as soon as she reached the water’s edge.
Among my all-time favorite photographs,
one captures Laurie playing gleefully at
the lake’s edge while Tallie swims behind,
her head poking out of the frigid water
like Jaws.
Eventually we tore ourselves away from the lake and began the final mile
of our descent. We tried to savor every moment, as ready as we were to reach
the car and a soft seat. Tallie plunged happily into the wildflowers, tall and
thick enough to hide her entirely from view. We didn’t know it at the time,
but Handies would be Tallie’s only fourteener with the girls; we lost her that
fall, but will always remember her presence with us that amazing day.
The drive back to Lake City provided time for reflection. Looking into the
back seat, I smiled at my tired girls. Megan fell asleep almost immediately,
and Laurie followed minutes later. A feeling of peace flowed through me as I
noted the passage of time, recalled the events of the day, and thought ahead
to the future. I will always mourn the loss of their babyhood, but it thrills
me that my girls are old enough to take part in our most exciting outdoor
adventures as proven by their outstanding performance on Handies. I know
we can’t force them to enjoy activities; deep down, though, I hope they
continue to join us by choice, and
that Handies was the first of many
fourteener climbs we will share
as a family. A few short years
will reveal all….
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Three Dresses

					by David Morris
On a solitary tour of the top
of sharp-edged Juniper Canyon’s north side
among mounds of lichen-shrouded rock
and contorted ancient pinions
(some blasted black
by lightning’s cruel bright light)
I happened upon
a trio of lightweight summer dresses.
Three women
lithe and strong and early-aged
approach the lip
of a towering canyon wall
barefoot silent unafraid
on an early summer evening
when wind laments
and crickets cry.
Like butterflies freed
from cocoons’ stifling embrace
they shed their silken
soft apparel
inch their way
to the edge
of the abyss
hold hands
step off.
Okay
that couldn’t
wouldn’t
didn’t happen
but just what I wonder
did?
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Range Stallions
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Kathy Simpson (photograph)

A Girl and Her Horse

Clancie Guinn (pencil)
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The Smallest Powerball
Winner in History

					By Justin Maki
He’s nasty at his press conference.
Wealth is a liability he growls, and vows to
dismantle the windfall within a week—
but doesn’t. He stiffs the insufferable charities
to fund a parody of Hitchcock’s The Birds
where arm-flapping flabby men in suits
crash through schoolroom windows,
cackle and snatch from terrified kids
their paints, flutes, laptops, lunches, books—
a viral video some professor says “skewers”
the “brokers and shacklers of democracy”
in a paper that also mentions War Machine.
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Crosscut Cruiser

Janele Husband (photograph)
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Ah! Butter

					by Stefka White

P

eople speak lovingly of butter: of mashed potatoes dripping with
butter, buttered popcorn, buttered corn on the cob, and vegetables and
sandwiches slathered with butter. And what would lobster be without
its bowl of melted butter? My answer would be . . . heaven! In my opinion,
it would be wonderful if butter suddenly disappeared forever. I would never
miss it . . .
My in laws, who live 15 miles west of Missoula, Montana, love butter so
much that they place the softened, drippy stuff at both ends of the table, ready
to put it on their bread or veggies, or on top of the peanut butter on their
waffles before pouring on the syrup. While they are doing this, I quietly raise
my gaze about 18 inches above the table and stare, with great interest, into the
living room and its array of pictures painted on porcelain, or the two superbly
sculpted fishes leaping out of the water and catching bugs. I try to ignore the
smell of the butter wafting on the air, and dripping down chins and fingers,
as I try not to show my disgust. However, I am eternally grateful that my
mother-in-law no longer cooks with butter while I am a guest in her home.
It took a couple of decades with me politely spitting out food cooked with butter
into my paper napkin and going hungry. It didn’t matter what she called it or how
she disguised it; to me, any dish with butter was an instrument of torture.
I avoid it like the plague and shudder at the thought of it. If butter
accidentally gets on my skin, I feel extremely agitated, as if I have been bitten
by a poisonous spider, or animal dung has dropped on me. My skin crawls,
as I wash it off with soap and water. I despise the feel and smell of butter,
to say nothing of the taste.
Though I never put it on my food, I have never missed butter, for it is all
around me, ready to attack me and make me ill. It is in everything. In fact,
it is as difficult to escape omnipresent butter as it is to find processed food
without monosodium glutamate, dextrose, or other versions of corn syrup.
According to TV reporters, restaurant food is so good because they use a lot
of butter. Not in my opinion.
People’s love for butter is a mystery that I will never, ever solve nor
understand. A person like me, in a world full of butter lovers, might be an
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annoyance, but then it was my body and not I who made that choice. I didn’t
have a say in it, as I am allergic to butter. I can walk into a home where they
are making buttered popcorn in the microwave and immediately get a severe
headache. Even though there is no actual butter in microwave popcorn, my
body gets feverish. My feet start inching toward the front door—as politely as
possible—wanting to leave, urgently. My brain knows that if I don’t get away
from the smell, I will soon be on my knees in the bathroom talking to the
porcelain goddess. In fact, I don’t even like to think of the word “butter,”
as I know well my body’s violent reaction to it.
Even amidst the shortages of World War Two, butter found its way to the
displaced person’s camp where I spent time as a child. They put butter on
bread and began to give it to the school kids. I quickly became a problem to
the Kindergarten teacher, my family, and the world. I just didn’t appreciate
butter. The German kindergarten teacher took it as a personal affront. How
dare I, a displaced person, snub my nose at her bread and butter? I tried to
explain I would gladly take the bread if she would just keep the butter. My
parents heard about it and tried to explain that butter made me sick, but
that resulted only in the kindergarten teacher finding ways to punish me.
I didn’t get the candy she gave to other kids.
We didn’t see much butter when we came to America because Mrs.
Tobey—my mother’s employer and on whose property we stayed—would go
through our food when Mr. Tobey wasn’t looking. She would take out all the
good stuff to give to her dogs: the meat, the cheese, the tuna fish, and the milk
and butter. Her huge pack of dogs and her own carcass were what were most
important to Mrs. Tobey. But when my mother got her hands on butter, she
lovingly sneaked it onto sandwiches because she worried about my nutrition,
as I was very skinny. She thought I was just being picky, and I wouldn‘t know
the difference. Allergies in those days were as mysterious as flying saucers
and other myths.
In school, things weren’t any better, and the teachers monitoring the
lunchroom decided to discipline me. I spent way too much time sitting at the
lunch tables, trying not to look at the offensive butter, while the teachers tried
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to make me eat it with threats, and shaming me with the idea of the starving
people in the world. They even promised to let me go if I ate just another two
or three bites . . . or even one. It was all to no avail. My dad, too, decided that
I was just being a stubborn brat, so he made me eat butter. After seeing how
sick I got, my parents stopped torturing me and never forced it on me again,
and I even had a brief respite with the teachers. But then came hot school
lunches, and it started all over again. I still remember the scoop of mashed
potatoes with the well in the middle filled with melted butter. I refused to
eat it, and the friendly persuasion and punishments started again. Finally,
the lunch ladies gave up. To this day I remember that scoop of potatoes
and the melted butter, and I shudder.
I was not being difficult; it was not my fault that I had a rare butter
allergy. And bullying me would not solve the problem. My high school
home economics teacher learned this the hard way when we were learning how
to make biscuits and breakfast foods. One particular day we were making
French toast, and we would be cooking it in liberal amounts of butter in the
pan. I blanched and wondered how I would get through this. I asked to cook
my French toast in oil, but the teacher was not going to deviate from her
lesson plan. “You will cook it in butter and eat it, or you will get an F!” she
declared.
I was in a quandary. I was consistently on the honor roll, and I couldn’t
stomach an F. On the other hand, I couldn’t eat that buttered toast either. I
was already in the throes of a vicious headache and my body felt like it was
burning up from the fumes of 16 girls cooking slices of French toast in butter,
and some of it was filling the air with the aroma of burnt buttered smoke.
Why hadn’t I had a premonition and stayed home that day and played sick,
because I was most certainly sick now. There seemed no way out. With
everyone looking on, I pulled my French toast out of the pan, cut it into
two triangles, dumped a lot syrup on it, and tried to go to my happy place
and pretend that I was not stuffing buttered French toast down my throat
and choking on it. I got the repulsive stuff down and tried to wash my mouth
out with milk, but it didn’t work. So I tried to wipe my mouth out with the
paper napkin. The greasy, hideous stuff clung to my mouth. I hoped I could
hold out until the end of the class, but I was burning up and the headache was
unbearable. I felt like I was being tortured.
I hung on for a few minutes and then received permission to go to the
restroom, but I didn’t make it. I had just stood up and begun to run when up
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came the French toast, soaked in butter, and sprayed onto the floor, my shoes
and socks, and my skirt and blouse. As I ran across the hall to the bathroom,
I saw the janitor hurrying with a mop and bucket to clean up the mess. I
heaved some more and then sat on the toilet, drained, my head throbbing and
my knees shaking as I tried to fight down the spasms. I washed out my mouth
and my clothes the best I could using soap and water, hoping to get rid of the
taste of the butter. But to no avail. I headed back to home economics, too sick
to worry about being embarrassed or that, within minutes, the whole school
would know about my peccadillo.
The teacher couldn’t believe that I would get so ill. She felt my forehead,
which was hot as was the rest of my body. I thought the other girls would be
squeamish, but they too were concerned for me. Thank God for that.
As I look back, I think of the many times I got punished for being
stubborn when I was just allergic to butter. But people didn’t believe that
anyone could be allergic to butter. Thank God those days are over. Over the
years I learned of at least two other people allergic to butter. The comedian
George Carlin always asked for food with no butter. And, at a local Christmas
craft fair, a woman who overheard my refusal of offered food declared that
her son was allergic to butter as well. It is a rare allergy.
No, I will never understand people’s love affair with butter. I guess that
is why I am not a fan of French cooking and all its sauces made with butter.
During the war in Iraq, I learned about tortures like water boarding, and
humiliating people by piling their naked bodies up on top of each other, or
putting them on a leash. It seems to me that if the torturers would just get to
know people better that they could save themselves a lot of trouble . . . and
water. All they need is the proper knowledge about a prisoner. I know I
would tell them everything if they tried to force butter on me.
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My Cowboy Boots

					By Lois Stoffle

W

indow shopping in Craig, I spied a beautiful pair of cowboy boots
at the Golden Rule Store. The boots were a gorgeous shade of
mahogany, with dark stitching accenting the intricate scroll
patterning of the shafts. Boy, I thought, would those ever look great on me—
along with the denim culottes on the mannequin in the window. I went into
the store and was greeted by John, the owner. I asked to see the boots on
display in the window. He brought out a pair in my size and they fit like a
glove, as Tony Llamas, known for their comfort and workmanship, often
do. I really wanted those boots, but they cost more than I wanted to spend.
I thanked John for his help and went on my way.
About a week later, I noticed the Golden Rule was having a big sale and
went inside. John smiled at me. “Back for the boots?” “Yes,” I said. “And I’ll
take the culottes, too.”
When I got home with my treasures, our oldest son, 13 at the time, was
really excited when he spotted the boot box. “Mom,” he exclaimed as he
opened the box, “these will look great on me. Thank you so much!” My quick
response: “No—they are MINE!” But by then Michael was pulling them on to
show me how well they fit. His younger brother, David, age 12, appeared, and
wanted to know what was going on. When he saw his brother in a new pair
of Tony boots, he asked, “How come he always gets the new stuff and I get the
hand me downs?” My response: “They aren’t his. They are MINE!” And with
that, Michael took off the boots and handed them to David, who immediately
tried them on and declared, “A perfect fit!”
For the better part of a year, my new boots were worn by all three of us,
depending on who had a special occasion for dressing up, until the boys’ feet
out grew MY boots!
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Small Pitcher

Andrew Goettel (ceramic)
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A Day Hike Near Dad, Wyoming

						By David Morris
As I wander
I wonder.
With so much unclaimed real estate
to choose from
why did
nomadic travelers
of an earlier age
choose this immense empty
for even a temporary home?
Heat presses down
like a schoolyard bully’s heavy fist
not a single pinion
offers shady shelter
and a shrill and reckless wind
seldom rests for long.
Still
the ground
is a softest tan sand
and
as early afternoon
fades into late
one can
in silence sit
amid cactus and sage and bits of flint
and watch black cloud shadows slide
soundless
over stark and distant hills.
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Eden

					By Yuri Chikovsky
I have bitten the apple you handed me
with your free hand (the one
left untied), careless
so its sugars spray the expanse
of woman
laid out before me,
a map.
For a moment I calculate
all I’ll do to you
with only the flicking
(hisssss)
of a tongue (do not ask
whose is whose) including
dripping more apple on your torso
and licking each rib clean
so I can see which one is me.
We always make love to music
that has no noise
so we can imagine
which angels are filling the age-old gaps
between our up-and-down.
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Hunter’s Reel

					By Yuri Chikovksy
I will be there when you die.
I will hold you in my hands and eyes.
My lips will form your word
often. You will
not be forgotten.
I will whisper, It is only death.
It has always been.
Winged and white, it hovers
around the mountain’s crown —
and to-day swoops down.
Tomorrow (whisper) death again will hover,
again swoop down and touch another.

I Hunt

					By Yuri Chikovksy
I hunt
for the rhythm of the world:
to discover and slay
the maker of the cadence
so maybe I can stop the beating
for one moment— the millisecond
it takes to drive a blade through a lung—
and hear my own footfalls on the rocks,
the sands, the waters; upon
all the surfaces of this earth we drum on
day after day after day
until our own sign is so trampled
and full of struggle and sway
that we cannot track us.
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Something in the Air

Kathy Simpson (photograph)
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Early Spring Cedar Mountain

Terry Carwile (photograph)
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An Autumn Glaze

Haley Schildgen (photograph)
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Montana

Melissa Hill (photograph)
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Haystacks Near Kremmling

Jane Hume (oil)
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You and Me on the South Fork

Tracy Enterline (photograph)
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Winter on the Ranch

Kathy Simpson (photograph)

Ode to Giddy
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Tammy Dahle (mixed media)

Rodeo I

Ann Root (mixed media)
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The Talk

					By Justin Maki
He gave up dice the year he found Jesus.
Destroyed his rock and metal albums, shoved his
books—all except one—down the library chute
and knelt in a muddy river as mosquitoes
attacked his neck. At last he said the words,
a confession he’d grazed so many times when
berating himself, windows up, pounding the
wheel; when mumbling, just awake, from dreams
of a tuxedo soaked in brine; when studying
his baseball trophies, as if the gold-dipped little men
were more than false idols, as if they marked
a minor heaven awaiting his return, rather than
emblems of a dead self, soon bagged in black plastic
to crowd the curb and gather drops of rain.
He spoke humbly. He admitted, finally,
that he’d spiked Michelle’s drink, had acted
quickly in her half-conscious consent; though sorry
now as ever, he’d grown ready—enduring
ear bites—for penance. And then the answer:
night school. Thirty credits in balance sheets,
regressions and best fits. What chances,
if he pulled his weight, to catch up all the way
on child support? To catch up with a self
still bent toward the light of heaven?
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Like anything, of course, it took him years:
each concept clogging up until the quick
flush of coherence; the inch-a-day march
through workbooks, in coffee shops with couples
who kissed on breaks from writing novels. He called
Michelle and saw the sullen boy—Is he only
sullen with me?—twice a month at best.
Though far from an athlete, the boy apparently
had girlfriends, on whom he must have tested
his sarcasm and glare. Once, in the car home
from voice lessons, the boy hooked up his iPod
and played an unbelievable song, studded
with crudeness, a moose-voice missing the beat,
slurring what to suck and what to squeeze.
He thought to tell him: Son, you’re stumbling right
into the trap. Your best intentions build
a string of hells—it’s just the way—until
you’re blown apart, or worn enough to see
the path to heaven. It’s slow. It hurts. You won’t
believe me now, but— “Jesus,” he began,
“can help you in your life.” Wrong thing, of course,
to say. “I mean that I admire Him,
as a man.” But even that meant nothing,
or failed to mean the thing he felt, which was,
How could a man so lonely stay so strong?
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Twenty Years After Storm King:

Western Wildfires and Lessons Learned
					by Andrew Gulliford

W

hen lightning strikes out of a western sky, the sound of rolling
thunder bounces off boulders and rumbles deep down canyon
walls. A snag on fire at midnight can become, by noon, a roaring
blaze racing through dry timber, tall oak brush, or sweet-scented sage. A
century ago a windborne wildfire could run its course, but now Westerners
build houses adjacent to public lands in what is known as the wildland
urban interface or WUI. They build homes in remote areas and, occasionally,
disaster strikes as it did two decades ago.
In July 1994 national attention focused on Colorado’s Western Slope
where, between Glenwood Springs and New Castle, a wildfire exploded and
left 14 firefighters dead.
Storm King became the
worst wildland fire tragedy since the 1949 Mann
Gulch Fire in Montana.
The Mann Gulch
Fire, which killed young
WWII veterans-turnedsmokejumpers, seemed
tragic enough, but Storm
King riveted the nation
because college-age men and women died within view of Interstate 70 and
the Colorado River. By the 1990s we thought we knew about fire behavior.
We thought we knew about the dangers of a lightning-caused ignition in
both tinder dry grass and in oak brush. Yes, 26 firefighters raced down to
the highway following an escape route, but 14 young men and women died
on that barren, rocky ridge. They became known as the Storm King Fourteen.
Locals vowed the community would never forget.
Twelve months after the Storm King Fire, concerned citizens from
Glenwood Springs and donors from across the nation contributed to a Storm
King Memorial that represents a new community and environmental
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awareness in the
American West.
For the first time, a
western memorial
has been created that
is about heroism and
tragedy and human
loss to the forces of
nature, but also about
the natural place of
fire in a western
The Bureau of Land Management did an excellent job
ecosystem. What
of creating and interpreting the Storm King Fourteen
can we learn from
Memorial Trail. This plaque explains the dangers those
Storm King about the
firefighters faced and the path the fire blowup took.
importance of crew
communication, about the historic “can-do” attitude of firefighters who were
already exhausted, and about the vagaries of western wind and weather?
What can we learn about having adequate equipment and tactical support?
What facts led to 14 deaths?
On July 3, 1994, at the beginning of a dangerous wildfire season, lightning
caused a small wildfire to ignite near Storm King Mountain on Bureau of
Land Management (BLM) land in the Colorado River Valley. On July 4 a
crew went in to contain the blaze. By July 5, when smokejumpers parachuted
in to Storm King Mountain, 90% of available fire equipment and crews were
already committed to other fires in the region. This would pose a problem
when air shipments of fire retardant would become desperately needed.
On the afternoon of July 6, a fast moving cold front caused the wind in
South Canyon, below Storm King Mountain, to gust strongly enough to blow
off hard hats worn by firefighters. Between 4:00 and 4:30 p.m., a fire blowup
propelled flames uphill at 35 feet per second, and here, within two miles of
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Interstate 70, 14 firefighters died on Storm King Mountain as they tried to
stop a fire that was burning perilously close to the town of Glenwood Springs.
A small, lightning caused fire had escalated into an intense firestorm
traveling over 500 feet a
minute, sucking up all
oxygen in its path, and
spewing a volcano-like
mountain of smoke
miles into the air.
Within five hours, the
fire burned 2,115 acres.
The Storm King Fire
was one of the worst
wildland firefighting
accidents in the United
After the Missionary Ridge Fire in 2002,
States. It made national
locals who lived near Vallecito Reservoir north of
headlines and, within the
Durango offered thanks, including this sign on a gate.
week, television specials
(photograph by the author)
featured the lives of those
young men and women who had died fighting a blowup—the most
unpredictable type of wildfire that begins with a wall of superheated air
and ends with a flame front in excess of 30 feet high. Their deaths deeply
affected Coloradoans and all those who fight fires on public lands
throughout the West.
Altogether, 34 people died during the 1994 wildland fire season, but the
fact that the tragic deaths of the Storm King Fourteen occurred so close to
the tourist and resort community of Glenwood Springs galvanized local
citizens into action. Within 12 months, volunteers created a memorial
park for the 14 deaths, an interpretive memorial trail, and an anniversary
memorial event which paid tribute to the families of those who died. Grateful
citizens and firemen all over the United States contributed $135,000 in cash
to the Storm King Monument Fund, a substantial amount in donated goods
and services, and $425,000 in cash to a disaster fund for families of the 14.
The first records of historical wildland fire-fighter fatalities began in
1910 with a horrible conflagration called “The Big Burn” that torched three
million acres in western Montana and Idaho in which “thousands of people
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thought the world was coming to an end and for 87 people it did.”1 Though
the fire raged in the West, smoke and ashes obscured visibility as far away
as the Atlantic Ocean. Survivors included a fire crew trapped with Edward
Pulaski, who put a wet gunnysack around his head and led 42 men to safety
in an abandoned mining tunnel. Once inside the tunnel, a wall of intense heat
outside ignited framing timbers in the mine, but under Pulaski’s direction
the men lived by lying flat at the bottom of the mine and keeping their
noses and mouths to the ground.2
Then came the Mann Gulch fire in 1949, twenty miles north of Helena,
Montana, where 13 smokejumpers lost their lives in a fire blowup when a
steep and peaceful canyon became a death trap. Before it was over, the fire
had burned 4,500 acres and taken 450 men to control it. Fire defies gravity.
Unlike any living thing in nature, it can run faster uphill. An updraft and
fire whirls burst a hillside into a moving wall of flame 30 feet tall that
caused the Mann Gulch smokejumpers to die. In Young Men and Fire,
Norman Maclean wrote:
As a fire up a hillside closes in, everything becomes a mode of
exhaustion—fear, thirst, terror, a twitch in the flesh that still has
a preference to live, all become simply exhaustion. So upon closer
examination, burning to death on a mountain-side is dying at least
three times, … first, considerably ahead of the fire, you reach the
verge of death in your boots and your legs; next, as you fail, you sink
back in the region of strange gases and red and blue darts where
there is no oxygen and here you die in your lungs,; then you sink in
prayer into the main fire that consumes, and if you are a Catholic
about all that remains of you is your cross.3
Concrete crosses mark where the smokejumpers fell. Their average age
was twenty.
Historically, the Mann Gulch Fire is important because for the first time
attention began to be paid to fire behavior. The Board of Review of the Mann
Gulch Fire of August 5, 1949, met in Missoula in late September to assess
what had happened and to begin to research wildfire behavior in three
national fire laboratories, including the Inter-Mountain Fire Science
Laboratory adjacent to the smokejumpers’ base in Missoula.
The foreman of the Mann Gulch crew, Wagner Dodge, survived by setting
an escape fire in the grass, covering his face with a wet handkerchief, and
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lying down in the burnt out area as flames from the blowout roared over
him and superheated air literally lifted him off the ground. All firefighters
now study the Mann Gulch fire in the first training session every firefighter
must take, and all wildland firefighters learn about fire behavior and when
to deploy portable fire shelters to crawl into in case of a blowup. But it was
not until 1991 and the centennial of the first U.S. Forest Reserves that family
members who lost loved ones at Mann Gulch were able to have closure.
On May 8, 1991, at the smokejumpers’ base in Missoula, visitors and
family members came together to dedicate an L-shaped granite wall built
by jumpers and dedicated to wildland firefighters. The National Wildland
Firefighters Memorial contains plaques with the names of those who died
at Mann Gulch.
One of the two survivors of the Mann Gulch Fire, Bob Sallee, spoke at the
ceremonies and stated, “Smoke jumping solidifies a courage that takes you
through life. Nothing can ever be as difficult as stepping out that [airplane]
door the first time…and participating with a crew of jumpers to build a fire
line across the head of a fire before it blows is a study in the will to succeed.”
He concluded, “They were outstanding young men, selected from among the
best, with proven courage, determined to succeed and dedicated to doing the
job assigned. They gave their life trying and this tribute is long overdue.”4
Wayne Williams, a smokejumper, had helped organize the Missoula
memorial, and he relived the Mann Gulch fire as he spoke to family members
still troubled. By an ironic twist of fate, Williams was in Glenwood Springs
on July 6, 1994, waiting to reinforce jumpers on the Storm King Fire. When
word came that shelters had been deployed and that there were probably
fatalities on the mountain, he knew what to expect.
A blowup, “a catastrophic collision of fire, clouds, and winds,” had
occurred. With over 100 fires blazing in Colorado during the week of July 4,
1994, the Storm King Fire had started out as just another lightning-caused
ignition in a dangerously dry year. By 4:00 p.m. on July 6, wind gusts
increased to 45 miles per hour, and the wind funneled up South Canyon of
the Colorado River just as it had funneled up Mann Gulch on the Missouri
River. Twelve-foot high tinder-dry gambel oak brush exploded into flame
as smokejumpers, along with hotshots from Prineville, Oregon, with only
two hours of sleep, and two helitack crew members desperately sought
shelter. Some firefighters heard the cry “Get Out! Get Out! Get Out!” on their
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portable radios and took the escape route down the east side of Storm King
Mountain to stand exhausted along the interstate highway.
On top along the west side of the ridge, just below the 8,000-foot crest,
a few firefighters deployed their shelters. Others still carried their chain
saws. Four women and 10 men, two of Native American descent, most
unmarried, a few with young
children, will live forever on
the mountainside. Through
the dense smoke in the
perilous updraft, airplanes
tried to drop fire retardant
on the reflective silver fire
shelters, but for 14 it was too
late. The top two firefighters
died only 11 seconds from the
ridge. Wristwatches melted.
Of heavy leather work boots,
only eyelets remained.
Wayne Williams helped
fly survivors off the mounTwelve hotshot crew members and smokejumpers died
tain, and he made sure that the
in the same place during the Storm King Fire.
bodies were not disturbed until
(photograph by the author)
the investigating team arrived.
Because of his experiences with the Mann Gulch families, for the next
two weeks Williams manned an exclusive telephone hotline talking to
and consoling family members. The deep grief process had begun again.
The community response continued to be overwhelming. The fire united
Valley residents in compassion and in grief for young men and women they
had never met. As the local and regional newspapers printed biographies and
photographs of the 14 who died, community members felt they knew them.
As soon as it was permitted, local residents began hiking up Storm King
Mountain over scorched earth and between blackened branches. People
wanted to know how it happened, and where it happened. Family members
began to arrive with the same desperate questions, and according to BLM
Interpretive Planner Kathy Voth, “The Storm King Fourteen Memorial Trail
was built by a community literally walking through the grieving process. It
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began as a footpath made by people hiking the mountain; families, friends,
and local residents, attempting to understand what had happened.”5
The trail goes for 1.5 miles up 700 vertical feet and reaches an observation
point where granite crosses can be seen marking the exact spots where the
firefighters died. Here “people stop and reflect. This is a place where people
weep; for themselves, for what is lost, and for what still can be.”6
Don Mackey emerged as a hero in the
press when surviving firefighters related that
Smokejumper Mackey had left the safety of
an area where they had eaten lunch to help
the weary Prineville Hotshot crew, which
included female firefighters. Mackey returned
to the fire line to make sure the others knew
the fire had begun to spot on both sides of the
gulch. His family was devastated by his death.
In Mann Gulch the thirteen smokejumper
fatalities have been remembered by concrete
crosses with brass nametags on the horizontal
crossbar, but concrete deteriorates in western
wind and weather.
Therefore, the Mackey family requested
granite crosses to mark where the Storm King
Crew chief Don Mackey was a
renowned Missoula, Montana,
Fourteen died. Immediately, visitors began
smokejumper.
leaving mementos at the crosses. Pilgrimages
(photograph by the author)
began in earnest with interested visitors as
well as fire crews and firemen from all over the United States coming to honor their fallen comrades.
One hotshot crew from the Ashley National Forest near Vernal, Utah,
had studied investigative reports, but they wanted to walk the terrain
themselves to see what had happened. On their own forest, Firefighters
Memorial Campground includes a plaque honoring three men who
died in the Cart Creek fire on July 16, 1977. The older crew leader specifically
wanted his young hotshots to walk the Storm King trail, to stand in front of
the crosses, and to know in their bones what they could not know in their
hearts—that they are mortal, too. A few of the firefighters paced themselves
trying to run up slope to simulate the Storm King Fourteen’s escape attempt,
but they failed. The firestorm would have caught them, too.
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On July 6, 1995, formal ceremonies opened the Storm King Fourteen
Memorial Trail and the bronze firefighter statues at Two Rivers Park in
Glenwood Springs. Around the statues are granite boulders with special
plaques that include the photograph and name of each fallen firefighter. Since
that day, people have come to look at the circle of boulders and to leave gifts
and offerings. Fire crews leave shirt patches, t-shirts, and caps as if to say,
“They were some of ours.”
What are the lessons from Storm King? The fatalities may have been
avoided. There were errors in judgment and confusion over who was in charge
on the mountain. Those who survived dropped their equipment and deployed
fire shelters or took the escape route when they were ordered to. Those who
died included a few who were still carrying chainsaws. Hotshot crew members
and helitack crew members died, and so did the first smokejumpers since 1949.
If the Mann Gulch tragedy brought about a better understanding of fire
behavior, the Storm King Fire resulted in a better understanding of human
behavior in dangerous and unforgiving conditions, and the absolute need to
have up-to-date weather reports.
On Storm King Mountain, the living have remembered the dead, and
therefore the dead will go on living. A fire-scarred mountain is now a sacred
place, and metal eagle feathers on a medicine wheel turn in the wind above
granite crosses.
In July 2004 Glenwood Springs honored the 10th anniversary of the
Storm King or South Canyon Fire. The U.S. Forest Service produced a
special document that described changes in federal firefighting policy since
1994. Forest Stewardship Concepts, LTD reported on lessons learned from
Storm King combined with the 2001 Thirtymile fire in Washington State and
the 2002 Cramer fire in Idaho, each of which produced casualties.7 A second
10-year document came from the Office of the Inspector General from the
Agriculture Department.8
Thanks to the Storm King Fire, there is now interagency cooperation
when fighting fires, and more opportunity for firefighters to ask questions,
seek clear directions, and take time to be safer. The aggressive, macho,
“can-do” firefighter culture of the 20th century has evolved into a 21st
century culture with a heightened sense of safety, better safety training,
and posted fire lookouts. The goal now is to have a “passion for safety.”
Firefighters can refuse an assignment if they deem it too dangerous and
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not jeopardize their careers. More firefighting equipment is now available.
Firefighters have improved communication both among themselves and
with dispatchers aware of swiftly changing weather conditions. Fire managers
monitor potential threats. A direct result of the Storm King Fire is the new
Red Book or fire operations guide. The 18 “fire watchout” terms have been
simplified to five or LACES—lookout, action plan, containment, exposure,
safety zone.
Training techniques encourage better assimilation and teamwork so that
crews are not split up. Team leaders are more aware of exhaustion and the
need for rest both on a fire and between fires, even during a busy fire season.
There is also a better understanding of Post-Traumatic Stress Syndrome
among firefighters.
Firefighter Mary Emerick knew Roger Roth who was killed at Storm
King, which is also known as the South Canyon Fire. “I won’t forget South
Canyon. Since that tragedy, things have changed on the fire line. In the old
days, the crew bosses imparted what knowledge they thought appropriate.
Still, it was their way or the highway,” she explains. “‘All I want to see are asses
and elbows!’ they shouted as we dug line, most of us unclear on tactics, blindly
following directions. After South Canyon, it became the responsibility of
every firefighter to pay attention, to ask questions, to be responsible.
Anyone could speak up and we were encouraged to do so. That’s the
legacy of South Canyon.”9
If in the two decades since Storm King firefighters now speak their own
minds, larger fires have become the norm. Megafires have scorched the West
and Colorado, and catastrophic fires may be increasing.10 Global warming is
melting snow faster. The fire season now starts earlier and lasts longer, and
across the West thousands of acres of dead trees stand ready to ignite because
of pine beetle infestations. On June 30, 2013, 19 members of the Granite
Mountain Hotshots died on the Yarnell Hill Fire near Prescott, Arizona, after
being trapped in a brush-choked bowl. Family members have filed 12 claims
seeking $220 million in compensation, and their attorney believes the men’s
deaths could have been prevented. Their families insist that “this type of tragedy does not happen again.”11
But if we live in the West we live with fire. A deadly lament continues:
The Big Burn, Mann Gulch, Storm King, and now the Yarnell Fire. Of all
the lessons learned, perhaps the most important is that wildland firefighting
is inherently dangerous. If we choose to intervene in a natural ecological
process, young men and women may pay the ultimate price.
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Outside of Paradise

					By Erik Storey

T

ed sat on a worn plastic barstool, sipped his tenth beer, and tried to
think about responsibility.
Funny concept, that. Responsibility. Almost as tricky as trust and
accountability. Ted hoped the next couple of beers would shed some light on
the whole marital duty and obligation thing, too.
The thumping music spewing from the speakers was a major distraction.
The flashing machine in the corner played songs on its own, and when
Ted had gone over to play some George and Merle, he found that the
newfangled thing didn’t have any buttons. Just a large screen that flashed
pictures of albums he’d never heard of.
So he went back to his spot and surveyed the place that had long ago
been a haven. The old, wood-paneled bar had ten stools. Only three had
drinkers. A mangy sheepherder on one end, Ted in the middle, and a girl
at the other end. From the dimly lit adjoining room he could hear the faint
tinkling sounds that the slot machines made when no one was playing.
Ted tried to ignore the sounds and remember why he’d come here.
This place had been their place.
When they’d first met, Della had been working as a cocktail waitress in the
slot room, and Ted was a dirty cowboy working up in the Owyhee. They’d met
in this casino. This same smelly, dusky, dirty dive of a gambling den.
He sipped his beer and remembered how she’d laughed when he’d asked
her to drink with him when her shift was over. It was a line he threw out to
all of the pretty women in places like this, but this time it worked. She
drank tequila shots and cheap beer, and two hours later they were in a
motel rumpling the sheets and scaring the people in the next room. The
real surprise came after, when he lay panting and she stood naked next to
the bed, pulling up her panties to leave. Instead of asking for money, she
asked when they could do it again.
Two months later they road tripped to Reno and were married by Elvis.
Two years after that Tana was born. Eight more years of domesticity and
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parenting. Then, tonight, Della kicks him out and asks for a divorce.
Because she loved someone else, she said.
Bitch.
The music continued to thump, the air continued to smell like horse
piss, and the bartender continued to ignore Ted when he motioned him for
another beer. So he pounded his empty bottle on the wood and grunted. The
sound reverberated across the almost empty room, and the tattooed, spikehaired, man-boy turned and glared, then marched over to where Ted sat.
“That’s it. You’re done. After this beer, you’re leaving.” The punk set a beer
down and peeled another three dollars off the stack of cash in front of Ted.
“Whatever,” Ted said. “You ever been in love?”
“No,” the punk said, and walked back to the end of the bar to talk to the
young blond woman with metal in her face who swayed on her stool.
“Liar,” Ted mumbled.
His thoughts turned back to Tana as he sipped his latest beer. Right now
she would be at home, in the farthest bedroom of the trailer, wearing her
princess nightgown and crying herself to sleep under the only blanket she
would allow Della or him to put over her. She said it was magical and special
and protected her from bad dreams and monsters.
She would be crying tonight because it was the first night Ted wasn’t
there to read to her. Every night they read together before she snuggled into
her ratty blanket and fell asleep on the Disney pillow. They usually read
something simple like Mother Goose, but lately she’d upped her requests
and he’d started Alice in Wonderland. He would never get to finish it.
Because some cuckold had stepped into his wife’s life and ruined his.
It was too much. Ted had thought the beer would curb the desperate
thoughts, but it only ended up blurring them, mixing them with nostalgia
and anger.
Damn it, Della.
The devilish jukebox’s latest song ended, leaving the four people in near
silence. Nothing but the sound of swallowing, ice melting behind the bar, and
the hum of the coolers to compete with the manufactured tings and pings of
the old and lonely slots in the next room. A side door opened and Ted heard
shuffling as another soul entered the bar.
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A bookish man in his thirties wearing glasses and a suit sat down on the
stool next to Ted and ordered a scotch.
“You married?” Ted asked the suit.
The man stared at him, pushed his glasses up on his thin nose, and said,
“Why?”
“I’m not asking ‘cause I’m gay or anything, just want to know if you got a
special lady in your life.”
The man nodded slowly, picked up his scotch and drained the glass in a
long series of gulps.
“Yes, I am. Two days ago. Very special. We’re on our way to honeymoon in
Reno.”
Ted’s turn to nod. “Gotcha,” he said. “Well, don’t ever take the good times
for granted. Even if there aren’t many. Don’t you ever. Because it can all go
away like that.” Ted tried to snap his fingers, but they were slippery with
condensation from the beer and he ended up just rubbing them together
for ill effect.
The man nodded again and stood to leave, either to go back to his wife
or to try his luck at the machines. Ted hoped he made the right choice.
After sucking down the remains of the beer, he felt his consciousness slide
from his head toward his shoes. He couldn’t focus, couldn’t hold a thought in
his head. He could see images, but they were like shadows on a bright sunny
day. They followed him everywhere, shifting constantly.
Della in the hospital, holding Tana, her smile shaming paintings of the
Madonna.
Tana with her first giant teddy bear, looking up at Ted with tear-rimmed
eyes of thanks.
Cooking and eating breakfast with Tana while Della slept off another
hangover.
Della laughing in his face when she told him that she had found someone
else, a businessman—someone who wasn’t a good-for-nothing, dirty cowboy.
Ted slamming the door and walking to his truck, Della’s still voluptuous
curves back-lit through the living room window.
A sliver of light from the blinds being opened in the far room as he drove
away.
Anger quickly replaced all other emotions. His anger was Jesus in the
temple, throwing tables and whipping the other feelings out to the street.
Screw her, he thought. And screw the new guy. Hope he knows what he’s
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getting into. You hook up with a cheater, you can’t be surprised when she
goes and does it again later. He hoped she would. Part of him hoped she’d
cheat on the new guy with him. The part of him that was brain-dead-drunk.
The other parts of him were glad that he didn’t have deal with a woman who
liked having fun more than she liked having a daughter and a husband.
Well, he thought, if you can’t beat ‘em, join ‘em. He slid off his stool and
stumbled toward the end of the bar where the woman sat, the one with
piercings and tattoos. While he summoned the courage to talk to her,
Ted leaned on the wall behind her and pulled out a pack of cigarettes.
The bartender saw him as he was shaking one out and pointed at the sign
behind the bar next to the television. The one that said no smoking, due
to new management.
The world was going to shit if a person couldn’t even smoke in a casino,
in Nevada, for godssake.
So much had changed.
Ted gave the bartender the finger when the man turned to go and serve
the sheepherder.
“You come here a lot?” Ted asked the woman.
She didn’t turn around. Didn’t acknowledge him at first, just took a sip
from a tumbler and waited.
“Sorry,” Ted said. “I haven’t done this in a while. Years, actually. Haven’t
even been in a bar in the last eight.”
She turned slowly on the stool until her face was a foot away from his. Her
metal-infused eyebrows were raised in curiosity, and her overly painted lips
curled in a hint of a smile. Ted noticed for the first time how young she was.
Maybe mid-twenties, wearing the war paint of someone trying to look older.
Not that he could tell anymore. Everyone looked young to him. She said,
“Eight years, huh? What’d you do?”
“I thought I did everything right. That’s the problem.” Ted found himself
thinking that it wouldn’t be long before Tana came into a place like this.
“That’s what they all say,” the girl said. “Every ex-con I know says it wasn’t
their fault. My boyfriend said it the first time he went inside. Still says it when
I visit sometimes, even though I was there when he stole that old lady’s car
she left running outside of bingo.”
“Can I buy you a drink?” Ted said, trying to push away the fact that his
daughter would eventually grow up.
“Sorry,” she said, and sipped the last of the red liquid up through a tiny bar
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straw. The ice cracked when she set the glass on the wooden bar. “I got to get
home. Got a little boy there that misses his daddy and hasn’t ate since lunch,
right before I came here.” She pushed herself off the stool and walked toward
the hidden main doors. Ted admired her firm ass as she passed the ATM
machine.
I’m a goddamned dirty old man, he thought, pulling out his cigarettes
again, this time lighting one. The smoke from his first exhale drifted around
the gloomy room, stalling in the corners, looking for an exit, eventually
making its way to the bartender. The man-boy turned, gave Ted a look of
childish pity and said something to the sheepherder. Ted took another quick
drag as the shepherd walked toward him, a six-foot something behemoth
with round pellets of sheep dung clinging to his rubber boots and a ratty
beard that reached his arm pits. The monster grabbed Ted’s shoulder with a
beefy hand and tugged him away from the bar.
“I’m going, I’m going,” Ted said. “Won’t give you no trouble. I got plenty
as it is. Jesus H. Christ, though. When did smoking become as bad as killing
someone around here?”
The man didn’t reply, just guided him past the glow of the sportsbook
monitors and out a side door, gently shoving him into the dimly lit, almost
empty parking lot. Only three cars rested on the cracked asphalt. Ted’s truck,
an older, more rusted pickup, and a gleaming sedan.
It was then that he saw her.
Della.
Dressed up in the red dress that he’d given her for their sixth anniversary,
the one she wore when they went to LA to see the Hollywood stars. She’d
cried when she first saw it, cutting off the clearance tags and telling him that
she’d never worn something so beautiful. Now she was wearing it for him.
The new man had his hairy arm around her waist, both of them leaning
on the fancy BMW.
Ted’s cheeks flushed, his hands shook, his stomach roiled with acid. This
stupid man had ruined his life, and his stupid affluent arm snaked around the
woman who had chosen to end something good for the illusionary ideal of
something better. The cigarette shook in Ted’s hand as he took a couple more
quick drags, trying to decide the best way to confront the derailer of his life.
When he mashed the butt under his boot, another thought occurred to
Ted. A notion more important and demanding of immediate attention than
his hatred for the couple.
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Who was feeding Tana dinner? The mac and cheese and hotdogs that she
always asked for? More importantly, who was going to read the next chapter
of Alice? Who would pour her cereal in the morning? Did Della dump the
one person who cared more for the girl than anything in life, just so she could
have more of the fun that she’d missed when she was younger?
If Ted were sober, maybe his rage-addled mind could have come up with
an answer. Instead, these thoughts just accelerated his anger and he marched
as straight as possible toward the giggling couple who were almost to the
door of the casino.
“Hey!” he managed to yell as the couple edged closer to the door, laughing
and squeezing each other’s soft spots.
Della and the man looked at each other, then at Ted.
“Yeah. You two.”
This time they stopped and stared at Ted as he lumbered across the glass
strewn lot.
“Can I help you?” the new guy asked, pulling Della to his side.
Ted took two more steps and stopped five feet away from the couple. He
glared. His hands shook by his side, clenched hard enough to spark flames
of arthritis in his knuckles. He stared hard into the glassy eyes of the woman
who he’d put up with all those years.
He should have known this day would come. Should have seen it in the
progressively late nights at the bar. She swore she was just helping out
management, but what he’d then written off with marital trust now seemed
glaringly obvious. Last year he’d quit a good job as a pen rider at a nearby
feedlot to work in a ranch supply store in order to take Tana to preschool,
feed her lunch when she got home, and clean up the mess his wife made
when she got back from the bar.
Della recognized him then. Saw the evil exuding from Ted’s gaze, said, “Shit.”
“You know him, honey?” the new guy asked, turning to face Ted. When the
guy took his arm from her waist, the parking lot lights shimmered on his Rolex.
“The guy’s trouble,” she said.
The man stepped in front of Della.
“I’m her husband,” Ted said, stepping closer to the new guy. The man was
rich, wore a fancy suit, but Ted could tell by the way the guy moved that he
was all muscle and tight tension underneath.
“You’re drunk,” the man observed. “And I think you should leave. The
woman chose me.”
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“I’m drunk, but you’re an asshole. Get out of the way and let me talk
to the lady.”
The guy turned and looked at Della. Della raised her eyebrows and
hands, and then looked at Ted in an expression that told the guy he had
to do something.
The guy tried to shove Ted with both hands, something that most men
do at the beginning of a fight, but Ted had spent enough years getting
shoved by horses and cows to learn to get out of the way. Ted bobbed to
his left, grabbed the man’s wrist and flung him into the nearest car, where
the man thunked and clomped to the ground in a gasping heap.
“Stay put,” Ted told the man panting on the ground, then walked over
to Della who stood with an arm on her hip, smiling, enjoying the show.
“I’ve got four words for you,” Ted said.
“Go to hell,” she said.
“That’s three words.” Ted thought of the daughter that needed him
every day and knew he’d made the right decision.
“Yeah, well, then what is it?” she asked. Her smile returned and she
flattened the dress over her legs.
Ted could hear rustling behind him as the man got up and came toward
them. He ignored it. He thought of Tana and the hugs that she gave as he
walked her into the brick school in the mornings, the teary I-love-you she
mouthed when he waved to her as she was being swept away in the mass of
other children.
“I want full custody,” he said.
The guy in the suit ran at him and tried to throw a haymaker, but Ted
dodged and stuck out a boot, letting the man’s momentum carry his upper
body faster than his legs. The man hit pavement, rolled, grabbed an arm,
and mumbled in out-of-breath pain.
Ted tipped his hat to the new guy, and then started walking away from the
casino. He heard the new couple talking, heard the moans, the shouted threats,
then the consoling. He heard the gentle babbling fade as they entered the
casino. He continued walking, following the bright quarter moon, heading
toward the street that would lead back to the trailer with his little girl.
Someone needed to be there for breakfast.
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Billy’s Truck

Beth Gilchrist (photograph)
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The Homestead Train a novel

						by M J Melneck
Prologue
Cheyenne, Wyoming Territory, September 1877

T

here was an air of great authority in the way the digger stood on the
hillside, above and just away from us, waiting for Milo Hester to finish
the praying.
Buttressed against the wind, leaning on a shovel handle, the weathered old
digger struck acute angles on the skyline as I turned once or twice to watch
him. He looked as though he should have been one of the residents, not their
caretaker. His eyes were sunk deep in his face, and bits of dry, matted hair
stuck out scarecrow fashion from under his sweat-crusted hat. The split tails of
his stiff greatcoat slapped at his legs in the wind and seemed afraid to cross him.
But this was clearly his place. We were all, by the simple fact of our being
vertical, if by nothing else, visitors in a private arrangement of wooden crosses,
marble and granite stones and slabs, a few iron markers. Quite a mixture, I
thought, for a place as new as Cheyenne. Cheyenne! We had been weeks
getting here, and I didn’t even know where it was. I glanced at the digger
again and saw his eyes, cold and unemotional, gazing out across the prairie
toward the sudden rise of the Rocky Mountains. What a sight they were! They
sprang nearly straight up from the rolling prairie, and you could see snow
in the second range to the southwest, and what you thought were clouds on
the peaks was really the wind driving powder snow hundreds of feet into the
sky. I watched the digger watch the mountains until my father’s stern cough
brought my attention back to the cemetery. Markers and people rise and fall
and pass on. I guess not much will change.
Milo Hester mumbled and the wind cut around the corners of my
glasses, and on the hillside above us the digger shifted and stared with his
huge, round sunken eyes at the coffin that rested on sawhorses at the side of
the grave. I looked at him, then at the coffin, then at the mound of dirt on the
opposite side. I squeezed my sister Rachel’s hand and stole a look around at
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the others—our father and uncle, and next to them our mother, and Nancy
McAllister. Milo’s wife Sarah held her coat closed over the baby inside her,
and next to her Julius Willoughby stood shifting his great weight from one
foot to another. It wasn’t cold, but there was a bite in the wind that made it
seem so.
“Bless if you can, oh Lord,” Milo said, “the sad remains of your servant,
Luther Busbee.” Everyone’s eyes rose and widened when he said that. We
knew full well that the Lord wasn’t about to have anything to do with Luther
Busbee’s burned carcass. The plain, pine coffin had been sealed with black
pitch and the wind swirled around it, spreading it with a coat of fine, sandy
soil that also stung our faces and invaded our clothes. Best keep my head
down, I thought. I bowed my head to protect my face from the blowing dirt,
but it just spun up and around and down the back of my neck.
“Ashes to ashes,” Milo mumbled. I stifled a snicker as I thought how
appropriate that line was. It was clear he was trying to be polite, though none
of us knew why there should be any bother with politeness to those properly
fried remains. Rachel pulled at my hand and pointed with her foot at a roach
that had climbed up out of the grave and was starting past us down the hill. I
couldn’t reach it with my foot without disturbing the general rapture, so I let
it go by.
“Let us pray,” Milo said with obvious contempt. We all bowed our heads
together, and I looked out from under the brim of my hat at all the others,
their heads solemnly bent, their eyes down. In only a few seconds Milo
looked at my father and at Uncle Joshua. “That’s well enough of that,” he said.
His duty done, Milo reached for Sarah’s arm, then nudged her toward the
other women. Nearly everyone started to file away without looking back.
Rachel turned away and reached for Nancy McAllister’s hand, and then I
was standing with Milo, Joshua, and my father. Four of the other men threw
ropes under the coffin and lowered it into the grave, and when we looked up
the digger was at the side of the dirt mound. He began to throw one neutral
spadeful of earth after another onto the top of the coffin lid even before the
men settled the box in the hold. The first few splattered unnervingly on the
thin pine lid, and then the sound of the dirt landing in the hole became more
muffled. The digger’s back was to us and he was all elbows and angles and he
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worked at the mound like some awkward machine. His black, heavy
duster, now thrown to the ground, looked like a giant cockroach that
might somehow crawl away.
“Noah,” Milo said to my father, “I swear if grass doesn’t grow over that
coffin come spring, why I think Sarah and the child and I will follow you
north to Sheridan. Six feet’s not deep enough for that one.”
“I think it will grow all right, Milo,” Father said. “He was bad but he can’t
poison that much earth.”
Milo sneered and tossed his head toward the grave. “Sometimes I think
he came close to poisoning us all.”
“He’s where he belongs,” Joshua said. “He’ll sour soon enough when
the worms take him.”
We all stood then, watching the digger cut away at the mound of
Wyoming that would soon cover Luther Busbee. The wind began to
soften in the midday heat, and the sky above was fresh, rich blue, and
deep as a cat’s eye.
“What about the train?” Milo asked.
Joshua looked at Father and said, “I don’t want it. Noah, you want it?”
He had a wry smile on his face.
“I don’t know anyone who was on it who wants to go back,” Joshua added.
Father and Joshua looked at Milo, then their faces broke into grins.
“Oh, no you don’t, Noah Pike,” Milo said. “There’s no way in God’s heaven
or earth I’ll take responsibility for that damned train.” He looked at me as
soon as he caught the swear word. “Sorry, boy.”
“He’s near fifteen, Milo,” Joshua said. “He can take a little language now
and then.”
“It’s all right, Mr. Hester,” I said. “I reckon if Luther Busbee’s soul is
damned and his train as well, then it’s pretty much agreed and talking about it
out loud doesn’t change it any. It’s an observation, not a value judgment.”
The digger walked to his wagon and brought back two pails of water and
splashed them into the grave, then brought two more and poured them in,
throwing the water up and down the length of the hole.
“Won’t be any daisies growing out of that carcass,” Milo said.
“He’s just helping pack the dirt down close,” Joshua answered. “Helps
make it firm.” He made a tight fist.
“Not firm enough,” Milo said, nearly under his breath.
The women and the others stood in a group at the bottom of the hill,
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watching us watch the digger. Joshua looked down at them, then took a deep
breath and turned back to my father.
“You’ve got a few miles, yet, Noah,” he said. “Sheridan’s two days from
here, five if you miss your train this afternoon.”
Father looked up at the bright sky. “Good day for travel,” he said. “Beautiful
afternoon. He smiled, as much to himself, I thought, as to the rest of us.
“We still haven’t settled anything about the train,” Milo said.
Joshua gave Milo an odd look. “What’s to settle?”
“We can’t just let what’s left of it sit here.”
“I don’t see why not. If the railroad wants to move it, they sure know how.
We’ve recovered our belongings. Busbee’s car is burned up completely. There’s
nothing any of us needs and we didn’t come this far to covet more.”
Milo turned to my father. “Noah—”
“Milo,” Father said, raising his head as he cut the older man off. “Joshua
is right. This is no longer our business. We all came here to be left alone, let’s
leave alone as well. Sarah is safe and you’ll soon have a fine baby. Beth and
Nancy are safe, as are the others. Thomas Dome is someone we couldn’t have
done anything about, no matter how badly we may have wanted it. We’ve
done more than was really necessary by burying Busbee’s wretched hide.
Let’s leave it at that.”
Milo shook his head. “You’re right, Noah. There was a sliver of me wanting
revenge, that’s all.”
“Revenge is not ours to take, my friend,” Father said. “And it seems to me
if there was revenge to be dealt in the matter, it was well handled. I’d like to
think we’re all satisfied.”
We walked down the hillside without looking back. The steady sound of
the shovel cutting into the dirt mound and the soft whump of the dirt landing
in the grave grew faint, and then what with the women talking and the horses
snorting in the hot, dry afternoon, the business behind us went quiet. I felt
that bite in the wind again—something that, though it wasn’t cold, made me
shiver all the same.
Rachel and I got into the back seat of the buckboard and waited while our
parents went around to the others and made their goodbyes.
“Was that man very bad?” Rachel asked.
I took her soft, small hand. “Yes,” I said, “he was very bad. But it’s all
finished and good people are better and stronger.”
“Is Miss McAllister better?”
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It took a few seconds to answer. “She’ll be better pretty soon,” I said.
“Uncle Joshua will help her.” I prayed it would be true.
Father and Joshua hugged each other, and Father put his arms around
Nancy McAllister and she reached up on her tiptoes to kiss him on the cheek.
Mother embraced some of the women and children, then she and Father got
into the buckboard and we turned it and started around the hill toward town.
The road climbed up across the crown of the hill, and when we turned the
corner away from the cemetery and started down the long, narrow trail that
led into Cheyenne, I could see over the top of the depot, across the city to
the east. I began to think about the long weeks that had passed, and about a
distance that was much more than the miles between Ohio and Wyoming.
On the flat at the edge of town we passed the burned wreckage of
Luther Busbee’s private car, smelled the charred wood, and saw the metal
undercarriage twisted by the heat. Gaping holes had replaced the silk
curtained windows. The car lay on its side where we’d tipped it off the
tracks to keep them from warping, after Father had uncoupled it from
the rest of the train, and he and Joshua and the others had pushed it away,
down the track, and after the screaming inside had stopped. Thomas
Dome had cried out like that when the soldiers took him off the train,
expressing pain that must have come from deep in the middle of his belly.
It was a bad way to remember either of them.
The rest of the train sat a few yards farther up the line, where Busbee’s
very strange engineer, Mr. Hawkins, had stopped it. He had watched the
commotion around Busbee’s car, and then, as oddly as he had done most
everything else during our journey, he walked away into the night. We had
not seen him since.
Brightly painted coaches and baggage cars shone in the sun, and a
strange feeling rippled down my back as we turned a corner in town and
stopped in front of the train depot. Father got out of the buckboard and
helped our mother onto the platform. They had not spoken since we left the
grave yard. Mother came to the side of the buckboard and pushed
loose strands of Rachel’s hair inside her bonnet.
“Soon?” Rachel asked.
Mother held the side of my sister’s face and smiled. “Yes,” she said.
“Very soon.”
“We can board her, Beth,” Father said from the doorway.
There was no waiting around. We were still finding space in the day coach
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when the train began to move out. When we were all seated, Mother took
apples out of her bundle and gave them to us. There was bustling and noise
around us as the train pulled away from the station. The noise level picked up,
and some people gasped as we passed the black skeleton of Luther Busbee’s
car. As we began to pick up speed, great clouds of steam pushed away from
the locomotive, and the tender rang the bell. I looked at Father and saw him
smiling, relaxed.
“Are you all right, Beth?” he asked, taking Mother’s hand.
“I feel fine,” she said. She sounded tired, but there was happiness in her
eyes for the first time in several days, since the whole business boiled over.
I pressed against the glass and looked back. That would be the end of
Luther Busbee and his train. It had been, it seemed suddenly, a long time
coming. I leaned back against the padded seatback and took a big bite out of
the apple, and I closed my eyes and smiled, thinking perhaps what my father
must have been thinking—about the weeks, the trouble, about the real price
of passage on the Homestead Train.
But then as the train’s rhythm calmed things around us, I began to think
forward, to Sheridan, and backward, to Ohio. Mr. Priam C. Taylor of the
Hamilton Weekly Bee promised to pay me twenty dollars to write the story
of our journey, which he would publish in his newspaper. I wondered if the
people who knew us and those who didn’t would believe what I was obliged
to tell them. I fished a pencil and a piece of paper out of my coat pocket and
began to write furiously, as if I were trying to keep up with the train. I would
soon be fifteen. Wyoming would surely become a state. The excitement we
had just endured would make my account for Mr. Priam C. Taylor all the
more important. It seemed to me there were good reasons to not forget at all.
There was much to plan, and much to remember, and I wanted to get it all.

67

68

Hoarfrost

Rene Harden (photograph)
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All in a Row

Kathy Simpson (photograph)

Putting the Hat Back On
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Heather Fross (watercolor)

Contributors’ Notes

Kathy Bassett is a writer and artist who lives near Maybell, Colorado. She enjoys the outdoors and
country living.
Terry Carwile is a CNCC Foundation Board member and periodic student at CNCC. Owner of
Downtown Books and the Mayor of Craig, Colorado, he says he “loves to photograph the wonderful
landscapes of Northwest Colorado.”
Yuri Chicovksy is an artist living and working in the heart of the West. He may be observed, in the
mornings and afternoons, staring intently into an intricate light-collecting box. And later, when the light
has receded, he can be found in his wooden yuri nest, tying bundles of words together with strings of
light and sound. Such are the behaviors of a yuri in his natural habitat.
Peggy Cisar lives in Craig. Her 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.”
Tammy Dahle of Rangely writes that Ode to Giddy is a “collage of my little Chihuahua Gideon who
passed away last fall.”
Tracy Enterline enjoys taking pictures in all genres. Her photograph You and Me on the South Fork was
taken near Meadow Lake above Meeker, Colorado, overlooking the South Fork Canyon on a summer
morning in 2013.
David Foster of Craig is a graduate of CNCC. His photograph Building Columns was taken in Santa
Barbra, California, with his Canon Rebel camera.
Beth Gilchrist is a long-time Craig resident who currently works on staff at the Craig Middle School.
Beth writes, “Bill Alheit purchased this truck in the late 50s. Bill and his brother Fred used to drive this
truck from Sweet Home, Oregon, to Craig to stay at their homestead at Baker’s Peak for the summer.
Everyone knew the Alheits were in town when they saw this truck. What an icon.”
Andrew Goettel of Meeker was an art instructor for 34 years and retired from Meeker High School. In
retirement he is pursuing his artwork full time. As a professional artist Andy operates his studio called
G3 Pottery & Arts. “Small Pitcher,” writes Andy, “was fired to cone 6 oxidation with a ‘buckwheat’ glaze.”
Heather Fross of Craig writes that her watercolor Putting the Hat Back On is a portrait of her dad,
Bob Sweet. Heather writes, “This is an image of him from January 2014, almost two years after being
diagnosed with aggressive brain cancer. After losing much of his eye sight, and enduring brain surgery,
chemotherapy, radiation and many hours sleeping in his recliner at home, he is now putting his cowboy
hat back on and beating the odds that were given to him.”
Clancie Guinn is a pencil artist from Craig. He draws western themed art and loves to capture details
of such things as ropes, bridles and saddles. Clancie writes that A Girl and Her Horse “was a
commissioned piece for a young lady who was turning 24 years old, as was her horse.”
Andrew Gulliford is a professor of History and Environmental Studies at Fort Lewis College in
Durango, Colorado. He can be reached at gulliford_a@fortlewis.edu
Renee Harden is a chef for Sodexo at CNCC Rangely. A one-time radiologic technologist, Renee writes
that “after taking pictures of people from the inside out, I figured it was time to pick up a camera and
take pictures from the outside in, as I see things of beauty or interest through my eyes.” Her photograph
Hoarfrost was taken on the Rangely campus during the half-time of a basketball game.
Melissa Hill is a student at CNCC Craig working toward an Associate of Arts degree. Montana was an
assignment from her photography class, taken on her family’s acreage just east of Craig.
Jane Hume has instructed art at CNCC Craig since the early 1980s.
Janele Husband is a retired elementary school teacher. Her photograph Osprey Staredown was taken
at Flaming Gorge in August 2013; her photograph Crosscut Cruiser was taken at the Robert Lindsley
Studio Gallery in Apalachicola, Florida, in September 2013.
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Justin Maki grew up in the suburbs west of Denver and graduated from the creative writing program
at the University of Colorado at Boulder. His poems have appeared in the journals Strategic Confusion
and Square One. He currently works for a news agency in New York.
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, and a respectable
catalog of short fiction, nonfiction, reviews. . . . I don’t know how to not write. The Homestead Train
is a fictionalized account of my great grandparents’ move to Wyoming in 1877. They did it in covered
wagons and the trip took over five months. I didn’t have that kind of time, so I put them on the train.
David Morris taught language arts for 35 years. He has published three books of poetry and has an
unpublished novel. He tries his hand at a variety of art forms, and loves to let those creative juices flow.
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.”
Terri Robertson has painted for 37 years. She paints full time in her studio outside of Craig. Her
inspiration comes from the beautiful countryside throughout Northwest Colorado, particularly the
mountains and the desert canyons. She works in acrylics, oils and watercolors. Cross Mountain Canyon
is one of Terri’s favorite places to paint. The clear atmosphere and light of Northwest Colorado change
drastically, from one day to the next. The day she painted Cross Mountain Canyon the spring runoff
had not muddied the river, so the Yampa had a rare, blue green hue.
Ann Root resides in Craig. Rodeo I is the first of a three-part mixed media series.
Haley Schildgen, a CNCC Rangely student, writes of her photograph Autumn Glaze, “I appreciated
Rangely’s beauty so much more when I finally got to see the beautiful sunset over the trees and hills.”
Thom Schnellinger of Craig was an art instructor for 22 years in Western Colorado and New
Mexico. Active in the arts scene in Buena Vista and Salida, he is presently principal at Moffat County
High School. An active watercolorist in the central valley, Thom has found that oil pastel is a more
immediate media given the demands of his current job. The subject of Rust Never Sleeps was taken
from the Wyman Ranch and Museum where he was allowed to conduct a photo shot of the variety
of interesting subjects in various states of decay.
Janet Sheridan retired in 2007 and since has discovered the rewards of writing for her own pleasure.
Though she experiments with different genres, she finds writing personal essays the most gratifying.
“Moving Into Winter” is the epilogue for the book she recently self- published, A Seasoned Life Lived
in Small Towns: Memories, Musings, and Observations. She also blogs at www.auntbeulah.com.
Kathy Simpson teaches biology and math at CNCC Craig. Kathy has a gift for capturing the wild
beauty of Northwest Colorado, especially in the wild horse herds west of Craig.
Lois Stoffle has lived near Maybell since the early 70s where she and her husband raised their four
children and built their own home above the Yampa River. Having grown up in Chicago, she says this
about city life versus country life: “Moffat County and Maybell win hands down!”
Erik Storey is a Rangely native who works during the day and writes crime fiction at night. Currently
he is trying to place his first novel, write a second, and is looking forward to the weekend. He lives in a
very small house with his wife, two daughters, and three dogs.
Sarah Ward is a Rangely resident and CNCC instructor. The story of her family’s first mountain climb
is very special to her, and she is excited to share it as a Waving Hands contributor.
Stefka White lives in Craig. Her 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.
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