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In Northwest Colorado near Rangely
is the Waving Hands pictograph site.
Believed to be of Fremont origin, the
site is named for a life-size pair of
disembodied hands painted on a
sheer sandstone rock face. The hands
are mysterious. Are they welcoming
or warning? Drowning or emerging? Celebrating a victory or pleading
for deliverance? No one knows for
sure, but the waving hands are arresting and thought-provoking, and
remain a distinctly human statement
in a remote wilderness.
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Making Museums and Giving Back to
Local Communities
Roadside Attractions in Northwest Colorado
By Andrew Gulliford
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“We make a living by what we do, but we make a life by what we
give,” stated Winston Churchill. Now two Colorado native sons are
practicing that wisdom by giving back to their hometowns. Both men
have started non-profit museums to augment the local tourist economy
and both museums are worth a visit.
In 2006 on the eastern outskirts
of Craig, Colorado, rancher and
sheepman Lou Wyman opened the
Wyman Living History Museum in a
10,000 square foot facility that has
everything from a sheepherder’s
wagon and a rare 1873 catcher’s
mask to a 1960 snubnose, cab-over
Jeep pickup with only 15,000 miles
on it. Wyman, 86, says the catcher’s
mask, which is big, flat, and made
from thin metal, “looks like some
Medieval mask they’d put on to
torture you.” He also likes an 1893
typewriter, which would have been a
trial for secretaries to use because it
has separate keys for capital letters.
The museum contains a complete
Above: Sheepman Lou Wyman sold
Colorado license plate collection
his
flocks and decided to build a living
and chain saws that weigh from 12
history
museum just east of Craig,
pounds to 200 pounds with blades
Colorado.
Lou is there every day, working
from 1 to 5 feet long. There’s a
with
a
dedicated
team of volunteers
foot-powered dental drill. There’s
to
repair,
repaint,
and spruce up the
a blacksmith shop, a barn Wyman’s
hundreds
of
items
in the museum’s
father built in 1920, and the 1908
collections.
log country store from Pagoda in
Right: The Wyman Living History
the Axial Basin with its original
Museum includes an unrestored caboose
inventory from 60 years ago.
from David Moffat’s Denver & Salt Lake
My favorite item is a homemade
Railroad.
canvas boat on a wooden frame that
went down the Yampa River in 1941 before its two boaters enlisted in
WWII. The museum also has their photos and journals. Then there’s the
1915 Stevens Duryea, a rare car manufactured by the Stevens Arms &
Ammunition Company. It’s undergoing restoration.

U.S. Highway 40 was once the main route between Denver and Salt Lake City;
the Wyman Living History Museum is on the highway. A big sign draws visitors,
admission is free, and staff and volunteers share their smiles and local knowledge
with tourists.

Wyman’s dedicated volunteers have also repaired an antique onehorse wooden hay baler, but I want them to tackle a steam-age relic
from “the Moffat Road,” an aging caboose from the long-defunct Denver
& Salt Lake Railroad. “We want learning experiences for people, not
just a musty museum,” Wyman tells me, so he collects “what’s rare and
unusual,” including an M-47 Patton, a 1,000 horsepower, 110,000 pound
1947 U.S. Army tank with a 90 mm. gun and two .50 caliber machine
guns.
The V-12 Cadillac engine in the tank gets three gallons to the mile. He
doesn’t drive it much, but the volunteer trucker who went and retrieved
it from Texas “had a good time getting it here to Craig. Lots of people
stopped and wanted photos.”
Wyman’s museum sits on 100 acres along U.S. Highway 40, which
was the main route between Denver and Salt Lake City before the
interstates went in.
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Bud Striegel’s Rangely Automotive Museum on West Main Street in
Rangely, Colorado, boasts white marble floors, vintage and classic cars
on display, and a scale model of Stonehenge in the front yard.
“I’ve been a ditch digger all my life. All I’ve seen is the bottom of a
ditch,” explains Striegel, 77, who welded pipelines across the country
and worked in eight states with 150 employees of WC Striegel, Inc. With
the downturn in oil and gas revenues, Striegel opened his museum in
2016 to aid local tourism. “I was raised here and this is my town, my
county, and my state, and I want to do everything I can to promote it.
I hope my cars will encourage visitors to come through town, buy a
burger, and get a room. I want tourists to walk into the museum and
catch their breath,” he told me.
I certainly did. From the fancy woodwork at the entrance to the
gleaming marble floor in the showroom, I was overwhelmed by the
Cadillacs, Pierce Arrows, Lincolns, and other rare cars I’d only seen
photographs, like his Auburn boattail. Striegel prefers American
classics, which are vintage autos built by custom chassis-makers
between 1925 and 1948, but he also has a rare Ford jeep and unique
motorcycles. I prefer his red El Camino pickup with its tailfins and
sweeping rear window, though I’d take the 1957 Chevy station wagon
in a heartbeat.
Just like his old buddy Lou Wyman, Striegel wants the public to enjoy

Above: A rare Pierce motorcycle greets visitors to the Rangely Automotive
Museum. Founder Bud Striegel hopes the museum will bring tourists to
Northwest Colorado.
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Right: Among the unique vehicles in Bud Striegel’s collection is this 1940 U.S.
Army Jeep built by Ford Motor Company in Dearborn, Michigan, not by Willys in
Toledo, Ohio.

his car collection. “You don’t see any ropes. You can open all the doors.
I don’t mind little kids getting in the cars. I want them to remember the
experience,” he tells me with sincerity. He’s giving back to his community
because his father started the family business in 1945 when the Rangely
oil field first boomed.
“Oil’s off now,” he says with a sigh. “So I opened a little jewel for this
run-down oil field town.” He wants to snag car collectors cruising across
the American West and get them to come off the interstates and drive
through Rangely.
It’s not easy. There’s the expense of finding and restoring cars. “I don’t
have a favorite car. I like all of them. I usually pick them up and haul’em
around myself. I’ve been to Detroit, Seattle, everywhere,” says Striegel.
Before he started, he called his friend Lou Wyman with a few
questions. “Lou, I’m gonna open me a museum. What’s it gonna cost
me?” he remembers with a laugh. Both men began their museums with
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free admission, but that may not last. There are plenty of ongoing bills to
pay, yet this is their way of giving back, helping out. About the Rangely
Automotive Museum, the citizens in town “all like it,” Striegel says.
In Craig, locals have supported the Wyman Living History Museum
so much that “We’re out of room. We’ve got a lot of farm equipment and
military stuff. We’ve got something for everybody,” Wyman tells me with
satisfaction. Now he’s switched to frogs.

Above: One of Lou Wyman’s most interesting museum artifacts is his very own
110,000 pound M-47 tank, which averaged three gallons per mile when it ran. He
seeks to restore the V-12 Cadillac engine.
Left: A rare convertible American-made Auburn boattail coupe with a stunning
two-tone paint job, seen only in the most prestigious of auto museums, can be
found in Bud Striegel’s collection in Rangely, Colorado.

His property includes an ox-bow of the Yampa River created when
the Denver and Salt Lake Railway built tracks across a wetland in 1912
and left a unique ecosystem. Biologists from CU-Boulder found more
Leopard frogs there than anywhere else in Colorado. “We’ve got a jillion
frogs,” Wyman smiles. Children can see and hear the amphibians when
they visit the museum.
What’s the future? Enticing tourists. Bud Striegel seeks to restore
more automobiles and constantly changes out his auto exhibit. He
doesn’t want to crowd the cars. He wants visitors to walk through his
museum and get up close and personal with vehicles they may never see
again.
Wyman plans to have more events and summer activities and to move
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Lou Wyman moved the Pagoda Country Store to his Wyman Living History
Museum east of Craig. The log building, utilizing squared-off logs, was one of the
most carefully crafted pioneer structures in the region.

The Pagoda Store now has a variety of goods and materials to represent its
pioneer past.
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one of the last Moffat County one-room schoolhouses onto the property.
He’s left an endowment for the museum, but interest rates aren’t what
they used to be, so there’s more financial planning ahead.
I can’t wait to go back. I love sharing the passion of collectors
interested in the great age of American industrialism when our nation’s
workshops and factories produced autos and tools that made us the
envy of the world.
Once Lou Wyman rebuilds the Cadillac engine in his M-47 tank, he
may ask me to ride in it, and I might. But if Bud Striegel gives me the
keys to his ’57 Chevy, I’ll definitely take it for a spin.

Andrew Gulliford is a professor of History and Environmental Studies at Fort Lewis
College in Durango. He can be reached at gulliford_a@fortlewis.edu
All photos courtesy of Andrew Guilliford. Copyrights preserved.
Below: In the 21st century, most automobiles and SUVs look the same, but a
glance back at vintage cars produced by American manufacturers in the 1920s
and 1930s shows a reliance on steel, chrome, and unique grills and radiators,
which made each car stand out.
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Aspen Tree
By Anne Lane

the sun glances off the tree’s branches
leaves dancing in the soft breeze
he perches on a limb
shadows playing with the light
and sings a song to no one,
or maybe to a distant love
the tranquility of the moment
scatters as he, the sparrow, takes flight
Summer Morning

the bark of the tree has eyes
formed by the scars of lost branches
watching, always watching
peering into the souls that walk by
silent are its thoughts
observations only the tree knows
history unspoken
Stoic Life

roots bore deep into the soil
creating a life network
each tree connected by ancient roots
life long forgotten in the dew
of thousands of mornings
roots holding memories
miles and years away
Connected Family
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Kevin Kohlbrenner | Déjà vu
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Della Joy’s Sorrow
By Deborah Miles Freitag
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The Joy women were a tragic lot; all five of them had a taste for
weak husbands and high living—as high as a town the size of Meeker
could get during Prohibition. Aunt Mildred married three times and
had been single for many years by the time I met her. The problem
was she was smarter than the men she married. She was an astute
businesswoman running a successful trucking business and a car
dealership. Evidently the husbands, intimidated by an intellect that
could run circles around them, couldn’t keep up, so she divorced
them. There was an Aunt Beatrice, who had a baby out of wedlock
(no small thing in rural Meeker in the 20s) and was later rumored
to have died of a heroin overdose in Denver. No one knew the exact
truth of Beatrice’s death because the family struck her off after the
baby. I don’t know what Aunt Violet’s story was, but she was a silly
woman who insisted that we call her Aunt Kitty Cat and had a skunk
stripe of gray that ran down the middle of her hair. There had been
a husband in her life at one time, but I don’t know where he went or
what happened to him. She lived long enough to have her drunken
son abuse her in her old age. He died in jail, and she died in the
nursing home. My mother, Helen Joy, suffered through the sudden
death of one husband and the abuse of another. Her own alcoholism
and rheumatoid arthritis killed her before she turned sixty.
Of the five Joy sisters, I have a special place in my heart for
Aunt Della because I see her life as the most joyless and tragic. Her
husband was the town doctor and the town drunk. I often heard
the story about Doc Brewer, my grandfather, and the local druggist
heading from Meeker to Rifle, a distance of forty-one miles, to pick
up a load of bootleg and ending up in Canada and returning by way of
the Pacific Coast. They disappeared for six months and then returned
like old tomcats.
Prohibition wasn’t a good time to be a heavy drinker. Whether Doc
got ahold of some bad whiskey or he just had a proclivity for mania,
he opened his office door one day, breezed into the waiting room and
said to the crowd, “Next.” He was stark naked. Shortly after that, Doc,
Della, and the baby moved to Mississippi, where they lived until Doc
blew his brains out with a shotgun. I was never told the details about
this event. When I knew her, Della worked as a deputy county clerk
at the Rangely Annex for Rio Blanco County, Colorado; she lived alone
in a duplex beside the Catholic priest; she got drunk every day of the

Lord; and when she got drunk, she drawled a very thick Mississippi
accent.
The deeper the drawl and the volume at which it was drawled
was a drunk-o-meter, indicating how inebriated Della was. It was
also a source of amusement and derision for my parents. Alcoholics
always deride other alcoholics for their drunkenness. Once, while
drinking in a Meeker bar with Mom, a prospective suitor asked Della
what part of the south she was from. Before Della could answer,
Mom butted in and said, “South Rio Blanco County.” The accent
was irritating because, like most drunk people, Della droned and
she droned loudly. Drunk droning is one thing; loud drunk droning
is dangerous; but drunk droning in a fake southern drawl is just
intolerably ridiculous. I spent a lot of my childhood trying to avoid
my aunt from South Rio Blanco County, but she loved me and always
gave me a wet whiskey kiss that made my eyes water. I was never
once scolded or abused by my aunt Della, which was more than I
could say about the drunks in my immediate family.
Once, when I was very little, perhaps four years old, Della was
baby-sitting me at our house in Levison Camp. I was very ill at the
time, and Della was lying on Mom and Dad’s bed next to me. She had
her hand on my thigh, and every time that I whined or wiggled she
would give me a little pat. “There, there,” she would say in a regular
Colorado accent. As my fever climbed, I began to twitch and twist.
I tried to sit up, and Della told me to lie back down and hold still. I
honest to God tried, but without warning a rising gusher of projectile
vomit flew out of my mouth just as I turned my head to tell her I was
going to be sick. The vomit arced through the air and landed all over
Della, face included. Dripping, she jumped up and carried me to the
bathroom. I sat on the edge of the bathtub and watched her wash her
face at the sink. She took off her blouse, and I was awed by the sight
of her deflated breasts hanging to her waist under her camisole. She
took Mom’s bathrobe from the hook on the bathroom door and put
it on. Now it was my turn. She wet a washcloth with cool water and
washed my face, holding me so that I didn’t fall back into the tub.
She got a clean set of jammies and put them on me and then carried
me back to the bedroom where she put me on the vanity stool. After
she had changed the sheets and put them in the washer, she laid me
back on the bed and lay down beside me, stroking my forehead with
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the washrag. When my parents got back, Della went home, and I was
taken to the hospital.
Despite her kindness, poor Della was the joke of our family. My
sister Joan and I used to call her Delphine Hairy-assed Brewer. We
thought the name Delphine was odd, but Harriet sounded ridiculous,
and the fact that her last name was Brewer and she was a wobblelimbed drunkard was ironic. We were always making fun of Aunt
Della with her Mississippi accent, her penchant for hyperbole, her
incompetent driving, and her tendency to drink and fall down.
Della had long legs and even longer arms. These appendages were
attached to a body that looked very much like a hard-boiled egg with
pendulous breasts. The more she drank, the looser her limbs became.
They flopped around and she fell down often. One Thanksgiving
my niece Elizabeth and I came running up the basement stairs and
into the kitchen, giggling and chattering. All the women folk were in
the kitchen preparing the feast, and the smell was warm and spiritraising. We slowed our pace to walk through the working women
with the respect and decorum my mother expected from children.
Aunt Della was seated on the red step stool, one leg on the floor, one
on the top step, garters and hose exposed up to her underpants. Her
head was lolling and her sloppy wet lips drawling loudly her fake
Mississippi accent. The sight was both hilarious and disturbing—we
had never seen old-lady underwear before. As we marched past,
Elizabeth put her hands on the outside of each of Della’s long legs
and pushed them together with the authority and sense of modesty
my older sister had drilled into her. The legs splayed apart again, a
garter popped, and Della’s eyes raised to half-mast. “You kids get out
of the kitchen and go play,” Mom said. As we ran into the front room,
we lost our grip on decorum and giggled until we lost our breath.
“Jeezo peezo,” Elizabeth said. “Her garter popped and she didn’t even
notice.” The kitchen folk seemed to be having trouble maintaining
sobriety also, because over the southern drone we heard twitters
and guffaws.
Della called my mom every night. If she called early enough, they
had a good chat. If it was later, drunken sibling bickering ensued. One
night Della failed to call, and Mom was sober enough to worry about
her. She called her several times with no answer. Since Della never
left home at night, things began to look ominous.
We all piled in the car and went to the duplex with Della on one
side and Father Bloch on the other. When we got there, the storm
door was broken and slapping in the wind. The bottom pane of glass
was shattered and bloody. There were drops and spots of blood
on the steps. Della lay just inside the door groaning, her right arm
leaking into a pool of sticky blood. Her eyes barely opened as Dad

jerked her up. “What the hell happened to you?” he asked. It was a
silly question to ask Della. “The wind caught the door, Fuzz. I tried to
grab it. My hand went right through. Y’all wouldn’t believe how quick
it happened,” she slobbered.
“No, we all wouldn’t,” Dad said with his teeth clenched. He
grabbed her by the left arm, hauled her to her feet, and dragged
her to the car for a trip to the hospital. Mom went into crisis
management mode: “Get the broom and dust pan, Joan, and sweep
up this glass. Don’t sweep it in the yard; pick it up with the dustpan
and be careful.” She got rags and a bucket of cold water. “Never put
hot water on blood. It sets the stain,” she said. She began sopping
up the blood, muttering about Della being falling-down drunk every
goddamn night, and how one day she was going to fall and that
would be the end of that.
When we got the glass swept and the blood cleaned up, we sat in
the living room and waited for Dad and Della to get back. The wait
was long and boring. Mom was over being angry and had moved
on to worried. When we finally heard the car pull in the drive, Mom
jumped off the couch and ran to the door. Dad helped a quiet and
pale Della into the duplex. Her arm was taped from the wrist to the
armpit. Mom helped her get undressed and crawl into bed. On the
way home, Mom asked Dad how many stitches Della got. “Eighteen
below the elbow and twenty-two above. It was goddamn awful.”
Mom was mad again. “‘The wind blew the door shut.’ Bull shit.
She fell through the goddamn door.”
“Well, yes.”
“Della is a sloppy damn drunk.”
“Let’s go home, have a drink, and go to bed. I have had enough
nonsense for one night.”
Della was known as the “drivers’ license lady,” and she came from
a bunch of car lovers. Her father, my late grandfather, had been a
blacksmith turned car dealer. It was a family legend that he sold the
first car in Colorado—and it was a Ford. It is more likely that he sold
the first car in Rio Blanco County. But myth or not, three of Della’s
siblings were involved in Ford dealerships. Della had been born into
a family of motorheads, but unlike the rest of the Joys, she hated to
drive.
What I remember most about Della’s driving was that she did it
slowly. She was a legal beagle, being the deputy county clerk and
all, and I never rode with her when she exceeded 50 mph. She never
drove at night for two reasons: one, it was dark; and two, she was
always passed out by seven-thirty. Even though she hated driving,
she was devoted to her mother, so she drove 90 miles to visit
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Grandma in Craig every weekend. She didn’t go the direct route to
Craig on Highway 40; she preferred to go through Meeker because
it was familiar to her. After spending the night with Grandma, she
always left Craig by 1:00 on Sunday, so as to be home in Rangely
before dark. Nine Mile Hill between Meeker and Craig used to terrify
Della with its sharp curves, steep grade, and god-awful weather. She
always took it in low gear and under 40. Nine Mile Hill seemed like
Nine Hour Hill to me when I rode with her to Craig.
Saturday at Grandma’s was a drinking spree for Della; she was
safe at her mother’s house, and she didn’t have to work or deal
with public scrutiny. There was no need to abstain. She tried to
hide her inebriation by swallowing peanut butter by the spoonful.
She believed the old wives’ tale that peanuts took away the smell
of alcohol. They do not, but the thick peanut butter made her cluck
her tongue on the roof of her mouth. The more she drank, the more
she clucked. We used to eat massive and delicious dinners at my
grandmother’s table with Mom and Dad looking superior, innocent,
and sober, Grandma slamming plates around, Aunt Mildred shaking
her head and sighing, and Della clucking and drawling. Sunday
mornings she was strictly TT—the Joy family abbreviation for
teetotal. She went to mass, had dinner with Grandma and Mildred,
and drove home. Arriving back home in Rangely by 4 p.m., she had
the rest of the evening to self-pickle and blot out images of bloodspattered walls.
Della did certainly drink and drink in abundance, but she only
drove while she was drunk one time that I can remember, and it was
a stupendous event that stood out in the collective mind of the town:
the time she backed out of her driveway, T-boned the car across
the street, pulled back into the driveway, backed out in a different
direction, T-boned the same car again, parked halfway in the street
and halfway in the yard, opened the car door, and fell flat on her face.
Meanwhile, Mom was shouting and crying in the front seat, and Joan
and I were crying in the backseat.
It did not help Aunt Della’s reputation as a lush that the car she
ran into…twice…was owned by the people who owned the grocery
store. Not only were those people small-town bigwigs, but a smalltown grocery store is a gossip supply center—it’s where all the
people meet. The neighbors came running out of their house, took
one look at the drunken and wailing situation, and decided to take
care of the matter in the morning when sober heads prevailed.
They went back in the house and turned up the television. Yes, Della
Brewer née Joy, the lady who gave the driver’s exam at the town hall,
was a lush. Even though drinking and driving was not the public sin
that it is now, the irony was lost on no one.

What the people of the town never realized about this double
T-bone was that we were running from a domestic violence situation.
Dad had already slapped Mom bloody and had threatened Della with
the same treatment. I didn’t know where Dad was. I didn’t know
where we were going or why it had occurred to Mom or Della that
they were in any shape to drive. Joan and I waited in the back seat for
the two hysterical women to decide what to do.
The roots of Catholicism run deep and are not diminished by
alcoholic spirits. Aunt Della and Mom were raised to believe that
priests were infallible. Infallible people know what to do in any
emergency a woman wants to confess to. I lost my shoe somewhere
when we were dragged at a staggering run through the wet grass
and mud to the back door of Fr. Bloch’s side of the duplex. Surely, he
had not heard the domestic dispute with all of its wild and colorful
expletives. He couldn’t have heard it because he was watching Have
Gun—Will Travel at full volume. He opened the back door, his eyes
and mouth wide open, and we tumbled into his kitchen tracking
mud on the linoleum. Mom and Della were shouting that Fuzzy had
gone crazy and was going to kill them. Joan and I stood sniffling
and embarrassed, wondering at what point we were going to get in
trouble for tracking mud on the priest’s floor. I had never tracked
mud on any floor, let alone an infallible priest’s. It seemed like a
mortal transgression. Joan took off her shoes; I took off the one I had
remaining and my muddy sock.
He took us to his living room, gave my mom and Aunt Della coffee
and Joan and me blankets. We were cold and wet. All four of us had
fallen down more than once on the way from Della’s side to Father’s
side. He spoke softly to the women, and they slowly calmed down.
They weren’t sober when we left, but they weren’t knee walking
drunk either. They were sober enough to be ashamed. I don’t
remember how we got home that night. I have shadowy memories
about Fr. Bloch talking on the phone and of myself being silently
afraid to get in the car again.
Mom and Della weren’t the only ones who were ashamed. More
than once I heard other kids in school talk about the driver’s license
lady who was a drunk and how she ran into the same car two times
in one night. One time a new kid was talking about the driver’s
license lady and I said, “That’s my aunt.” The whole class looked at
me surprised, not that she was my aunt, but surprised that I would
admit it.
They say that families of alcoholics are afflicted with shame, and
Aunt Della came with a whole catalog of embarrassing drunken
incidents. There was the time that we lost her at Grandma’s birthday
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party at the Golden Cavy in Craig. Everyone was looking for her, even
the restaurant staff. Finally, it was assumed that she had gone back to
Grandma’s house. My uncle Howard was in the middle of a sentence
when he crossed his legs and kicked poor Aunt Della in the head. She
had literally drunk herself under the table. My family used to tell that
story and laugh, denouncing Della as a sloppy drunk, someone to be
ridiculed for not holding her liquor. “Nothing worse than a sloppy
drunk” was the common wisdom in my family, though I never heard
my parents’ opinions on wife beating, kid slapping, or drunk driving.
Most people make judgments about the alcoholics they know, but
only a person who has seen shotgun scattered-brains stops to
question why the alcoholic drinks.
Growing up, I considered my aunt to be a travesty, but as I grew
older I began to see her as more than a soupy drunk. She loved me,
and I loved her back as I matured and began to see both sides of her.
This became very clear to me one Sunday not long after Mom had
died. Dad dropped me off at Mass, and I was supposed to go home
with Della afterward and stay with her until noon when he would
pick me up. This had become our routine since Dad had started
working on a government earthquake survey on Sundays for extra
pay. I enjoyed sitting with Della at Mass. She was sober, she smelled
like my mom’s lotion, and she never gave me a look for wiggling.
That particular Sunday, I walked into the church and didn’t see
Della. She wasn’t in her usual place in the second pew on the left,
where I decided to sit and wait for her, thinking that she was either
in the confessional or running late. I spent a nervous hour listening
to the priest mumble through Mass. We had been through several
priests since Father Bloch, and this one’s talent was not public
speaking. The minute he gave the final blessing, I rushed out of the
church and ran the four blocks to Della’s duplex. Her red convertible
was parked in the drive. The priest pulled up just as I arrived. I
asked him if he had seen my aunt. He shook his head “no,” ran into
his house, came back out two minutes later, jumped in his car, and
headed to Meeker where he would mumble mass again.
I feared deep down in my heart. I had watched my mother die a
year earlier, and the lesson of mortality had been drilled in hard. I
pounded on the doors, front and back, running from one to the other
and shouting. I tried to open every window; they were all locked.
The curtains were drawn, and there was no sound from within the
duplex. Dad was somewhere in the field doing his wireline thing
for government geologists, and since it was Sunday, there was no
one at the office at Chevron to call him on the radio. I was at a loss.
I was sixteen and never had been in charge of an emergency before.
I sat on the porch and waited. I paced around the house. I shouted

through the front door crack. I knocked until my knuckles were raw.
I sat and waited some more.
Finally, I saw Dad’s yellow company truck coming down the
street. I ran out to meet him. “What are you…” he started. “Della
wasn’t at Mass. She won’t answer the door,” I shouted at him. Then I
whispered, “Maybe she is dead.” Dad didn’t respond. He knew that
Della did not miss Mass, and he knew that a drunk can fall down one
too many times. He also knew exactly how losing Helen Miles could
make a person drink. He got a crowbar from his tool box at the back
of his pick-up and began jimmying the front window. He got it open
far enough to get his shoulders and arms in and he let out one of
those Fuzzy Miles bellers that rattled windows and terrified little
girls. “DELLA!”
Della came to the window, screaming and staggering. She thought
someone was breaking into her home. Dad yelled again. “It’s Fuzzy!
Now go open the goddamn door.” When she answered the door, I
was going to give her a big hug. Instead I jumped back when I saw
her face. “What the hell happened to you?” Dad asked. It was a silly
question to ask Della. “Slipped on the throw rug and hit my head on
the nightstand.”
Della’s nose was at least two inches wide at the bridge, both eyes
were black and swollen to slits, and her face and nightgown had
smears of blood on them. Dad looked at her with alarm. “Did you lay
on the floor all goddamn night?” “I suppose I did, Fuzz.” “Well, get
cleaned up and dressed and Deb will make you some lunch. She can
stay here this afternoon and keep you company. I’m going back to
work.”
While Della was getting dressed, I took a rag and some cold water
and cleaned up the throw rug and the blood-stained floor as best I
could. I put her nightie to soak in the bathroom sink. Then I made
egg salad and we ate lunch and had tea with milk in it, like all the
Joys drank their tea. After lunch we sat on the couch and looked at
old letters, cards, and pictures that she had saved in a hat box. She
passed over the pictures of Doc Brewer, but lingered over pictures
of her mother, father, and sisters. I glimpsed a photo of Della, Doc,
and their young son Malcolm. They looked normal and happy.
Sloppy Della used to be a beautiful young woman. As I looked at a
photo of Mom and Della as young girls with their arms around each
other’s waists, the thought thudded into my conscience: all of people
represented in that box of memories were dead. Della was alone in a
duplex with a hat box, nightmares of brains on a wall, and a bottle of
Canadian Mist.
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Kevin Kohlbrenner | Factotum
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Ashley Smith | At Rest

Way Lost

By Jeff Stoddard
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They stood together where the trail split. To the right, the path
followed a stream, tumbling over fallen logs and boulders toward a
canyon. To the left, the way led up a steep hill and disappeared into a
thick forest of pines.
Cody, the younger of the two, wore sandals, khaki shorts, and a
faded t-shirt that said get real. He turned his head side to side and
then, curiously, swiped his hand to the right, as if gently shooing a fly
away from his face.
“Wrong reality, dude,” snickered his friend, Travis, who bent down
and scooped up a handful of water from the stream. Shocked at how
cold and clear it was, he let the water stream out between his fingers
and back to the ground as he studied the current.
“Strange. I did this hike yesterday in the library,” said Cody. “But
yesterday there was no fork in this trail.”
“How old was the card?” asked Travis
“I dunno. Got it off the shelf.”
Travis, having recovered from his water experience, ventured, “So,
which way from here then, Mister I-want-to-go-for-a-real-hike?”
Cody looked puzzled. Then his eyes brightened. He dug into his
front pocket and pulled out a thin electronic gadget. “It’s an old
navigation device they used in the '20s. I think I got it working.” He
showed the device to Travis like it was a futuristic space walkietalkie, maybe with a hidden ray gun inside.
Cody held it up to his mouth and spoke loudly and slowly. “Hello
NAVI, How do we get to the car from here?”
“Beep.”
“Cody, there is not sufficient signal in this location,” replied the
device in a remarkably human-sounding voice. “Try moving to a
higher elevation.”
“Does that whack, or what, Trav? It called me by name,” said Cody,
feeling like a true tech genius.
“That’s really something, Cody.” He gave his friend a sideways
glance. “I guess that means we should go this way.” He turned left, and
began climbing the steep hill toward the trees.
Gasping for air after scrambling up the rugged path, the two
stopped to breathe.
Travis, his hands on his hips, gestured to Cody and his magic

device as if to say, Well?
Cody held the device above his head and commanded in an even
louder voice: “NAVI, how do we get to the car from here?” Then he
scowled at the device, like it was a misbehaving dog.
A soft beep and then, “Plotting the shortest route to the c...” Beep.
“Searching for a signal, Cody.”
“Nice,” said Travis, shaking his head.
The late afternoon sun began to cast deep shadows on the treecarpeted valley below them. A lonely wind filtered through the tops of
the surrounding Ponderosa pine trees.
“What’s that sound?” asked Cody softly. “Somebody is whispering.”
“It’s the wind, Cody. Man you have to get out more,” replied Travis.
Cody stood and listened to the wind until his Attention Deficit nature
kicked in.
“Well, we’re not getting there by standing here,” said Cody. “I’m pretty
sure it’s this way.” He turned to his right and side-hilled along the slope,
checking frequently for any sign of life from NAVI. Before long, the sun
disappeared behind the mountains to the west and they descended into
the blue evening shadows.
Travis, dressed in a similar fashion to Cody, had at least had the
sense to bring a tattered sweat shirt. He was surprised at how the cold
evening air seemed to penetrate his clothing. The pair continued down
the mountainside in the growing darkness, straining to recognize any
familiar rock outcropping or tree.
“Dude. It’s like too dark to see,” complained Travis, as a branch
whacked him across his face.
“Wait a second!” Cody stopped suddenly, pulled NAVI from his pocket,
and began frantically pushing little buttons. In an instant, a blinding
point of white LED light streamed out of a port on the top of the device.
“And then there was light,” boasted Cody.
On they ventured, the tiny, bright beam instilling a bit of confidence
in both of them.
Travis noticed they had been following a rugged game trail along the
valley floor. The sound of a brook nearby offered a fragment of cheer in
the midst of an otherwise error-filled adventure. But before long, the
dim light from Cody’s device slowly faded, along with the hopes of the
two friends. Gradually, the trees shrouding the trail thinned, and they
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found themselves in what looked like a meadow. As their eyes grew
accustomed to the sparse starlight, they were surprised to make out a
small log structure at the far edge of the clearing.
They slowly surveyed the area surrounding the log building. There
were no signs of life. Creeping through long cheat grass and thistles, they
searched for a road, or a trail. A vehicle. Anything that would help them
be less lost. Cody climbed the creaky porch on the front of the cabin and
nearly fell through the weakened section in its middle.
It was useless to peer through the small window in the front door—
deep shadows of the mountain valley made the late summer darkness
complete. Cody tried the knob. It turned, but a rusty dead bolt held the
door tightly locked. Travis timidly followed Cody up the rickety porch
stairs and, to his surprise, discovered a window at the opposite end of
the porch that was open—just barely. His fingers found a narrow gap at
the bottom of the window and gently pried the worn wooden window
up. The frame creaked loudly and released a squadron of miller moths
and flies into the night sky. Travis, a bit startled by the sudden flurry,
was mesmerized by their intricate flight and even more so by the slight
wind he felt from the action of their frantic wings.
The window scraped and rattled upwards. Blackness seemed to pour
out of the window as if the opening in the cabin wall drained every
particle of light remaining in the structure.
“There. I did the hard work, Cody. Your turn,” whispered Travis.
“Why are you whispering?”
“I dunno, seems like the right thing to do. Feels like we’re breaking
in.”
“We are, dude,” admitted Cody.
“Well. Ladies first.” Travis gestured to Cody.
As he swept away a curtain of cobwebs, Cody managed to squeeze
himself headfirst through the window and onto a rickety table in what
seemed to be the kitchen-half of the cabin. Jars, boxes and a number of
unidentified items fell with a crash and rolled across the wooden floor.
Finally, Cody stood in a jet-black room that smelled of rodent droppings,
old fires, and dust-covered horse blankets. A faint glow of starlight
peeked in from the gaps in worn curtains.
“You okay?” Travis’s face poked in the now-open kitchen window.
“It’s amazing in here,” replied Cody. “It smells old, and I think I can
actually feel the darkness.”
Cody pulled NAVI from his pocket and used the meager light of the
little screen to survey the room. After a tedious search, Cody found
three candle stubs and a vintage book of matches from Stella’s Midnight
Lounge.
Before long, the three candles reluctantly released their flickering
light into the one-room cabin. Cody unlocked the front door and Travis

walked tentatively in, squirming as he brushed a four-foot cobweb past
his face. He paused and gently analyzed a strand of the sticky web as he
removed it from his collar.
“Wow,” he said.
“Let’s just find what we need and get out of here. I think we overdid
this one,” said Cody.
“Agreed.”
The pair began their search of what they discovered was PIAR
Canyon Cottage, according to a hand-carved sign above the door.
“Anything?” asked Cody.
“Just this,” began Travis. He brought a roll of paper into the light. “It
looks like faded wrapping paper, or something.” He unrolled it onto the
kitchen table, paying careful attention to the fragile and brittle texture
of its edges, crumpled and dusty brown.
“It’s a map, you dork,” said Cody, as they both tried to flatten the
water-stained, faded paper in the dim light.
“Sweet. So now you can tell us how to get out of here,” Travis said,
seemingly ready to dig his car keys out of his pocket.
“Well,” confessed Cody, “map reading is not one of my skill sets at
the moment.” He pointed to several numbers and followed a blue line
across the tattered surface as if confirming his suspicions. “I don’t even
think this is from around here. Where could it have come from? That’s
why I brought NAVI.”
“NAVI is not exactly much help at the moment.”
“Shut up. Keep looking.”
They continued exploring the room: the kitchen cupboards, a small
coat closet, and then a corner shelf dimly lit by the flickering candles.
“Aha!” declared Cody.” He blew the dust off of an old leather-bound
book. “I think it’s a journal.”
“Awesome,” said Travis, more interested in how the cloud of dust
dispersed into the air than the journal. "Just what we need,” he added
sarcastically.
“Here,” said Cody, and he handed the well-worn book to Travis.
“Oh.”
“Uh. I forgot my glasses,” he said with feigned regret, patting several
of his pockets.
Cody cocked his head slightly and glared at his friend. “You forgot
your glasses?”
“Yeah. Sorry. You’ll have to read it. You can still read, right? asked
Travis. “You’re a retro kind of guy.”
“Of course I can read. Just surprised it’s here. The most surprising
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thing is that it’s written in cursive. I totally can’t read cursive.”
The two stared at the seemingly useless book in silence. Cody tossed
the old journal on to the table, causing a tiny gust that extinguished one
of the candles. Travis watched as a delicate curl of smoke drifted off
into the room.
A sudden breeze drifted in through the open kitchen window,
slightly parting the tattered curtains. The two remaining candles
struggled against the tiny wind, flickered and went out, as smoke curls
disappeared into the ink-dark room, and the two glowing wick stubs
went dark. Complete silence descended on the dingy cabin as the two
stood paralyzed in utter darkness. Neither wanted to admit what they
both knew was true.
The soft voice of NAVI cut through the somber stillness: “I’m sorry
Cody, but my power level has dropped below operational levels. Shutting
down in seven seconds.
Good night.”
Six days later, in the graduate student housing complex at MIT, a
security guard swiped his master card key to unlock the room of Cody
Shepherd.
He found them there.
Sitting across from each other on tattered couches. The only telltale
marks were little incisions at each of their temples.
The flat computer screen built into the table between them had the
words:
Nature Hike I
Predictive Intelligence / Augmented Reality.
Trial 3.
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Moontracks

By Sue Samaniego
Pale perfection lies silent.
Dawn drives darkness forestward,
Away from open whitewashed fields.
Creatures cross tracks on the hunt.
Delicate lace-tatted trails
Twist and twine. Deer, rabbit, mice, bobcat
Bend and blend hither and thither.
My awkward strides plunge deeper;
Tell a less subtle story.
But belong nonetheless. My wild-hearted
Wilderness home welcomes me.

Alone in the Woods
By Sue Samaniego

My focus reflects the forest
In my soul. Skips through
Birch and maple syrup
Stories. Forward progress
Produces memories. Mind plunges
Backward into webs grown
Thick with neglect. Spiders
Conspire to trap me with
Sticky strings of the past,
But I travel on.
Alternating episodes
Enter and pass like
Trees that edge the trail.
Feet and mind travel
Separate miles in the woods.
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All Good Things
By Joseph Hardy

All good things are left behind.
Perhaps it is a necessity, perhaps
just a price we pay to continue.

It may be good things by their nature
are too poignant to be carried far,
that they saw through any pocket over time.
It may be the pockets God makes
have holes in them from the start,
so we never had a choice to keep them.

The very story of ourselves wears thin.
The loves, the dreams that pierce us so,
the bits of identity we thought we needed most, fall through.
Or perhaps at last,
we simply let them go,
finding no other way to go on.

Anne Lane | Chipmunk
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Lovely

By Samantha LightShade
I held my father’s hand until it turned cold.
To you, this may sound like a sad story
However, it is the loveliest one I’ve ever told.

32

Ken Bailey | Ellen and Mary (above)
Kevin Kohlbrenner | Buddha Trinity (right)
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Kathy Simpson | Testing the Air (above)
Kathy Simpson | Waiting for Spring Work (right)
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Gracie Coker | Landscape After VanGogh
Parkview Elementary, Rangely, CO

Braydin Raley | Landscape After VanGogh
Parkview Elementary, Rangely, CO
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Steve Cochrane | Ice Kissed (above)
Gwenn Vikse | Mother's Love (right)
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Joseph Lansing | Rangely, 1949 (left)
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With words, which we shared so deeply,
You taught me to be safe
So enthralled in our moment together
That you forgot to take care of yourself
With actions, teaching me how not to drive
As you turned left on red

Teaching me safe driving
So I can take care of myself
You didn’t notice the arrow
The very red arrow pointing left
I saw, I wondered,
And we laughed at the irony

You were so wrapped up in me
In talking of the future
How proud you have always been
Of everything I do

By Abigail Cadenhead

Red Light

I make you a promise
I won’t turn left on red
But if I ever do,
I will laugh with you

But yours stays now forever red
On a distant, snowy road
As you made your way home to us
Thinking it was still green
Thinking, somehow,
It was forever green

There’s a light, here at home
That always stays green
Red, only in emergency

Shalom

By Anita Withey

Shalom, Neighbor.
Praise the world's whirlwind of disparate blessings
where desire and doubt intermingle.
Neither satisfies the void only faith will.
This worldly passage a poem,
alternating between reason and rhyme.
Shalom.

Metamorphoses
By Anita Withey

Gravity's captive to the son; Mother
whose butterfly flutters
matured to tear and twist
the chrysalis of her midlife body
within
with out.
Repairs needed, fears heeded.
Always enough, but not one satisfied.

Lonely caterpillar, his hunger desperate,
forges walls to shield his delicate transformation.
His transcendent softness;
his vulnerable beauty;
his incomprehensible rage;
wings erupt within this turmoil of chemistry and change.
Two creatures amended to their essence;
beyond recognition or will;
and motherhood.
Metamorphoses too complex to comprehend;
too inevitable to be avoided;
too terrible to be stood;
too joyous to be still;
too mysterious to be known;
too wondrous to tell.
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Gravity’s tender tether
stretching thin,
gripping tight,
dry wings spread until
he flies from sight.

Kathy Simpson | Bald Eagle
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The Ghost after a line by Pablo Neruda
By Lisa Shirley

You emerge from the night around me
when the dark shapes the heat
to my skin and the air moves slowly
in my lungs.
From that country beyond the door
your hands glow—pale moths
that float towards me,
then wait.
Stumbling from the closet
come your legs—complete
in every detail. The knees bend,
the muscles contract and relax,
unattached, but working.

I hear something moving
beneath my bed. Your feet slide out,
two heavy snails
searching a lake bottom for shells.
The bulk of your body, hidden
in my chest of drawers, climbs out
to find the rest of itself. Twisting
in a slow, labored dance of reunion
your hands find your wrists,
touch, sway
graceful for a moment,
then hang softly by your sides—
no longer waiting.
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Your face rises from the papers
of my desk. No smile now,
only gray eyes
dim in the dark.
You stand, whole,
in the center of my room,
unmoving,
until a hiss of breath
glides from the window
to your thin lips. A sigh
and all the shadows in the room
shudder.

The Funeral

for Sharon

By Lisa Shirley

My car has died.
I will bury it in a deep hole
beside the house
under the roses.

Two rows of mechanics stand
silent and staid in black overalls,
knowing how short the way
from the garage to the grave.

My father and brother push her.
In neutral, she rolls
up the hill, bumps
over the edge and floats,
wheels down, into her resting place.

Chuck, my favorite mechanic,
mumbles his part: “transmission,
manifold gasket, exhaust and pistons”
then throws the first earth
to her hood and walks away.

The others follow, tossing the soft
fistfuls of dirt until there is no more blue
shining through the crumbled soil.
They all move to the house,
join the wake: laugh, eat,
and leave. Later,
I sneak from the kitchen,
lay my head on the smooth mound
under the trellis and listen
for the rumble as my car
settles in at last.
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Jeren Blankenship | Pattern Owl
Parkview Elementary, Rangely, CO
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Saturday Night Alright
By Ana Lash

Darlin’
You rocked me—
You and me
& 20,000 of our other friends
You sang to us love songs,
and sent us off screaming, “I want Luuuve…”
We all agreed to carry you out as
we drove through slushy snow, and minus degrees
Not caring one bit
What we had to do
To spend the night with you.
We thanked you from
the bottom of our hearts, and you
thanked us from the bottom of yours.
Sharing this night,
Saturday Night alright, alright
All right.

Janine Rinker | Otter
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Together

By Nijole Rasmussen

Together,
In a kind of beautiful ache,
There was love and loss.
Most exalted of mankind
And the poets,
Love and loss belonged
Together. They met one
Another like morning meets
Afternoon, rather seamlessly.

The sudden wind speaks
Not more sweetly
To the giant oaks
Than to the blade of grass.
The heart speaks
Not more diligently
To the sweet love
Than to profound loss.
It speaks loud to both.
Because they come and go together,
First love, then loss,
But always in that order.

Half looking-glass,
Half precious stoneA heart watched
Love’s progress, over the
Landscape of inevitable undoing.
Different in their verdict,
Yet judges they were;
To love is to lose yourself.
It had one expected face,
One amalgam of certain feelings,
Foreseen desires and certain hopes.
And in their togetherness
They were almost separate,
Looking at each other
With recognition and acceptance.
August 11, 2018
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Elegy: Lorence M. Ellgen, 1924-2018
By Jared Pearce

Meanwhile, in Iowa the ash
trees tumble one by one:
the bore calcifies and snips
the limbs so the trees roll gray
though they can still wear
a chainsaw.
Despite it all they shoot
new tufts at the trunk top,
a crown of resistance, work

to the end: holding ground, they
will stay patching shelter and shade
until the storm crashes

and the nests wing away.

I know I’ve got the worm in me
and hope to salvage the seed.

Scepter & Spade
By Jared Pearce

You said you should not have been
a farmer, but a king, dominating
the river, culling fruit from hardpan,
a monarch seeping gain from the loam.
You took the duff in us and snapped
it, your chores trampling like lords.
You dug the humus where seeds
and hooves might battle into relief.

Erosion and reverence slur:
when Gilgamesh came home
he was a shepherd. Despite your iron

and sand, you are the soil where struggle
turned tilth—the land ruled you
because you were the land.
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Janele Husband | Ecliptic Encounter

Flash Fiction

By Jacqueline Villarreal
Briskly gliding through the fields of crunching leaves, memories
float by in peripheral vision. A sea of warm crimson surrounds me.
This is a world waiting to be harvested. Giggling children race past
me to rush through a labyrinth of straw. Pumpkins are strewn about,
waiting anxiously to be "picked." I turn and see him; I watch him
sitting there, stoically. He doesn't notice me. As the crevasse between
us is bridged, the rich scent fills my lungs. Cinnamon and pumpkin
dance together to an orchestra of weeping willows swaying, leaves
spiraling in the gentle breeze, and cameras snapping photos.
Time passes by while I slink behind the masses to admire my
newly found interest. Hours pass by, seeming to disappear in
seconds. The bench is warm and seems molded to my body, as I have
sat not stirring all afternoon. It only seems right to be polite and see
if this is truly destiny. If anyone else feels drawn to him, then he may
not be for me. This isn't just about us. Commitment is something that
seems to be taken lightly, but not for me. Call me old-fashioned, but I
don't believe in being hasty. Not here, not now.
Admiration floods through me now as I gain the courage to make
my move. My body is as hesitant as my mind is brave, armor clad
and ready to take on the world. He is still there, as if waiting just
for me. We have waited our entire lives for this very moment. War
drums pulse through my body as my heart rate rises. With ear drums
pounding, my feet match the rhythm. My dapper dream is within
reach. I see hands reach out in front of me. Are they mine? Did I
command my arms to grasp this fellow? Complete control has been
lost. My body has taken matters into its own hands and will waste no
more time fulfilling what has been written in the stars. My knees fall
to the ground next to him; we are on the same level. Soggy jeans soak
up last night's precipitation while I rest my hands on his smooth skin.
A gentleman in a plaid shirt and dark leather boots notices us
and walks over with a smile. Teeth glisten as he reaches into his
utility belt and points the handle of a knife at us. "Finally found the
one?" The question brings a sense of satisfaction to me. This is it; the
hunt is over. The man is not as gentle as I had been with my admirer.
Hastily, he saws back and forth as the stem grows thinner and the
connection between ground and pumpkin is severed. Success has
found us. As he sits in the wagon that I struggle to pull through fields
of muck, a smile graces both of our faces. Allow me to introduce you
to Jack.
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A Stroll Around the Craig Cemetery
By David Morris

Lydia Van Tassel lived to be 100 and
out-lasted her man by handfuls of decades.
Maud B. Eldridge lived to be 100:
her husband never came close to that.
Irene Rasmussen made it to 99
and lived 40 years
after her spouse went to his reward,

and Edith B. Collom died at 104
and spent the lion’s share of that time
without her partner who died young.
Am I seeing a pattern here?

I’d guess women in general live longer than men
But widowed women—
Could they live longer still?

I’d better reign it in, play it safe, live right.

I’m not keen on the idea
of my wife having altogether too much fun
without me.
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Hispanic Glyphs North of Baggs, Wyoming
By David Morris

White, sun-bleached sandstone outcroppings
functioned once
as message boards
For small, dark men who herded sheep.
I run my fingers ultra-lightly
across old drawings and dates and
I can almost feel
The loneliness the boredom
The wind-tossed emptiness

That spawned in Hispanic long-gone dreamers
A voice.

Skiing During a Blizzard
By David Morris

A tsunami ski of ominous gray
crowds the air
with sudden, furious snow.
Flakes
Large flat and off-white

Remind me of the tasteless wafers
I used to line up for
During endless Sunday services.

I was always anxious and uneasy back then
I’m a little nervous now.
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Midway School
By David Morris

An old and faded sign
on the northern end
of a large squat
plaster-covered building
on the side of a dusty hard-packed county road
maybe a dozen miles
north of Craig
proclaims
in faded block letters:
Midway School.

In every direction
I see distant rolling sagebrush-covered hills
but that’s pretty much it:
This long-deserted one room school house
appears to be a mid point
between nowhere

and nothing much.
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End of October High on Cedar Mountain
By David Morris

With the sudden
and disconcerting violence
of the easily enraged,
an inoffensive
gentle breeze
morphs

into an icy
out-of-control
rudely roaring tempest.

It’s bad enough
she pummels my ears
with apoplectic screams

but she has the audacity
to hurl clouds of swirled sand
straight into my face
while rudely shoving me
toward the edge
of a high sandstone cliff.

I don’t know how I someway offended
but Cedar Mountain is showing me the door
and I’m leaving.
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The Yosemite Bear Bandits
By Frank Scozzari
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The silence of the midnight valley was broken by the patter of
running feet.
Then came the cry—“Bear!”
And again, a different voice, “Bear! Bear!”
And then a chorus of “Bears!”
Lantern lights came on, flashlight beams cut through the darkness,
and my two buddies came shuffling past me, grinning.
“Tea time,” Rob said.
He was on one end of an ice chest and George on the other, each
holding a handle, moving awkwardly. I turned and watched them
disappear into the dark forest behind me. Then I turned my attention
back to the campsites, where the door of a nearby camper opened.
A man dressed in long johns poked his head out and glared into the
darkness, but he was looking in the wrong direction. From a large tent
in the adjacent campsite, two children emerged. Their parents quickly
grabbed them and held them back. One little boy had a brownie camera
with a flash on top and held it up and ready. The other boy held a toy
tomahawk. The man from the camper now came fully out and walked
in my direction. He carried a lantern in one hand and a hammer in the
other. He looked like he wanted to tangle, but stopped at the edge of the
forest.
“They took my chest!” he yelled. “Goddamned bears took my ice
chest!”
Neighboring campers emerged from all different directions,
gathering at his campsite. He stayed there looking into the darkness
for a minute, his lantern held high; then he lowered the lantern and the
hammer and walked back to his picnic table.
“It was sitting right there,” he explained to the others, pointing. “It
was sitting right there on the table. They just carried it off! Goddamned
bears carried it off!”
“I’ll be damned,” one of the other campers said, shaking his head.
The flashlight beams turned and searched the dark forest beyond
the lantern light, and I ducked low behind the large Douglas fir and
snickered. None of the campers was brave enough to venture beyond
the light, and even if they did, I would just pop my head out and claim to
have come from the next campground upriver. They just stood there, all
bewildered, like a herd of wildebeests looking at the carcass of a fallen
comrade.

Dumb asses, I thought.
I watched for several entertaining minutes before I turned and
followed the path of my companions, back along the dark trail to Happy
Isles.
It was the summer of '73 and the hippies were in Yosemite in full
force. They were there to celebrate living and nature and the human
spirit and the hope for world peace. That high tide mark that Hunter
Thompson talked about hadn’t crested yet, and beautiful spirits roamed
freely, sometimes nakedly, through the meadows and along the Merced.
It was commonplace to hear strumming guitars and serenading voices
coming from the forest. The hippies held nightly love-ins at Happy Isles,
and you could hear the music echoing all the way down the Valley. And
if you looked up at Glacier Point, you could see the shadows of celestial
dancers stretching high on the granite walls. Everywhere you went
in the Valley, you could find peace and love and anti-war slogans and
music and celebrations of nature and the human spirit. Bead-laden
sun worshipers lay out on the granite boulders along the river; hippie
goddesses bathed beneath the waterfalls; guitar strumming and flute
playing troubadours strolled the Park’s roadways; and a Jimi Hendrix
lookalike in a dusty black suit carrying a beat-up suitcase in one hand
and a beat-up guitar case in the other could often be seen wandering
through the Village in a drug-induced daze. I think I even saw Joni
Mitchell’s child of God walking along the road with a bong pipe strapped
to his back. A blissful feeling was everywhere, except for the ranger
stations. Back then, the rangers were crew-cut, red-necked Korean
War vets looking to smash some free-spirited heads. This was before
Mork & Mindy. And there had been a battle royal going on between the
hippies and the rangers. There had been an incident in a meadow where
baton-welding rangers on horeseback had stormed a love-in. Many of
the hippies were hospitalized, but it only made them more resolute and
more anti-government and anarchical.
That was the Yosemite we stumbled into, four trail-worn kids looking
for food, essentially anything that was edible. Marmots had raided our
food stash at Florence Lake, so we had been improvising ever since.
And improvise we did, very well.
When we first arrived in Yosemite Valley, we relied on the hippies.
They welcomed everyone in communal fashion. Into a huge pot
everyone added something—a can of Campbell’s tomato soup, a can
of Dennison’s chilly beans, SpaghettiOs, chicken broth, etc., etc.—and
anyone with a Sierra cup or an empty can or a somewhat-clean hand
could dip into the pot and pull out dinner. We had made our camp
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only a short distance upriver from Happy Isles—a cave-like hideaway
along the Merced beneath a large granite overhang—which made this
arrangement with the hippies very convenient. We partook several
times, contributing nothing, yet dipping our Sierra cups into the hippiestew, often multiple times. And they were liberal with their alcoholic
spirits as well. Pull an empty gallon jug from a trash can, go from one
hippy campsite to the next, get half a beer here, some wine there, the
last drops from a whiskey bottle, a little rum, or whatever, and four
teenagers had enough brew to get an army drunk.
Each evening of our first several days in the Valley, we’d return to our
cave, full-bellied, and we’d sip and lay flat, and fat, in the pine needles.
But as usual, when things are going good, we became discontent. We got
bored. The hippie soup concoction got old. We craved something better
and, as boys do, we planned and devised and schemed. So it became
our daily routine to scourer campsites for unattended ice chests and
our nightly routine to commandeer these ice chests. The way we saw it,
we were providing a service to the weekend adventurers, all those L.A.
urban dwellers who ventured into the wilderness only one week per
year. It was a once-in-a-lifetime-into-the-wild experience we bestowed,
the telling of which could be passed down through the generations.
We weren’t bad kids, we convinced ourselves. We were just hungry.
The rangers, of course, knew bears don’t carry-off ice chests—bears
simply demolish them on the spot. So they sought out us human bears,
but could never figure it out or find us. And the evidence of our labor
piled higher beneath the overhanging rock we called home in the form
of a pyramid shaped of ice chests, stacked six high. On top was our
prize—a red, white & blue stars-and-stripes, lacquered-finished, custom
Coleman.
Back at camp we examined the bounty of our that night’s catch
and found the pickings to be slim. The ice chest contained only half a
package of Oscar Myer hot dogs, five to be exact, mustard, no buns but a
quarter loaf of bread, three cans of Coke, and a ton of ice.
“Looks like they were ready to leave.”
“Why all the ice?”
“Who knows.”
“Maybe they were planning to go to the store, but hadn’t gone yet?”
“Maybe we need to be more picky?”
Willie, the youngest among us, who had stayed back at the camp, had
a fire going when we arrived. He had made it correctly this time, keeping
the flames low beneath the encircling boulders so they could not be seen
from the trail above or the road down at Happy Isles. Rob proportioned
the catch evenly. The morsels handed out looked pitiful. One-and-aquarter hotdogs each, one-and-a-half slice of bread each, and a few
ounces of Coke poured evenly into our Sierra cups. We stuck our dogs
on sticks and cooked them. Then we stuck them in between a slice of

bread, added tons of mustard, and washed them down with the divviedup Coke. After we were through, George carried the empty chest to the
back of the den and stacked it with the others.
Silence prevailed as the campfire burned down. The glowing embers
lit our hungry faces. Somebody’s stomach growled.
“It’s hit or miss,” George finally said.
“We need to be more particular,” said Rob.
“We need to stick with the best tents or the Winnebagos,” I said. “If
they have a luxury tent, and good equipment, then they’ll have good
food.”
“That’s what I mean,” Rob said, and he stuck his stick in the fire and
moved the coals around. “I don’t want to eat that hippy shit anymore.”
“Me neither,” said George.
Rob looked around at our glowing faces. “I want more steak.” (We
had gotten steak in one of the stolen ice chests, and it was our best feast
yet.)
“Hamburger will do,” George said.
“I saw a campsite with a Cadillac and an Airstream yesterday,” Willie
said.
“Where?” I asked.
“Upper Pines—I think.”
“Was it Upper Pines or not?”
“I think so. We passed it on the bus.”
“Okay, we’ll ride the bus again tomorrow. We’ll take a double-decker
and stake out the best campsites.”
“Yeah,” Willie said, “and maybe I’ll find that Cadillac again?”
“We’ll look for campsites with multiple tents, good tents.”
“And a lot of children,” said George. “Children need food.”
“And parents usually have beer or wine,” I said.
I looked over at Rob, who was strangely shaking his head as he
stirred the coals with his stick.
“What’ya thinking?”
“We’ve hunted and scavenged and begged,” he said. “We’ve gotten
lucky sometimes, and sometimes we don’t.”
“Yeah.”
“We’ve eaten hippy shit.”
“Yeah, what’s your point?”
“Why scavenge when we have a shit-load of food right here at our
feet?”
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George and Willie exchanged glances.
I looked at Rob with a bewildered expression.
“The snack bar, dummies!”
He was referring to the concession stand at Happy Isles, which was
open during the day and boarded up at night. It was loaded with all the
kinds of junk food teenagers love.
No one said anything. We were all aware of the snack stand. We
passed it every day on our way into the Village and had watched,
covetously, as tourists purchased and ate hotdogs and ice cream bars
and drank Dr. Pepper and Crush. We had never considered busting into
it. Breaking the law stealing ice chests was one thing; breaking into the
snack stand would be felony larceny.
Rob slowly glanced around the campfire, stopping on my face. With
the end of his stick he flicked little a coal in my direction. “Well?”
“There is food there,” I said, matter-of-factly.
“They’ve got hamburgers,” said George.
“And ice cream,” said Willie.
“And they have cigarettes,” said Rob (he was the only smoker).
And I think we all thought of the Snickers bars, boxes of them.
“I could cut the cable with my axe,” Rob said.
We all knew what he was talking about. The stand was secured each
night with plywood boards secured by a cable-wrap, which could be cut
with a sharp axe.
We exchanged interested glances.
“When?” I asked.
“Now,” said Rob.
“Now?”
“Yeah, now,” George nodded. “All the rangers have gone to bed and
there’re no hippies tonight.” He paused. “And I’m still hungry.”
“So am I,” said Rob.
I thought about it. It was past midnight. Happy Isles was the ghost
town it should be. And there were no hippy music festivals going on.
“You think you can cut that?”
Rob stared at me. Then he got up, went to his pack, took out his axe,
and came back to the campfire. He took his seat and ran his finger over
the blade. When he was being mischievous, he could put on one of those
shit-eating Jack Nicholson grins, and he did that now.
“Yep. I think I can cut it.” He hacked the air twice for dramatic effect.
Willie grinned widely too. “Yeah, that should do it.”

“Okay, then,” I said, my mind already racing ahead. “George and Rob
will take the snack bar. Willie will stand guard out back (meaning a
cautionary watch of the unoccupied ranger cabin), and I’ll watch the
road. Once you’ve got the cable cut, you come get us.”
Rob chopped the air with another practice swing of his axe and
grinned again. “Certainly.”
We immediately assembled into a unit, heading down the dark trail
together along the white-flashing Merced. There was starlight, but
where the forest was thick it was nearly black. Only out in the river we
could see white. And we could hear various echoes down-Valley—a
garbage truck slamming dumpsters and some shouting voices—but
they were distant sounds, none of which were of any concern to us.
We all took our positions, and Rob and George got started at the
snack stand.
From the road, I could hear the action but couldn’t see it. The first
chop of the axed had a muted sound and the second a little louder. The
third echoed off the granite base of Glacier Point.
Then the chopping became a flurry and, reaching a crescendo, there
was a pause and one last loud Bang!
Then nothing.
I tried to look in between the trees back toward the snack stand but
could see nothing. And I was getting nervous. I was expecting someone
to come get me, but no one came. There were no lights on the road. The
only light I could see was up high at Glacier Point.
Finally, I left the road and walked back to the snack stand to see what
was going on.
The snack bar, which was a four-sided building about fifteen-foot
square with a back door and an open counter facing the river, emerged
in the starlight. What I saw, or thought I saw, was the bar open for
business, as I had seen it so many times in daylight. Behind the counter,
where the plywood had been removed, stood an attendant wearing one
of those center-creased white café caps with two pointed ends.
It was Rob.
“How can I help you?” he said, sporting that crazy Jack Nicholson
grin.
George was already inside rummaging through boxes. I could see his
backside bobbing up and down as he was going through the inventory.
Willie suddenly appeared in the back door, which was now open.
“Yeah!” was all he said.
“Take those,” George told him, and Willie grabbed some boxes George
had set aside and carried them out.
Rob grabbed the point of his café hat and tossed it out the opening.
“C’mon, get in here and help!”
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I went in through the back door. Willie was walking away with what I
now saw to be a case of ice cream sandwiches.
We didn’t handle this very systematically. We were more like pirates
pillaging, or rats in a cheese factory. We took whatever, and as much as
we could. By the time we left, it looked like the bears had been there,
for real. Boxes tipped over, some ripped open, shelves disheveled and
emptied, refrigerator items unwrapped, bitten into, and carelessly
discarded. We even left the damn freezer door open. And I’m sure our
fingerprints were all over the place. We really didn’t think about that
kind of thing, nor did we care.
Exiting the back door with arms filled, I saw Willie sitting there
at the base of a pine tree in full-lotus position, gorging on ice cream
sandwiches. He had white ice cream all around his lips.
“Come on,” I yelled at him.
He wiped his mouth, got up, picked up the boxes, and followed me. I
let him go ahead.
As we walked back up the dark trail, Rob carried a stack three boxes
high. The box on top was a case of Salem cigarettes. He had jerky strips
and pepperoni sticks stuffed in and hanging out of his back pockets.
George was equally loaded. Being the biggest of us, he managed four
boxes, the top one pressed up against the side of his face. He had to
eyeball the trail through a sliver between boxes. Willie had two big
boxes. He was still munching on ice cream sandwiches. I knew this
because I could hear him, and every once in a while an empty wrapper
would drop to the trail in front of me.
“Hey! Don’t leave a trail!” I’d picked it up.
He’d looked back at me and shrug, and then do it again.
We reached our cave-like hideout, exhausted. We set all the boxes
down and took inventory. We had boxes of hotdogs, hamburger patties,
buns, cases of Snickers, Almond Joy and Mounds, cookies, and even a
boxful of ketchup in those small little packets. Rob’s prize was the case
of Salem cigarettes, and he took to smoking one right away.
Everyone had already eaten something, either back at the snack
bar or on the way returning to the camp. But we ate more now. We ate
as many ice cream sandwiches as we could before they melted. What
was left was set afloat downriver in a box. We ate some raw dogs, some
pepperoni sticks, and some Snickers. Afterward, our bellies were feeling
it. Willie was moaning all night and eventually threw up, which caused a
chain reaction. I remember, at one point, three of us were lined up along
the river bank.
The next day, ranger trucks were all over the place. They stretched
police tape around the concession stand. Tourist and hikers stopped
and gawked.
We spied on them from a distance but stayed at our camp for the

next two days, keeping out of sight, sunbathing on the large boulders
along the riverbank, barebacked with big bellies. We had no need to
go anywhere. We had more food than we could eat. We utilized the ice
chests to preserve the food and also rigged a line in the icy river, at the
end of which was a huge plastic bag full of perishables, weighed down
with some stones.
But truly, we had taken too much, and much of it was spoiled in the
heat of the summer Valley.
On the third day, we all headed into the Village. We slipped by the
ranger’s crime line, acting shocked to see the concession stand still
closed and taped up. We spent the day lounging around the Village. At
one point, I saw Rob sitting at the entrance to the Village store selling
half-priced cigarettes. Yes, he did that, and somehow didn’t get caught.
We heard some word about the snack bar break-in at Happy Isles.
Rumor had it, among the day-hikers anyhow, that bears had done it.
Yeah, right, we thought, bears with axes.
We were all snickering at the news of this.
The rangers, of course, knew better.
We spent our last day in the Valley riding around on top of one
those double-decker buses, sliding jerky strips to one another, trading
Almond Joys for Mounds bars, and enjoying the sunshine and the
breeze. I remember looking at Willie’s face, which had been gaunt after
the long trail, and noticing it looking fuller. We went back to Happy Isles
for our packs and left with some misgivings. This granite overhang,
nevertheless, had been our home for several weeks. We set the red,
white & blue custom Coleman ice chest afloat downriver, hoping it
returned to its true owner. All the other ice chests we left stacked
beneath the overhang, figuring someday someone would find them.
The postscript to all of this was a sad one, as the hippies were
blamed for the snack bar break-in. The baton-wielding rangers banned
them from Happy Isles. They could no longer hold music festivals there
or, for that matter, anywhere in the Valley—the crackdown became
Park-wide. It’s funny how the sins of one can fall upon another—maybe
not so funny, but that’s what happened. We knew of this before we left
the Valley. I remember that last night we stayed at our camp there was
no song or music echoing down the Valley. Nor did we see the shadows
of celestial dancers high on the granite walls. Nor, on that last bus ride,
did we see the tied-died T-shirts and long dresses celebrating out in the
meadows. We had crashed that long beautiful wave Hunter Thompson
had written about—maybe not for the rest of the country, but certainly
for Yosemite Valley.
In reflection, I would say that we had gone pretty low, and we were
not really starving. As with the Sixties and Seventies, we faded into
responsible (and law-abiding) adults. The craziness of youth was gone,
but not the memory of it, not entirely.
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Still, I can see Rob lounging in the last seat on top of the doubledecker, bare-backed as usual, smoking one of those stolen Salem
cigarettes. He was grinning that crazy Jack Nicholson grin, like he was
in on some joke the rest of the world didn’t know about. I couldn’t see
his eyes because he was wearing dark sunglasses, but when he noticed
me looking at him his grin widened, and when the corners of his mouth
rose to their highest point, his lips moved slowly and he spoke one
word, loudly:
“BEAR!”
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Solomon Herrera | Portal

David Foster | Steamboat Rock
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Rene Harden | Hangin' On

Lucas Bergstrom | Soothing Unrest
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Billie Holiday

By Jeffrey Kingman
Rat-a-matter faster
to drum up a compassion that he
did not know

those early senti-mellifluous bursts
such pretty snares.
Framer her
gardenia loop
tells the sing-song sing-along
first moment she to mother
maid in Baltimore.

Be close to a man and did everything she could to stop her.
This must have been
in the middle of May.
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My Father's Fascism
By Caroline Maun

My father’s fascism took the form
of a 1974 Oldsmobile Custom Cruiser;
the simulated woodgrain trim,
the burgundy vinyl interior, the AM
radio in the dashboard redolent
from Armor All. For long trips,
my father’s fascism required a CB radio,
and he even made up a handle
for himself: Yellowbird. My father’s
fascism was quiet and understated
like the Oldsmobile: a foot longer
and a thousand pounds heavier.
The clamshell tailgate could be
operated with power assist, either
with an instrument panel switch
or a key on the rear quarter panel.
My father’s fascism demanded
the third row of collapsible front-facing
seats even though our family was small.
My father’s fascism extended even
to buying an air mattress custom cut
for the back of the car so that his
daughter could lie down in homelike comfort while she played
Game of Fifteen, little plastic
sliding tiles like shiny buttons
under her tiny thumb, each move
further from the solution but satisfying
in its clicking closure.

When my father’s fascism took us
to crowded and poor neighborhoods,
his fascism was quiet and reverent.
We slid through the neighborhood,
protected by the carapace of the car,
hidden behind its tinted windows:
Adams Morgan in 1982, or Belle Glade
in 1978. He didn’t have much to say,
except under his breath. My father’s
fascism required a 455 cubic inch Rocket V8,
a Turbo-Hydramatic 400 3-speed
transmission, and fender skirts.
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Bridge Dance
By Joyce Wilson

The stream was a sparkling symphony
flowing beneath a brown wood bridge
whose cross-work rails
called themselves props
for impromptu over-the-water ballet.
Two little girls, freed from cars,
did their best at arabesques,
in shorts and halter tops.
They pointed their toes in tennis shoes
and leapt in the mountain air.

Victory Dance
By Joyce Wilson

Acts of inexcusable impropriety
caused lives she lived by turns
while walling off remains
of the child who hid inside,
the child who struggled for years
to pull her-selves together.
The upshot became
forgiving him,
not only in her heart,
but boldly to his face.

He knew he had been
a horse's ass,
admitted in so many words
as he lay withering on his bed.
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After his end and the funeral and all,
she danced in an airport restroom stall.

Contributors’ Notes
Ken Bailey writes, “I grew up in Rangely in the
late 1960s, I went to school there, and my father
worked for (then) Rangely College. I have loved
comic books since I was a small child, especially
Superman—the idea that a powerful savior with
god-like powers would come to live with us as
one of us and be humble, gentle, and disguised as
us (just wanting to protect and help us) resonated
with me. My own comic book hero EnergyGirl,
while far less powerful than Superman, is a similarly
'omnipotent' hero who is also a simple teacher
and housewife, living with a mortal man who
grew up in a town very much like Rangely. As
for the 'Mary' in the title of this drawing, she is
(was) Mary E. Hefley #4, one of the original deep
oil wells located at the corner of Morrison and
Prospect streets, right inside the town of Rangely
and one block away from my childhood home."
Lucas Bergstrom, of Craig, writes of
Soothing Unrest, “This picture was taken on a
road trip to Alaska this past summer (2018) on
Hatcher Pass in Alaska. The sound of the water
making its way down the pass was so soothing,
but the weather was ominous, and much
haste was necessary to capture this image.”
Abigail Cadenhead states, “I am a young
writer from Hayden, Colorado, and a 2017
graduate of Hayden High School. I'm turning
twenty this April and have been writing most of
my life. Most of my writing is fiction, specifically
fantasy novels. However, I do occasionally
venture into other mediums. Poetry is rare
for me. This poem, specifically, came about in
honor of my dad, who died this January.”
Steve Cochrane of Rangely photographed
Ice Kissed. He writes, “My hunger for adventure and
a passion for nature has taken me to some amazing
locations. Wanting to record these adventures, I
developed a passion for photography. Follow my
adventures on Instagram: stevecochranephoto or
my website: www.stevecochranephotography.com”
David Foster of Craig is a CNCC
graduate. His photograph is of iconic Steamboat
Rock where the Yampa and Green rivers
meet in Dinosaur National Monument.
Deborah Miles Freitag writes, “I am
proud to be Della Brewer’s niece. She was a
harmless and kind woman. If one is going to
be an alcoholic, harmless is the kind to be.”
Andrew Gulliford is an historian and an
award-winning author and editor who divides his
time between the mountains of Durango, CO, and
the canyons of Bluff, UT. Dr. Gulliford’s book The
Woolly West: Colorado’s Hidden History of Sheepscapes,
was chosen as the Outstanding Nonfiction
category winner for the 2019 Western Heritage
Awards. Reach him at andy@agulliford.com.
Rene Harden of Rangely writes of her
photograph Hangin’ On, “As the flowering
weed was bending, this bee appeared to

me to be hanging on with all it had, and
seemed to forget that it could fly."
Joseph Hardy reads his poems at
the open-mic Poetry Nights at Art & Soul
Studio in Nashville, TN. “All Good Things”
is among his first published poems.
Solomon Herrera writes, "Portal is my
tribute to Georgia O'Keeffe. I was in Santa
Fe, NM, a couple of years ago and became
motivated after visiting the O'Keeffe Museum.
The medium I chose to use is soft pastel and
graphite. The organic, abstract shapes and vibrant
color are what O'Keeffe inspired in this piece.”
Janele Husband of Craig writes of her
enigmatic photograph Ecliptic Encounter, “This
selfie was taken August 21, 2017, at 9:11 AM
in Corvallis, Oregon. Where were you?”
Jeff Kingman from Vallejo, CA, wrote “Billie
Holiday.” His work has appeared in North Atlantic
Review, Schuylkill Valley Journal, Grey Sparrow, decomP,
PANK, Squaw Valley Journal, Crack the Spine, the
Lascaux Prize 2015 anthology, sPARKLE & bLINK,
and Light and Shadow anthology, among others. Jeff
adds, “When not writing, I can be heard banging
on the drums in a band called O Happy Dagger.”
Kevin Kohlbrenner is an art major at
CNCC and hopes to transfer into a social work
program next fall. He writes, “I was born and
raised in Philadelphia, and moved to Craig in late
2016 for love that soon proved to be a fling. But
since I believe that life has meaning and that things
happen for a reason, I was convinced that this
was where I was meant to be and that I should
make the best of my time here. So I enrolled at
CNCC, met my fiancé, and began putting down
roots. I have drawn my whole life but only recently
began to paint. I am influenced by religious art
as well as Surrealism and Renaissance art.”
Anne Lane of Hayden, CO, is an artist
best known for her award-winning baskets but
states that she is “excited to add writing to her
long list of credits.” Also included in this issue
of Waving Hands is a photograph, Chipmunk.
Joseph Lansing is an ex-Rangelyite and
lover of Colorado and the West. . . living in
Oklahoma. A watercolor practitioner, Joseph
tries to bring life to the old and beautiful.
Ana Lash writes, “I am currently the Library
Director at the Hayden Public Library but have
been writing poetry for most of my life. I have a
Bachelor's degree from Arizona State University
in English, have been a teacher of reading and
language arts, and have a Master's in Library
Science from the University of Arizona. I recently
started a Writer's Group at the library and
encourage locals who love to write to join us!”
Samantha LightShade of Rangely
wrote “Lovely.” She comments, “I only consider
my poems finished if I am shaking and crying
at the end of writing them. I feel the emotion,
then I freestyle write until I don't feel the
71

Contributors’ Notes

72

Continued

emotion anymore, until I read it again. That
way the readers can feel it to their core and
recognize that it's okay to show you're human.”
Caroline Maun is an associate professor
of English and Interim Chair of the Department
of English at Wayne State University in Detroit,
Michigan, where she teaches creative writing
and American literature. Her poetry books
include The Sleeping (Marick Press, 2006), What
Remains (Main Street Rag, 2013), and two
chapbooks, Cures and Poisons and Greatest Hits,
both published by Pudding House Press.
Jenny Meyer of Craig writes of her
photograph Recycled, “One man's junk is another
man's treasure, or so the saying goes. This old
Chevy pickup bed now serves the farmer and the
cows well during supper time on the range.”
David Morris of Craig 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.
Suzy Pattillo is a member of the Northwest
Colorado Arts Council. She also teaches classes
in Oak Creek and Yampa through CNCC.
Jared Pearce of Oskaloosa, Iowa, writes
that his two poems in this year’s Waving Hands
are “elegies drawn from a man who lived his
entire life in Craig, CO.” Jared’s poems have been
nominated for the Pushcart Prize, shortlisted for
the Slate Roof and Blue Light Press competitions,
and have won the BYU Studies Prize in Poetry.
The Annotated Murder of One (Aubade Publishing,
2018) is his debut poetry collection.
Nijole Rasmussen writes of her poem
"Together," “The importance of recognizing life
around you as one and acknowledging love and
loss is a necessary duality in our reality. One can’t
go without the other. Such is life, such is living and
feeling. Such is loving. By accepting its togetherness,
one willingly immerses himself in the process of
becoming. To know one, you need to know the
opposite. This is a journey we all are taking."
Janine Rinker of Craig writes of her drawing
Otter, “This is one of the few pen-and-ink pieces
I've done that is neither stipple nor an outline
illustration. Otters are one of my favorite animals.”
Terri Robertson took a watercolor
class at CNCC in 1997 “and fell in love with
the medium.” Winter Buck, she writes, is a
2019 painting “of a buck mule deer standing
in the snow, surrounded by aspens.”
Sue Samaniego, in her day job as CNCC
Foundation Director, works to raise funds for
CNCC programs and scholarships. A closet creative
in her off hours, Sue has published poetry in three
different publications and produces mixed media
and acrylic artwork and bead/stone jewelry, which
she sells in her ETSY.com shop Divergent Whims.
Frank Scozzari, author of “The Yosemite
Bear Bandits,” is from Nipomo, CA. His fiction
has previously appeared in various literary

magazines, including the Kenyan Review, Tampa
Review, Worcester Review, War Literature & the Arts,
Pacific Review, Eleven Eleven, The Emerson Review,
South Dakota Review, Hawaii Pacific Review, Minetta
Review, Reed Magazine, Berkeley Fiction Review, Ellipsis
Magazine, The Nassau Review, and The MacGuffin.
Lisa Shirley has published poetry in Sidewalks
and Mascara Literary Review. She has an MLS from
the University of Arizona and an MFA in poetry
from Sarah Lawrence College. She has studied
with esteemed writers like Vijay Seshadri, Billy
Collins, Tom Lux, and Jack Driscoll. To pay for
her poetry habit, Lisa works as a librarian.
Kathy Simpson recently retired from
teaching biology and math at CNCC Craig.
Kathy has a gift for photographing the
wild beauty of Northwest Colorado.
Ashley Smith of Meeker has two works
in this year’s Waving Hands. About the cover,
Westward, she writes, “Hollywood seems to have
just figured out that powerful female characters
sell, and some of their stories are being told. But
many more have been lost. This figure is faceless;
she honors those stories that remain untold.”
Jeff Stoddard is a freelance writer,
illustrator, photographer, and a rookie art welder
of junk. He and his wife, Franziska, recently
moved to Rye, Colorado, in the southcentral
part of the state. Jeff believes that a successful
story should have a twist in the end that
invites the reader to read the story again.
Gwenn Vikse of Craig writes that
her photograph displays “the tenderness
of a mother's love to her new calf.”
Jacqueline Villarreal says of
“Flash Fiction,” “I wrote this piece to fulfill an
assignment in a creative writing course. Little
did I know, it would fulfill so much more than
a required writing piece. I was in the middle of
a crisis, and writing was an outlet that helped
me to find the light in a very dark tunnel.”
Joyce Wilson writes that “’Bridge Dance’
is a favorite memory from a childhood trip to
what seemed like the wild west to little girls from
Michigan in the early 1950s. The mountains that I
so love today terrified me then, though we loved
their streams. "Victory Dance" is a journey shared
with me as it was lived out over a number of years.
The friend called to tell me what she was doing at
Denver International Airport when she returned
from her father's funeral. It could only have been a
victory dance, and was included in a collection of
my poems that was published in November 2017
under the title Poetry For Those Who Don't Like It.
Anita Withey is an itinerant poet who
claims Dinosaur, CO, as her stomping grounds.
She only writes poetry when the lightning of
inspiration strikes, and thus considers herself
somewhat a fake. Nevertheless, "sometimes
poetry is the only way to get into words the
things you need to express," she opines.

Terri Robertson | Snow Buck
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