o S * it
i 8th Edition of the

’ Gunnison Valley Journal

In Our Own Write

Moreen ﬂorwifz

The Eighth Gunnison Valley Journal
has been assembled by

The Gunnison Arts Center Poetry Alliance

as a publication of its parent organization
The Gunnison Arts Council

The Gunnison Valley Journal was produced with the gracious financial assistance of the following:

Gunnison Arts Center
Gunnison County Board of Commissioners

Community Foundation of the Gunnison Valley
B&B Printers

Gunnison Friends of the Library
Crested Butte Friends of the Library

Two Anonymous Donors

We hope you've enjoyed this free issue of the Gunnison Valley Journal.
If you are interested in assisting financially with the 2010 edition,
donations of any size can be marked "Gunnison Valley Journal"

and dropped off at or mailed to the

Gunnison Arts Center - 102 S. Main, Gunnison, CO 81230

Published by the GUNNISObﬁg/f & CENTER



Journal Cover Photo: George Sibley * Journal Title: Marcie Telander * Journal Logo: Sherrill Stenson

In Their Own Write |

This Eighth Edition of the Gunnison Valley Journal comes at an interesting time in the dance, march
and slog of life in the Upper Gunnison Valley. After a mostly droughtish decade, we’ve just come through
an extremely interesting winter — or maybe we should just say an extreme winter: some of it, like the 30-
below shoveling, ceased to be interesting by mid-January.

And now we’ve emerged from the excesses of the natural environment straight into a season of eco-
nomic uncertainties and other curveballs from the cultural environment, highlighted by $4.00-a-gallon gas.
When the first Gunnison Valley Journal came out in 1996, we were worrying that gas that summer might go
as high as $1.50 a gallon; now we are wondering how long it will be before it is $5.00 a gallon. And what
we sort of sense is that this is probably the shape of the future: more extreme weather in a time of uncer-
tainty about what the climate will do, more extreme energy prices in a time of uncertainty about what our
future energy resources will be. Eight years into the 215t century, we are beginning to see how it will be dif-
ferent from the 20th century.

So why are we reminding you of all this — stuff — that we would rather not think about, at the begin-
ning of the Eighth Gunnison Valley Journal? Because the context of the times makes the Journal and its
contents all the more useful and meaningful here in the valley. This Journal, like all the others, is about the
things we know and love here that we have some say in, and that are relatively dependable, constant and
worth sustaining — the rolling cycle of seasons, the great “thereness” of the mountains, the green-to-gold
glory of the aspens and cottonwoods, the June assault of the lilacs and crabapple trees, the winter mornings
when a fog slowly burns off and the trees all light up with a cold fire, the evenings by the stream where the
fishing pole was just an excuse to be there, and the ten thousand other things here that are ours so long as
we keep them for each other. Our capacity for taking pleasure in what is here — as these Journal participants
do “in their own write” — will become more important again as the cultural distractions afforded by cheap
energy diminish. :

So peruse this new Journal as one of the gifts we give each other to remind ourselves what is really
important. As always, it has been a great experience assembling this bountiful collection from the real
“energy resource” of this valley — its wonderful people and all their creative energies. Thank you, and enjoy.
The valley is ours to the extent that we are the valley’s.

_ The Journal Staff: Kirsten Dickey, Virginia Jones, Sandra Karas,
Betty Light, T L Livermore, George Sibley, Mark Todd

Printed by B&B Printers | 220 Spencer | Gunnison, CcO
Design: Kirsten Dickey, OffCenter Designs
All rights revert to the authors and photographers. None of their work

may be reprinted without their express written permission.
Gunnison Valley Journal ©2008
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There is a place in waking dreams As wintertime’s enchantment 5
...where sleep collides with time ...awakes to fluid form 58
N . St~

...where layers freeze to capture light ...trickles down to bedrock - fip,
...where blood and mud combine ...runs open, free and warm e %
~ O

g 2

Sleepwalkers dance the rhythmic waves Bend and break the smallest piece p §
...as winter’s eyelids dart ...and place it in your hand 3 3
...and crystalline transitions ...the magic of the melting 2
...now suspend the dreaming heart ...will help you understand 3 §
3

Beneath the light of distant worlds That warmth and light like truth and love :;n
...ice masquerades as ice ... can break the spellbound years S
...to falsely alter consciousness ...restore the lifted open eyes )
...for a gambler’s bargain price ...and melt the frozen tears ;
S

Enchantment holds the dreamers Conscious life returns again %
...while their surface forces age ... through love’s sweet open door =
...hearts and minds and souls are locked ...pools faith along the roadside i
...inside this unlocked cage ...spills belief across the floor g
1 Q
(=]

Yet in the time of snowlace Down the face of mountains 5"
...where truth and love reside ...awareness stretches wide o
...where warmth and light awaken spring ...holds the cold and porous ground i
...where earth becomes her bride ...unwraps its frozen pride g
s

Fragile delicate structures Along the muddy prayerful paths, 5
...lie sparkling in the sun ...earth softens, breaks and swells k4
...sculptured shapes of chambered light ...wakes up the waiting seeds of life 5
...appearing one by one ...where hope eternal dwells »
-(Eb.

a)
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national magazines as well as in smaller

; his writings have been published in

Ron J. Flemming resides in the “Heart of the Colorado Rockies” with his wife and three daughters

; she enjoys writing

life. Writing is her passion

Rebecca Bishop is sixteen years old and has been homeschooled her whole

magazines, anthologies and local newspapers.

day.

books as well as poems and hopes to be an author one

Sister
By /éeéecca &JAOP

A fresh snow upon a Christmas morn
A flower in the spring

A little, tiny kitten new born

A bird who just must sing

A splash of sunlight in the cold

A splash of water in the heat

A sparkly diamond you can hold

A triumphant song that can’t be beat

A mystery that does not end,

Yet one who understands me most
My dearest, best, and oldest friend
What other sister can so boast?

g i3 Uz&, 09 / &,/;b( gﬁfwn

Colors of a Rainbow
gy /éon J jémming

We spend our lives

Day in and out

Thinking, feeling, wondering |
What’s it all about... |

Climbing sheer mountains of joy
Descending into valleys of sorrow
Getting lost in dark, secret caves
Still looking for tomorrow...

Journeying inside ourselves

Searching for the truth we need
Opening and closing our hearts
We celebrate, share and bleed...

We allude to and seek-out love
Ever elusive; it fades away

Like the fleeing colors of a rainbow
Only to return another day...
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Most Americans Have Never Seen the Milky Way
By Shallay Read

“One of the penalties of an ecological education is that
one lives alone in a world of wounds.” — Aldo Leopold

£

It is true—

these are lonely eyes that can see

the entombed and suffocating farmland
beneath the beige subdivision,

can see the salmon pushing against the dam
like a child who cannot be born,

can see the ugliness of the beautiful new castle
and the calloused hands in the faraway dungeon
that wove the magnificent entryway rug.
These are lonely eyes that can see

irony as the condition of our lives,

perceive consequence, and the subtle motion
of time bearing us to our deserved deathbed.

But the greater loneliness by far

belongs to the eyes who have never seen
the Milky Way.

For our kindred are not those who allow
us to perpetuate our illusions

but rather the beings through whom

we are revealed.

Had I never stood on a mountain

at midnight and peered

into my smallness

beneath that vast and glowing sky,

I should never have perceived

my greatness,

the honor and necessity of my own place
in the vast web of what is and can be.

So when despair edges closer
and I am certain I alone can see,
I take my solitude into the forest
where lonely cannot be.
Received like a misbehaved child into the arms
of a forgiving family,
I sink into the earth,
look to the sky, and I wait:
tonight I shall see the Milky Way,

tonight I am one with the world of wounds.
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Luke Mehall is a freelance writer for many publications including the Gunnison Country Times, Mountain Gazette and Rock and Ice magazine. Recently he authored the zine,

“Moonlight Dreamchasers, The Buildering Issue.”
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The Guy on the bike
By Lok Wiehall

I didn’t think much of it, a large man along
the side of Highway 50, rolling along on what
appeared to be skis with wheels on them. I fig-
ured it must be a common training tool for Col-
orado skiers. I’d just moved to Gunnison and I
didn’t know what was normal here and what
wasn’t. But there was nothing ‘normal’ about
Benjamin Franklyn Wynn III.

A couple months later driving down Monarch
Pass, sixty miles east of Gunny, twisting and
turning my car through the curves that are a
challenge sometimes to drive, there he is again:
on a bike powering up the hill. Where did he
come from?

His bike was neon yellow with large padded
handlebars. He wore large dark sunglasses and
looked like he was in a zone, a trance, like this
was what he was born to do. ‘He must be some
sort of extreme athlete,’ I thought to myself.

“He’s training for the Olympics,” someone
told me at a house party in Gunny. “He’s a
boxer,” the person added.

“I heard he used to play football for Western
State,” another person said.

The big black man who I started seeing all
the time, riding around Gunnison and the sur-
rounding highways in every direction was the
topic of many conversations. Everyone seemed
to know something about him. But that some-
thing usually sounded more like myth than fact.
I was fascinated by the ‘guy on the bike’ they
called Ben Franklin; could that be his real name?
One thing was for sure: he was a character.

I quickly learned two things about Gunnison,

which I was proud to call home after living there
for only a few months. One, people were pas-
sionately involved in outdoor pursuits. Two, they
liked to dress up in costumes, for holidays and
just anytime for the fun of it.

Ben was a perfect example of a citizen in this
funky little town. When I would see him riding
around town his typical outfit seemed like a cos-
tume: an outfit that highlighted his uniqueness.
Many times he would wear a sports coat while
riding his decked out bicycle. And he wore a
ridiculous looking visor that stuck out two feet
into the air. It was neon pink. He wore the dark
sunglasses and always had that focused expres-
sion on his face.

It goes without saying he had passion for the
outdoors. I’d see him further outside of Gunni-
son than any other local road biker. His ‘road
bike’ was the same one he used as his town bike,
a heavy looking model that probably weighed
four times as much as the average road bike.

Friends told me that Ben figured he would
make a million dollars selling the extra long vi-
sors. One day while typing away at the college
computers I heard a loud voice yapping away to
God-knows-who on the other line. He was talk-
ing a mile a minute like an infomercial sales-
men-like manner. I poked my head up from my
computer. It was Ben. He was trying to sell
someone on the visors. He was talking as loud
as he could with no regard for the fifty some col-
lege students working in the same room. I
looked at the person next to me and gave a
smile. He went on for fifteen minutes saying
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things like, “Yes, oh yes, this is a great inven-
tion, you see these visors...I can have a couple
thousand made real soon, oh yes, oh yes....” He
went on and on.

Discussing Ben Wynn soon became a popular
pastime. He was odd and mysterious and every-
one had a ‘guy on the bike’ story. The Gunnison
Valley is rich with hardcore athletes: people
who’ve climbed Everest, ski stars, cutting edge
rock climbers, kayakers, and mountain bikers
many who are at the top of their sports. But I’d
be willing to bet Ben Wynn was better known
than any of the famous athletes here. He had a
presence that justified his mysterious reputation,
he was always somewhere and since he was so
unique he was just plain fun to talk about. This
wasn’t gossip though; everyone suspected he
was a bit on the crazy side but still had respect
for him.

“He’s not crazy; I know that much,” Bennett
said in a defensive manner.

I was visiting Bennett in his Austin, Texas
home. He’d just moved there from the Gunni-
son Valley. After a beer we started reminiscing
about our college days in Gunnison. Ben
quickly came up. He was a neighbor of Ben-
nett’s. A thousand miles away, with six years of
experiences to reflect upon, Bennett found in his
mind one of the greatest characters of his former
home.

It’s hard to explain why we talked of Ben so
often. He was a living legend, a character so out
there. He was doing his own thing and seemed
to have no regard for what people thought. In
some way we saw in him what we wanted to be.
Someone who had plenty of time to do what he
loved, for him riding his bike, and also to live
free of caring if you were judged by, say, wear-
ing wild outfits and pitching crazy ideas.

After returning from a winter away from
Gunnison I was pleased to see Ben around again.
On his bike, and talking his wild ideas to who-
ever would listen. At a potluck one night the
topic of conversation was “Who is the most rec-
ognizable character in Gunnison?”

Of course, we brought up Ben and everyone
agreed. One girl was just visiting and we told
her all about him. But she would never get to
see him.

That night after the potluck back at my house,
we were sipping beers. My friend Scott asked if
we had heard: “Ben Franklyn has passed away.”

We all put our heads down and sipped our
beers again. The sadness of death sinking in,

Scott said, “He had a brain tumor.”

None of us ever knew this. When Scott said
this it changed the mood.

“Well I suppose he’s in a better place,” we
agreed.

Everyone agreed and we made a toast to Ben.

In the paper that week there was an obituary
along with a headline on the front page that read:
“Gunnison enigma passes on.” There was a
small picture of a beautiful piece of artwork that
he crafted. He was an artist too! Many of the
items in his art were recycled from things saved
from the trash. A dumpster diver! I had no idea.
He was from the Bronx in New York and he had
been in the military. He had moved away from
Gunnison a couple times but returned, like so
many others.

There was more on The Bike too: a custom,
trademark, yellow, pimped-out, Specialized
Rockhopper, adorned with unmistakable brightly
colored pipe insulation, Ben always pushing it
along in the biggest gear; sporting anything from
a one-piece ski suit to cut-off leisure suits.

And another Ben routine that I didn’t know
about....Ben running up to Crested Butte, a
thirty mile run, only to run home backwards, “It
balances the muscles,” he said.

“Thanks to Ben, Gunnison is a better place,”
Renee Brown of Gunnison County Human Serv-
ices added.

I didn’t know Ben Wynn, and I never talked
to him even once. I don’t know if I could have
communicated to him how he represented Gun-
nison, and freedom and individuality to me. I
think the fact that I didn’t know him made me
idealize who he was. Others whom I’ve talked
to said that Ben definitely had a rougher, meaner
side. But who says after someone has died it’s
wrong to only remember the good qualities of
the person?

Shortly after he passed he was there in a
dream. He wasn’t there to speak to me; it was
just him on his bike, on the road, in a trance.

It makes me sad that Ben won’t be way out
there on the highway, on his roller skis, running,
or on his bike, making normal travelers in vehi-
cles wonder why?

I’ll keep thinking about why he was so far
out there. For now I hope his spirit is even more
out there. In a space with freedom and creativ-
ity; somewhere where the highway leads to a
place that is a mystery to all of us who are still
living.... W
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Impressions from Up Valley
By Kolly Weaners 5th Grade Cllass of 2007-2008 - Crestod Butte Community School

Seasons
gy /_?moéd ﬂac[c[away

Snowy winters
hot burning summers
leafy falls and flowery springs
that make the world go 'round
watery mesas
smoky dirt
fluffy snow
and swirling wind
box-like houses
a chair and a couch My HOH\C Town
the barking dogs
and the buzzing bees /gy Waia Kambon
It was a tiring day
time to rest
and tomorrow
there will be a new day.

Maia Kai Harrison lives with her mom, dad

Brooks Haddaway likes skateboarding, skiing, snowboarding, fishing, dirt biking, and BMX biking; he also

The wind rushes past my ears. |
pedal faster and faster. I zoom up the
street looking at all the houses, looking
at all the grass and the birds chirping
to say good morning. The fresh air
smells like moss and the smell of new
fallen rain and life surrounds me.

The stop sign seems like it’s been there
forever, watching people go by day
by day.

Fall
1y Alec Button

Black Powder

Bow hunters

Sneaking through the damp mountains

Elk calling to others

Red, yellow, green, and orange leaves falling,
gently swaying to the ground

Sun rising and you can see your breath like the
steam of a steam engine

Frost covers the grass like crystals on a chandelier

Alec Button is | | years old and lives in both Gunnison and Crested Butte; he likes soccer, horseback riding and dirt biking.

and sister in Gunnison and Almont; her favorite hobby is hiking.

loves to play computer games and enjoys writing.
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Sunsets
gy Jamed geﬁz

Dark reds and yellows crisscross the dimming
skies. Overhead a jet screams across the setting
sky. The different shades of colors make a collage
of ever so beautiful paints. The skies change red
to yellow, yellow to pink. And they are gone.

bird of Snow
Z?y gai/éy /Qierdon

Up off the lift and onto the slopes, like a bird
soaring in the sky. Feel the soft feathers of the
snow, but remember sadly all the birds have to fly
away. You see all the white feathers of our bird
melt into pools, then later keep flowing to green
our home. Soon our bird takes off and flies south,
in his wake leaving days full of sunshine and fun.
When our bird looks down on us, when he leaves,
he makes sure we are happy. Basking in his cre-
ation of flowers and trees, mountain biking, water
skiing, whatever you want, he gives it to you in
full stock. But he has to leave us to make sure his
feathers make it all the way, but he will be back
soon, with his feathers once again.

Falling Off the Roof
By Wiallory Wisha

Alone at your quiet home. Silence echoes
through the empty house. You’re staring at all the
snow building up out your window. Suddenly,
WHOOSH! Wind then Kabam! It sounds like a
cannonball launch. All the snow falls off your
roof. It feels like the house is going to fall, it
shakes so much. Immediately the house is full of
sound. The kaboom fills the house. You jump,
your heart beats so fast, but when it’s all over,
you’re fine. Now it’s time to shovel the covered
deck. Great...this will be fun.

£
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Thirteen Ways of Looking

at a Hockey Goalie
Zgy J(ar&ig/L &ewarl

h Stewart is a Gunnison native and a freshman at Gunnison High School; when she is not jotting down her thoughts in verse, Karleigh enjoys playing many different
including goalie for the Lady Blades hockey team. She also likes to travel, raises Cashmere goats, volunteers with the Animal Welfare League and studies archeology.

Karleig|
sports,

Among twenty different players
That moment, the only thing moving
Was the glove of the goalie.

The goalie was of three defenders,
like a forcefield,
In which there were three strong shields.

The goalie caught the puck in the glove
It was a small part of the victory.

A net and a goalie

Are one.

An offense, a defense and a goalie
Are one.

I do not know which to prefer-

The beauty of the white home jersey

Or the beauty of the black away jersey...
The luck of the home ice

or the rush just after the win.

Skaters filled the long ice rink
with taped sticks.

The shadow of the puck-
Passing it to and fro.

The blue line

Reaches for the shadow

As a magnet.

O speeding players of the other team,
Why do you imagine winning?

Do you not see how the goalie
Blocks the puck

And is unbeatable?

I know weak goalies

And losing does not matter to them;
But I know, too

That when a goalie is strong,

A shutout is a badge of honor.

When a goalie becomes afraid
It marks the end
Of many goalies.

At the sight of a fearless goalie
Standing against the shadow

Even the players coming toward her
Would cry out in frustration.

They skate out to the middle ring
From the bench.

Once, a brave player crossed the crease
And mistook

The shadow of the puck

For a score.

The goalie was too fast
The offense must be disappointed.

It was hockey all day

A cold, sunny Gunnison afternoon,

And there was going to be another victory
for the home team,

As the goalie stood

In the net, laughing at the scoreboard.
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Union Park
gf/ c[)p 3 mac” mcgmw

It was near these mighty mountain tops
Where each person lost a soul

While digging and searching

For an elusive strain of gold.

The North and South were preparing
For a civil war fight

To find out if slavery

And Southern secession were right.
The north and south factions here
Fought very much the same

And caused these isolated graves

As part of a nation’s shame.

So our hearts and minds will question
And wonder and meditate

Whether those rocky graves are real
And how they met their fate.

Wac ch}mw

Three graves reside on a rocky little hill in Union Park a few miles south of Taylor River Resort. An old-timer,
Bill Hartman, told us that legend said that three men were killed in a fight between supporters of North and
South factions who were searching for gold about 1860. Supposedly Northern supporters named it Union
Park so that Southerners could not name it for the South.

A Real Friend of Mine
gy :bee Woreen

I have the privilege of knowing a man whose name is Mac McGraw
He stoops a‘bit, older now, but man, he sure is tall

Tall as the Rockies, rugged and refined,
OI’ Mac the Cowboy poet
reflecting on old times

Gentleman - handsome, a real measure of a man
With thoughts deep as the Black Canyon
Mac makes his stand

Oh, where does time go? When you’re older and looking back
And wishing for more...

I’1l tell you,
Time is in the twinkle of Mac’s eyes
In the slow steady gait of an old cowboy’s walk
In the stories he tells, in the books he sells
In the way he talks

Time is the essence of Mac McGraw
Makes him what he is, who he is, and All
A High Country Cowboy, Still Riding the Ridge
OI’ Mac, A Real Friend Of Mine

3
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*  Judy Cox published her collected poems in 2007 in a book entitled “Sending Forth the Seed.” The pages of poetry in this journal can be found

J. Ryan grew up in the Gunnison Valley with her Mom and two sisters. Writing has always been a passion for her, and nothing else inspires her as much as this beautiful

part of the world.
there. She and her husband, Allen, own and operate the Nordic Inn in Crested Butte.

Rocky Mountain Lullaby
I
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The distant roar of the mighty river rushing down the canyon floor,

Pitter-patter of the cool summer rain on my bedroom window.

The stars twinkle and dance about the blackened nighttime sky,

The moon is full and bright as it emerges around the jagged horizon.

The call of the owl perching in the Ponderosa Pine,
A frog and cricket orchestra serenades the summer moon.

The wind blows through the branches of the aspen,
Tossing the brightly colored leaves playfully into the autumn air.

Grandmother Mountain wraps herself in a brightly colored quilt,
The geese say farewell as they fly across a turquoise sky.

Quiet is the snow as it dances in downward grace,
To rest upon the sleeping Earth.

A doe stops to nibble on the remnants of summer,
She is as silent as my breath as it escapes my cool lips.

The springtime sun emerges to liberate
The river from its frozen winter palace.

A robin perches on a pasture fence and sings the song of spring,

Wildflowers stand and stretch their arms from their winter slumber.
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The Red Shoe
& Kh O

As the owner of a small shoe store in Gunni-
son, I sometimes get so caught up in my “busy-
ness” that I forget to take the time to greet each
customer with sincerity and cheerfulness. This is
something that I had wanted to work on more
closely, so one hot June day I decided to operate
the coffee shop in our shoe store. This would give
me time to focus solely on being attentive to our
customers’ needs, instead of being my usual task-
oriented self.

About mid-day a group of five ladies entered
our establishment and ordered some refreshments
for themselves. I chatted with them for a few min-
utes, learning that they were from Texas and that
they were in our small town for a birthday celebra-
tion. As four of the ladies took their drinks over to
a nearby table, one of the ladies remained at the
coffee bar, gazing up at the garland that was hang-
ing over the coffee bar, seemingly in deep thought.
The garland is approximately 25 feet long and is
decorated with silk flowers in a rainbow of colors,
white twinkle lights, and tiny little shoes.

“I like those little shoes,” she finally said. “Do
you sell miniature shoes like those?*

“No, but a store right around the corner does,”
I replied.

“Do you think that they have any red ones? I
only collect red ones - all shapes, styles, and sizes,
but they have to be red.”

“I’m not really sure. But you’ve piqued my cu-
riosity. Why only red shoes?”

Her gaze shifted from the garland to look me in

the eye. “My daughter turns sixteen today. She’s
had Multiple Sclerosis since she was six years old.
She can’t walk anymore, let alone take care of any
of her bodily functions. When she was a little girl,
she loved to dance. She had the cutest little danc-
ing dress with matching red shoes. Now every
night when we say our prayers together, I pray that
she’ll be able to walk again. I pray that she will
have some semblance of a normal life. And almost
every night I have the same dream - that she’s
dancing with God wearing red shoes.”

She paused. And deeply moved, I glanced to
the other side of the room, and a shelf filled with
items that I had collected over the years to deco-
rate the store: fancy party shoes from my grand-
mother, a golfing hat from my grandfather, a metal
truck from my mom’s childhood, and many other
family pieces. I like to keep them within eyesight
so that I can remember to be thankful to all those
before me who helped me get to the comfortable
place I’m in now.

Alongside these items was a single wooden
clog that I had purchased at a yard sale over a year
before - a RED wooden clog. I excused myself,
walked to the other side of the room, and grabbed
that clog from the shelf. I returned to the woman,
who in her openness had become so incredibly
beautiful to me. I wondered why I had not noticed
that before.

“Here,” I said. “Give this to your daughter for
her birthday.” I felt foolish giving such a silly little
gift - a yard sale item of all things! She looked at

Continued on following page
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Continued from previous page

the clog, then wrapped her arms around me, thank-
ing me for my generosity. “It’s just a little thing,” I
said sheepishly, “but I thought that she might
enjoy it.” I found my face turning red.

“Please sign it for her,” she insisted. So I wrote
on the bottom of the shoe, “God loves you. Col-
orado 2003.” And this simple act of friendship
promoted another thirty minutes of conversation.
We shared our common qualities of raising
teenagers, of being in our 40’s, of trying to find a
balance in our lives between work, family, and
play, and mostly of our love for God.

“I can’t believe how close you are to God, es-
pecially since you have a child with such a serious
ailment,” I said in complete wonder. “Many peo-
ple would be angry at God, or bitter, or even re-
sentful. But you have such a love for God that it
astounds me. I’m quite impressed.”

“Oh, believe me, I’ve been through all those
emotions and more,” she stated. “But ironically
it’s this disease that has brought me closer to God.
It’s because of her illness that I’ve learned to pray
every night.”

I have always had a difficult time “witnessing”
to people about God, for fear of sounding too
preachy. I had recently prayed to God to open up
my mind for opportunities for witnessing. Here it
was, less that one week after that prayer, that this
beautiful Texas woman and I were witnessing the
good news of our Lord. I smiled at how great God
is, giving me this gift of a small window into this
woman'’s life, a thirty minute friendship, an inti-
macy that you sometimes don’t achieve with peo-
ple that you’ve known for years.

“I wish you lived here,” I said finally. “I think
that we would be really good friends.”

She left my establishment with the promise that
she would visit me every summer when they trav-
eled through our town. As she left, I realized that I
hadn’t even asked her name.

Now that in itself would be a great memory,
but God had more in store for me. Two weeks later
I was helping a frail lady with a shoe purchase.
She was particularly difficult to fit, but I was de-
termined to do my best to find something that

Gunnison Vally

pleased her. Out of the corner of my eye, I saw an-
other woman looking over at me. When one of our
sales associates made an attempt to help her, she
pointed at me and said, “I need to talk to her.”

I assumed it was a sales rep, or someone look-
ing for a donation, so I looked up from the shoe
that I was so diligently tying on my customer’s
foot.

“May I help you?” I asked.

“I just stopped by to tell you how much my
niece enjoyed the red shoe that you gave her,” the
pleasant woman said. It took me a second to regis-
ter what she meant, because after all it had been
two weeks, and we go through lots of shoes.

“Oh, it was my pleasure,” I said as I smiled m
her direction. It was sure nice of her to come back
in and say that to me, 1 thought. After all, weren t
they from Texas?

“My sister talked about you that whole
evening. She said that you were like an angel. You
have no idea what that shoe meant to her,” she
said with such conviction that I felt a rush of heat
to my face.

“Really, I enjoyed giving it to her. Our conver-
sation was a gift to me.” I felt a little embarrassed
about this fuss over such a simple gesture.

“What you don’t know, though, is how these
conversations helped us with the funeral.”

My mind struggled to understand what she had
just told me. I quit tying the customer’s shoes and
stared this woman full in the face. “You mean,” |
stammered, “the little girl died?”

“No,” she said calmly, “her mom did. She had
a heart attack that same night. It was like her heart
was broken for her daughter.”

I felt huge hot tears running down my face. I
pictured this beautiful woman in heaven watching
her daughter dance in red shoes.

Never miss the opportunity to do a kind
gesture for another - no matter how small it seems.
A kind word, a warm smile, or a friendly touch
can make someone’s day, and be a witness to the
greatness of God. Like the concentric circles rip-
pling out from a stone thrown in a pond, you may
never know how far reaching your actions are for
others. M

! Exghth Elition
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Once my dad and | went fi shlng on sunny day.
There wasn't a cloud in the sky. We had to drive for a
long time. After we finally got to where we were going,
we were all shaken up because the road was so bumpy.

After that we got out and got out poles out of the truck. Than we
started through the woods. We both got a little frustrated because we
kept getting our fishing gear caught in the bushes. A couple of times we
almost couldn’t get our fishing gear out of the bushes. The woods were
nice and calm, but very thick with bushes. Finally after a long treacher-
ous journey through the woods we got to where we were going to fish.

So we put bait on our poles and cast into the -
stream. The stream was narrow and slow. It made a

caught a fish right off, so we put them back and started =

cause they were trout. S : et

! After a while of not catch‘lhg ariythlng we pixf»&ur :
RS = - poles away and started heading back to the car. “Fher
s < ; : _we went back along the bumpy road and went ﬁome' g

perfect place for fishing. Just as soon as we did we both B

fishing again. We did not want to put them back be- s - " , ;

Sohn Vol
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Avery Pulley is nine years old going on |0; she lives in the Crested Butte area with her family and goes to the Crested Butte Community School.

Mark Todd teaches creative writing at Western State College. His second collection of poetry, published by Ghost Road Press, will appear this coming October.

Missing Shoe
[gy ‘/41/er7 J /9 u//éy

One July summer day, a girl named Lisa
walked to Gunnison Park. When she got there
she ran like her feet were on fire to the jungle
gym. The park smelled like blossoms in early
May. Her mother called to her in a worried
voice: “Be careful over there.”

All of a sudden Lisa saw her best friend
Margo. “Hi Margo, Gunnison’s great, don’t
you think!” Lisa said excitedly.

“Oh it’s okay Lisa.” Margo said sadly.

“What’s wrong Margo?” Lisa asked.

“My favorite shoes are lost and my mom
made me wear my brother’s shoes,” Margo
cried.

“Don’t worry we’ll find those pink, flow-
ery shoes,” Lisa said happily.

That afternoon they looked all around the
house, garden, park and the trash, they were
nowhere to be found. Margo and Lisa were
very tired.

“I’m going home,” Lisa said, tired.

“What about my shoes?”” Margo asked,
panting because they’d looked so hard.

“I’m sorry, Margo, I think you lost your
shoes,” Lisa said. “Meet me here tomorrow
morning.”

The next day Lisa woke up at 8:00 am. She
ran to the park. Margo was holding up both
shoes and laughing. At that moment she knew
it was all a joke.

Watt Burt

gumu'éon ,Ual‘y aqauma/ &,M gJu‘wn

Renovations
By Wark Thodd

I know summer has come

when my walls stain with daubed-
on mud, beads that layer
moistened plugs with sturdy
pockets of droplet brick.

The swallows have returned.
Their restless task: to build
new houses over mine.

With their chirp-throated songs
and busy industry,

they fashion an ancient
architecture, using

my planed, sanded aspen
soffits on angled eaves

to fabricate aerie

villages in mere hours.

We draw our battle lines
each dawn, they erecting
nests anew, which I thrash
to crumbling clay by dusk,
shards covering the deck.

Each fresh undaunted day
the ritual repeats,

for four relentless weeks
until, at last, one day

the horde disbands, perhaps
puzzled why instinctual
diligence cannot win.

They leave, their broken rims
like Anasazi ruins,

abruptly abandoned

edificial kivas.

But I know I haven’t

won. The first new next year
summer day, a fresh tribe

will wend its winging way

to my walls with daubed-on
moistened plugs, their throaty
chirps determined to build
new houses over mine.
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My First Brush with the Law
& B BTN

As I studied the sleek, fresh lines of the
brand new car, an irresistible urge started to
well up within my thoughts. No one was
around as my eyes ran across ever inch of the
exquisite ride. I had no right to entertain the
notion, but I felt myself being taken in with
such ease. At first, I slowly exited my own
aging transportation. Now that I look back, I
realize my hesitation was only a token gesture
for the further from my dilapidated wheels I
stepped, and the closer I ventured towards the
inviting sight of the shiny newer model, the
more [ felt destined to the moment.

I was amazed at the ever increasing feel-
ing of exhilaration as I approached the sleek
tangible lure of my desire. I gave a quick
glance around the neighborhood and found
that no one was apparently being vigilant to
my sinister act in progress. Without further
tarry, I embraced destiny and climbed into the
car. The point of no return had passed and,
without further delay, the tangible lure was in
my grasp and set in motion. As I steered her
onto the street, [ remember being surprised at
how difficult the vehicle handled. She was
sluggish and felt heavy, as well as underpow-
ered. Within a couple of city blocks, my en-
thusiasm diminished more quickly than it had
originally surged and a renewed appreciation
for my old ride was mounting.

I couldn’t say whether it was a passion for
fine machinery or the undeniable enticement
of being associated with sophistication. Often
when we are young, we are prone to cast all
rationale to the wind for an apparent pinnacle
moment....a moment which we are certain
will never present itself again. As a result we
embrace the risk with little thought of conse-
quence and grasp the “brass ring.” Invariably,
our anticipation of elation is quickly dimin-
ished and gratification is all but evaporated as
the realization of consequence presents the
next sobering moment.

I vaguely recall my short amble back to
where [ left my own vehicle. I do recall,
however, with vivid distinction, the patrol car
next to it and Sheriff Cope standing with his
arms folded across his chest. I felt my heart
race. With juvenile ignorance, I approached
my ride as though to go on with life as I had
known it before. Without a word I felt the
strong hand of the law on my shoulder and
with undeniable haste I was being escorted to
the back seat of the squad car. Then, with
stern resolve, I was placed in abrupt fashion
on its cushion.

Before long, I was introduced to the hol-
low confines of the Gunnison County Jail. As
the heavy steel door slammed shut and the an-
cient locking mechanism etched a distinct rec-
ollection permanently in my memory, I came
to realize that life would never be the same
again. Never would I be tempted to run away
from the warmth of home, nor would I ever
again be tempted with irresistible lure to take
a ride that was not mine.

It seemed, after an endless length of time,
that [ detected the tender sound of my
mother’s voice as it echoed down the uninvit-
ing corridor and it was at that time that I knew
my salvation was at hand. I understood that
my mother was going to be upset with me, but
any wrath that she may have planned was bet-
ter than the depressed depths of this damp
dungeon.

Soon, my release was arranged and, with
tears streaming down my face, I ran as fast as
I could to the warm familiar arms that had ex-
tended comfort to me for my entire life ... all
three and a half years of it. As Sheriff Cope
helped my mother load my tricycle into the
trunk of her car, I promised that I would never
again “borrow” another toddler’s peddle car,
even if it was a Deluxe Red Rider. Although
my stint in jail lasted all of fifteen minutes, I
had learned my lesson.
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lan VonZonneveld has lived here his whole life and is currently a junior in the Gunnison Valley School; he likes to skateboard, play video games and read, and just recently

final project which included this piece — his favorite.

George Sibley is a freelance writer who has worked on all the Gunnison Valley Journals; he recently retired from Western

started writing poems because he was put into an advanced poetry class. He wrote a little book of poems for a
ious pots around the valley.

State College, and now spends his time helping stir var-
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Chalk Rinds
gy jan /l/uanneue/J

Chalk rinds, a child’s expression,

A faded memory that washes away.
Raindrops crash amongst the colors,
Reds, blues, and greens.

A stream of ideas, running across the pavement,
Crashing into the gutter.

The essence of one’s soul,

Mixing with the dirt and grime of civilization.

Poison, mixing with the purest of all things.
A child’s ideas, their creativity,
Brought into the world, only to be wiped away.

Life resembles these chalk rinds.

We can’t stay forever,

All we can do is leave a mark,

In hopes that it stays long enough to inspire another.

So leave your trace,

Make it elaborate and beautiful.

Inspire someone to be their “best self,”
And make your marks heavy and bright.

For if you do,

They will stay with someone forever,

Someone who will carry on your legacy,

And bring about the best of people everywhere.

Gunniion Villy Jouomal Exhth Eiton

Morals
/_?y Jézm’n chmcler

Morals

i see baby cows playing
in the fields

and i think maybe

i shouldn’t eat them
then I watch the television
and those fat burgers
make me hungry

and i forget about

the baby cows playing —
-damn, now i’'m hungry
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Upside-Down Whimsy
By Vhrginia Jonss

Release your imagination!
Think upside-down gardens!

Just suppose the greenhouse gases become unseen
upside-down gardens when they reach the atmosphere!

What overly-abundant crops they would grow:

Deep snow and blinding blizzards,

Golf ball hail....leaving footprints,
Convulsing hurricanes,

Demolishing, heart-breaking tornados,
“Wind that sings of trees uptorn,”*

Driving, gushing rain,

Reverberating thunder and

Fluorescent lightning,

Drought-stifling heat and bone freezing cold,
Gut-wrenching Tsunami and floods.

Maybe those greenhouse gases’
upside-down gardens

dump their “produce”

all over our Earth!

Would this be a message?

*William Wordsworth (1770-1850)
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d, and has been happy to enjoy her college years here,

Kimberly Hamilton lives in Gunnison with her husband and dog. She has loved the Gunnison Valley since childhoo

where writing kept her sane through the long winters.
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Where He'd Always Never been
/_?y J(iméer/g ﬂamiéon

Barnett couldn’t stop the dream from coming.
He’d exercised, taken pills, and even tried to stop
sleeping all together, but in the six weeks after his
wife had passed away it had come to him every
night. It always began so wonderfully. The
roughly hewn sign that he saw so vividly now,
even in his waking hours, heralded The Precipice
Inn, nestled within a beautiful sequoia forest.
Once inside, he was pleasantly surprised to find
that the inn was perfectly suited to what his wife
had always joked were his “mountain man
tastes.” At once enveloped with the warmth from
a crackling fire, the mouth-watering smell of
thick beef stew, and the inviting air of the deep
leather arm chairs set about the fire, Barnett felt
like he had come home after a long and painful
journey.

In his waking hours, he was often bombarded
with the reality that this was a feeling he longed
for but would never again experience. This he
knew, because the dream never ended there. In-
stead of staying within the comfort of those four
embracing walls, Barnett was nightly compelled
to venture out into the surrounding grounds. Fol-
lowing a scarcely traveled path, he hiked through
the colossal trees, relishing the sounds his feet
made as they shuffled and crunched the sequoia
needles. Even in his dream, his senses were as-
saulted—the rich, musky smell of damp earth, the
mist that settled heavily under the canopy of
trees, he swore he could even taste the richness of
this place.

Gradually, the trees thinned and the path
turned rockier. Barnett had to catch himself time
and again as the slippery rocks threatened to
sweep his feet out from under him. His faded
tennis shoes had lost their tread years ago. The
natural instinct to turn back was pressing him, but
the primitive urge to go on overtook him. He
pressed on, his careful walk—now oblivious to
the danger of slipping—sped up and he finally
broke into a run. His breathing grew heavy, his
brow soaked with mist and sweat—he ran faster,
harder. He sensed the path was coming to an end.
It dropped from sight just yards ahead of him. He

sped up. Before he could wake himself, Barnett
was crushed with the frightening, yet strangely
freeing, sensation of falling.

On this night—six long weeks after his wife
gone—Barnett woke from the dream, icy fingers
still gripping him. He knew there was more, that
something else happened after the fall; but while
the rest of the dream was vivid, even upon wak-
ing, this ending eluded him. He turned on the TV.
“Infomercials,” he grunted as he flipped through
the channels.

“And for only eight payments of $19.99, your
body can look like...” Click.

“It cuts through this tin can like butter...”
Click.

“Just three months ago I was almost com-
pletely bald. My wife didn’t want to be seen
with...” Click. Click. Click.

“Located in the beautiful Sequoia National
Park, The Precipice Inn...” Click.

“Wha?” Barnett fumbled with the remote con-
trol, searching desperately for the right button.

“...renowned chef makes his meals look ef-
fortless and taste gourmet. His menu features
items such as buffalo meatloaf, stuffed trout, and
his grandmother’s beef stew.”

As Barnett stared open-mouthed at the televi-
sion, the view changed and the narrator an-
nounced his entrance into the “great room of the
Precipice Inn.” The fire crackled and men, sitting
in deep leather armchairs, sipped brandy and, ac-
cording to the narrator, “swapped hunting sto-

i e

It was then that Barnett noticed the phone
number blinking across the bottom of the screen.
He stumbled out of bed, turned the dial on the
Coleman lantern—the one his wife had bought
him for his birthday last year, “even though I'm
sure it’s a fire hazard,” because she’d seen him
admiring it in the Bass Pro Shop—and dug
through the clothes on the floor till he found the
jeans he’d been wearing that day.

He grabbed his cell phone out of the back
pocket and typed the number in. He pulled the
jeans on and rooted around till he found a sweat-
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shirt. Groping in the dark, he felt his way to the
kitchen and flipped on the coffee maker. He sat at
the table in the dark, waiting for the coffee to brew,
and thought. The Precipice Inn of his dreams was a
real place. The arm chairs were real and so was the
beef stew. It all existed, and he had been there
every night for the last six weeks.

Barnett could smell that the coffee was ready,
and he shuffled to the cupboard. He had to reach
far back across an empty shelf to find a mug, and
he made a mental note to run the dishwasher. He
poured the hot, thick liquid and let the warmth and
smell comfort him and clear his foggy mind. He
moved back toward the table, and a ray of moon-
light came through a mussed curtain and hit the
mug. He didn’t recognize the cup at all, but the
picture of the log cabin set cozily in its wooded
paradise flipped a switch in his mind. It all seemed
so familiar. In all likelihood, his wife had bought it
on one of their many excursions—a lifetime of
them made it hard to remember each in detail. But,
for the life of him, he could swear it was an exact
replica of a place he’d visited only in his dreams.

Somewhere between Denver and Salt Lake City,
Barnett had worked up the nerve to call the number
on his phone. He was both terrified and relieved
when a woman with a deep, rough voice answered
the phone and secured him a reservation for the fol-
lowing night. He even felt himself gathering
courage as the miles between his home and The
Precipice Inn grew smaller. But now, as the all-
too-familiar sign came into view, Barnett could feel
his bravado wavering. He parked his Toyota Four-
Runner in one of the few empty slots and slowly
tuned off the engine. He laid his head on the steer-
ing wheel and closed his eyes, willing himself to
recall what came next in the dream. Realizing that
it wasn’t going to come to him, he sat up and
opened his door.

Barnett had had déja vu before, and this, he de-
cided, definitely wasn’t it. As he walked into the
great room of The Precipice Inn, he was hit by the
same sense of homecoming that nightly haunted his
dreams. The warmth of the crackling fire, the
smell of beef stew, even the deep leather chairs—it
was all there, just as he’d seen it over and over
again. And after checking in with the deep, rough
voiced woman he’d spoken to on the phone, partak-
ing in a bowl of that hearty stew, and sipping his
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own glass of brandy in a leather chair, the compul-
sion to wander the grounds returned to him as well.
This, however, he ignored.

Finishing his brandy, Barnett smiled goodnight
to the receptionist and quit the great room. After
unpacking his overnight bag, he took a long hot
shower and fell onto the double bed with its thick
down comforter. Sleep overtook him almost in-
stantly, and the dream, which he’d hoped to leave
behind, wasted no time in coming. Once again
Barnett ate the stew, walked the path, and took the
leap—and once again he woke in the grip of those
icy fingers, wondering what had happened after the
fall.

“Tomorrow,” Barnett said to his reflection in the
mirror above the dresser, “I am going to find out.”

The trail was everything Barnett knew it would
be. Coming here, like walking into the great room,
gave him the sensation of finally being home. He
walked for a time, enjoying the crunch of the nee-
dles and leaves beneath his feet and the heady
smell of moist earth. Soon, however, the need to
reach his destination overtook him and his pace
quickened. Before long, he had broken into a run,
and the end of the path was in sight. Reason told
him to stop, but Barnett’s instincts were ruling now.
In a great running leap, Barnett threw himself off
the precipice, and experienced, in his waking
hours, the mixture of terror and freedom as he fell.

The black water of the glacial lake engulfed
him, stealing his breath but not his thoughts, which,
though muddled, registered that this was what
came next. He expected his life to flash before his
eyes. Instead of his life, however, it was the dream
that played out before him now, as it finally
grasped the opportunity to run its course.

The icy fingers that had clutched him every
night since his wife died caressed his body now.
They were softer than he expected, and the touch
was familiar in a way he’d never noticed before.
And only now, as he sunk deeper and deeper into
the black waters of Lake Kalamatie, could he see—
in his mind’s eye, but also through the iced over
orbs of his earthly body—who the icy fingers be-
longed to. Smiling at his beautiful wife, releasing
bubbles from the corners of his blue lips, he could-
n’t help but revel in the fact that he had finally
come home. H
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Gunnison Weather
gy /Qlweée C)ranor

The old-timers know
It’s not going to snow
When it’s 20 below.

So we can then go

To places we go

When it’s not going to snow —
Or away from the snow

To a warm fire’s glow.

published seven books, two about ranch life and
four of which were translated into five different lan-

Then finally it’s Spring,

A wonderful thing!

But this year who knew
What the weather would do.
Not even a few.

Pas
I wrote this stuff when
Nobody knew.

What the weather would do.
No,

Not even a few!

Matt Burt

Phoebe Cranor married John Cranor in 946, moving from Arizona to his ranch, where they raised four children. She has loved the beauty, weather, people. She has
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Wind Watch
gy /l/irginia Jonw

I have watched the wind
dance with golden leaves down street and gutter;
tumble clouds as they move across the sky;
cause trees to wave as I walk by;
turn horses. ...tail to wind.

I have watched the wind
blow dust storms of snow from rooftops;
snap red, white and blue to full extension;
lift metal trash cans over a neighbor’s fence;
fell trees that earthquake the ground.

Today, I watched a cold zephyr
gently nudge a tan plastic sack
as it slowly crawled its way
across an unmarked field of white
to rest in a snowbank till Spring.

The Garden
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Winter is coming.
The spring of my life has past,
A hard frost left my cosmos drooping.

Leaving my artistic garden a little tired.

I loved that garden.

Carefree

Left mostly untended to grow
As it chose

Free spreading

Flowers popped up

Yellow and purple and white
Sweet peas grew here and there
Up from last year’s seeds

It was a pretty sight

But now it’s Fall

And my garden struggles to remain.
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The Colors of Gunnison
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Dreaming at School
Z?y gr‘aez{en gi/more

The yellow sun in the summer
The white puffy snow on Mt. CB
The green water of Blue Mesa
The brown rocks of the Palisades
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The baby blue skies with the frosty white clouds under
inky black nights with royal blue stars and our saddle
brown horses on our unbelievably pea green lawns
breathe fresh mountain air while a cool silky breeze
roams through the town.

By Mlox Seblgel

The blue lake of summer

The silver ice of winter

The bronze sagebrush in the fall

The sea green leaves of spring

The navy blue skies of the morning

The jet-black skies and gold stars at night
The bronze tree bark

The forest green of the grass

The army green of the fields

The banana and mango flowers

The plum purple of the sunrise

The cherry and ruby sky at sunset

The aquamarine ponds full

The golden-silver fish in the lakes and ponds all year
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I love the yellow sunflowers and the brightest blue
streams you have ever seen. The beautiful orange sun-
set that sinks beneath the Palisades. The blistering
white snow falling inch by inch, feet by feet, meters by
meters this year. The green trees and grass makes me
feel excited about the day. I’m thinking about the
brown, wet sand of Blue Mesa Lake. I see a black
raven soaring in the air. I love the Christmas red that
shines in my head.
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The chestnut Palisades in spring as the snow slowly
melts off into the cool, fish-full cerulean waters of the
Gunnison River; the fiery orange and tomato red of the
golden sunrise, and the magenta, marigold and lavender
of the bronze sunsets; the light blue sky with creamy,
fluffy clouds floating above the olive and lime trees
below; the midnight streets and bright, neon yellow
lights shining down at the cobalt, rose, cream, coal, and
butter-colored cars whizzing by; the ashen clouds cover
the beautiful lilac mountains before the first vanilla
snowfall; the pea green grass looking bleached, and
housetops get frosted in the cold chalky snow; the moc-
casin-tan feathers of the sage grouse lurking in walnut
fields of maple sage, pecking away at insects; the sap-
phire of Blue Mesa Reservoir in the summer when blue
and white speedboats skid across in flashes of light; the
cocoa saddles being tightened on the backs of white
spotted mahogany horses with a metallic bit in their big
mouths. These are my favorite colors of Gunnison.
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Gunnison is white frosted snow that dances down in
winter. Gunnison is green grass welcoming the warm
gold sun in spring. Gunnison is the bright blue sky
sparkling in the sunlight in the summer. Gunnison is the
red, orange, yellow leaves falling down, down, down in
the fall. Gunnison is a rainbow of colors.

By Zoo Wrsall

Gunnison is an awesome place even if it is small. It has
creamy snow peaks on the mountain, and sometimes
the mountains are rose red. We have some roses that are
cherry red. Topaz dirt can be seen here. In the fall the
leaves can turn midnight black. In the summer the
leaves can be banana, pea green, saffron, and plum. At
sunset in winter the icicles glisten like diamonds, and
the summer sunset has a sapphire blue.

In Gunnison I sometimes see a periwinkle house. I also
see a lavender leaf. Will that give me good luck? Do
you think it is possible to see a scarlet dog running
down the street? Gunnison!
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Waiting
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Laundry mats have always held an element of
comfort for me. It’s the soft warm air filled with
the scent of fabric softener and the hum of ma-
chines spinning and drying. Back in high school
" my best friend and I, in an attempt to be poetic
and original, would go to a laundromat in Denver
and discuss the quandaries of youth against the
lost sock wall.

These memories fill up my chest this morning
while I wait for the bus at the High Country
Laundromat. Sometimes the nostalgia for times
long since gone is heavy enough to make my
heart feel dense in my chest, like it’s doing more
than just pumping blood. Am I still that girl who
used to write blues Haiku and eat sugar cubes at
Stella’s? Is she still somewhere in me? I con-
sider this as I watch someone’s shirts spin and
fall, spin and fall.

It is too cold to wait outside for the bus even
though it’s supposed to arrive in just five minutes.
This has been a particularly harsh Gunnison win-
ter with unrelenting snow and freezing tempera-
tures. Just the other day Charlie Gibson
mentioned on the World News the struggle of the
wildlife in Southwestern Colorado to find food
after the record snow fall.

“Even the deer can’t survive here. What
makes us think we can?” I asked my mother on
the phone that night while stirring dinner. She
said I always sound like this on Mondays.

It has been snowing like I’d wished it would
as a kid. I would watch the snow swirl in the halo
of the street lamp hoping it would never stop and
cover our windows and doors. But in Denver the
snow would usually melt quick enough to ensure
that no school days would be missed. The winter
wonderland would soon return to brown grass and
bare sidewalks. In Gunnison, however, once it
snows it stays. The city has been making giant
snow mountains from the excess snow in the old
City Market parking lot. The mountains have
reached impressive heights which, makes me
worry spring won’t be enough to melt it away.

Gunnison became my home nearly nine years
ago when I came to Western for college. Some-
times I can still catch shadowy glimpses of my-
self as that young girl down alleyways or around
darkened corners. It was around my junior year
that this valley claimed a spot in my heart and re-
ally became home. I remember taking my laun-

dry home to fold from the same laundromat I wait
in now. As I turned to start up the stairs, a cold
wind whipped around me. The wind held a hint
of winter and the mountains to the North were
surrounded by white clouds promising snow. I
felt calm at that moment, like I belonged here
among all the wind and sage. After that it didn’t
take long until my heart began to long for the
empty pasture-lined highways of the valley when-
ever | ventured somewhere else. I was hooked.

One of the first classes I had at Western was
“Coming of Age in Music and Literature.” We
learned that once a person has come of age she
can’t go home again and expect to be the same
anymore. This became true of my childhood
home in Denver and eventually even for Gunni-
son, too. It has been five years now since I grad-
uated from college. When I was 18 and in the
“Coming of Age” class re-reading The Catcher in
the Rye, 1 thought that coming of age happened in
an instant by losing your virginity or smoking
cigarettes. Or like for poor Holden when he saw
that bad word scrawled for everyone, even the in-
nocent to see and he realized how important
childhood is, how it needs to be protected. Some-
times it takes losing innocence to realize how spe-
cial and fleeting it was. It’s like a wedding day
that was months in the making and then just a few
hours later the curls have fallen and the French
manicure is chipped. All at once innocence can
be gone. Understanding this means the coming of
age process has happened. You’ve become the
catcher in the rye and you can’t go home again.

Looking back now I realize that a few inno-
cence-shattering experiences did not equal my
spot in adulthood. Coming of age does not hap-
pen in an instant but rather over time, if at all.
Gunnison has been the background for some
cringe-worthy coming of age experiences in my
own story but it is also the place where I met and
married my husband, bought a dog, a house and
started working a business. Gunnison is where |
forged an identity separate from my childhood
and also where my husband and I decided to lay
down some serious grown-up roots.

As it turns out the Gunnison of my college
days is different from the Gunnison of now. Like
my mother’s kitchen, Gunnison has become a
place I can’t go back to in the same way again.

Continued on following page
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