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ALONE WITH MY FRIENDS 

 
This collection of stories all appeared on FaceBook 
between 2017 and 2020. It is an eclectic collection of 
stories, memories and dreams, all presented in raw, 
unedited first draft format with pictures.  
This compilation is for my biggest fan, my Mom.  
 
 

 
 
  



3 
 

It was a dream of a place I had been before. I woke up on 

the floor of an abandoned house in Mold Washington, 

sawdust like wood was all around me on the floor; rotten, 

it had fallen from above. I could see the grey clouds out 

broken glass windows. I was in the living room and the 

front door was laying on the rough wooden floors, almost 

perfectly preserved. It was red and had two long pains of 

unbroken glass running the length. There was a brass knob 

and fancy wood workings. Out the window I saw a big 

black bear. I tried not to move hoping it wouldn't notice 

me as it made it's way past the broken window, but at the 

last second it stopped and sniffed the air. I tried to scoot 

back into the wall without moving, but the bear turned 

and started to come through the window. Then I woke up. 

Later that day I decided to go for a little walk to the water 

tower outside Delano. It was a cold winter day and about a 

4 mile walk from where I was. Over head the sun was 

distilled by a thick blanket of grey clouds. I finally made it 

to where I could cross a field and make it to where the 

water tank was in about 5 minutes, but then a female dog 

came running out of nowhere and started to threaten me. 

I could see where i wanted to go, and the dog was blocking 

it. I decided not to stand down, so I stood my ground while 

I sized up the situation. She was a female and obviously 

had puppies somewhere, I could tell by her belly. I was 

tensed up to fight, knowing that bitches can be 

formidable. Then another dog ran up and started 

threatening to attack. The two were standing firm, so I 

decided that maybe I didn't want to fight a couple 

determined dogs so far from home and on such a winter 

day, so I backed off slowly, and they went about their own 

doggy business. Nothing to do but backtrack for home, I 
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decided and made my way past the rodeo grounds. As 

soon as I reached a curvy part that is partially isolated I 

heard a car coming up from behind, so I slowed down 

thinking it might be the dogs owners or some such. As it 

approached it slowed down, so I stopped and waited for it. 

As the older car pulled up the driver rolled down the 

window "Bear hunting?" the driver asked "No" I replied. 

"You need a ride?" again my answer was the same: "No." 

and the car pulled off and left. I continued walking home 

on that cold grey December day. 
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My home is in a basement, and my bedroom window is 

almost level with the yard. If you look out the window you 

get a perfect view of people's feet and ankles. The window 

is in the wall above my bed, and usually has a pulled 

curtain. I was sleeping when a sound started to invade my 

dreams, it was persistent and didn't seem connected to 

the surreal night visions. Slowly, the sound pulled me back 

into reality and I woke up. Now I was awake all the way I 

could hear the noise a lot better, it was just outside the 

window. It sounded like strained breathing, and I could 

hear movement. I sat up, the sound continued, heavy 

labored breathing outside the window. But there was an 

odd sound that was in the background, that sounded like 

when water rushes over the dam, or wind in stiff reeds. I 

pulled open the curtain and less than a foot away from me 

in the darkness I could see movement, something was 

rolling around fighting, something larger than a cat and 

smaller than a dog. It was a full-grown racoon. I could see 

it rolling in the grass less than a foot away struggling with 

something. I couldn't see what, but it was the racoon that 

was breathing hard. It started to roll down the incline the 

house sits on, rolling and struggling all the while. I went to 

the next room and sure enough, it rolled down the hill 

locked in combat. But I couldn't tell what against, I 

couldn't see anything in or around the racoon. It seemed 

to be fighting with itself, like maybe it was sick and 

couldn't breathe, or had rabies. It was close enough now 

to the yard I clicked on the light, and then silence. I went 

to look out the window, and then sauntered into the yard. 

It had disappeared into the night. Memories of it's strange 

behavior filled my head as I drifted back to sleep.  
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The rabbit, the skunk and the mouse 
Traveling down 155 on my way to work at Steamboat Rock 
I spied a dead rabbit on the road just outside of Osborne 
Bay. I made a mental note where it was so I could 
remember and remove it when I was on the clock and had 
the proper tools. Removing roadkill isn't really one of my 
jobs but as a state employee I feel it is one of my 
responsibilities. Besides, I hate to see the poor critters 
laying dead on the road. A little further down the highway 
and closer to Steamboat Rock there was a dead skunk on 
the road. Even though I knew there were skunks around, I 
never encountered any in any of my adventures. In fact, 
this was the first skunk I had encountered since moving 
over the mountains almost a decade ago. And the smell 
was familiar, for a moment I wondered if I could actually 
grab this one with the tongs and move it because of the 
strong organic odor admitting from the deceased. I made a 
mental note anyway, least I could do was try. 
I arrived at work and started my day, eventually I started 
to head out of Steamboat Rock State Park to check out 
Osborne and Jones bay, just make sure everything looks 
good; bathrooms, garbage, litter and lawns. One the way I 
was going to move the rabbit and try for the skunk, but 
then, somehow, I went whizzing right by the skunk, I was 
only reminded of its location when the smell caught up to 
me but by then it was too late to stop. I thought about 
turning around but decided to continue on and get the 
skunk on the way back.  
When I saw the rabbit it was still in one piece laying in the 
highway. I made my way out to it and with the state 
provided tongs moved it to the side of the road. I always 
like to place the roadkill out of the ditch and up in the 
grassier areas alongside the road. When I reached the 
campground I ended up playing the patience game. I could 
see some people were getting ready to leave, they were 
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just getting into their RV as I pulled up, the only thing 
outside was a couple bags of trash. They saw me and 
started to mill around killing time so they could leave all 
the trash there. I could see I was making them uneasy so I 
decided to walk around and clean up the campground with 
my gloves, tongs and trash bag. Finally, they got tired of 
waiting and loaded the trash into their car and took off, 
leaving a bunch of litter in the firepit. Osborne is a pack in 
pack out establishment, but people often leave trash 
behind and littering is seems common. By the time I left I 
had a huge sack of trash in the back of the truck, and I still 
had several stops to make. By the time I was headed back 
to base the peanut butter and jelly sandwich was the only 
thing I had on my mind. And then I smelled it, not the PBJ 
but the skunk. Once more, I had just passed him. I looked 
in the rearview mirror and could see his sad shape 
slumped on the edge on the highway. I wondered if the 
birds would move him, but maybe not with that smell.  
After lunch I jumped in the truck and started to head down 
to work on the dock a bit. On the way down I saw a little 
mouse laying dead on the park road, he was so small he 
would barely be a mouthful for a bird so I let him lay in his 
obvious spot on the road. But when I saw he was still 
laying there untouched when I returned much later I 
stopped the truck and grabbed the tongs. The poor guy, 
somehow it looked like he took a blow to the head but his 
body was fine, and not squished like you think any little 
mouse lay dead on any road would be. As I threw him into 
the grass alongside the road I thought about the skunk, it 
tugged at my conscience. I moved the rabbit, and later a 
small mouse, I felt guilty for not moving the skunk off the 
road. 2 out of 3 wasn't sitting good. But I couldn't leave 
work to move roadkill off the road, and I still had a couple 
hours to go. I spent the time with a weed eater and 
daydreams. When it was finally time to leave I hung out 
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with a co-worker a couple minutes and got totally 
distracted, so much so for the fourth time that day I went 
racing by Mr Skunk. I didn't stop either; even though my 
conscience was an anchor the minute I raced through that 
smell zone. I drove another quarter mile or so before my 
conscience won out and I turned around. I could smell him 
before I could see him, but there he was, laying face 
planted on the side of 155, his long black hair with a single 
stripe, he was either big or starting to bloat. Without the 
state's truck all I had was my walking stick. I approached 
the skunk and as he came into focus the first thing I saw 
was I was approaching from the backside; his little pink 
weapon was pointed straight at me. I tried to stay 
downwind, and the smell wasn't so bad. I took my stick 
and placed it under the skunk and pushed it like a hockey 
puck off the road and into some tall grass. 
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A friend told me I should contact Dan about local history, 

so when I did he invited me along for a hike along the Dry 

Coulee railroad. I had been looking at it for a long time 

dreaming about hiking it and so I was in. John showed up 

first and I thought he was Dan! Anyway… once the hike got 

going everything went off without a hitch until we came 

up towards the end. We could see there was a truck a 

head and when we got closer we could see there were two 

men inside and one was flashing a nice shiny new shotgun. 

Which I'm pretty sure was loaded. Dan showed them the 

'before' photos he had, to show them we were legit, and 

they talked about the snake dens on the trail and long-

range target practice. memories. Great hike though, I'd do 

it all again.  
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I was driving Blue, we were following an address I jotted 

down on a piece of paper. Again we were in the very 

middle of nowhere surrounded by fields of wheat and 

rolling hills. As we progressed down the dirt road we left a 

trail of dust in the sky that dissipated in the playful wind. I 

could feel it tugging and pushing on the truck even. We 

rolled over a hill and dropped down into a little canyon 

again filled with growing wheat when suddenly a huge owl 

came flying up and at Blue. The owl charged right at the 

passenger side door and as I drove along the isolated dirt 

road I could see it suddenly at the last minute turn up 

missing the truck only by a couple feet. I could see the 

shadow of the owl dance across the hood of Blue as I 

passed under it and continued on my journey. 
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Winter was washed away, and now a cold wind blew 

constantly across the yellow land. I pulled my beanie 

tightly over my head, covering my ears and pushed on. I 

was hiking in a remote area of Jones Bay, headed up some 

obviously well-used trails through towering granite. As I 

came to a blind corner I thought to myself "I hope there is 

nothing back there" because I was downwind. With those 

expectations as I went to round the corner a male 

pheasant stepped out from behind the rock. I could tell he 

was startled because he jumped and I could see the 

surprised look in his face, as if he was drawn from a comic 

book. Apparently, he decided it would be safer to walk 

then fly in the gusting wind, but when he saw me he 

startled, so did I, we both jumped and in that instant he 

tried to take flight. The wind whipped him up into the air 

and over the cliff out of sight. I went to the edge of the 

bluff to look for him but all I could see below was 

sagebrush.  
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I climbed up the basalt talus slope into the waterfall. It 

was probably up around 300 feet. when I got to the 

bowl I stopped and looked out over Blue Lake. Down 

below I could see the wind blowing across the water, it 

was dancing and swirling with the sun. 
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Quail runs for his life! 

It was morning and I was on my way to work in Blue. I 

wasn't really in a hurry since I was on my way to work, but 

I was still moving fast enough to pull away from a truck 

with a boat. As the fisherman started to fall behind in my 

rearview mirror, I suddenly saw a small black Fiat dart up 

behind and around it. As I watched in my rearview, the Fiat 

started to catch up to me. Since I was on my way to work, I 

wasn't really in a hurry so I started to slow a bit and move 

over so dood could pass safely, and just as he came up 

beside me a quail on the side of the road decided to cross. 

At first when I saw the quail he was running at the road 

full speed, his little legs blurry with frantic motion. At the 

same time, the Fiat started to pass, leaving me no way to 

swerve and miss the bird, but just then somehow the little 

quail put on a burst of speed like I have never seen outside 

a roadrunner cartoon, and fully shot out in front of Blue 

and darted in front of the other car who was passing at 

that very moment. I could feel a chill run up my spine as I 

expected to see a death scene that I didn't want to 

witness... but the quail, seeing the second car, somehow 

ducked his head in and ran even faster, like a blur of grey 

and black, darted across the highway and into the ditch 

safely. The Fiat continued to pass, and as he did he looked 

over at me with a look of boredom, and continued on to 

his regular life. As I sped on down the road I looked back 

for the quail but he had made good of his escape into the 

sagebrush forest along 155. 
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racoons ate my Lucky Charms! 
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Animal Relay 

Often I see things I have never seen before, or even 

thought of. This is one of those. I was driving the state 

truck down the old dirt road leaving Osborne Bay. 

Suddenly a couple of quail flew in from the left, landing on 

the road in front of the truck, they instantly darted into 

the brush... where they startled a squirrel who rapidly 

bobbed across the road and frantically dove into the safety 

of the ditch, where he startled a bunny that was hiding in 

the grass. The bunny then took off running up the ditch, 

his cotton tail flickering at me and finally disappearing into 

some brush. I'm sure I'll never see that again. 
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The Green Fly (another story about work) 
I was on a mission, at war with the overgrown trees. I 
would tunnel into the overgrown branches with loppers 
and start removing limbs. I've encountered a lot of 
different critters doing this: lizards, snakes, spiders, bugs, 
mice, bunnies and birds to name a few. Sometimes 
tromping through the grass feels like walking in a 
minefield, but I love it. 
Today was pretty hot, after loading the truck with limbs 
and branches I climbed into the cab and took a drink of 
water. I then closed the door and stuck the key in the 
ignition. The old green dodge doesn't have air conditioning 
so the windows were both rolled down. I was a bit sweaty, 
so I took another drink and got ready to leave, reaching for 
the ignition. Then, from somewhere, a green fly flew in 
through the open window. 
I had never seen a fly that color, I have seen green shiny 
flies, but this fly had a neon green body. He flew in the 
window and buzzed inches away from my nose, flying in a 
looping circle. I tried to get a better look and he darted 
towards the window, and outside, but then circled around 
and flew back in. Still trying to get better look I watched as 
he flew up and down in place two or three times and then 
I could hear his wings rev up, and he flew straight up face 
first into the ceiling of the truck, the buzzing stopped and I 
watched his corpse fall down onto the floorboard silently. 
I took another drink of water while I tried to decide if what 
I had seen was real or sun stroke. I glanced down at the 
floorboard, all littered with small rocks, sand and twigs, 
but no neon green fly corpse. I never really did look for it 
very hard, instead I just drove back to the shop, parked the 
truck, unloaded the tools, and told no one. 
  



17 
 

like a dog it rushes up to great me, washing over and 
cleansing, I see it playing in the grass, making waves, 
pushing through trees and dancing over the water. It picks 
up the sand and leaves, sometimes swirling in a circle, 
whistling, it speaks to me, and takes my words. Even 
though some people say it is invisible, I watch the wind, 
longing to race with it down the coulee. 
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After I moved the old tower I discovered a small mouse 
sized hole in the wall. I've never had a problem with mice, 
probably because I have snakes and just don't know it yet. 
Either way, I pulled out the vacuum and sorted through 
the attachments, leaving them piled on the floor until I 
came to the long stiff nozzle I wanted. I stuck it on the 
vacuum hose, flipped it on and stuck it into the hole in the 
wall. I vacuumed around a bit in the hole, up, down, along 
the inner wall sucking up imaginary cobwebs. When I felt 
the hole was cleaner, I dropped the vacuum and hose in a 
pile next to the attachments and went to make dinner. I 
decided to watch a movie while I ate so I turned off the 
lights until the only light came flickering from the 
television, and all around was encased in blackness. I sat in 
the dark eating my dinner, alone, watching Dead Man with 
Johnny Depp, and later I went to bed. 
The next day I woke early, brushed my teeth and got some 
coffee going. I walked into the living room to check my 
email and that's when I saw a shiny silver thread on the 
floor, like leftover christmas tisal a long way from a tree. I 
looked at it closer with my morning face, then, reached 
down to touch it. The very split second before my fingers 
touched it I recognized what it was, a slug trail. It was too 
late to stop and a smudged a part of the trail into my burnt 
orange carpet. With my eyes I followed the silver trail as it 
seemed to loop back and forth by where the hole was 
covered up. I moved stuff around, but couldn't find the 
slug, and then I had to leave for work, but before I did I 
cleaned up the slime. 
Sometimes at work I mow and mow, and while I was out 
there all alone I started to feel empathetic to the slug. To 
me, all life is sacred, whether its a slug or a human, who 
am I to judge which life is better, especially since I have 
only lived my life. But I could relate to being lost and 
feeling trapped, and from the slime trail I could see the 
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slug was desperately trying to find a way out, I could 
almost feel the fear. 
When I got home I could see a new trail, this one twice 
headed out into the open carpet, before circling back to 
the safety of the wall and vacuum clutter. Without work 
looming I had more time to track the slug, which I did. His 
trail once more lead back and forth along the wall where 
the hole was, and around the vacuum cleaner attachments 
still littering the floor. I lifted up the nozzle and looked 
down on a big, fat leopard slug. He was tucked up tight 
against the vacuum, underneath the hose attachments. I 
picked him up with a napkin and took him out under the 
rose bush. What happens next I'll never know, but at least 
the fellow gets a chance another chance. Because all life is 
sacred. 
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With the weather changing I decided to pull out my 

winter clothes. They were in a box in the closet where I 

put them in the spring. I got the box and emptied its 

contents on the bed. My sheets and blankets were pulled 

back a bit exposing the mattress, but whatever. I started 

sorting through my hoodies and turtlenecks, taking the 

clothes from a pile I had made and placing them on 

hangers in the open closet. When I got to the bottom I saw 

something move in the blanket, pulling it back I saw a 

medium sized black widow dart for cover under the 

sheets. My reaction was spontaneous, I pulled back the 

sheets exposing the spider, then in one swift swoop 

swished it off the bed. However, in my haste and without 

thought the black widow went flying into the closet. 

Instead of pursuing it I finished hanging up my clothes and 

went in the other room to watch YouTube. 
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I know I told this story, but you know, I like writing ... 

Everything was green and overgrown, thick and lush. I 

pulled up in the truck at the far back gate at Jones Bay. As I 

rounded the dirt loop and parked by the rusty white gate I 

saw movement, just for a second, through a parting in the 

trees about 100 yards away by the lake. I saw a furry 

animal leap through the grass, obviously I had startled it 

when I pulled it. It bobbed up in the grass and for that 

second I could see it's thick, black hair covered back before 

it disappeared back into the grass. Then it stopped moving. 

I knew it was a bear, but my mind didn't believe it, and 

weighed out what it might be. It was to wide for a coyote, 

and to low for a deer, and the color was all wrong. I still 

couldn't believe it so I decided to get a better look and 

shut off the truck. There was a lot of more feasible things 

it could be, I just couldn't think of any, and I didn't see 

where it ran off to, but thought it might still be behind the 

trees in the thick, overgrown brush, so I decided to take a 

look. With caution I approached the gate, I could feel the 

hair on my neck standing up, the only thing I had for 

defense was a small buck knife. Not that it would make 

any difference. I slowly approached the gate, and when I 

did so could see down the dirt road leading back to the 

isolated campgrounds at Jones Bay. That's when the bear 

decided to run for it and darted across the road about 20 

feet in front of me. At that moment all the following 

events happened at once. I recognized it as a bear cub, 

and instead of watching where it was running off to, 

turned to see if the mother was coming up out of the 

grass. My brain was assaulted with a barrage of images 

and thoughts like "How to survive a mauling." "What will 

my Mother think?" "How far back is the truck" not to 
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mention various adrenaline fueled words that are 

inappropriate for repeating here. When the cub darted by 

me he was so close I could hear his feet pounding on the 

pathway, and see the brown undercoating in his black fur. 

After that I became hyper aware of my surroundings: I 

could hear every bird and insect, and the mother bear 

wasn't around, or at least she wasn't crashing out of the 

underbrush at me. Slowly, I started to make my way back 

to the truck, every step felt like a mile, and mostly I walked 

backwards looking over my shoulders. There is a lot more 

to this story, but this is enough for one day. 
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Pirates and Coyotes 
In the 1970s, safety was a different concept. To sum it up, 
basically, it was "Don't do anything stupid, and you won't 
get hurt". So, as a single digit age child I would ride in the 
backseat of my Grandparent's car, but to entertain myself I 
would sit on the floorboard and play with toys. I still 
remember the sensation of sitting in a metal box inches 
above the road as my Grampa drove down SR155. I could 
feel every bump, dip and turn as we rolled along in my 
Grampa's big old Buick. Since I couldn't see the road, the 
motion changes seemed random, like an amusement park 
ride. While this was going on I would be involved in my 
own little world of plastic army men and dinosaurs.  
We were on our way back from Coast to Coast in Grand 
Coulee where I had just got two brand new pirate action 
figures. Their names were Captain Hook and Captain Peg 
Leg. Even though there were no crews, their couldn't be 
two captains and they were locked in mortal combat on 
the floorboard of my Grampa's 68 Buick as we made our 
way through Million Dollar Mile. Captain Peg Leg was my 
favorite, he could throw a dagger. You would place the 
small plastic replica in his hand, cock his arm and fire it 
with a button on his back, and he had Captain Hook dead-
to-sights. I pulled back Captain Peg Leg's arm till I heard it 
click, and prepared to fire... 
"Look, a coyote!" My Grama suddenly called out, and at 
that moment I misfired the dagger, and it flew across the 
floorboard and somehow out a crack in the seal at the 
bottom of the car door. In disbelief, because I hadn't 
noticed the crack under the door before, I jumped up and 
looked out the back window, only to see the coyote run 
away and disappear into some bushes. I couldn't 
remember the name of the knife so I shouted: "my daggit, 
my daggit!" but by the time my Grandparents understood 
what I was trying to say we were at the bottom of Million 
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Dollar Mile and almost home. I never did get Captain Peg 
Leg's dagger back. 
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Float of water like you float on air, I see you over there… 
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In the dream he looked like an old man, but he rose out of 

the rocks and bushes, levitating up. Since I couldn't see his 

feet, I'm sure it was a trick. "You will meet 5 Rattlesnakes 

this summer" he told me and looking over I saw a 

bullsnake escape across the rocks and into the cracks.
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After work today I was making my way to the gate in my 

truck, when I saw a turtle in the middle of the road. She 

was crawling along slowly, dragging her shell on the hot 

black top as she passed. I stopped the truck and climbed 

out. Her face was scuffed, but not injured or scarred. 

When she saw me she tried to speed up but still her shell 

scrapped across the blacktop as she tried to crawl faster. I 

could see she had webbed feet and was moving in more of 

a dry land swim than a run. Leaving the truck parked in the 

road, I grabbed my thick work gloves and a bucket from 

the back. As I picked her up by the shell she tried to fight; 

at first I tried to put her in the bucket but realized she 

could easily fight her way out, so I decided to carry her 

inside the bucket and make my way to the lake. At first I 

started off at a jog but after about a minute or two of that 

in the hot sun trying to stabilize a turtle fighting for her life 

I decided to just sort of trot. I really couldn't even see the 

lake yet, this poor gal had a long crawl ahead of her. I 

wonder where she came from? Then I saw the lake, I could 

feel it first as I got closer, the air got cooler, and then I saw 

it shimmering in the hot surrounding campgrounds. I 

quickly made my way to the reeds worried about the turtle 

freaking out and hurting herself. I gentle set her down in 

the sand and up came her belly till it wasn't dragging and 

she made a dash for the lake. In she went diving straight 

down and swimming along the bottom until she 

disappeared from sight. 
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I know it's not as cute as saving a turtle but I did save a 
poor lost bat the other day. He was trapped in the 
restroom huddled up on the floor by the drain. I scooped 
him up with a dust pan into a box and placed him outside 
in a bush where he could freely crawl around or snooze 
off. He was so happy to be saved he gave me a big ole 
smile and two thumbs up. 
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I was hiking out at Pleasant Valley once, following the old 
dirt road. I was hiking with a friend and we decided to 
follow the road all the way to the back of the canyon. It 
was a hot day and the road was baked of all its moisture, 
leaving a thick coating of fine dry dust on the surface. All 
the way in we could see the very distinctive snake tracks in 
the dust, and occasionally we would see an especially large 
one and stop to check it out. It was a beautiful day, birds 
overhead, you could hear the life in the deep grass. Pretty 
soon we came to a spot where the road crossed a swampy 
area. Thorney Russian Olive trees grew tall on either side 
creating a canopy, under which was a soft bed of green 
grass. I took one look at it and said "If we see a snake, it's 
going to be in here." We had already walked a couple 
miles in the hot sun and hadn't seen anything. My hiking 
partner says "What if there isn't any snakes, what if its just 
our imagination." Then he started to take 'giant-steps' into 
the shaded green area. Just as he was about to put his foot 
down I saw the snake "Look-out!" I called to him grabbing 
his shoulder. Somehow, without placing his foot on the 
ground he was able to change his momentum mid step 
and flew through the air ending up perfectly behind me. It 
was like some kind of crazy acrobatics. I was still about 3 
or 4 feet from the snake so I froze up and waited to see 
what it was going to do. It lifted its tail and... continued to 
lay in the grass, so we decided to take a break and get a 
drink of water, because we too were in the shade. We 
stood there talking about and watching it. The snake was 
one of those long skinny ones again, 3 or 4 buttons. Pretty 
soon it slithered off into the undergrowth and we 
continued on our way. 
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It happened a long time ago called last summer at a 
magical place known as Steamboat Rock State Park. By my 
recollection it was a snakey year to begin with, and I have 
several stories. But this is the short one, the one where I 
was walking across the lawn between camps sites. I saw a 
little girl and her brother running down the hill to the 
campsite "Dad, there's a snake over there!" I heard her call 
out. I had already encountered a couple snakes and my 
ears perked up. I walked over that way "Hello!" I called out 
and walked over towards the camp "Did I hear you say 
snake?" 
The girl and her brother, followed by myself and a group of 
curious onlookers marched back across the grass to a spot 
where there was a tree stump, shaved down to dirt level 
by beat up state park lawn mowers. There it was, coiled up 
on the wood, barely visible with its perfect camouflage. I 
leaned in closer and got a good look at its tail. Black. I was 
really not prepared to catch a baby rattlesnake right then 
at that moment, but I had some gear back in the truck. 
"Keep an eye on it" I said as I radioed it in and rushed off 
to the truck to get my trash tongs and bag. I knew that 
there was no one on base but me. When I got back the 
crowd had grown, and looking around I could see more 
people headed over to see what the fuss was. One kid was 
running around telling campers "THEY caught a baby 
rattler over here!" I knew I had to act fast, so I grabbed 
baby snake behind the head and held the bag out. But 
then the notorious coulee wind caught the bag and 
wouldn't let me open it. I've seen all kinds of snakes, this 
one was a fighter, but he was still a baby. By this time I had 
a crowd of about 10 people standing around me at a safe 
distance. I could see the girl who first discovered the 
snake, she looked scared, her brother was even further 
back. I had to do something, so I started heading to the 
truck with the snake still firmly gripped in the tongs. 
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Suddenly a boy comes up to me and hands me his fishing 
net. I put the snake in the net, wrapped it up a bit, jumped 
in the truck and started down the road with it all hanging 
out the window. The net didn't stay wrapped long, and I 
could see the snake trying to fight the wind and climb out 
the net's top opening. I sped up a bit hoping to create 
more wind. It wasn't working so I continued on until I 
thought he might actually get free and I pulled over and 
tried to make it into the sagebrush off the parks property. I 
think I made it, but when I went to dump out the net it 
was empty. That's when I remembered what I was told 
"Always watch where the snake goes when you release it." 
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it's not all about snakes. I was riding the old beat up 

lawnmower way over in day use, cutting the grass by the 

volleyball net. It was a hot and I was drinking lots of water 

to counterbalance the sweat from just sitting on the riding 

lawn mower. A beautiful summer day with not a cloud in 

the sky; the heat was creating more waves then Banks 

Lake. Every now and then I could feel a rush of hot air up 

my back. A couple times I wondered if the hot breeze was 

natural or if the old industrial lawnmower was 

overheating; but it ran fine and I'm used to pushing my 

luck so I continued on. Suddenly there was a loud pop 

sound like someone opened a champagne bottle next to 

my ear, and I was instantly shrouded in grey smoke. 

Jumping off, I could see the smoke was coming from under 

the hood located just behind the seat. Worried about fire, 

I immediately started at a brisk pace for where I thought 

the nearest fire extinguisher would be. When I returned I 

could see that it wasn't smoke, but steam. The mower had 

cooled off, but was still steaming. There was only one 

other person on, and I knew he would be cutting grass, so I 

started walking back to the shop from the far side of the 

day use area. 

The next day I found out that a safety switch had failed to 

shut down the engine when the radiator started to 

overheat causing the radiator to explode about 8 inches 

behind my back. It was such a big explosion not only did it 

blow out all the hoses but the locked safety cap. Everyone 

was surprised I didn't get burned. I guess it was hot 

enough that day anyway! 
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sometimes my curiosity and determination take over and I 
end up in amazing rarely seen by human places. I followed 
a game trail through some thick brush and into a small 
clearing surrounded by boulders that towered over my 
head. I was truly isolated from the rest of humanity. Then I 
felt that "I'm being watched feeling" and the hair on the 
back of my neck stood up. I stopped walking and in that 
second I heard a crunch in the thick bushes ahead of me. 
Suddenly, my heart stopped and in that moment of 
complete silence I heard... nothing. But I could still feel 
that sense of dread washing over me. I was in pretty deep, 
it would take a while to get back to where I parked the 
truck. I decided to go for it, so I slowly took a couple steps 
backwards, all the time watching the brush in front of me. 
As I slowly started backtracking I could hear rustling in the 
bushes, this time from to the right and front. I started to 
go left slowly but steadily, keeping my eyes open and 
feeling the adrenaline rising. This was not a time to freak 
out and run or get lost, slow and steady was going to be 
the key. Again I could hear the rustling in the brush as I 
went left, slightly off the trail I had used to get in. It was a 
slow trek back out and more than once when I stopped I 
could hear a crunch in the bush followed by silence. I 
would travel a distance and not hear anything, and think I 
was in the clear, but then I would hear the rustling 
followed by the unnerving silence of anticipation. Finally, I 
came into a larger clearing that I felt almost safe in, and 
soon after that I could see the road and Blue sitting there 
waiting for me. The whole ordeal left me with feelings of 
"did that really happen?" like the time I saw the bear cub 
at close range. 
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After pulling over onto the old Speedball Highway I 
noticed a huge praying mantis on the front of the truck. I 
looked closer and could see he looked fine, maybe just a 
bit dazed. I coaxed him onto my hand so I could take him 
to a grassy spot to regain his senses. When I got there he 
didn't want to let go, so I gently shook my hand and by 
coincidence at that moment he decided to fly away. As 
discombobulated as he was he flew straight into the old 
black top road head first. I heard the impact from six feet 
away where my ears were parked. He didn't waste any 
time and was back on all his legs in a blur of motion. He 
then stood poised to attack, his wings all out to look big 
and his matibles leading the way. I've never seen a more 
pissed off praying mantis in my life. 
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even before I saw him, he knew we were there and 

started running away. At first, I only saw a blur of brown 

movement and that is why I said "Look, it's a deer" but 

then as my eyes followed with focus I could see that "No, 

it's a coyote." 

 



36 
 

Traveling down the hill backwards 

Once, long ago in the early morning I collected my Nephew 

and we made our way to Safeway to get coffee. Our plan 

was to head out and do some exploring but first a bit of 

joe for the road. We loaded up with our coffee and headed 

down the road towards the waterfall on the North end of 

Million Dollar Mile. I had just got one or two drinks off my 

coffee and it was perfect temperature and taste so I 

decided to hike down to the bottom of the waterfall with 

it. The only path down was very steep, and as I made my 

way down sideways in my Chuck Taylors I started to slip, 

then I was sliding down the hill on my butt, out of control. 

I held my coffee up high to keep it from being spilled and 

tried to steady it as I started to slide down the hill 

backwards. I could see it up there, over my head 

highlighted by a big blue, endless sky. Below me I could 

see the rocks at the bottom rushing up to embrace me in 

their stony grip of pain. I braced for impact and held my 

coffee tightly, but as my elbow collided with a rock my arm 

spasmed and dropped, smashing the bottom of the cup on 

the stone. SPLOSH! the coffee all poured out the bottom 

of the cup and ran past my head in the cold dirt, but the 

cup remained upright, highlighted against the endless sky. 
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Back to School! I was driving by my old elementary school 

in Coulee City enjoying some memories when suddenly I 

remembered a not so nice story. Yes, a cautionary tale 

learned early on in youth… 3rd Grade, Mrs. Bruno's class. I 

think even back then I had this gift of wit and wildness my 

classmates seemed to enjoy. I was a well-liked kid, by the 

other kids at least and I knew them all regardless of their 

background. There was one girl I was particularly sweet on 

though, her name was Karen and she was in my class. She 

was so cute and charming I think everyone liked her, she 

was caring and genuine. recess came and I was really 

feeling my oats, maybe I had a little extra sugar setting my 

kid metabolism over the top, but none the less, I had been 

shooting marbles all recess and now I wanted some 

attention from Karen. I approached her with my marble 

throwing pals, I could see she was busy talking to her 

friends so I waited a minute or two.. which in elementary 

age probably meant about 15 seconds before I confronted 

her. "Karen" I said "I want to show you something over at 

the monkey bars" was probably how the conversation 

started, but I could see she wasn't interested "Ok, in a 

minute" she said and went back to talking to her friends. I 

turned back and looked at my friends, suddenly they 

looked weak, like I was losing face, how could I save it? 

"Karen" I demanded "You come with me" she stopped 

talking and her friends did too. They all stood there 

looking at me, suddenly I was the center of attention. "I 

don't want too" she said, so without thinking I stepped 

forward and kicked her in the shin. Everything for a split 

second of stopped time got real silent, I could feel guilt run 

up my spine as I watched her cheeks grow red and a tear 

run down them, then she let out a wail and started 
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bawling. I got her good, too good. My friends gave me a 

dirty look "why'd you do that?" they glared at me, then 

everyone moved over to help Karen. "You are so going to 

get in trouble" one of them told me as they helped her up 

the stairs of the school and I could see the playground 

assistant coming to sort out the mess. I don't remember 

what trouble I got into, I remember the ride home in my 

Grandma's car getting a lecture, but inside I already felt so 

bad that no punishment laid on me could ever atone for 

my sins of the time I kicked a girl in the shins. That was the 

last time I ever kicked anyone in the shins. I learned my 

lesson. 
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cheaters 

...and so like always something caught my eye, usually 

nothing, and once more I was way off trail making the 

backway to the hidden Northrup Lake following animal 

trails. Dan was right behind me as we made our way 

through the brush. Suddenly he says "Are these your 

glasses?" I stopped and turned, looking at the glasses he 

was holding out. They sure looked like mine, so I reached 

in my pocket and pulled out my current glasses "Same 

brand of cheater" I said taking them from him "Same style 

too" Dan said he was just walking and almost put his stick 

down on them, before he noticed the reading glasses. I 

was kind of stunned and said "They sure look like mine, 

and I have been here before, if the strength is the same 

maybe." but then I put them in my pocket without trying 

them on. Later we came to a steep incline and I decided to 

try them on then, and they were the same glasses I get by 

the fist full at the dollar store. I'm pretty sure they could 

have been mine from a past hike sometime, but where's 

the proof? 
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I was on my way to work and headed down the park 

entrance towards the main gate when deer jumped out in 

front of me. There was no time to stop as it came 

bounding off a small hill covered with sagebrush. I saw him 

land in the lane next to me, he was traveling to fast and 

had no choice but to follow through on his jump and that's 

when I hit him, mid-leap. I struck him with the driver side 

fender and even though I was solid on the breaks, I 

continued forward for one of those impossibly stretched 

out moments. During that time, and in slow motion I'm 

sure, I looked out the driver side window and could see 

the deer on it's side sliding beside me. His body was 

roughed up tan and I could see hair pull away and float 

through the air. His eyes rolled and his tongue stuck out 

grass-stained teeth, I could see fear and confusion on his 

deery face. His head was bobbing and his legs running, I 

thought I heard his hooves clack on the blacktop as he 

tried to scramble to right himself. We both seemed to stop 

at the same moment, and I sat there watching him out the 

window, less than 3 feet away. The deer quickly jumped 

up and ran off into the brush the way he had come on four 

good legs. It was a shared experience and in the end I 

think we both just suffered a little body damage, but no 

one was seriously hurt.  
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Finally, the sun came out yesterday, a full winter sun in an 

endless neon blue sky. I was coming back from Coulee City 

and the sun was just starting to go down behind me. As I 

faced into traffic, I realized the drivers were facing into the 

sun. The light cut through the back of my car and lit up the 

review mirror like a flashlight. I was driving across the 

causeway heading into Electric City when I saw a semitruck 

coming around the corner, and right as it approached the 

entrance to the resort it swerved to miss a lump in the 

road. Instead of swerving, the driver saw me coming and 

only swerved enough to allow the lump in the road to pass 

under the center of the big rig. I saw wings flap out, and as 

I passed I saw it was a coot. He looked damaged and 

flapped to get away. As I sped to the nearest turn around I 

could see a truck pulling a boat was coming down the road 

headed to where the coot was still dazed in the road. I did 

a quick u-turn and raced off towards the duck. Meanwhile, 

I suppose that the boater figured I cut him off because he 

actually accelerated up on my bumper. I pulled over into 

the wide ditch and didn't have time to jump out so I 

motioned for the truck to move over but it didn't. I 

watched as the truck ran right over the coot, and then the 

boat trailer. I really couldn't watch, but when I looked back 

the fellow was still laying on the road, not moving. As I 

approached him he started to try to escape. I could see at 

least one of his legs was broken, and he was more than a 

little freaked out. I'm sure when he saw me coming he saw 

death. He wasn't hard to herd or direct, so I directed him 

into the little pond at the entrance of the resort. At least 

there he can get water and die comfortably if it his time; 

return back to the earth in peace. 
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So the first thing I do when I start work is head out to the 

boat in only campgrounds. They are a bit remote and I 

drive down a service road to get there. One of my favorite 

things is picking up litter. I usually walk down the beach or 

visit campsites where people have just moved out and pull 

empty water bottles and safeway bags out of the bushes. I 

could see the campground off by itself in the corner had 

been recently vacated so I made my way down the trail to 

it. I always pay attention to where I am walking and tread 

light. When I arrived at the remote primetive campsite I 

fluffed open my bag and started picking up litter. As I 

wandered along picking up scraps of paper, water bottles, 

coors light cans and plastic forks and spoons I wondered if 

these people lived in such squalor at their houses that this 

was the norm for them, maybe they didn't notice how 

much trash they left behind. I could see a large half gallon 

sized water bottle by a tree, and it was mostly full. Under 

the picnic table I could see an empty gallon sized Arazona 

Ice Tea bottle. I walked over to the water bottle first. For 

me it is standard practice to empty the water out and 

usually on whatever plant is nearby. While doing so I 

pulled a few more plastic bags out of the heavy growth. 

Then I made my way back to the ice tea bottle. It was 

tucked under the same picnic table a week earlier I had 

found a twenty dollar bill.  

I reached down with my trash tongs and picked up the ice 
tea bottle. It felt heavy and I could see sand in one corner 
through the milky white plastic. Wait, that's not sand, 
that's a snake! Startled, I dropped the ice tea jug on the 
table. The lid was secure in place. Probably joker put a 
dead snake in a jug as a prank on the next campers, I 
though looking closer. I couldn't see it's tail because it was 
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coiled loosely on itself. I got a little closer to examine the 
snake and it moved. In the next campground over I could 
hear children playing in the water, and the sound of an air 
pump inflating that afternoons entertainment. I didn't 
want to ruin anyone's summer vacation with nightmares 
of snakes and ice tea jugs so I stashed the poor guy and 
made my way back to the truck for a bag. I got a big, black 
garbage bag and stuck the whole thing into it not knowing 
if it was a bull snake or rattler, but it wasn't rattling so I felt 
pretty secure. I placed it all in the back of the truck and 
made my way back to the shop as fast as I could.  
Along the way my imagination took over, and I could 
picture what it must have been like. Strolling down the 
beach on your way to diner and suddenly you are captured 
by something you can't even imagine and stuffed into a 
plastic trap. I'm sure for the snake the scent of the plastic 
and any residual tea was also an assault to the poor 
fellows senses, and then his oxygen starts to get thin. 
Maybe the people who captured him tortured him in other 
ways as well, like shaking the jug to get a response 
knowing he was trapped good and solid and couldn't do 
anything in retaliation. In the end they left him to die 
alone in the jug from either the heat or suffocation.  
When I arrived at the shop I saw my co-worker in the yard.  
"Hey, jump in." I said motioning. After he climbed in I told 
him the story as we raced out to where Rimrock was to 
release him by the old highway. I pulled him out of the bag 
and now he was coiled tightly in a ball. We could see his 
tail now through the bottom of the jug and he was a bull 
snake. A good sized one too, balled up he was about six 
inches in diameter, bigger than a soft ball. We quickly took 
off the top so the poor fellow could finally get some air. As 
we looked in the snake flicked his tongue around a couple 
times so we knew he was still alive. We placed him out in 
the deep grass away from people. We didn't stick around 
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to see if he came too or check back on him but I am sure 
he got out and crawled off somewhere, happy to be alive 
after quite the ordeal. 
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I saw one of the craziest things I have ever seen while 

driving home today. I had just left the Sun Lakes area and 

was headed up the hill by the last turn before you reach 

the top. Coming down towards me was a tanker truck 

semi. The sun was just starting to set behind me 

exaggerating the brightness of the white tanker truck as it 

rounded the corner facing me. Then I saw a puff of smoke 

suddenly erupt from the top back of the tank, and 

something about the size of a large shoe flew off into the 

lane in front of me. I could see other pieces also falling 

around. This all happened so quick I moved into the wide 

shoulder and watched the semi to see if it would spin out 

of control, but it didn't. It drove straight as if nothing 

happened, so I diverted my eyes to the lane in front of me 

just in time to see several pieces of stone coming to rest in 

my lane. I easily dodged them and kept on speeding down 

the road trying to digest what I had just seen. Evidently 

some rocks fell off the cliff and struck the back end of the 

tanker just as I was about to pass, then they bounced out 

in the road in front of me and I saw them. By this time I 

was at Dry Falls and kept going for home. But it was crazy. 

That's the third falling rock incident I've seen. 
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Once I hiked up into a cave some 200 feet above the 

ground. To get up to it you had to climb the steep talus 

slope up to a ledge where the cave was located. Most of 

the time there are flattened out trails in the heap of 

broken and jagged basalt rocks that makes it easier to 

ascend. The cave was wonderfully cool and sheltered from 

the hot July sun and near 100 degree temperature of the 

day. When it was time to head down I decided to go 

straight down the talus slope rather than on the old 

weathered trail. At first it was smooth sailing working my 

way down the steep rocks, down below I could see the 

canyon floor. Lowering my center of gravity and using my 

hands I was almost crab walking down the steep slope, 

using the bigger rocks to maneuver. I stepped on one big 

rock, and as I went to shift my weight it broke loose and 

started down the talus slope with me sliding right behind. 

Luckily, I was already in a low position so I didn't fall, but 

when the rock went there was nothing holding me and I 

started to pick up speed as I slid down the sharp broken 

basalt. I tried to grab rocks and brace myself but by then I 

had already traveled a couple feet down on my back with 

my legs sticking out in front of me and my arms scrambling 

to secure myself. All around me little rocks where breaking 

loose and tumbling down the 200 foot slope, some were 

smashing against me as I continued to slide out of control. 

Then I saw a huge black hole open up in front of me and I 

knew in my head that if my leg went in it would brake. Or 

at least that is what my brain told me and from the angle I 

was rapidly approaching I believed it. But then, I managed 

to catch onto a big rock and stop from sliding. I was cut 

and bruised all over, and it felt like I had just been jumped 

by a pack of vicious freight trains. I looked up at the basalt 
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and could see I had only slid about ten feet. That night I 

could feel every cut and bruise, I don't think I've ever had 

so many at one time, I looked like I went through a food 

processor. 
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I have an odd habit of sticking my camera in various dark 

holes to get a picture of what I can't see. My hopes are 

critters or gold. Gold is always good. I think this is the first 

time I've gotten a picture back and was like.. hmm... 

what's that? 
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well... cuz stupid shit happens is why I was in an old half 
fallen in building out in a snowy field. It wasn't much of a 
building, one room and the roof completely rotten now 
laid on the floor in a pile of decaying lumber and rusty 
nails. Snow covered the ground in most places and by 
walking light I could stand on it's hard crust. The first thing 
that caught my eye was a disembodied spine. It was fresh 
and about 2 to 3 inches long. There was no body around or 
foot prints to indicate what left it there. There was 
however a huge fresh badger dig beside the building I 
found later, but that is a story for another time perhaps. I 
had just finished filming the first sweep of the building, 
turned around and stepped down on a nail. I could feel it 
pierce my Chuck Taylors and then my foot. I'm sure I 
cussed as I turned off the camera and set it down. No 
blood but for sure I was punctured. Usually I wear boots, 
especially in the snow, but forgot them on this trip out.  
When I got back to the truck I took my shoe off and 
washed my foot pad with an alcohol swipe. That night as I 
watched reruns I cleaned it frequently with peroxide and 
rubbing alcohol. I couldn't tell if the strange upset stomach 
was psychosomatic or early stages of lockjaw or hanta 
virus, but I decided to ignore it and go to bed. 
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Yes, it's true, sometimes I go wandering into nowhere, 

following gossip, rumors, and often hunches. I was looking 

for a Coyote Rock type stone in a dried river bed outside of 

Coulee City. I had my very good friend and sometimes 

fellow explorer Dan Bolyard with me and we made our 

way up the barren split in the earth. As we progressed up 

the hillside, the dirt walls on either side of us grew 

overhead, and we were about 20 feet down in the dry bed. 

It was rugged, rocky and narrow at the bottom. Tall grass 

grew everywhere, only broken up by bodies of rocks. I was 

taking point and had my eyes on the ground when I saw an 

old snake skin. It was pale, washed out, white, laying in a 

crack on the rocks. I looked closer "Holy Sh*t! Look at this 

snake!" I exclaimed to Dan who was several feet behind 

me. I looked at the snake closer, I couldn't see it's head or 

tail, but it was a very pale snake and I could see it barely 

moving. My first thought is "a snake in November? get a 

picture" so I hovered in closer trying not to scare it off, and 

my camera wouldn't work. I could see Dan step up, so I 

stepped back and let him try to get a picture. I looked at 

the snake, now on the move into a crack below the rocks. 

He was a bull snake, after a while I saw his head and could 

see his markings. He was very pale, but his eyes were 

black. He was the color of a discarded snake skin. He 

slipped down into the crack under the rocks and Dan 

informed me that maybe it was a den, because he thought 

he saw more life in the down below. I told him I have 

never seen a snake so late in the year, and he checked his 

phone, November 16th. I don't think either one of us got a 

picture. 
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I decided to go stand on that mesa and watch the clouds 

break up in Barker Canyon. When I first saw it I thought 

"I'll take a picture and step out of the way" because I could 

see my shadow in the center. When I moved it moved, 

moving with my shadow like it was part of it. Once I 

ducked behind a bush and it was still there. 
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Standing on the back edge of the Dry Falls coulee, I heard 

that familiar clack clack sound of a rock rolling down the 

steep talus slope. I stopped and looked for the source, and 

saw a coyote perched on the side of the steep incline. He 

looked reluctant, even though it was obvious he was 

escaping me. Slowly he placed another foot forward, 

knocking another rock that rolled noisily down the steep 

rocky incline. I saw movement down below, almost at the 

bottom of the slope. It was another coyote, and he wasn't 

having any problem slinking down the steep talus slope 

silently. I could see his back hunched up as he quickly 

ducked into the reeds of Red Alkali Lake. I looked back up 

and could see the first coyote still carefully making his way 

and knocking loose rocks. Rather than going down the 

slope, he decided it would be easier to go up and get on a 

small grassy protruding ledge and escape via the high 

road. As he started up a third coyote I hadn't seen before 

came rushing past him on the trail he was so sloppily 

navigating and beat a hasty retreat for the bottom. He was 

having no problem with the talus slope and quickly darted 

out of view at the bottom. Meanwhile, I cast my gaze up 

just in time to see the first coyote finally reached his ledge 

and took off at a full dead sprint like a greyhound on race 

day, around the corner and out of sight. I wasn't laughing 

at him, but I'm sure his brothers at the bottom were. 

  



53 
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I was actually looking for something, which is how it 

usually starts. I parked at the Umatilla trail head and 

started off towards Camp Delany. I followed the gravel 

road past the buildings, to the back where the little foot 

bridge across Meadow Creek was located. All the while the 

wind was blowing through the thick reeds and birds were 

skittering about. I made my way across a small grassy area 

where cabins were once and up the basalt on the other 

side and off into the yellow grass, misplaced rocks and 

away from everything else. For a couple hours I followed 

deer trails exploring, learning the land, following hunches 

and intuitions. When it was time to head back I rounded 

the top of the hill and I could see my car, way off in the 

parking area on the other side of Meadow Lake. "I'll just go 

a little further." I thought and made off again in the wrong 

direction. That's when I ran out of dry ground and had to 

backtrack. On the way back I kept thinking about getting 

stuck behind a slow person at the checkout lane, or getting 

stuck behind a slow driver on the highway, but I never 

thought I would get stuck behind a lake. 
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"I'm a storyteller" he says to me, and for a second I can 
see my coyote grin in his eyes because I too am a 
storyteller.  
"So, tell me a story" I say. 
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The first dream was about a bear. I was sitting on a rock at 

the edge of a stream eating chips. All around me the 

bushes were just starting to turn yellow, and as I ate the 

chips I would occasionally throw one in the stream. Caught 

on the rapid moving water, the chip looked like an autumn 

leaf floating downstream. Then the bear came around the 

corner on the other side of the small creek. A big black 

female brown bear. She paid me no heed, and I wasn't 

sure if I could distract her with the chips so I threw down a 

couple more. She didn't even seem to notice, so crawling 

backwards I started to make my escape. Then I woke up. 

The next night in my dreams I was in a valley, the trail 

behind Electric City that leads into Little Forest. The 

granite was steep over head cutting off my view. I could 

feel something watching me so I looked up and behind me 

overhead I saw a cougar in a triangular cave. I couldn't tell 

if he noticed me or not. I was worried, not wanting to get 

his attention I moved up the trail slowly but steadily 

watching for a change in his posture. That's when I woke 

up and got ready to drive into Ephrata to talk to the great 

folks at the museum. Just outside of the Heartline / Fordair 

I saw an all black creature slink across the highway, too big 

for a skunk, too skinny for a badger, as I got closer I could 

see it was a coyote. He ventured out into the field, but 

then stopped and watched me as I rolled past. 
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I was parked on the old highway eating lunch when I 

heard a loud slithery noise in the grass a couple feet away. 

It was loud and sounded more like crashing than slithering 

so I quickly looked in that direction just in time to see a 

flurry of grasshoppers fly out of the grass into the smokey 

air. I quietly stepped out of the truck to get a better look, 

and laying there in the grass about two feet away way a 

large fat green snake. I looked at him for a while, he 

seemed content just to lay there probably unaware he was 

being watched. I couldn't identify him but remembered 

stories about green rattlesnakes. I moved in closer to take 

a look but his tail was under a clump of grass. I found a 

stick nearby and as I was moving the grass to get a better 

look he suddenly recoiled, flipping his head back in my 

direction. In that moment it was like time froze and I could 

see the pink from his dislocated jaw, and a single white 

fang. Then I could see he was trying to swallow something; 

a grasshopper. I watched him struggle with it a second and 

then he quickly scooted off into the deep brush and was 

gone, but as he left I could see he had a pointy tail. 
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I was driving the Ford Ranger around work doing some 
cleaning. When I came out to get back in the truck there 
was a little kid and his father standing there, so I rounded 
the truck "Hello." I said to them with a smile, expecting 
they had a question for me.  
"Are you a Ranger?" the kid asked me 
"No, but my truck is." I responded looking back at the 
truck for a visual clue.  
But the kid just stood there looking at me with a blank 
face. 
"Is there something I can help you with anyway?" I asked, 
but the kid just stood there with the same expressionless 
look on his face, like I had damaged the logic center of his 
brain and it just didn't compute. Pretty soon his father 
prodded him and the kid just walked off with his father 
following. 
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What happened was... I was on the clock at Crown Point 
with a coworker, Jacque. I was whacking away at weeds, 
and she was spraying the restroom with bleach water. I 
was a little ways off in my own little weed whacking world 
when I heard her call out "snake!" So I went to look and it 
was behind the door in a puddle of bleach water. It's skin 
looked silky and smooth, clean. But the snake itself looked 
a little confused. Jacque was just going to clean around it 
since it was behind the door, but I looking around I could 
see that it was a busy Covid 9 summer day, with people 
flocking the parks in carloads. At first I was going to grab 
the snake with the garbage tongs and 'relocate' him away 
from the people out in the bush somewhere. As I 
approached with the tongs I could see he was backed into 
a corner, had bleach water in both his eyes, and was pretty 
pissed off looking. That's when Jacque said "Are you sure 
you should do that? He's backed into a corner." and then I 
remembered the story I heard as a kid that even a rabbit 
will attack when backed into a corner, so I replied "Yeah, 
you're right, lets just step away a minute and let him cool 
down. We can keep an eye on the situation and maybe he 
will move off on his own." So, keeping an eye on the 
restroom, I went back to weed whacking and fighting bees 
on the kiosk. After a couple minutes we went and checked 
on the snake. Once more he was behind the door sitting in 
a puddle of bleach water. I decided that if I took the long 
handled squeegee I could push him under the little space 
and out behind the restroom, which I did. Then we went 
around to see what happened, and the snake was making 
his way back to the cool outhouse concrete floor. I flipped 
the squeegee around, and using the handle flipped him 
out into the brush. But he was intent, so he started making 
his way back for the coolness of the outhouse. I took the 
squeegee handle and sliding it under him, I picked him up 
again to throw into the brush, but this time he was ready. 
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The first time he wasn't, and he went limp, allowing me to 
actually lift him into the air and flick him into the brush, 
but the second time he was ready and went stiff. I was still 
able to get him in the air, but instead of a nice fluid toss he 
wobbled and went head over tail into the brush like a 
stick, crashing through the dry cheatgrass. That was 
enough, he decided, he was done and so he slithered into 
an old dried up sagebrush to hide out.  
He sure looked shiny and bright though, fresh! 
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"Watch out for that steep incline!" is what I should have 
yelled but he probably wouldn't have heard me anyway, 
and for sure if he did it wouldn't have sounded like much 
more than a weird vibration or hum in the air. I think that 
is how snakes hear, regardless, I saw him as he made a 
sudden break for it into the grass. I watched him slither at 
a fast pace down the steep grassy side of Umatilla, 
apparently aided by gravity. I started wondering how he 
was going to slow down or stop without legs. I probably 
should have yelled out a warning… 
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When I was younger, I used to roam around the 
Sagebrush with respect and spirits, I never had to deal 
with any snakes. The sky over head was always endless, 
and blue, and the smell of crackling grass and dry heat 
came from everywhere, enveloping me. I was never much 
of a hiker, I was always more of an explorer, following my 
imagination and curiosity, letting the land open up and 
whisper secrets of antiquity and astonishment, following 
the wind in the bush alone... 
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following the old Speedball Highway to the little island. 

As I walk along, I image a dark, silent night in the 1940s, 

walking along the highway, maybe hitchhiking from Coulee 

City to Grand Coulee in the 1930s. Along the way to the 

little island we pass through the extinct township of 

Rimrock. Little evidence remains, but it makes a long set of 

pictures! 
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the whole sky was a dark navy blue, and stars were trying 
to shine through, starting to wake up. I was headed back 
to the shop on the old narrow blacktop road, headlights 
illuminating a small circle in the blackness. I drove up over 
the slight hill and started down the other side, bugs and 
killdeer suddenly became visible in the headlights. The 
killdeer were always here this time of night, on the road, 
they would run in front of me and then bolt off flying at 
the last minute. In the night under the artificial light of the 
truck the white of the underwings would reflect. Suddenly, 
while I was daydreaming about killdeer, I saw the 
rattlesnake in the road, too late to swerve I tried not to 
run over it. He was about two and a half feet long and 
must have been hunting the killdeer. I probably should 
have stopped but I felt that I probably ran the poor guy 
over and really didn't want to see that so I continued on, I 
mean, you can't really help an injured rattlesnake, right? 
Later I did return and he was gone so I guess I missed the 
fellow after all, or maybe the killdeer got him.  
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For years I have been tracking down the old Speedball 
Highway. Using maps I find the small obscure slices of 
industrial blacktop hidden in patches of deep sagebrush or 
isolated on peninsulas. Once I hike out to them I take 
pictures and stand there daydreaming, thinking back to a 
place and time I've never been, watching traffic. One of my 
favorite slices of Speedball Highway is at the back of 
Northrup Point. It's a short hike out to the isolated strip of 
old highway, along the way there is a choke point with a high 
granite cliff in the center. On this cliff grows a single tree 
visible from the highway. The only way to get past it is to go 
around it, either on the northern low trail or the southern 
high trail. On this day I approached the old highway on the 
low trail. As I went under the huge cliff I looked up at the 
tree, I could see a bird way up there circling. On the way back 
I decided to take the high trail which heads up closer to the 
top of the cliff and the single tree. The closer I came to the 
tree the closer the circling bird became. It was a beautiful 
spring day, no clouds to block the sun. I continued higher, 
keeping an eye on the bird. It was obviously an eagle due to 
its large size. She continued to circle in the sky, getting lower 
and lower. As I continued up she positioned herself between 
me and the sun, circling so low I decided that she was going 
to attack. I couldn't see her so I started waving my stick 
around in the air like a fool as I made a hasty retreat down 
the trail. I ended up taking the low trail after all. 
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It was beautiful windy spring day. I decided to go hiking at 
Jones Bay, one of my favorite spots for short walks. There 
was a trail I could follow that ran along some cliffs above the 
water back to a peninsula that ended in a 200 foot drop into 
Banks lake and a great view. The wind was coming from the 
side and running up the flat pushing around spring grasses 
and bending sagebrush. It was quite gusty and loud as it 
roared and whistled around in the granite. The trail dropped 
down in a rock valley and I followed. It was less windy there. 
The trail started to flatten out a bit and ahead I could see a 
bend around some rocks, just as I went to walk around it 
suddenly a male pheasant came from the other direction. 
This happened right at the corner... I was probably two feet 
away from this fellow at the most. I admit, I wasn't paying 
attention like I should and was caught off guard, but I could 
see the pheasant was too. As soon as he saw me he jumped.. 
then took a few steps and flew up into the wind. Up over the 
rocks he went and out of sight. I thought it was kind of odd 
that he was on the trail but I think he was also taking shelter 
from the spring wind. 
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and everything was in slow motion, white clouds that 
reflecting on the stream and moving under a gentle breeze. 
The smell of sage filled the air and purified the ground from 
which it sprang. everything went about its business, the bugs 
under foot, the chittering birds fluttering around the bushes. 
A rabbit, slow to wit but quick to scamper. The ground 
underfoot was alkali laden, it bled up through the mud 
refusing to mix and formed a white surface. Under a sky filled 
with hawks a crows calls, shouting out loudly mocking me as I 
transgress. If I chase the sky it would never end, a bright blue 
overhead filled with fluffy white clouds reflecting on the 
stream and moving under a gentle breeze… 
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There is a story, my Grandma told my Mom, about a 
sweat lodge in a rock, in a ravine. It was next to the Sunset 
Highway headed west out of Coulee City, and there was a 
cairn marking it. That was before the highway 
straightening and the coming of Highway 2. I had my mom 
draw a map of where she remembered it and went out 
there many times looking for it. Once, on a hot day next to 
a deep ravine I watched a coyote dart up the far bank and 
shoot over the top, disappearing from sight. I turned to 
see where he came from and saw a second coyote that 
had been silently watching me from the other side. About 
the same time the out of place colors red and white 
caught my attention. I looked down into the ravine and 
saw fresh, salvaged roadkill, a deer. Right then I knew he 
was sizing me up, wondering if he could get the fresh 
meat, or if I would try to get it first. I stood there and 
watched his trepidation, feeling a little of my own, but 
then he decided to run for it, and bolted up over the bank 
after his buddy. 
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It was getting too dark to see without light and time to 
button up. I was headed for the tool shed with the weed 
whacker, made my way up the pallet we used for a step 
and into the shed. It was dark but I could still see with the 
residual light. I hung up the weed eater and stepped out 
onto the pallet, then onto the ground with the other foot. 
As soon as it touched the ground I heard a familiar sound: 
scared or angry rattlesnake! I moved away from the area 
as quickly as I could scanning it for the snake. I couldn't see 
anything, and it was getting dark, so I went and jumped in 
the Gater and spun it around, headlights flashing in the 
area of the rattle... nothing. I decided since I was in the 
Gator and had a few minutes to spare I would just race 
down to the booth and inform Logan that there was a 
snake back up at the shop somewhere around the tool 
shed, but it had probably already moved on. I jumped back 
in the Gator and shot off to the shop. Parked the Gator in 
the open garage and made my way back to the shop to do 
my paperwork. As I approached the shop door I couldn't 
believe what I saw. A good sized rattlesnake laying directly 
in front of the poorly lit door. It was truly like a scene from 
a B grade horror movie. I mean, he was a big snake, but he 
wasn't THAT big. But none-the-less, the fact that he was 
probably the same snake that buzzed me earlier, and now 
by chance had crawled to a resting spot directly in front of 
the front door seemed a bit scripted and silly. 
So, I radioed Logan and had a little chat about the 
rattlesnake in front of the shop door and about a foot 
away from his car. He asked if I was going to catch it and I 
only mess with snakes if they are endangering people or a 
hazard, this one was just laying on the blacktop, probably 
looking for food. When the snake started crawling towards 
his car I told him he better come up incase we had to do 
something. I could see Logan getting ready to leave the 
booth, but then the snake turned and headed behind the 
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parking block where it blended in perfectly. Logan showed 
up and I pointed it out and we watched it head back into 
the brush beside the shop. It was about a foot long, and 
never rattled once as it crawled away, but in the dim light 
you could see the row of buttons. 
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saw even more of this rainbow cloud effect at Steamboat 

Rock, two days in a row now, but today the sky was really 

putting on a show! 
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when it happened, I didn't really seem like an odd 
moment, but looking back on it I guess maybe it was. 
maybe.. anyway, I was driving Blue when out the side 
window I noticed a huge bird of prey, it was either a huge 
hawk or a female eagle flying even paced with me for just 
a second.. and in that brief slip of time I looked over and 
could see the fish in the bird's talons; at perfect eye level 
with me I could see into the fishes eyes as it was carried 
off to a fate it probably couldn't comprehend. In my 
imagination I slowed down time and saw a solemn blank 
stare on the fish's face, but then I remembered fish can't 
blink 
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Standing alone on a cliff, talking to the wind.  
Overhead stretches an endless neon blue sky. 
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turkey vulture I think. he came flying around checking me 
out. I think he was hoping I would fall 
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I know you all don't like snake stories, but I have a bunch. 
Like the time I was doing yard work and heard a funny 
noise by my bedroom window. Since I live in a basement 
apartment my window is pretty much ground level, and 
there are some flowers and tall unsorted grass outside it. 
It was in the grass that I heard the sound. I could tell right 
away it sounded like slithering so I went and got a rake 
and started poking around where I thought it might be. 
Sure enough, a little shiney black snake came darting out 
and into another clump of taller grass. I never seen a snake 
move that fast, he was really going for it. I decided to 
name him Blackie Clawless after 80's rocker Blackie 
Lawless of WASP and informed my mom so she wouldn't 
freak out if she saw it. And she did later when she was 
getting the lawn mower off my porch. She said she heard 
something in the dry leaves, and when she looked over 
she saw a glimpse of Blackie once more traveling like 
greased lightning. Even though he had no legs, Blackie 
loved to run. Unfortunately, I don't think he could run fast 
enough to escape a flock of wild turkeys. One late night I 
heard them making a ruckus out my door where Mom said 
she last saw Blackie. When I woke up the next day there 
had been signs of a struggle; but Blackie was gone. He was 
the best snake ever, Blackie Clawless. 
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My Grampa, who spent decades living in Sun Lakes used 
to tell us kids that when a storm was coming the 
barometric pressure went up and it messed with the 
snakes senses. He used to say that before a big storm the 
snakes would come out.  
Last night I was in the Gator at the park, I could see a 
storm brewing in the background. The sun had set behind 
Steamboat Rock, and dark storm clouds filled the sky 
creating a complete blanket of blackness everywhere 
artificial light was not present. I could see lightning in the 
distance to the south, and the wind that blew from that 
direction was warm and dry. As I skirted down in my 
headlights I saw a stick beside the road, only, I knew it 
wasn't a stick, so I turned around in the little open Gater 
and shined the headlights on it. By then it had crawled into 
the road, a huge rattlesnake. I wasn't going to catch him 
and wasn't prepared anyway, so I kept an eye on him and 
radioed a ranger. While I was waiting the storm in the 
background was intensifying, I could see bolts of lightning 
now about 5 miles away and moving in. The snake just laid 
there in the headlights. I wanted to get a good picture, but 
also didn't want to scare him off so I just sat watching the 
lightning until the ranger showed up. When he started to 
try to lasso the snake it struck several times, but each time 
in the wrong direction. He probably had about 8 or 10 
buttons and was one of the bigger snakes I've seen up 
close. After we caught it and stuck it in the bag the ranger 
turns to me and says "there are two more in the road" So 
we went to get them. To anyone afraid of snakes, this 
would have been a nightmare, to me it was more like a 
movie it seemed so unreal. Catching rattlesnakes at 
Steamboat Rock State Park during a massive lighting 
storm. But, my Grampa was right, because I’ve never seen 
anything like that. 
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I decided a vision quest was best. I had never been on one 

before but I knew that if you followed one that details and 

maybe even secrets would be revealed. I started going off 

trail at that point. I walked in the very places my ancestors 

had walked, closely observing what they were looking at, I 

could feel the spirits of my ancestors around me as I stood 

in their shoes and looked through their eyes; I listened to 

their words on the wind and shared experiences. They live 

with me in my heart and soul. 
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Once I started to feel more grounded with the world around 
me, I decided to explore the world that came before and 
walk in the footsteps of my ancestors and look at what they 
were looking at. People define things in different ways, when 
it comes to family my Mom traces it back to the time when 
we came over in a covered wagon on the Oregon Trail. I've 
always been more of a nuclear family type. My story starts at 
Blue Lake. My Grandparents owned a resort there on Jasper 
Bay that they bought from Mary McCann years after Frank's 
death. My Grandma dreamed of expanding it and my 
Grandpa was a workhorse. When it all got too much my 
Grandma and her daughter, my Mother would walk the 
canyon in the back away from tourists and the chaotic grind 
of the resort. There is a postcard that shows the direction 
they would head, out towards PackHorse Rock, and up the 
unnamed coulee. At first there was an old rancher road that 
ran up, and a fence with a gate they would go through, and 
then it was all just wilderness. I've heard many stories of this 
area and can easily imagine my ancestors walking the game 
trails just ahead of me, out of sight. There is a lot of hidden 
magical areas in this coulee, one is a natural stone arch the 
size of a large foot bridge. It has been immortalized by 
famous outdoor photographer L.D. Lindsley, my Grandma 
had been there as well and would bring it up from time to 
time. Once years ago I was hiking around Jasper Bay with a 
friend and decided to take a back way to look for the stone 
arch. My idea was to hike up and over the plateau and find a 
spot to enter into the coulee where the arch was. Getting up 
on top of the plateau was fairly easy, and we could see the 
could floor below some 4 hundred feet or so. It was a chilly 
spring day and I could see storm clouds forming in the 
distance. We started across a huge open area and the whole 
time I kept an eye on the storm, I could see it was nasty, 
pouring rain and an occasional lightning bolt. It was still 
about a mile out though. Looking across the top of the 
plateau we were totally isolated, and other than one small 
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scrappy tree we were the tallest things around. We could 
both feel the wind blowing from behind us and knew the 
storm was coming our direction. The sky went dark with grey 
clouds and the wind blew colder at our heels, but ahead of us 
I could see the split in the earth that would be the coulee. 
We hastened our pace a little as our surroundings continued 
to grow darker and colder. When we came to the coulee it 
was a sheer drop of about 400 feet to the coulee floor below. 
I climbed up on a knoll of basalt rock and looked down the 
coulee wall in both directions. All I saw was sheer cliff with 
the storm behind us, but I knew that Blue Lake was to the 
south west and if I started to follow the wall in that direction 
I would find a game trail down to the water. By this time the 
wind was starting to really pick up and the storm was almost 
upon us. To follow the coulee wall we would first have to 
turn and walk into the storm to circumnavigate huge basalt 
rocks and obstacles to big and time consuming to go over. 
Drops of rain were now starting to fall and counting between 
thunder unnerving. As we made our way down from the 
coulee wall on a wide series of shelves and game trails the 
storm seemed to back off a second, allowing the sun to scoot 
under the dark blue gray clouds and set behind the hills, 
bathing the basalt cliffs in a surreal golden light. 
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Since my Mom and I were road tripping around Mapes 
hadn't been outside all day. By the time we got home it 
was time for me to eat but Mom let Mapes out and I 
decided to hang out and give her some attention. After 
about half an hour of pets and scratches I went in to eat, 
leaving her outside on her own.  
I ate some hot dogs, watched some YouTube and when I 
stepped outside to mow I was surprised to see Mapes 
coming out of some bushes looking like she just woke up. 
She meowed loudly at me, so I gave her some more love 
before I started mowing. I looked over at her and she was 
rolling in the dirt. She does this sometimes, I always 
thought of it as a sort of camouflage for scent. When I 
stopped she came up to me so I petted her a bit more and 
she started down the hill behind the house and I went on 
mowing. When I was done mowing and wrapping up the 
chord Mapes came trotting up to me completely dirty but 
with a happy gate. "What's up Mapes?" I asked her and 
she rubbed on my leg. I squatted down and started petting 
her, I could see her head jerk and looked to see what she 
was watching, it was a bird. I could tell she was thinking 
about hunting. "Mapes!" I said "What are you thinking?" 
and she rubbed on my leg again. Mapes is 17 years old, I 
remember her hunting when she was younger, but haven't 
seen her hunt in many years. But as I was scratching her I 
could see she was watching another bird with that cheeky 
smile on her face... she was intent, full camouflage mode 
reliving her youth. I think it was because of her outdoors 
nap in the bushes. It was pretty awesome to see. I should 
nap outside more. 
 
  



81 
 

It was one of those highlighted moments caught in the 
headlights of a car. The dragonfly was racing hard to 
escape the bird, but less than a second away when the car 
came around the corner and the whole drama was 
illuminated through the windshield. The dragonfly banked 
down to an uncertain fate, perhaps the grill, while the 
hungry bird shot up and disappeared into the night. I 
continued on forward, because that is my way home and I 
won't be so easily distracted by what I can't control. 
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I just happened to look over and see him on the shop 
floor, a huge, bright yellow and black bumblebee the size 
of a thumb. He was weakly crawling across the concrete 
floor and didn't look so good. His bright yellow hair was all 
disheveled and lightly discolored pollen clung to at least 
one of his rear legs. He was trying to crawl across an oil 
stain and looked like he had been gassed. I knew I had to 
rescue him or he would die, so I ran over to the garage 
door and opened it up, the sunlight and fresh air rushed in 
to great the little pollen gatherer, but didn't help him 
regain his senses or tell him where to fly. So I circled 
around into the shop and breakroom looking for a cup, but 
no luck. The only thing I could find was a paper towel, so it 
would have to work.  
I returned to the garage post haste half expecting to find 
the bumble bee had flown off, but that wasn't so, instead 
he was still trying to crawl across the floor and regain his 
senses. I stuck the paper towel in front of him and he kept 
up his steady, although weak, march right onto it. But he 
didn't stop, instead he continued to crawl in a daze so I 
found myself constantly turning the paper towel so he 
wouldn't walk off the edge. Obviously he couldn't yet fly, 
or he would have. I got outside and was fighting the wind, 
the paper towel, and trying to save the bumble bee, 
something had to give and the bee fell several feet to the 
ground. I thought I could hear his impact with the 
blacktop.  
I gathered around and looked at him., It looked like he had 
a rough night in a seedy part of town and woke up in a 
ditch. He looked pretty rough, and his crawl was tilted. But 
then he stopped and rested, maybe sensing he was 
outside he tried to fly, fluttered up about and inch or two 
and fell back down to the black top. He tried it again and I 
could here his motor rev up, he flew a little higher this 
time, but again fell back to the earth. Once more he 
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revved up and did what looked like a straight up jump; 
took to the air where a gust of wind caught him and he 
then flew out of my sight. Hopefully he remembers to 
dump his tainted pollen! 
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It wasn't really early in the morning, it was about 9am and 
the sun was already heating up the Coulee. A beautiful 
summer day, I had my Mom's car and my nephew and I were 
headed out to explore. It was a couple years ago when R was 
about 11. First we stopped at the gas station for coffee, I 
watched my nephew take a cup and fill it about half full of 
creamer, then about 6 or 7 sugar packs before adding the 
magic ingredient, coffee. We left Four Corners headed 
towards Coulee City on 155. A mixture of sunshine, caffeine 
and freedom empowering us as we drove along. By the time 
we made it to the pull out before Million Dollar Mile my 
coffee had reached the perfect temperature where it truly 
tasted like a miracle. We decided to stop at the pull out and 
look around a bit. R saw the dry waterfall on the other side 
so we made our way over to it. It's a fairly steep incline over 
loose rocks, dirt and gravel down to the bottom but we 
decided to head down anyway, I was still clutching my 
perfect cup of lukewarm black coffee as we started our 
decent. My nephew left his coffee back in the car and was 
using both hands following behind at a safe distance. I was 
navigating down pretty well holding the coffee stable when 
suddenly I hit a loose rock and my foot slid out from under 
me; I started to slide vertical with the slope. I fought to keep 
my coffee upright, holding it even higher in the air with 
stubborn determination, which actually caused me to slide 
down the rocky dirt incline even further. Boulders slashed 
out at me as I defended my coffee and then just as I thought I 
might have control of the fall I completely fell down, back 
against the slope, my cheap gas station cup slapping against 
the ground, still in an upright position, the bottom fell out 
and the coffee was lost. I grabbed a boulder and stood up in 
a cloud of dust. I looked up at my nephew who was standing 
about twenty feet above me, eyes big as saucers. I was dirty 
and bleeding. It's hard to fall down basalt talus slope and not 
get a few lacerations and bruises. "I lost the coffee" I called 
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up to him. I tucked the empty cup into my pocket and we 
explored the bottom of the waterfall. 
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When I was a kid at my grandparent’s RV park on Banks Lake 
I had a friend who lived in the last trailer in the line. His name 
was Leroy and his mother was mighty strict. When she 
wanted him home she would open the door and yell so loud 
it scared geese off the nearby lake. And if that didn't work 
she would get on the phone. Many a times I would be 
hanging out with my friend doing whatever it is kids do and 
hear that yell... "Leeeeerrrrrrroooooooyyyy!" and then Leroy 
would look at me, but waste no time beating feet home at a 
run. One time his mother was out and about somewhere but 
Leroy was grounded. I finally convinced him to sneak out and 
head down to where the old road went into the lake just to 
look around. He reluctantly agreed worried that he would get 
caught sneaking out but put on the new pair of shoes his 
mother bought him and away we went. It was a beautiful 
summer day, blue sky, birds chirping, and the lake was down. 
I could see that the road leading out to the small island was 
almost all dry, giving us great probabilities of getting on the 
island. "Let's" I said to Leroy "Let's go get on the island, we 
probably will only have to wade through the flooded ditch." 
Leroy looked at the mud nervously, and his new shoes "Just 
take them off and carry them" I coaxed, but instead he 
decided to take them off and leave them on a boulder out of 
sight. Off we went down the old road into the lake, the water 
never got higher than our ankles and soon we were at the 
island. The only thing separating us from it was a deep ditch 
that was flooded. We took a leap and splash but made it to 
the island in one piece. It was a feeling of elation, we had 
conquered the mighty ocean and now stood on top of the 
world, victorious. Then as we turned around we saw a dog 
back where we had just come from. It was sniffing around 
where Leroy had placed his new shoes. "Hey" he yelled "Get 
away from there!" but it was too late, the dog had somehow 
found the shoes and grabbed one in it's mouth, looked over 
at us briefly as we stood on the island unable to really do 
anything but yell. The dog looked at us a second and then 
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tore off into the brush at top speed. I looked over at Leroy 
but he was already making his way to the shore and his 
remaining shoe. We looked and looked hoping to find the 
missing shoe, but never did and Leroy had to return with only 
one new shoe. I'm not sure what happened next. 
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Blue races the moon 

My truck, Blue, has seen a lot of adventures and been in a 
lot of places. I’ve slept in the back when I thought there 
was a snake in the frame, charged across washed out dirt 
roads not knowing how deep the water was, been down 
many, many old dirt roads that are less road and more 
dirt. Once more, on Easter morning I climbed behind the 
wheel of Blue and together we headed down 155 towards 
where I work at Steamboat Rock. 
It was a beautiful morning with an endless blue sky, the 
sun was just starting to come up behind me as I headed 
south. In the blue sky ahead of me as I pulled through 
Electric City I could see the moon overhead. It looked a 
little out of place, and almost full, milky white semi-
transparent and ethereal in its celestial seating overhead, 
and straight ahead through the cut in the rocks by 
Osborne Bay. I thought it looked so other-worldly I wanted 
to get a picture, and as I moved closer and through the 
rock cut onto the causeway it appeared to the right of 
Steamboat Rock. 
The moon now hung just above Steamboat Rock to the 
right, and the sun was rising behind us. I couldn’t stop on 
the causeway so I pushed on a little more, faster, I could 
see the moon move with my perception, now it was 
hovering over the north tip of Steamboat Rock. 
After the causeway, 155 enters into a rolling farmland 
dotted with houses, and Steamboat Rock dropped behind 
the hills, but I could still see the moon looking down on me 
and Blue as we raced on, watching the moon in the blue 
sky, waiting for the sunrise to send it all away. I pushed the 
gas a little more, and when I came upon the flat by Jones 
Bay, Steamboat Rock popped into view, and the moon was 
directly over the top of it. The full moon, or at least looked 
full, was centered right over the top of Steamboat Rock, 
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which was illuminated by the rising sun. Instead of 
stopping for a picture I urged Blue a little faster to get a 
picture with Banks Lake in the foreground, but as Blue and 
I sped on I could start to see the moon was moving with 
my perspective, racing with Blue. We shot out from behind 
Pinnacle Rock, and the moon was no longer centered over 
Steamboat Rock, but now above the south point. I knew 
we were were had. As Blue and I rounded the corner by 
Northrup the moon was way ahead of us disappearing 
down the coulee corridor, laughing. 
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He was a huge Bullsnake, and he saw me coming at about 
the same time I saw him. He didn't seem too worried as he 
slithered under a bush, he must have been about 3 feet 
long, and about a foot of his tail hung out on the trail. "For 
real?" I said looking at him under the bush. I could see a 
look of contentment in his solid black eyes as he laid real 
still in hiding.. with his tail hanging out on the trail "You're 
lucky I'm not a hungry bird" I told him as I passed. 
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it was a dream of success and failure. I was playing in the 
granite hills outside Steamboat Rock where Eagle Rock and 
Lovers Lane are located. I was playing a tag like game with 
a family of bobcats, they were siblings and even though I 
could see them up in the granite nooks and crannies and 
they knew where I was I couldn't get up to tag them. Then 
the youngest one starts talking about snakes, and 
everyone starts laughing. I look around and in a small gully 
next to me in which is a huge snake. I strain to see if it is a 
rattler because the markings, and as I look at it, it starts to 
grow, then it notices me and charges. This snake is a huge 
bullsnake, about 5 feet long, he strikes at me and misses 
as I jump over him and land on the other side, three times 
he tried to strike, missing each time as I dodged, on the 
third as I jumped I woke up in my bed. It wasn't a scary 
dream, so I just went back to sleep. 
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sure, I'm always watching for signs as I walk along; a 
footprint here, broken twigs and bent grass, an eye turned 
towards nature and away from the realm of man. Above I 
heard crow calling to me, I looked up and sure enough, he 
was circling about 300 feet above me. The sun turning the 
shiny black of his wings to white. "What Crow?" I called up 
to him, confident there was no one else around to hear 
me. "Caw" he called back and circled for the side of the 
cliff. I could see a shape up there, a stone guardian. The 
crow circled around again in the wind flying directly above 
my head and circling, he called out again "Caw!" and flew 
towards the cliff wall... what was he trying to show me…? 
Then he caught an updraft flying to the top of the cliff. 
When he neared the top he hovered and looked like he 
was going to land, but instead he flew up and over the top 
of the plateau.  
  



93 
 

like a dog it rushes up to great me, washing over and 
cleansing, I see it playing in the grass, making waves, 
pushing through trees and dancing over the water. It picks 
up the sand and leaves, sometimes swirling in a circle, 
whistling, it speaks to me, and takes my words. Even 
though some people say it is invisible, I watch the wind, 
longing to race with it down the coulee. 
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I was chasing clouds on Steamboat Rock and that is when I 
saw this rare and odd optical phenomenon. 
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Yes, it's true, sometimes I go wandering into nowhere, 
following gossip, rumors, and often hunches. I was looking 
for a Coyote Rock type stone in a dried riverbed outside of 
Coulee City. I had my very good friend and sometimes 
fellow explorer Dan with me and we made our way up the 
barren split in the earth. As we progressed up the hillside, 
the dirt walls on either side of us grew overhead, and we 
were about 20 feet down in the dry bed. It was rugged, 
rocky and narrow at the bottom. Tall grass grew 
everywhere, only broken up by bodies of rocks. I was 
taking point and had my eyes on the ground when I saw an 
old snakeskin. It was pale, washed out, white, laying in a 
crack on the rocks. I looked closer "Holy Sh*t! Look at this 
snake!" I exclaimed to Dan who was several feet behind 
me. I looked at the snake closer, I couldn't see it's head or 
tail, but it was a very pale snake and I could see it barely 
moving. My first thought is "a snake in November? get a 
picture" so I hovered in closer trying not to scare it off, and 
my camera wouldn't work. I could see Dan step up, so I 
stepped back and let him try to get a picture. I looked at 
the snake, now on the move into a crack below the rocks. 
He was a bull snake, after a while I saw his head and could 
see his markings. He was very pale, but his eyes were 
black. He was the color of a discarded snakeskin. He 
slipped down into the crack under the rocks and Dan 
informed me that maybe it was a den, because he thought 
he saw more life in the down below. I told him I have 
never seen a snake so late in the year, and he checked his 
phone, November 16th. I don't think either one of us got a 
picture. 
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It was a story that I was going to tell on FaceBook that 
reminded me that my life had already gone full circle once. 
The Story took place in Mead, when they were working on 
the highway. I had lost everything, and by a turn of fate I 
ended up back where it all started, the same exact location 
I lived before I left for Seattle. But the story wasn't about 
that, that was just the location. The story starts on a cold 
winter, the coldest Spokane winter in 25 years. The snow 
started and everyday for two months piled up in the 
streets creating wagon trails. Slowly, the city struggled to 
go on with day-to-day transactions as most people just 
stayed home, venturing out only when they had to get 
groceries or supplies. It was a dark, starless night, even the 
moon was stranded behind clouds. I stepped out on the 
porch because I used to smoke, it was so cold I hunkered 
down into a ball. Looking out at the yard I could see the 
construction fence not more than 50 feet away. They 
placed the fence to keep the kids in the trailer park out. 
Construction had ground to a halt but large equipment still 
dotted the plowed up and rearranged dirt. From the porch 
I couldn't really see much beyond the chain link fence, but 
then I saw movement. A single coyote came out of the 
darkness on the far side of the fence, making his way 
down sniffing for cats. Just as he disappeared into the 
darkness two more coyotes came trotting down the fence 
line in the same direction. I remained completely 
motionless hidden in the scent of the trailer park as they 
disappeared into the darkness behind the scout. As I sat 
there straining to see into the blackness of the starless 
night a fourth coyote appeared on the same path 
following the pack. It was pretty amazing. 
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In a dream I saw him fishing on the riverbank dressed like 
a man. The sun wasn't quite up and a skiff of mist floated 
on the Columbia. The river boiled and rolled green, flowing 
to the ocean.  
"What are you fishing for Coyote?"  
Without moving his body he turned his head and looked at 
me, but didn't say anything. 
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I guess I've always seen the magic. It was always there in the 
changing colors on the basalt and the endless blue sky. As a 
child in the back seat I would make running legs with my 
fingers and hold them up against the window. Beyond the 
window I could see the landscape scrolling by, and my 
running legs darting along the cliff edge, making impossible 
leaps over crags and canyons, running down the coulee free. 
We were always traveling between Coulee City and Grand 
Coulee, up and over the Million Dollar Mile and down past 
Steamboat Rock. I explored every waterfall, every shelf and 
every cave with my imagination from the backseat of a 
family's car. 
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“It’s a coyote!” I suddenly exclaimed as it came into better 

view. I was facing into the setting sun and the whole sky was 

orange, and bright. I could see him running into the sunset 

with something in his mouth, papers, a manuscript of my life. 

He had such a head start my life was already half over.  
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can you draw earth, and on top of that wind, and on top of 
that the moon, and on top of that coyote, and somewhere 
mixed in-between, chickadee? 


