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2015-09-11 – Happy Hour 
Page 1 of 8 

Looked like a nice day for ride. 
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. . . but, this being New Mexico . . . a little while later . . . uh-oh. 

We figured we would chance it. 
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A little group had gathered for Friday drinks at the local watering hole. 
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Kind of a rough crowd. 

 

We joined in. 
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This one had maybe a little too much happy hour, and started making cow eyes at Lulu. 

 

. . . and this one got fresh with Thunder. 
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"Ahem . . .” 
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We thought it best to get out of there. 
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Pronto. 

 

Actually, this was an interesting ride. The first part, to the tank, was very familiar ‐ we 

have done it countless times, and the horses ambled quietly along with no direction 

from me. Then, as we left the ʺfriendlyʺ crowd at the watering hole, Lulu chose an 

unfamiliar side path and we all followed (I just let the horses go their way). This ʺtrailʺ 

soon petered out, and Thunder assumed the lead. He bushwhacked for an hour or so 

through thick pinons, up and down, across rugged arroyos. No trail. If we lagged, he 

patiently waited. He charted a new course accurately back to the trailer! What was 

remarkable, was his obvious relish in leading us ‐ it was clear that he thoroughly 

enjoyed being trail boss. 

MM 
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The monsoon season has extended into September. Unusual, but no one is 

complaining. 

Lulu and Thunder explore a ranch track. 

 

Lots of arroyos here. 
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If you look carefully, you will see Thunder in the distance (upper left), visiting with friends. Belle keeps 
an eye on him. 

 

He's back. 
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You might spot some cows (right side) following Thunder and Spanky for a bit . . . 

 

Clouds building over the mountains. 
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Spanky scratches an itch. 

 

Lulu finds a little spring, just right for a cool drink. 
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We pick up speed. 

 

His muddy neck shows that Thunder found a damp place to roll. 
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Spanky is wearing his "hunting season" collar (yup - it's that time of year again). 

 

We pretty much let Thunder lead this ride. He took us on a big loop, including this watering hole along 
the way (we had not been here before, but somehow he sensed it). 
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We mosey along a cow-track for a while. 
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Yee-haw! Rain's a com'in. 

  

An "artsy" shot of Spanky at full clip (we are all running). 
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A snack before home. 
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Just before the rain began. 

 

MM 
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Each year, the community hosts a big local event titled ʺR & R Ruidosoʺ, which honors 

veterans, active duty and retired military personnel, and their families. The free fair 

features live bands, local vendors, kid’s games, and a ʺTaste of Ruidoso food court. 

Once again, Belle was invited in army tack as a sort of unofficial mascot. 
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Belle was asked to spend time at the kids' playground. Those inflatable "bounce houses" would likely 
scare most horses to death. She took just a moment to get used to them again . . . 
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. . . and soon was doing her duty - greeting countless kids and their parents. 

 

For many, it was their first close encounter with a horse. "She's BIG", this little guy said. 
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Don't ask us to explain this - we were requested to pose in front of a rubber dinosaur, into which kids 
could shoot arrows . . . (???) Belle seems to be saying, "What the heck?" 
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We took a short break along the stream which runs through town. A peaceful reminder of our mountain 
rides. 
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A well-deserved snack . . . 
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. . . before negotiating some stairs up to the town's main drag - she walked many blocks along the 
sidewalk, dodging tourists, bikes and cars, while keeping an eye on all the various metal manhole 
covers - amiably greeting everyone as she went. Belle is a remarkable ambassador. 
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Boy, did she have some stories to tell Spanky and Thunder when she got home! Here, they walk along 
with the trailer as we pull up the driveway at the end of a busy day. 

 

It was our privilege to once again help honor those who preserve our freedom. 

MM 
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We had enjoyed a quiet evening ride. 

 

It was warm and still. The sky was typical for New Mexico this time of year. 
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. . . but by the time the horses were loaded into the trailer . . . 

 

This was something unexpected and special. 
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It was like a visual interpretation of great music. 
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Unforgettable. 

 

Glad we could share it with you! 

MM 
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New Mexico is an ancient land ‐ Santa Fe is North Americaʹs oldest capital city (1609). 

Just 25 miles to the east, the Pecos Valley is a natural passageway through the 

southernmost extension of the Rocky Mountains, occupied by humans for at least 

10,000 years. It is a beautiful area, and today features Pecos National Historical Park. 

Lulu thought it would be fun to check it out. 

We left home early in the morning; the deer bid us a drowsy farewell at dawn. 

 

We stayed at the historic Our Lady of Guadalupe Abbey monastery.  
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Our room featured some original 1940's furnishings, including this embossed chair. 

 

The beautiful Pecos River runs through the monastery's grounds. 
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Lulu crosses the river on the Abbey's walkway bridge. 
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Nearby is Pecos National Historical Park, preserving remains of ancient Pecos Pueblo. Begun in the 
early 1200's, by the time Christopher Columbus dropped anchor off the coast of South America, the 
pueblo was one of the largest and most powerful city-states on the continent, with more than 2,000 
inhabitants housed in the four-story main building alone. 
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An underground "kiva" meeting room. 

 

Spanish conquerors built a huge church on the ruins of the ancient pueblo, now a ruin as well. 
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The Park's visitor center was donated by actress Greer Garson, and her oilman/rancher husband, Col. 
E. E. "Buddy" Fogelson. 

 

Not only did they donate the land and pay for the center's construction, they also were instrumental in its 
design, insisting on appropriate pueblo-style architecture. They personally designed the little theater, 
where Lulu found the best seat in the house on a cool adobe bench. 
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Visiting the Folgelson's former ranch home was the highlight of the trip. 
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In 1925, rodeo producer "Tex" Austin (born Clarence Van Nordstrand in St. Louis) bought up parcels of 
the old Pecos Pueblo Land Grant and called his 5,500 acre holdings "Forked Lightning Ranch". Tex 
became famous for his showmanship and a string of "firsts"- he produced the first indoor rodeo in 
Wichita, Kansas (1918); the first Madison Square Garden Rodeo in 1922; and the first contest rodeo to 
go overseas - some 114,000 people attended his 1924 rodeo in London's Wembley Stadium! Tex 
turned his ranch into one of the first deluxe "dude" ranches. The Forked Lightning was a working cattle 
ranch as well, running several thousand head on more than 100,000 acres of leased grazing land in the 
valley (he famously took the train from Santa Fe to Chicago, found a bar and then loudly complained to 
the patrons that he had a big herd of cattle destined for New Mexico, but no crew to load them on the 
train. He enlisted "dudes" who volunteered to take the trip to the Forked Lightning at their own expense, 
just for the chance to be on a cattle drive - thereby getting the work done for free, and acquiring paying 
customers for the ranch, too!) . . . but the Great Depression ended Tex's dreams. He eventually lost the 
ranch to bankruptcy, and committed suicide. 
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Col. E. E. ʺBuddyʺ Fogelson purchased the ranch, eventually expanding it to 13,000 

acres. Fogelson was a decorated army officer (he was in charge of Allied oil supplies 

during WWII, and helped design and implement the Marshall Plan after the war); oil 

tycoon; horse and cattle breeder (he owned United States Horse of the Year ʺAck Ackʺ; 

and promoted Santa Gertrudis, the first officially‐recognized American breed of 

cattle). When he married actress Greer Garson (best known as ʺMrs. Miniverʺ) in 1949, 

they made the ranch their summer home for the rest of their lives. 

Approaching the house, we crossed this pasture, where Charles Lindbergh landed while taking the first 
aerial photos of the nearby historic pueblo. 
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Not normally open to the public, the house overlooks the Pecos River and distant mesas. 
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The 1926 house was one of the first commissions of architect John Gaw Meem - famous for his "pueblo 
revival" style - who later designed the 1939 nurse’s quarters at Fort Stanton. 

 

The first version of the bull head, created by an Eastern sculptor, had the horns facing down. Tex took a 
hammer to them and had them redone. 
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It's unfair to judge the interior today. The Park Service has little budget to maintain the buildings, they 
hardly resemble the gracious home of the Folgelsons, . . and yet, much of the magic remains. This is 
the living room. 
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Greer's bathroom is modest for a Movie Star! 
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. . . but palatial compared to her husband's tiny accommodations (he decided he needed his own 
bathroom, so converted a former closet - with claustrophobic results!) 
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The house is built around a big central courtyard - beautifully landscaped in the Folgelson's time. 
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Tile detail. 

 

The house featured a large "commercial" kitchen. 
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Original light fixtures incorporate the ranch logo. 

 

The Folgelsonʹs were extremely generous. In addition to donating park land and the 

visitor center, they funded countless projects including libraries, theaters, hospitals 

and college facilities in California, Texas, and New Mexico. When Buddy died in 1987, 

he left half the ranch (including the house) to Greer, and half to his adopted son, Gayle 

(who sold his holdings ‐ actor Val Kilmer owned a part, and Jane Fonda has another 

section on the market now for $19 million). Upon her death, Greer contributed her 

portion to the National Park Service. Following a series of heart attacks and strokes, 

she spent her last years at Dallasʹ Presbyterian Hospital. As indication of her great 

affection for the ranch, she was taken on a gurney by private plane from the hospital 

and flew slow circles over the property (her heart condition prevented a landing due 

to the altitude). She looked down at the place she always said was the happiest of her 

life. Four days later she passed away. 

MM 
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An unseasonably gray day ‐ the last remains of our summer monsoon season. 

Not very photogenic, but peaceful and quiet. Thunder had lingered over some still-green grass, and 
runs to catch up. 

 

Typically, Thunder leads the way, with Lulu close by. That's Nogal Peak in the distance, above Thunder. 
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Much of the green grass is topped by golden seed heads. Fall is upon us. 
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There are three tiny dots in the distance. Belle spots them: elk. 

 

Spanky wears his hunting season orange. 
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Until they get to know her, mother cows keep an eye on coyote-colored Lulu. 
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Thunder and Lulu patiently wait for the rest of us to catch up. Thunder is really good about keeping tabs 
on his family. 

 

He chooses the most interesting cow paths. 
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Belle prefers the scenic route. "Oh! Let's go over there!" 
All kidding aside, we really do take turns navigating. 
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Spanky checks out the cattle salt licks (he wasn't too excited about them). 
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Headed back, with distinctive Nogal Peak in the distance. Thunder seems always to know the way 
home! 

 

MM 
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Some ladies collect teacups; Jaimee Tate collects apple trees. Historic ones. Her 

gardens in White Oaks (yes, the tiny village which boasts the No Scum Allowed 

Saloon!) contain more than 30 varieties of rare, antique apples. She finds examples 

dating back more than 100 years on old homesteads all over Lincoln County, then 

grafts them onto appropriate healthy root stocks. In this way, she is saving many of 

the rarest varieties from extinction. Their DNA lives on, thanks to her efforts. Another 

thing: modern apples have been developed for resistance to pests and durability 

during shipping ‐ often at the expense of flavor and texture. The old apples taste 

better. 

I happened to mention the hidden orchard the horses and I often ride through in Bonito Canyon. 
Jaimee's eyes lit up like a kid's on Christmas morning. "WHERE ARE THEY?" she excitedly demanded. 
Before I knew it, we were on our way. As we traveled up the canyon, Jaimee suddenly yelled, "Stop!" 
She had spotted a single old tree along the river. Lulu and I could barely keep up as she hurried toward 
her prize. 
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She is meticulous in her research; trees are mapped, photographed, and samples collected in 
specifically marked zip lock bags. 

 

Using a specially-designed knife, she carefully removes a small plug of healthy wood for grafting. 
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On foot now, we continued on our quest. 

 

Jaimee spots the old orchard. Not unlike Howard Carter finding King Tut's tomb, she is VERY excited! 
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She quickly identifies some rare specimens. The variety among the nearly 70 surviving trees astonishes 
her. None are modern types found in grocery stores. 

 

There are red ones, and green ones, and even some tiny crab apples, which she explains were often 
planted in the old days, because they will pollinate almost any other variety. 
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This summer's exceptional rains have helped produce a terrific crop - all the better for her research. 

 

This huge tree is among the oldest - she dates it to the mid-to-late 1800's. Perhaps it provided apples to 
the soldiers during the cavalry days at Fort Stanton. 
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She says these trees would have been brought as saplings from back East, carefully packed in burlap, 
sawdust and hay, and kept damp all the way - in the jostling bed of a wagon, mile after mile across the 
frontier. As she points out, "This was not easy. Someone really cared about these apples." 

 

Through the decades, they have survived the arduous journey, drought, blizzards and hungry elk. 
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Lulu found a shady spot to watch all the activity, as Jaimee collected and carefully cataloged her 
samples. 
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While she was quietly working, a group of wild turkeys wandered by. 

 

. . . and some deer, too. 
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Abandoned for generations, the old orchard still produces fruit along the Rio Bonito. 
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. . . and Jaimee aims to make certain these brave old trees are not lost to time. 

MM 
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Funny how it ʺfeelsʺ a little bit like fall already. 

We took a nice ride and ran into some friends. 

 

These cows seem to recognize us. 
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In fact, they appeared to have some kind of communication with Thunder in particular. Here they come. 
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The calves sure are cute! This one doesn't look too bright. 
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Interesting line up. 
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Thunder moseys over to say hi. 

 

I wonder what they are talking about. Probably the weather. 
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Lulu explores the foundation of an old homestead cabin. 
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The three of them. 

 

Golly, it was a pretty afternoon. 
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This photo won't have much significance, unless I tell you what happened. 

 

We were headed along a cow little trail leading back in the general direction of the trailer, when the path 
started to veer off the wrong way. Thunder figured that out, and left the trail to bushwhack right where 
we needed to go, with no direction from me. He kept looking back to make certain we were following. 
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He took us right home! 
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This big bull bid us farewell at dusk. 

 

MM 

Volume VIII - Page 530 of 670



2015-09-24 – Family Time 
Page 1 of 5 

An elk family came by at dusk today (sorry for the poor photos ‐ not much light). 

They seemed to know the horses, and spent quite a bit of time near the barn. 

 

Here is the proud papa. 
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This is what all the hunters are after. 

 

Trouble is . . . 
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. . . when you see them as a family . . . 

 

. . . and they look you in the eye . . . well . . . 
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Same with this handsome buck. He was here at the same time, right in front of the house. He arrives 
every evening with his family. 

 
 

 

MM 
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The days are still long, and the nights still warm ‐ but a little hint of fall color has 

started to appear. 

 

Belle contemplates: "Over or under?" (We went around). 
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There's still plenty of green summer grass. 
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. . . but here it is. 
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The first hint of fall. 

 

MM 
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It began as a very nice ride. 

Beautiful afternoon. We had the whole horse camp to ourselves. 

 

Up we climbed. 
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Top of the mountain, at Argentina Spring. 
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The Tularosa basin, far below. 

 

Once again, Thunder made it clear he wanted to go on, and take the long way home! We were fine with 
that. 
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We traveled along a high ridge, though belly-high harvest grass. 

 

. . . and then something extraordinary happened. 
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First one, then another, then some more - bull elk began bugling all around us. There must have been 
at least a dozen (they sound like something between an elephant trumpeting, and a giant whale 
sounding underwater). Eerie and powerful - they tend to stay in the tangle of oaks, where they remain 
camouflaged. Their bugling surrounded us, reverberating through our skeletons. It intensified. The 
horses paused. Lulu kept very close . . .and then . . . 

 

Out of the trees came a magnificent young bull. Even without the metallic glint and noise of tack (I was 
riding bare back), they all knew we were there, but one brave bull was curious. 
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Thunder was in front - maybe the bull thought he was some kind of great white elk spirit! 

 

He came closer, with a quizzical look on his face. The other bulls kept up their chorus around us. 
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It was an extraordinary moment. 

 

Every hunter's dream. Somehow, he knew to trust us. 
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The horses just stood there. Lulu just stood there. The bull just stood there. In acknowledgement of 
something special. Creatures from different worlds, sharing a moment in time. 

 

Finally, we all just moseyed on. 
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Later, we saw another one at a distance. 
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. . . and another. Then a bull with his harem. Long after my camera could no longer operate in the 
deepening dusk, we could see them. It was as though they had determined that we meant no harm, and 
so revealed themselves to us - these phantoms of the forest. 

 

It was late. We rode down the mountain's familiar trails in total darkness, the full moon powerless to 
penetrate the deep forested canyons. 

 

It was a quiet ride back in the black night, each of us contemplating the magic we had 

shared. 

Iʹm glad we could share this one with you.      MM 
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Wilcox is a cat with personality! 

 

"Oh, really?" 
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See the smile? 
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. . . and he is a talker. 
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Mommy says, “Yup. That's my boy!” 

 

MM 
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The mesas near Capitan are turning gold with the autumn. 
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Go, Lulu! 

 

Still green along the river. 
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Headed home for the moonrise. 
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I think the deer noticed "something" different about that moon! 
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Maybe this couple was enjoying a romantic evening . . . 

 

MM 
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With no particular plan, we wanderers began on an easy trail. 

 

Still lots of watercress along the creek. 
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Almost level here - (that would change). Thunder runs to catch up. 

 

Belle seems to enjoy the now dried sunflowers; just a couple of weeks ago these were vibrant and 
fresh. 
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We really start to climb - bushwhacking up a very steep hill. I was hanging on to Belle as she ran uphill, 
so this is the only photo I managed. 

 

Near the top, an open meadow. 
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11,000+ ft. Sierra Blanca in the distance. 

 

What goes up . . . we begin our descent. This is much steeper than it appears (tougher for Spanky with 
his ring bone). 
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Whew! Back on the level. 
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A well-deserved drink . . . 

 

. . . and dip . . . 
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. . . and snack. Spanky straddles a little brook. 
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Still some summer flowers along the way. 
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. . . but the sunsets look more like fall. 

 

MM 
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Euell Gibbons, the famous naturalist from the 1970ʹs, described the New Mexico pinon 

nut as being the ʺbest tasting wild food in the worldʺ. He did not say all pine nuts ‐ 

only the New Mexico pinon nut (pinus edulis). If you have ever tried one, you would 

understand . . . no pine resin taste, just creamy natural goodness. There is only one 

number one wild food in the world ‐ and the New Mexico pinon is it! 

Those are mostly pinon trees - but they are not what has attracted the attention of Belle and Thunder. 
They see elk (I only caught a glimpse). 

 
"That was an elk, wasn't it?" frets Belle. 
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Thunder keeps an eye out. 
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NOT a pinon pine - but a good-looking tree. 

 
These are pinons - the little nuts are attached to the "cones". 
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They are very different from the more common Italian stone pine nuts (pignolias), used in pesto. 

 
See the little dark nuts inside the cone? 
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They have to be hand-harvested, then gently roasted to bring out their unique flavor. Harvesting pinons 
is a cottage industry in New Mexico, and you often find whole families gathering them to process and 
sell. 

 
Continuing on our ride, the sun is setting (notice the days getting shorter?) 
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Another fall sunset. 
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Passage to heaven. 

 
MM 
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Warm fall evenings are wonderful for riding ‐ so letʹs go! 

This area, near Fort Stanton, is called Elk Valley (but we didn't see any). 

 

Beautiful evening sky. 
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Belle is looking for elk. 
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That's Elk Valley - and if you look closely, you will see a little rain falling in the distance (but no elk). 
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Now Lulu is looking for elk . . . “Well, it's called ELK VALLEY! Where are they?" 
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Better catch some of the last summer flowers, before they are gone. 
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These are very odd. 
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Okay, not flowers, but the lichen on this rock is cool. 
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Awww. A kiss across the trough. 
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A "wow" sky. 

 

Get'in artsy. 
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Homeward bound. 

 

MM 
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We have been helping to look for a horse lost in the 25,000‐acre Fort Stanton National 

Conservation Area. I will tell you now that we have not yet found the horse, which is 

VERY disappointing. However, the horses (and Lulu) give much reason to be very 

proud. 

We rarely ride in this area because too many of the trails are extremely rocky and/or steep, but that is 
where the horse was lost, so that is where we looked again today. This part of the trail is pleasant and 
soft - but you can see how difficult it is to detect anything inside the tree line. 

 

We moved at a good clip, even as it got rougher. The horses seemed to know that this was not a typical 
pleasure ride. We all were very observant and stayed close. 
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In an open meadow, even little Lulu appeared much more serious than usual. 
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Everyone seemed truly focused - no stopping to graze. 

 

See what I mean about the tree line? I spotted something in the shade of the trees straight ahead, but it 
turned out to be some Black Angus cows. Damn. (See them?) 
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It got rougher and steeper, but we kept going. Even Lulu struggled with this part. 

 

Nice views from up here - but still no lost horse. 
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More rocks. 

 

At last we found some clearing. I figure the lost horse will likely move to areas like this (not the rocky 
trails we took to get here). We explored each open space. 

 

Volume VIII - Page 595 of 670



2015-10-02 – Disappointed But Very Proud 
Page 6 of 9 

In different circumstances, this portion would be a nice ride. Beautiful "Arizona Highways Magazine" 
stone formations . . . 

 

. . . and pretty meadows among the pines. 
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Even after a day of strenuous riding, Thunder strides on. 

 

We will continue looking tomorrow. 
On a happier note, when we got back to the ranch - disheartened, dusty and tired, there was a 
wonderful welcoming committee. Nacho and her twin bambinos. 
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The little ones are growing up. 
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We will keep looking. 

MM 
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The weather at Fort Stanton NCA prevented searching for the lost horse this morning 

(heavy rain and lightning); and Belle had been invited to appear mid‐day at the near‐

ghost town of White Oaks for their Fall Festival. It was nice to have a break (and it was 

not raining down there). 

Since we planned on doing more searching ‐ weather permitting ‐ in the afternoon, the 

whole family went to the Festival. I wasnʹt sure how it would work at a public event, 

with Belle and I occupied, and Thunder, Spanky and Lulu tagging along. I neednʹt 

have worried. 

Thunder and Spanky stayed right with us the whole time (Lulu, too). 
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They greeted everyone, and generally "hung out" like the other visitors. 
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White Oaks was a bustling mining town in the 1880's - 90's. Its decline was fast and permanent. Now it 
is a very small artist colony and tourist destination . . . 
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. . . but some of its gilded past remains. 
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The big brick schoolhouse was completed in 1895, shortly before the town's decline. It now serves as a 
concert hall and museum. 

 

Of course, White Oaks is famous for the "No Scum Allowed Saloon". 
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We didn't visit the bar this time . . . but Belle had a beer anyway, offered by a stranger (and against 
regulations when we are in uniform!)  Note Thunder and Spanky keeping an eye on us in the 
background. 

 

Spanky tried to get his own brew out of an ice chest. 
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This fiberglass bull was perplexing. "Why doesn't he say anything? Or even move?” they wondered. 
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It was a fun event for everyone. 

 

Afterward, we went searching for the horse again ‐ without success. 

MM 
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We were invited by the Las Cruces Boy Scout Troop to provide some ʺliving historyʺ 

during their weekend camp‐out at Fort Stanton. 

On our way to the Fort's old military cemetery. We arranged with their leader to take a back route, and 
suddenly "appear", as though out of the past. The kids got a kick out of it. 

 

It was a gloomy, drizzly morning, but no one seemed to mind. 
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Everyone had a good time - including the horses! The Scouts were very courteous, and asked 
interesting questions. Great to see young people engaged in local history. 

 

During our "Q&A" session . . . the look on the infant's face is priceless! 
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Later, in a steady rain, we continued our search for the lost horse. 
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Did not see the horse, but managed to spot some surprised pronghorns (this one is well-camouflaged in 
the center of the photo). 

 

See the little herd to the right? They sure do blend in. 

 

MM 
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We are still looking. Search and Rescue is about ʺprobabilitiesʺ and ʺpossibilitiesʺ. 

With a lost horse, almost anything is possible (did someone find and take it home?) ‐ 

So we concentrate on the probable, searching in ever larger circles from the point last 

seen. Then re‐searching again. So far, there has been no sign, no clue. 

The area features high, rocky ridges, cradling meadowed valleys. 

 

Covering the ridges are thick stands of pinon and juniper trees. 
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We try to see into the dense, uncomfortable vegetation (where it is possible for a horse to hide); but 
concentrate our efforts on the meadows where it seems probable a horse would choose to be. 

 

Really, there is no telling. 
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Lulu looks, too. 

 
  

Volume VIII - Page 615 of 670



2015-10-06 - Nope 
Page 4 of 6 

To break the monotony on the way back to the trailer, we have a run - a full out gallop. 
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Hard to see - but Spanky really kicked up his heels! 
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Beautiful vistas. 

 

It has been a concentrated effort. We will continue to look, but at some point the 

ʺprobableʺ scenarios are exhausted. Hunting season has begun in the area, so with 

more individuals on foot, we hope some sign will be found. 

MM 
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It has been nearly two weeks since the horse went missing, and today we set out once 

again to look for it ‐ without success. 

Every time Belle's ears pick up, so do mine. 

 

The search crew. 
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Thunder, especially, seems to have understood the routine. 

 

The meadows still seem like the likeliest spots; but we have covered them all more than once. 
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We bushwhacked into some tough areas, too. 

 

Very tough. 
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The horses and Lulu showed great tenacity. 

 

We have had about 2" of rain this week, which ought to have made finding fresh tracks easier - but we 
haven't seen any. 
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No sign of the horse has been seen by anyone. In all honesty, there is little more we 

can do, but wait for something to be revealed. 

MM 
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The Lincoln County Cowboy Symposium is a tradition ‐ an annual festival celebrating 

all things ʺcowboyʺ. 

There are horsemanship seminars (this one by national expert, Craig Cameron). 

 

Trick riding (a woman did a handstand on a horse at a full gallop); mounted shooting; and "Mule 
packing" demonstrations. (Notice the mud? We received more than an inch of rain on Friday - but 
Saturday and Sunday were beautiful). 
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Cowboy poets, Western authors, and a Kid's rodeo (in the mud) - this little girl is barrel racing with a 
stick horse. 

 

. . . and food . . . lots and lots of food! 
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Prepared in the old-fashioned, cowboy way . . . from genuine chuck wagons passed down for 
generations and lovingly maintained. 
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Dutch ovens are tricky - getting the temperature just right, with hot coals. 

 

Everything must be done in the traditional manner. 
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Wood-fired chicken fried steak . . . 

 

'Taters with bacon. 
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Fresh apricot cobbler. Yum! 
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There were "mountain men" . . . 
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. . . this traditional teepee is made of 12 full elk hides. 
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Lulu had a wonderful time. She just fit right in and got along with everyone. 

 

There were custom saddle makers. 
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. . . and blacksmiths. All the old crafts are kept alive here. 

 

. . . and music - lots and lots of Western music, from small groups . . . 
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. . . to headliners like Crystal Gayle, Tommy Allsup, and Jason Roberts. [Tommy Allsup's career began 
60 years ago. His contribution to the music industry is legendary, having played in more than 9,000 
Nashville recording sessions with artists of every genre. In 1958, he met Buddy Holly during a recording 
session at Norman Petty's Clovis, New Mexico studio. Tommy will always be known for losing a coin 
toss for space on a chartered, three-seat plane. He lost the seat to Richie Valens, who, along with 
Buddy Holly and The Big Bopper, died when the plane crashed on February 3, 1959 - "the day the 
music died".] 
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This many fiddlers on stage makes a beautiful sound! 

 

Lulu enjoyed the entertainment. 
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. . . and lots of attention from strangers. 
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It was a great event’ and for even more "Western Atmosphere", when we got home we were greeted by 
this bull elk along the driveway . . . 

 

. . . and the twins (who are growing up fast). 

 

MM 
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Sometimes, when we meet someone different from ourselves, we can be at a loss for 

the right thing to do. Take this early morning for instance – a cow elk tried to be 

friendly with the metal deer family on the driveway . . . 

"Hello, cousins! (Wish I spoke deer . . .)" 

 

(Sound of elk clearing her throat) "Hello there!" “Sniff, Sniff” . . . “not much scent." 
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"Hmmm . . ." 

 

"They sure are thin." 
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"?". 
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Well, I just don't get it." 

 

MM 
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Cherry Creek runs through the ranch, but it is seasonal ‐ only flowing on the surface 

during severe monsoon rains. Otherwise it is underground (it feeds the old unused 

hand‐dug well near the barn). Yesterday, Lulu and I were walking the property when 

we discovered something. 

Under these Ponderosa pines we found a little spring, which is likely why these big trees are growing 
there. 

 

It's more of a "seep", really, in that the water does not visibly flow. Lots of elk tracks around it; so this 
must be an attraction for them. It gets its yellow tinge from the mud they stir up. Difficult to tell in the 
photo, but it is about four feet across. 
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After our walk, we took a ride in Bonito Canyon, where this water is flowing! 

 

We passed Blue Pond; a large spring. 
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It gets its name from the odd, deep blue-green color of the clear water. 

 

We continued on our ride. 
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Enjoying the summer grass while they still can - winter is coming. 
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Having a drink together. 

 

Racing home at dusk. 

 

MM 
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A beautiful fall day, leaves gently turning to gold, and good companions . . . gotta 

make for a great ride! (And we are about to meet someone special). 

Nacho and her bambinos (who seem to grow more each day) bid us adios as we leave the ranch. 

 

On the trail. 
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Yup. Fall is gradually overtaking the green leaves of summer. 
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Lush moss grows in a shady spot. 
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"Did you hear that?" 

 

We sure did . . . and very close by. See it? 
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A big bull elk stopped to have a look at us - from maybe 30 ft. away. Apparently he recognized us, or at 
least felt we posed no threat. 

 

He went on with his business (grazing), and the horses did, too (ditto). We could hear another one, 
brushing through the forest nearby - but we never saw it. 
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He even ignored Lulu. 

 

After about a half-hour, we all went our separate ways. A magical encounter with a king of the forest. (I 
have to wonder: How could killing (hunting) this trusting elk have enhanced the experience?) 
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Up top, we enjoy the open high country. Here comes Thunder at a gallop. 

 

Good boy! 
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Although we are in the wilderness, if you look closely you will see the world-class Spencer Theater all by 
its lonesome in the distance (white dot at center of photo). 
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. . . but we are surrounded by Mother Nature. 

 

Business as usual. 
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Deep in the forest again. 
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"Hmmm . . . where did that elk go?" 
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On the way home, Spanky tries a tasty oak leaf snack. 

 

It was a special ride. Thanks for coming along! 

MM 
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This time of year, it feels like Mother Nature is holding her breath ‐ pausing for a 

moment between the green of summer and the gold of autumn. 

The trails are still leafy and green 
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. . . but all around, the colors are changing. 
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Don't know what this is - but it reminds me of a holly Christmas wreath (Oh no, not yet!) 
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Climbing up and up, beneath the aspens. 
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Aspens are earth's largest organisms. Each grove is actually a collection of trees with a common root. 
They are extended families. The elderly trees eventually fall, to provide protection and nutrients for the 
next generation. 
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Breaking through to the high country (we started out way below). This is a long, strenuous climb; I am 
very proud of the horses and Lulu! 
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Family photo at the top of the world. They really are, you know. 
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Heading down. It is much steeper than it looks. We take our time. 

 

Patterns above. Riding horseback in the quiet of the forest allows for a great appreciation of nature's 
beauty. 
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Thunder enjoys a roll on a natural "lawn". 
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. . . and to top it all off, look who greeted us when we got home at dusk! 

 

A proud bull elk and his family. 

 

ʺWhat nature delivers to us is never stale. Because what nature creates has eternity in 

it.ʺ Isaac Singer 

This was a very special day. Thank you for sharing it with us.    MM 
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