The dawn comes---

Its grey pink glow

Shimmering from the mesa tops--
Spreading evenly

Across the prairie, glancing

From Urraca Mesa, rebounding
Off the Tooth, seeming to
Gather speed, races up the
Slopes of Black Mountain.

The prairie wakens, the meadows
And valleys stir, while the
Canyons slumber on in greyness,
A day begins,

The machinery at headquarters

Slowly begins to move. Water

““Whangs'’ into tin wash basir;s,

Razors whirr, a bus revs to life,

--"All rangers report to the Ranger Office’’--
C-1 roars away.

The early sun bothers the
Porcupine at Car-Max--he whines,
Rolls over, and continues sleep.

In Bonito Canyon, amid

The lushness, a calf nuzzles

Its mother.

--Breakfast is ready--and not far
Away at the edge of the wood, a bull
Watches approvingly.

On the slope of Hart Peak
Three deer--a doe and her
Fawns--settle for the day in
An oak thicket.

At Cyphers. Mines, smoke
Of campfires, writhing
Along the ground, seeks an
Opening to the atmosphere,



A long line of plodding horses

Beats a lazy tattoo on the baked
Plains of Carson-Maxwell.

And similarly, in the Ponil

Country, a pack train wobbles

Toward Old Camp from Indian Writings.

In the Agua Fria a small

Boy cashes in on his
"Home-made’’ fly and examines

His victory,

An expedition lazily leans
On the porch of Beaubien
Waiting to be checked in.

A group begins the
Staggering climb from
Clear Creek Camp to the
Mountain Top.

At Indian Writings Scouts
Peer at the grotesque grin
Of a Vermejo Indian.

The scratching of pebbles
In a gold pan mingles
With the trickling of the
Urraca’s North Fork below
Black Mountain Camp.

The cracking of a .22

At ‘Cito, wind whipping

The danger flags---

Another Hunter Safety program
Underway.

Sweat streaming

From a ranger’s face as

He carries two packs up
Comanche Pass. Sweat
Making a truck driver's hand



Slick on the wheel as he
Gears his truck up Fowler
Pass.

Sweat on the brow of a
Small dark-skinned boy
Stabbing paper amidst

A city of green canvas.

Apprehension

Glaring from an advisor’s

Face as he begins to climb
Comanche Peak.

Apprehension on the face of a
Man driving a brown Chevy Apache
Through Sawmill Canyon. And
Apprehension on another
Man’s face when a broken axe
Is turned back in.

Tears well in the eyes

of a boy who cannot

Make the climb, but must.
Another cries, softly, in the
Back of C-12---his leg

Tightly bandaged.

The wind comes up in
Dean Canyon, the wind
Mill turns, rain ‘tings’ on the
Steel water tank cover,

So the day continues,
Normally, but without
Routine.

Later a pall settles

Over the area. Birds begin to
Hush, deer melt out of the
Thickets and steal

Down the canyon slopes, Foot
Prints lie drying on the rocks
In the Rayado. The sun sinks
Slowly--a molten steel sphere--
Dissolving in an abysmal grey
Cloud sea.



An aspen fire pops and sizzles
At Brown sea. A burro

Brays his loneliness at Pueblano,
A blazing fire at ‘Cito

Casts erie shadows on the
Surrounding totems, and voices
Crack on ‘‘Eagle soaring high".
The tall pines at Abreu

Sift the moon’s rays, giving
Light to a prowling bruin,

The polished wall of Rayado Lodge
Glow in the candle light.

Laughter shakes the small confines of
The Porcupine lounge. The air
Becomes still, stars

Wink soundlessly, a rustle

In a tent, a cracking in

The forest, the rasping of

A katy-did, smouldering

Embers, the mountains,

Streams, valleys, canyons

Seem to sigh---

The day ends.
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