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For the Plateau, in celebration of all her mysteries.
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Introduction
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Mike and I met in Paria Canyon, while backpacking. He was on patrol. I had injured my ankle and was working my way upstream. As a ranger, it was his duty to inform me that I was headed in the wrong direction, away from Lee’s Ferry.  I let him know that although I could read a map, I couldn’t make the journey. We later worked together as rangers in Kanab, Utah and became friends. After seeing his incredible photos, I asked if he might collaborate on a book someday. He agreed. 

We are admirers and stewards of the Colorado Plateau, a vast, diverse, wild place located beyond boundaries in Utah, Arizona, New Mexico, and Colorado. We have been rangers in several of the same parks and wilderness areas, though Mike beat me to each place by many years. We have spent our lives living in, caring for, and loving these places. The poetry and images herein are derived from our time spent contemplating and experiencing the magic of the Plateau. The poetry was written on site. Specific place names in many poems have been modified in favor of general names. The photos remain unnamed. 

If you recognize these places, please hold their locations in silence. Our culture champions the exposure of every place and experience. Modern humans want to be the first to visit, and then advertise it everywhere across the internet. The land is not quick to recover from the abuse inflicted through the influence of social media. Please, help protect these places by enjoying them in silence. Hold them in your heart. Keep secrets. Be mindful of your impacts.

We wish to thank friends and family for their continued support of and tolerance for our creative endeavors, hiking addictions, birding obsessions, infuriating habits, and solitary natures. Thank you for putting up with us and for experiencing the world with us. Special thanks to Jodie and Kaitlea Toohey at Legacy Book Press, for making this book happen. Many thanks to the Earth, specifically the Colorado Plateau, who continues to soothe our souls, to nurture us, and to give meaning to our lives. And thank you, the reader, for joining us on our journey. Enjoy!

Heidi and Mike
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Water Canyon
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Under the grimy skin of it all

beneath these ancient stones

painted black with rain,

we find pieces of ourselves

swimming with boatmen

in cracks and crevasses,

and pieces of each other

strewn with equal veracity

throughout the spires 

and pinnacles,

between long dark pools

lined with scarlet eyes

of claret cups,

and we gather the revelations

like polished gems,

amulets of self,

hurled from ledges 

and impossible cliffs,

we drape them over our shoulders

like shields of desert varnish 

washed over the canyon walls

in this symphony

of light and shadow.
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Arrowheads
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-for Bowdie



When all we had

were hands and eyes and time—

I remember the curve of your back

as you bent to the ground

searching for them.

I didn’t believe anything

could be found so easily,

until I found one: salmon colored,

pale, imperfect and shiny,

silent as the blackbrush

above an ancient canyon.



Some things are revealed when we least expect them:

the glint of sunlight on an exposed edge

or an orb of darkness nestled in white sand.

Jagged edges leading to smooth hollows,

thousand-foot cliffs abated abruptly by sand—define us.

We are powerless confronted 

by their beauty.



I still know nothing about you

except the way you hide your eyes

as though you could keep

the arcane essence of your soul

from spilling.

The bats sense the stain of desert varnish

seeping through your veins

as well as anyone.

It’s elemental:

we cannot choose

which things we love.
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Speckled Dace
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In our whole lives

we will never know

why these tiny fish

inhabit this dry canyon,

or who these hands belonged to,

painted against sandstone

in white negatives,

or what these people thought,

loved, dreamed.

How will we ever know each other

in the space of one year

or two—

how, really,

can we even know ourselves?
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Fire Canyon


[image: ]


All it takes is a change of light

around a bend

and what was hidden 

is revealed.

Secrets in these canyons

dwell under slickrock ceilings:

the rounded stone doors

of granaries,

crumbling walls 

of abandoned houses

handmade with bricks

and canyon mud mortar,

galleries of rock art,

fragments of painted pots.

Relics in alcoves

lure us back

to a time of visions,

heightening awareness

for all we fail to sense

in the stillness,

disguised

by stunning

red splashes

of penstemon.
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Chaco Canyon
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Alone in Pueblo Bonito:

empty hallways,

rooms without ceilings,

uneven walls ending in sky.

Wind rushes through doorways

and windows,

sweeping dust from rough edges

of stacked stones

that wear away with each rainstorm,

plaster streaming

to the earthen floor.

Nearby, raven calls.

Shadow of vulture passes over.

Sparrow feathers litter the floor.

This is how it ends—

the leftovers of civilization

half-buried in rubble,

silent.

It is the same in Scotland,

abandoned homesteads on the moor,

and in Sarajevo,

vacant houses,

roofs demolished by bombs,

abandoned after war.

Everything crumbles.

Yet the absence of life

brings life:

Birds nest in cavities where stones 

or lintels have fallen.

Blue asters and snakeweed flower

in the kivas, enticing pollinators.

The world moves on,

mysteries whispering in stillness,

singing between 

strands of juniper bark.
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Kino Kletso
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-for D.S.

the past cracks open

a flash of recognition

we lived here

long before

carrying stones

beside the river

plastering walls

fingers slick with mud

returning again

somehow, today

the jagged walls, ruined

where we sang, loved

hands held tight

skin warmed by sun
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