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HERB’S FIRST TRIP WEST..SUMMER 1917
     “When I was about four my father had an 

engagement to play the summer season out in 
Colorado Springs with a local band, the Colo-
rado Midland Band, owned by the Colorado 
Midland Railroad. So we journeyed by train 
across the country to Colorado and my father 
rented a small cabin there. That cabin, by the 
way, stood until the 1980s when it was torn 
down for a new apartment complex. We spent 
a very enjoyable summer there. We loved the 
outdoors and we hiked every day. I remember 
they bought me a small red tin wagon which 
could be hauled quite easily to places like 
North and South Cheyenne Canyons. 

     “My father only had to play with the band 
in the evenings at the park so we had a lot of 
time to see many things. My mother and I sat 
on the grassy lawn and listened to the concerts 
each evening. We were there for most of the 
summer.”

FOR MANY
MORE 
IMAGES OF
HERB
RINGER’S
FIRST TRIP
WEST, IN THE
SUMMER OF
1917,
VISIT THE
WORDPRESS
VERSION OF
THIS STORY.



THE ZEPHYR/ AUGUST-SEPTEMBER  2013

7

The home 
of the

“DON’T 
WORRY,

BE HOPI” 
T-shirt

A unique selection of traditional Hopi arts, crafts, and 
cultural items including over 150 Katsina dolls 

done in the  
traditional style, 

as well as baskets, ceremonial textiles,
jewelry, pottery and more.

We also have complete visitor information (including 
connections for knowledgeable & articulate guides)

to make your visit to Hopi 
a memorable & enjoyable one.

We are located 1 1/2 miles east of the 
Hopi Cultural Center at MP 381 on HWY 264, 

in the heart of the HOPI REZ

928.734.2478  POB 234  SECOND MESA, AZ  86043

83 N. Main St     Moab, Utah   435.259.5154
www.backofbeyondbooks.com

In Notes on Paper, 
Falke walks us through 
the landscape of one man’s 
mind, which contains both 
his past and an aware-
ness of our common future. 
From within private memo-
ries the narrator reaches 
out to us with ‘we’ and ‘you’, 
and each spare line invokes 
the hope that we, like him, 
are worthy of return to our 
most longed for places. And 
if to return is not our fate, 

and really it never can be, the narrator bids us survey 
our own memories, taking time in the present for the 
winds, and the words, that move the world.

N o t e s  on   P a p e r
Damon Falke

From Shechem Press
http://www.shechempress.com

IN THE WINTER OF 1983, the 
largest El Niño event on record-a 
chain of “superstorms” that swept 
in from the Pacific Ocean-battered 
the entire West. That spring, a 
massive snowmelt sent runoff rac-
ing down the Colorado River toward the Glen Canyon Dam, a 
710-foot-high wall of concrete that sat at the head of the most 
iconic landscape feature in America, the Grand Canyon.  In 
the midst of this crisis, beneath the light of a full moon, a trio 
of river guides secretly launched a small, hand-built wooden 

boat, a dory named the Emerald Mile, 
into the Colorado just below the dam’s 
base and rocketed toward the dark 
chasm downstream

Kevin Fedarko has worked as a 
river guide himself and is intimately 
familiar with the canyon’s many 
secrets, and is the ideal narrator for 
this American epic. The saga of the 
Emerald Mile is a thrilling adventure, 
as well as a magisterial portrait of the 
hidden kingdom of white water at the 
bottom of the greatest river canyon on 
earth.

http://www.backofbeyondbooks.com/product.
cfm?id=1372284469006


