
RANGE’s fantastic 
new photo book  

is here!
“At the Edge of Out There” 
shares the beauty of the wide 
open places in the American 
West that our cowboys and 
sheepherders inhabit and tra-
verse—despite difficult  
weather, challenging terrain 
and unrelenting external pres-
sures. Past and present, it 
reveals their unwavering faith 
and hope in the future. The 
simple, honest words will 
inspire you. The images will 
take your breath away and 
warm your heart. You might 
even want to be there.  

 
128 pages, hardcover, retail $49. Please call  

 
1-800-RANGE-4-U  

and ask for our “Subscriber Special” or visit www.rangemagazine.com

Dave Skinner grew up exploring the 
hidden corners of the West’s physical 
landscape. He left no back road unex-
plored, no secret spot unrevealed, and 
no friends unmet. This tribute to “The 
Wandering Scout” brings together a 
selection of 20 years of his best articles 
and rides for RANGE. In these stories 
he takes the environmentalist liars and 

elitists into the muck they secretly financed for far too 
long. He offers plain English, no holds barred, and no B.S. 
This book exposes a darker sense that the West’s political 
landscapes held secrets as well. 
 

180 pages, hardcover.  
Retail, $49. For RANGE readers, 39% off!   

Only $30 or two for $50 
Call 1-800-RANGE-4-U (1-800-726-4348)  
Order online via range magazine.com  

or mail to: RANGE, 169 E. Center St., Fallon, NV 89406

Don’t miss  
the Wandering Scout’s  

deepest dives!

“I’ve never felt lost in the 
West, no matter where I am, 
where I’m going, or what I’m 
doing. All I have to do is look 
around. When I see a desert 
valley bottom that’s just a  
little cockeyed? Nevada. 

Shorelines on the mountains 
around me? Lake Missoula. 

Sandy hills? Nebraska.  
A big pile of basalt next to 

wheat? Washington.  
Even in big cities like Denver 

you can still spot Mount 
Evans through the smut  
and know you’re not just  

any old place.” 

DAVE SKINNER, FALL 2008
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I
t was a great job for me, but not so much 
for Arla with two small boys, Norlan and 
Justin, and a baby daughter, Lisa. We had a 

small but comfortable cabin to live in at head-
quarters on the Singing River Ranch. The old 
boss, Sam, had a bark worse than his bite and 
Frank, who ran the lower part of the outfit, 
was willing and able to teach me the many 
things I didn’t know. Frank’s wife, Stella, was a 
great lady and made the isolated place wel-
come for our little family. 

      

If you head north of Walsenburg, Colo., 

for a mile or so then west through Gardner 
and on through Redwing until you just run 
out of road a few miles from the top of the 
Sangre de Cristo Mountains, you will find the 
Singing River Ranch headquarters. Should 
you go a little higher, you can look down on 
the great San Luis Valley, the Medano Ranch, 
the Zapata Ranch, and the Great Sand Dunes 
that would eventually become a national 
monument.  
      There were a few drawbacks to living at 
headquarters, like no telephone, no electricity 
except a generator and a huge icehouse that 
required cutting blocks of ice from the beaver 
ponds with chainsaws every winter. We did 
not have a television, but the boss, Sam, had 

an old black and white model that got one 
snowy station. His favorite show ended at 10 
p.m. Maybe it was weather or news. A few 
minutes after 10, Sam would walk down and 
shut the generator off. Then it was coal oil 
lamps and curses if you had forgotten what 
time it was and had not gotten everyone in 
bed before Sam shut off the lights.     
       Sam’s wife, Eva, was a gentle lady. The 
direct opposite of Sam. Eva was as devoted to 
taking care of Sam as he was to taking care of 
the property, wildlife and livestock on Shuler’s 

Singing River Ranch. He was not particularly 
interested in taking care of his aging body and 
damaged heart. Eva supplied me with tubes 
with nitroglycerin pills to keep in my pockets, 
saddle bags, toolboxes, pickup glove compart-
ments, and other strategic places around the 
ranch. I was given gruesome instructions by 
Eva on exactly how to pry Sam’s mouth open 
with a stick or other suitable tool and insert a 
couple of nitro pills to save his life. I would 
prefer trying it on one of the raunchy White 
Face Bulls than the cranky old cow boss. 
Thankfully, I was never forced to find out if I 
had any doctoring Sam skills.  
      There were about 30 wild turkeys left on 
the mountain and Sam was determined to see 

they survived and prospered. Sam would take 
a half sack of corn every third day and ride up 
the mountain to feed them. Eva would some-
times veto the project when Sam did not look 
well and summoned me to the house to get 
my instructions. The instructions were always 
much more detailed and threatening than the 
instructions from Eva on prying Sam’s mouth 
open and inserting the pills.  
      “Now don’t try to sneak back and see 
those birds,” Sam said. “They are cautious and 
will know you are there hiding and trying to 
see them. Just string the corn out where I have 
been feeding it and come back.”  
      It was a glorious morning in January, clear 
and cold as hell. There had been about four 
inches of new snow that night. I found the 

place where Sam fed the birds far enough into 
the meadow and close enough to the trees 
that they could see a predator approach and 
get to the trees in time. I had a hard time find-
ing a safe place to tie the horse and climb a 
tree to see the turkeys. I damn near froze out 
before they came. There was a hen turkey in 
the lead. I named her Hannah the brains of 
the outfit. There was a big Tom stepping right 
behind Hannah. They would each take a few 
steps, then stop and listen then take a few 
more steps. I was relieved to see that each of 
the 30 had survived another night.  
      Sam asked me if the big hen was there and 
how many there were, and I told him. He was 
never fooled for a minute. He knew I would 
stay to see those wild birds and I am glad I did 
not try to lie to him about that and never 
about anything else. Sam, Eva, Frank and Stel-
la were among my early heroes.   
       About a mile above the lower ranch lived a 

Deep Root Domingus  
Seeing through 85-year-old eyes, I wish I’d listened closer at the age of 25.  

By Vess Quinlan  

family that raised goats named Domingus. No 
one knew how long they had lived in these 
mountains. Only that they had immigrated 
many years ago. Salomon Domingus and his 
wife Salomae Domingus still worked part-
time for The Singing River and had accumu-
lated much wisdom from living in the country 
for many generations. And he was funny as 
hell when he told his version of the alfalfa fail-
ure, which earned him the nickname “Deep 
Root Domingus.” 
      Salomon was very proud of his herd of 
goats. He sold quarters of goat meat and fresh 
goat milk. He had a team of Percherons and 
custom horse-drawn hay equipment to har-
vest his other prize product. Salomon’s great-
great-great-grandfather had brought some 
alfalfa seeds when he immigrated to America. 
He called it Turkistan. Some claim that since 
Turkistan is a country, Salomon’s original 
great-great-great-grandfather probably came 
from Turkistan or Morocco instead of Mexi-
co. Some scholars argue that many people 
with Spanish surnames are Sephardic Jews 
who adopted the surnames and became 
Christians to avoid being tortured and killed 
during The Spanish Inquisition.     
      Anyway, the land that Salomon’s great-
great-great-grandfather settled suits the story.  
Isolated in America and safe from religious 
fanatics, it was sadly too dry for alfalfa and too 
high-altitude as well. Most of the plants died. 
But the old man was not one to give up easily. 
So, he harvested the seeds from the ones that 
survived and planted those. Eventually the 
family ancestor established an alfalfa field. 
The crowns were huge, as were the roots, and 
they grew deep into the ground. Every five 
years, the family harvested and stored the seed 
so they would have an alfalfa crop and hay for 
their animals in the future.  
      One day a couple of fellows found their 
way to the isolated place. They had heard the 
story of the remarkable alfalfa growing with-
out irrigation where the rain came at the 
wrong times and in such small quantities that 
growing a profitable alfalfa crop was thought 
impossible. They walked through the field, 
looked at the huge crowns and healthy ani-
mals. These fellows bought the rights to the 
seed and paid Salomon an exorbitant amount 
of money for it before they found out that it 
didn’t yield much, could only get one cutting 
and was so bloaty that it could only safely be 
fed to goats and horses and was especially 
dangerous to graze.  n 

Vess is retired and thinking about how he did 
things and why. He lives in Florence, Colo.

There were a few drawbacks to 
living at headquarters, like no 

telephone, no electricity except a 
generator and a huge icehouse 

that required cutting blocks of ice 
from the beaver ponds with 

chainsaws every winter.
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