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By Dean May
Through the eyes of “Rosetta”, my mule.

T

he days are getting shorter and cooler. The flies are gone
and I see a different color in the trees with leaves. I’m
alone in my human’s trailer; I love the ride with my nose
poking out sniffing the fall air… I think we’re going on another
one of those rides where I get to see all my long eared friends.
Yes, another adventure with the Colorado Mule Riders. This year
finds us at the Waunita Hot Springs Ranch, one of our favorite host
ranches. This is our 5th visit in the 42 years of riding together and
the most of any of the hosting ranches. The trails are great, the food
and lodging great, and of course, the hot springs pool is great, too.
The best part is that this year we are being hosted by four generations of the Pringle Family, the youngest just looking cute in her
car seat while mom and grandma are making breakfast. Waunita
Hot Springs is in Gunnison, Colorado, and our drive takes us over
the Continental Divide via Monarch Pass.
After spending the night with all my friends, catching up on what
we’ve done all summer, my human has me saddled and ready to
ride. I’m so anxious; we all are, to get going and to see new country.
We step out across the open meadows heading for those trees with
the shimmering colors. We’re able to ride side by side and my
human is talking up a storm with the other humans. The colors are
vibrant with the morning sun streaming in behind them, the reds,
yellows and pure golds. We have to cross a creek. My human knows
I hate getting my feet wet… I pause, I dance, I try to convince him
that there is a saber tooth trout hiding in the rocks. He knows best
and I give in to his encouragement. Ah, that wasn’t so bad after all.
I look back to see a few of my friends thinking there must be a troll
hiding in there, too. Boy, can they jump.
We stop in a beautiful meadow and all the humans are getting
down on the ground. A few head to the trees and they are relieving
themselves. I don’t know why the just can’t go on the trail like we
do, but I’ll enjoy the break and get a few mouthfuls of this green
grass. Then a few more miles of trails, riding along the creeks,
smelling the pines and all the incredible fall smells. Around each
turn it’s different, exciting and beautiful. Another large meadow,
yet this time my bridle is removed and my feet tied together. It’s
lunch time for all of us. After a nice long break we all line up side
by side and wait for the guides to take a picture of all us long ears.
I’ll hold my head high and stand still to make my human proud.
Leaving the meadow I can sense we’re heading back to the ranch.
The others sense it, too and we step a little quicker. Me, I’ll be look-

ing forward to a good brushing and all the hay I can eat. My human,
on the other hand, keeps talking about a cold beer and some kind
of hot springs pool. Either way, were both enjoying the beautiful
and colorful Rocky Mountains and all its wonders.
I always remember the second day we ride; we go high into the
majestic mountains and stand atop a mountain peak enjoying the
endless views and high meadow grasses. The humans remove their
hats and begin reading a list of names. They seem sad yet at peace.
I see my human shedding a tear, I think they miss these people, or
is it they get to ride with these people each year if only in spirit.
These are those riders who have ridden with them and have passed
on. Still with their hats in hand, they hold the American flag and
salute it with their hand on their chest, honoring all who have fought
to keep it free and those who have paid the ultimate sacrifice. They
welcome the new riders, something the humans call “mavericks”
and shake hands. Into a pile of rocks they bury a capsule to remember this event and to honor it for all time. As I hobble around searching for some lunch time grass I see another pile of rock. I wait here
so when my human comes for me he sees it too. I think the group
has been here before. I can feel the spirit of those mules and men
who were here and camaraderie that we all share. The gentle wind
blows my tail and I look off into those endless views all around me.

2018 Mavericks Left to right: Wayne Heskett, Wamego, Kansas,
Dennis Hawk, Kansas City, Missouri and
Steve Bartle, Manhattan, Kansas.

This place is very peaceful and special; my mule friends are special,
as are the humans that care for us. I like it here, too. I know it’s
good to be here and I’m proud I could bring my human to this place.
We are on a mountain named “Little Baldy” at 11,341 feet in elevation.
I guess its time to head back to the corral; all the humans are
catching their mules. We bail off the Little Baldy and pick up a road
but for some reason we start heading away from the ranch. A number of us are trying to tell our humans that we’re going the wrong
way. We stop, looking back, showing resistance to the direction.
The guide, on his short eared mount, keeps heading away so we reluctantly follow. Suddenly, there is about an face, we knew it. If
only those humans would listen to us. The horse’s rider seems a little red faced and sports a big smile. The ride brings us back through
beautiful aspens again full of yellows, golds and reds. The breeze
picks up and the magic begins, it’s raining aspen leaves. Blue sky,
a few white puffy clouds and aspen leaves fluttering and falling all
around us.
Wednesday is a day off for me. My human likes to write about
the week’s ride for his friends Ben and Neta. I like to watch as my
long eared friends run their humans around barrels, weave through
poles and all kinds of interesting games. There is a lot of cheering
and hollering from the humans; I think they’re having fun. I watch
as a mule named “Peter Brown” gets excited and starts jumping
around with his rider. The human holds on for a while but then does
a half gainer with a full twist and lands on his shoulders. Not a good
landing, this may earn him a hard luck trophy. There is a lot of dust
and commotion but the human Jim seems ok. This year they’re even
chasing cows around and pushing them into a pen, interesting. I see
my human over on the porch talking with another human. This must
be Rod and Junelle Pringle, Great Grandma and Grandpa, the first
generation of Pringles, who started this ranch as a dude ranch back
in 1962. They seem to be having fun reliving old memories and
stories of past rides here. Later in the day I see the humans heading
for the steaming pool of water in their bathrobes and cowboy boots.
I wonder what they’re doing?
It’s a crisp fall morning for our final day of trail riding. There is
a little less spring in our step today. It’s great fun for us mules to be
here with our humans. We get to see new country and enjoy the camaraderie with our fellow mules. As we circle around through the

pines and shimmering aspens, I notice my fellow mules are as relaxed as I am. My ears are relaxed and swinging back and forth as
we walk. It is a great day to be a mule and a member of the Colorado Mule Riders. We have ridden close to fifty miles in the last
five days. We have enjoyed great weather and good hay. I’ll look
forward to seeing my fellow mules again next year in the fall when
the air has a chill, the flies are gone and leaves are once again turning their magnificent true, Colorado gold.
Till then…take care of your human.
Signed, Rosetta
A Huge Thanks to the Pringle Family
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