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We were bad camp counselors.  Actually, Counselors in Training.  Three days earlier we’d been 

caught smoking — me weed, her American Spirits — and had been under serious lockdown.  Paul looked 

so disappointed when he confronted us, confiscating my little glass pipe. “Bull horns,” I called it.  He’d 

known us since we were eight, taught us how to bridle horses in the dark and cook Coke n’ Rice.  Dutch 

oven; two cans of coke to every six cups rice.  

Straddled over Skinny and Shamrock, our two favorite steeds, we were finally free.  We turned our 

backs to the canvas tents and our grinning mugs towards Stolle Meadows.  It had been three days of 

serious supervision, but it was Friday and the campers were packing up.  After seven summers we knew 

the trails around the meadows, and most of the Juniper Mountains for that matter, like the seats of our 

saddles.   

Paul had sent us looking for a stream northeast of base camp. The stream was full just into July, 

fueled with snowmelt from the higher peaks.  He had found it late one night on a ride with his wife.  Their 

horses were thirsty but jolted back as they touched their lips to the water.  It was scalding; a natural hot 

springs. He had always wanted to go back and make it into a proper pool, digging it out and constructing 

rock dams to keep out the cold. Twenty weeks of spoiled city kids on horseback made that hard.  

So he sent us, the delinquent CITs, to finish the job. Partly punishment, partly test.  

Glenn and I had always loved Skinny and Sham, since the first summer Paul told us they were 

reserved for advanced riders.  At eight we were without merit courageous. We pleaded with Paul to let us 

ride them, we had horses at home, but he forced us to wait.  Skinny was a retired race horse, a 17 hand 

dark bay Thoroughbred with a large bump on his forehead. He had suffered leg injuries on the track and 

had subsequently been heavily doped for a quicker recovery. The dope all went to his head, and although 

he was able to run again — and fast — he was never quite there mentally. I loved him for it.  

Shamrock was smart. He was a brat, the teenage boy that shoots BB guns at the neighbors’ 

windows. He was handsome too, a bay Morgan-Arabian with a mane and tail that shone polished spurs.  

Glenn was in love from the moment she saw him.  She would sneak into the corral to brush him, sit with 

him, feed him carrots she stole from  the cook tent. He ate three of her watches, and she eventually 

stopped wearing them. He was notorious for bucking off campers, most of which never went near him 



again. He bucked Glenn off too, the first time Paul let her on him.  She got up dirty, limping, and grinning 

like he’d asked her to marry him.  

So they were the Bad Boys of Stolle Meadows. Skinny, the spooky dopester that ran faster than 

anyone in the herd and Sham, the naughty ladies’ man. They took us across the river and onto the old 

logging road. Veering off the road, we smelled sulfur and found the spring rather easily. We tied Skinny 

and Sham up to some juniper pines and started digging.  

The streambed was composed of waterlogged pinecones and pebbles tumbled smooth from years 

of glacial watershed. We stripped to our undies and bras and our boys dozed off as the afternoon sun 

poked through the towering pines. I collected dam rocks as Glenn formed the pool. We sang the Weird Al 

tunes that ignited us as preteens, the water level rising to our calves. At Coopkey Springs we could be 

mud-crusted-animal-loving kids again, away from the fumes and clothing trends of adolescence.  

Rock walls in place, the cold trickled in through the cracks just enough to balance the temperature 

at a cozy 110F. The pool was big enough for three people, two comfortably with legs splayed and neck 

reclined.  Heads back, eyes up at the gaps in the branches where the pines couldn’t quite hold hands. 

Trance-like, we gazed in naked silence at that crisp Idaho blue.  

“Next summer, let’s come back and stargaze here,” Glenn said. 

We didn’t come back the next summer. We had real jobs serving four-dollar hamburgers, saving 

money for concerts, road trips and cheap beer. 

I know that it’s too late to return to Coopkey with Glenn. But when I look up at stars that shine 

like Sham’s mane, I hope she looks right back. I hope she’s found new pools and a horse with a tail like 

polished spurs. 

This one will always be ours.  


