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venturing out in a spring blizzard 

like that, but I thought I was invin-

cible, after the war and all.” 

 

“I felt my way along a little bit 

more on what I thought was the 

trail back towards the cabin. But 

when I passed the same old light-

ning-stuck dead tree a second time, 

I knew I was going in circles. So I 

just sat down next to a log. I ate 

my sandwich, drank some water 

and waited for the storm to calm 

down. It didn’t.”  

 

Before long there was a foot of 

snow around me with no signs of 

letting up. Big flakes!” I was cold.” 

He ran his hand over his unshaven 

jaw and looked at his fingers.  

 

“I noticed my fingers getting kind 

of numb. I had gotten frostbit on 

my toes in France but never my 

hands. I took my gloves off and 

rubbed my fingers to restore circu-

lation.” Unconsciously, he began 

to rub his knobby hands together as 

he relived the moment.    (see page 2)   
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“I used to hike these trails a lot.” he said with a smile. 

“…when I was younger.” He squinted up towards the 

morning sun, remembering. 

 

“These trails and Rampart Range were a magical place 

to me.” he said, as he spat some tobacco juice and 

wiped his mouth with his sleeve. “I came here after my 

Army discharge in 1946. I was at Normandy; I’d seen 

enough of France. I was barely 25; no family. Banged 

up mentally, I guess. I just wanted to go somewhere 

and be alone for awhile to collect myself, you know?” 

A faded tattoo, a scarlet heart, was silhouetted on his 

bare left forearm and a wide scar ran up his neck just 

inside his shirt collar. “I stayed,” he said. 

A bark-logged cabin similar to one described in the legend. Lovell 

Gulch trail runs up toward the Rampart Range area northeast of 

Woodland Park, CO.                                   Photo by David Martinek 

Carl Mangurt sat on his front 

porch steps looking up at the 

Ponderosa pines scattered 

densely along Lovell Gulch trail. 

His home was an old one-room 

bark log cabin nestled almost 

invisibly among the trees a few 

hundred feet west of the Pike 

National Forest boundary near 

Woodland Park. A frail, wrin-

kled 80 year-old man, Carl wore 

his long white hair in a pony tail. 

Sewn on the left sleeve of his 

tattered old Army field jacket 

was a faded ‘Big Red 1’ patch.   

“I wandered in the forest nearly 

everyday. It got to be my place. At 

some point most of the animals in 

the area grew quite comfortable 

with me being around, particularly 

the deer. I respected them.” He 

spat again and offered me a chew 

from his Kentucky Twist. I grace-

fully declined.  

 

“There were a lot of mule deer 

then. They’re plentiful now, but 

back then you could almost step on 

them. Sometimes they would fol-

low me along the trail. They’re 

very inquisitive, you know? Or, 

they would lay under the nearby 

trees in the sunlight, chewing their 

cuds and watching me as a I sat. 

Best damn combat decompression 

there ever was. I  re-discovered 

myself in that forest.”  

 

He scratched his head and stared 

back in his memory. And began 

this story... 

 

“It was a March day like this one,” 

he said. “Looked like it might 

snow a little so I delayed my daily 

hike until the afternoon. Sure 

enough it snowed, ‘bout an inch, 

then slacked off. I figured it was 

safe; so, with a canteen of water 

and a sandwich, I headed up to-

wards that ridge over there.” He 

stretched out a skinny arm pointing 

with a finger.  

 

“About two miles in it began to 

snow again, heavier this time. I 

walked on another half a mile or 

so, then realized I was in a white 

out.” Carl smiled. “I was crazy  
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“I sat there a long time. I started shivering, and then I got sleepy. You’d think after 

fighting through a French winter, I would have known what was happening. But it was a 

different situation; I wasn’t as alert. Plus, I  was in my twenties, and stupid,” he chuck-

led. “When I woke up it was dark.” 

 

“I did wake up,” the old man reassured me. “I didn’t know the time but it was still 

snowing.” His words got softer. “I woke up warm,” he said. “All around me were these 

dark shapes just barely visible, like shadows. I put out my hand and touched…fur. I 

pushed on one of the shadows, and it pushed back!” 

 

“First, I got scared because I thought they were bears. But bear don’t sit around in a 

friendly circle as a rule, I reasoned; and besides, the fur was short and wiry. It was deer! 

About five or six of them sitting around in a close circle with me in the middle, keeping 

all of us warm! Damnedest thing I’d ever seen! I was wide awake!” 

 

“They made no noise nor moved.” His voice choked and I strained to hear him. “They 

just sat there, like silent angels.” He closed his eyes for a moment, and I could tell the 

memories were flooding back.  

 

“After awhile the snow let up some, but I still couldn’t see very well in the dark. I guess 

the deer noticed too, because they all stood up and started a line walking back along the 

trail. I followed them best I could, keeping a white tail in my sight.” 

“Well, they led me nearly back to the 

cabin. At least I walked with them back 

that way; close enough so as I could tell 

where I was; came the rest of the way 

home by myself. Those merciful animals 

probably saved my life and then just 

melted into the snow storm. It was nearly 

40 years ago, but I remember it like it 

was yesterday.” 

 

He leaned close to me and put his wrin-

kled hand on my arm. “I swear it’s the 

God’s-honest truth.” He spat on the 

ground for emphasis, stood up and 

stretched.  

  

“Of course, I don’t much care whether 

you believe me or not,” he said, brushing 

some dust from his pant legs. “I know it 

happened. I was there. I have been living 

here ever since; probably won’t leave 

this place alive. I owe it to them. 

 

He climbed his porch steps with some 

difficulty and started for his cabin door. 

But he stopped and looked back at me. 

For an instant I thought I saw a young 

soldier, full of energy, adventure… sad-

ness and searching, peering through the 

old man’s eyes. “This is their land,” he 

said. “We are just visitors.” 

 

 

Epilogue:   

 

Who can deny that in some space of time 

the normal barriers of communication 

between men and animals could some-

times disappear? There’s an old tale that 

animals talk at midnight on Christmas 

Eve, but Carl’s legend tells of another 

moment when benevolent creatures, act-

ing naturally (perhaps) according to their 

instincts, happened to include a human 

in their winter survival tactics – saving 

his life and changing it at the same time.  

 

Carl Mangurt has passed beyond this 

world. Perhaps he is resting now in the 

Allesian Fields on the edge of a special 

place where human beings and animals 

coexist eternally. We are left only with 

his story. Let us hope, in the telling, that 

we have not missed his lesson. There are 

many mysteries of nature to be discov-

ered in the high country of Colorado, if 

we will only submit ourselves to the land 

for approval.   DM 

 

(This story is a work of fiction, based on legend. The 

reader is free to draw his/her own conclusions.)  

Pikes Peak looking from the crest of Mills Ranch Road, just west of Lovell Gulch. The Rampart Range area 

is to the east (left).                 Photo by David Martinek 

Mule deer are very in-

quisitive animals. Often, 

they can be observed 

lying in the sun under 

the trees chewing their 

cuds, like the picture left 

- a common scene in the 

high country. 
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