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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  


