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On the Wild Side by Tina Mitchell 
I first heard him on a frosty mid-January night in 2009; he called 
most nights until the middle of May.  Then he was gone.  No 
breeding success for him that year, I guess.  Winter 2010, not a 
sound; winter 2011, not a sound.  In February, 2012, though, I 
heard one again.  Over the next 3 weeks, I’d hear him every 
night—an incessant call of one-note “toots”— advertising for a 
mate.  This time, the caller would succeed and lead me into even 
more encounters with these little sprites—Northern Saw-whet 
Owls. 
  
When most people think of owls, they probably picture the 
“giants” of this family—the Great Horned Owls, Barn Owls, or 
perhaps the Snowy Owl of Harry Potter fame.  But Colorado 
plays host to some diminutive owls too.  A winsome, and 
surprisingly ferocious predator—at least if you’re a deer 
mouse—the Northern Saw-whet Owl’s wide, almost heart-
shaped head sits atop a chunky body and a stub of a tail, 
measuring about 8” tall in all.  Broad brown streaks cover its 
white chest and a white V stretches between the yellow eyes.  
Should you ever see one, you might have to fight an urge to pop 
this munchkin into your shirt pocket.   
 
These little owls inhabit pinyon/juniper woodland as well as 
some ponderosa pine woodlands.  If you wander through conifer 
stands during winter, you might spot this gnome, sitting very 
still, perched close to a tree trunk.  But don’t count on it, since 
their cryptic coloring allows them to blend into the nearby trunk 
beautifully.  Probably the easiest way to locate a saw-whet is to 
listen.  After dark early in the breeding season, a male gives a 
steady series of toots—1 or 2 toots per second—that may go on 
for hours with scarcely a break for a breath.   
 
Breeding season begins very early for these sprites:  A male 
typically starts calling in February and eggs can be laid as early as 
March.  The female lays 4 – 6 eggs, about 2 days apart. Only the 
female incubates the eggs.  In fact, she remains on the nest with 
very few breaks from the time she lays the first egg until the 
youngest nestling is fully feathered and can keep itself warm 
(called “thermoregulation”)—roughly 18 days after hatching.  
The male supplies food for her and the nestlings throughout this 
entire period.  The eggs hatch asynchronously, about 27 – 29 
days later, in the order in which they were laid.  As a result, 
nestlings in the same brood can differ as much as 7 to 10 days in 

age and development.  They leave the nest after 4 or 5 weeks 
and remain together near the nest to be fed, mostly by the male, 
for another 4 weeks.   
 
A saw-whet’s diet consists predominantly of small rodents, with 
a special preference for deer mice.  It also takes other species of 
mice, woodrats, chipmunks, young squirrels, and sometimes 
even smaller birds and large insects.  The saw-whet hunts at 
dusk or through the night, peering and listening from low 
perches and swooping down on prey.   
 
The Northern Saw-whet Owl’s scientific name—Aegolius 
acadicus—comes from Greek:  aegolius, referring to a type of 
owl, and acadicus, referring to where the first saw-whet owl to 
be named was found (Acadia, Nova Scotia).   Similarly, its 
common name contains reference to the owl’s natural range in 
the U.S. (“northern”); “owl” likely comes from the Anglo-Saxon 
word ule, meaning “owl.”  Most interesting, though is the term 
“saw-whet.”  Early taxonomists thought that the male’s call 
sounded like the noise made when manually sharpening a saw 
on a whetstone.  Never having heard this sound, I’ll have to take 
their word for that. 
 
So for the next few weeks, I’ll go outside with the dogs for one 
last time around 9:30 p.m. and I’ll listen.  Really hard.  Really, 
really hard.  Last winter’s calling male indeed found himself a 
lady friend and they set up housekeeping in one of our larger 
nestboxes.  She laid 4 eggs, 3 of which hatched into totally 
adorable nestlings.   And for a few weeks of nestbox monitoring 
during April and May, I got to spend a bit of up-close-and-
personal time with this family.  You can read about my trials, 
tribulations, and anxieties of dealing with this new species; see 
lots of photos; hear a clip of this call; and learn even more about 
this wonderful creature of the night here. 
 
 
_____________________________________________________ 

Wedding Night by Nancy Oswald 
I have fond memories of the Coaldale Community Building.  I was 
there the night of April 9, 1977.  I remember this date because 
it’s the day my husband and I were married.  We arose early and, 
in a small service on the hill above the house where we now live, 
we tied the knot.  Some people may wonder why we spent the 
evening at the old Coaldale School instead of leaving for a 
honeymoon in the Bahamas or some other exotic destination.  It 
was pretty simple:  my husband, Steve, had to work the next day.  
In addition, we’d committed to play music for the monthly 
square dance.  The band we played with was the Monument 
Creek String Band, composed of family and friends and known to 
play for a good meal or just plain fun such as the occasional 
community event. 
 
The “fun” part of the statement is up for debate.  When I asked 
my husband about our wedding night, he summed it up in one 
word:  “EMBARRASSING.” He wouldn’t elaborate beyond that, so 
I’ll give my own version. 
 
Under a waning half moon… 
 
…the band was set up on the stage at the east end of the 
community room, which looked very much like it does today.  

http://wp.me/Ph4IP-EJ�


Chairs were set up around the perimeter of the room, with an 
open space in the center for the dancers.  We tuned up, and the 
dancers arrived--mostly community members wearing boots, 
hats, blue jeans, and skirts for the ladies.  I may have had a skirt 
on, too, but I honestly think I just wore jeans like the rest of the 
band.  We weren’t much for fancy.  (And we weren’t in the 
Bahamas or some other exotic place on our honeymoon either.) 
Tom Young did the calling for the dance and we played through 
our entire repertoire of old-time tunes:  Black-eyed Susie, Pretty 
Little Miss, Cripple Creek…  And when we tired of songs in the 
key of G, we switched to D to add variety. Most often the length 
of the dance outlived the length of the song, so we’d switch 
songs frequently to keep from going to sleep. (Anything goes as 
background music for a square dance as long as you keep the 
beat.) 
 
About halfway through the evening, a break was called.  People 
cleared the dance floor, and we put down our instruments to 
rest.  Before we had time to leave the stage, someone was at the 
microphone announcing our wedding earlier in the day.  The 
next thing we knew, a wheelbarrow appeared for an old-
fashioned shivaree.  By dictionary definition, a shivaree is the 
banging or pots, pans, kettles or making any other discordant 
noises after a wedding.  But I think the definition has been 
broadened to include pranks of any kind.  (And, Steve would add, 
“to cause the couple embarrassment.”) 
 
So, the wheelbarrow was front and center, and the happy bride 
(moi) was requested (no pressure) to climb into the tippy 
contraption for a ride around the dance floor.  We made the first 
pass successfully, with Steve at the helm.  When it was over, 
Steve discharged his duty…looking for a hiding place, no doubt.  
But not so fast.  It was the seventies after all.  I insisted that 
Steve get his ride around the room.  Reluctantly he climbed in, 
and we started our second circle.  Whether it was his weight, my 
weakness, the laughter, or just plain klutziness, the wheelbarrow 
tipped over and Steve spilled out onto the dance floor in front of 
the roomful of laughing onlookers. 
  
It was my turn to be embarrassed.   The wheelbarrow was 
righted, the circled completed, and, as in life, the dance 
continued.  
 
A honeymoon trip might have been nice, but that night at the 
Coaldale Community Building holds far more memories, and the 
laughter remains.  
 
Nancy and Steve Oswald have lived on a family ranch near 
Cotopaxi for 22 years.  They share the effort of raising grass 
finished beef and working the land.  Nancy has written several 
books of historical fiction including:  Nothing Here but Stones, 
Hard Face Moon, and Rescue in Poverty Gulch.  To learn more, 
you may visit her website at www.nancyoswald.com.  
____________________________________________________ 
 
I frequently tramped eight or ten miles through the 
deepest snow to keep an appointment with a beech-tree, or 
a yellow birch, or an old acquaintance among the pines. -
Henry David Thoreau, naturalist and author (1817-1862) 
_____________________________________________________ 

Community Calendar 
At the Coaldale Community Building 
 
Mondays:  8:45 – 10:15 am Yoga class for all levels.  Beginners 
welcome!  Please arrive 5-10 minutes early to get settled.  For 
more information contact Janet Engel, 942-3980. 
 
In Cotopaxi at the Pleasant Valley Health Center 
  
Open Fridays or for more information see www.pvhcpaxi.org 
 
In Howard at the Mountain Valley Church 
 
Mondays and Thursdays:  10:00 - 11:00 am Strong Bones, mild 
exercise class for men and women of all ages to strengthen 
bones and improve balance, Contact Linda at 942-3054. 
 
In Salida  
 
Saturday, February 9th, beginning at 6:00 pm - Colorado Central 
Magazine and Vino Salida Wine Cellars are teaming up to 
present a celebration of Imbolc, an ancient Celtic festival held at 
the midway point between the winter solstice and the spring 
equinox.  We will be serving mead (honey wine) and other 
selections from the winery and a Celtic feast is being prepared 
from the British Isles and Ireland. There will also be a concert of 
some fantastic young musicians who perform great Celtic music 
on fiddle and guitar, Adam Agee and Jon Sousa. 
 
The event happens at the Salida Community Center, 305 F Street 
Seating is limited so tickets should be purchased in advance. 
Tickets are $40 for individuals and $75 per couple. Tickets are 
available at Vino Salida and at Ploughboy. 
 
Yoga Classes with Chanda Klco chanda.klco@gmail.com  
Ongoing Classes at YogaTonic  
Monday, 10:30am – 11:45am Amrit Method Basics (YogaTonic) 
5:30pm – 6:45pm Amrit Method All Levels Practice (YogaTonic) 
Tuesday, 4:30pm – 5:30pm Yoga Nidra (YogaTonic) 
 
Tuesday, February 26th, 5:30-6:30 pm – IMAGINE THAT!  
Visualization as a tool for Health and Prosperity with Inner 
Wisdom Coaching, at 228 E. Street, Salida.  Learn about and 
experience how Guided Imagery can be used for health and well-
being at a special presentation.  Tamara Herl will discuss how 
visualization has helped Olympic athletes achieve their goals, 
teach steps toward creating a simple visualization, and 
demonstrate a powerful interactive process that can be used to 
achieve all types of goals ranging from weight loss to attracting 
prosperity.  Fee: by donation  
_____________________________________________________ 
 
On the web, visit us at www.OnTheWildSide812.wordpress.com 
To include your event in our calendar and for all other comments 
and correspondence, contact us at InTheValley812@yahoo.com 
 
This newsletter is made possible by the Coaldale Community 
Building Association.  If you like what you read you can help by 
making a donation to the CCBA, PO Box 15, Coaldale, CO  
81222.  We are very thankful for the recent reader donations! 
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