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‘Greetings to the sky’
Columnist David Campiche explores the arid environment of New Mexico

CLOSE TO HOME

This land was their land: Navajo, Ute and Hopi. The 
 er e o an he ara ded here, and the pa he, no
ads o  the o thwest. a  then, Native eri ans 

lai ed the hi h platea s and deep valle s as their 
ho e. ale a ed interlopers s rped it, sent eroni o 
and the ew s rvivin  a ilies  wa  o  iron wheels 
ross o ntr  to lorida where an  slowl  perished. 
rea s were shattered or an  enerations. 

These  rst people dis lai ed ownership o  this 
land o  pi on, j niper and sa e r sh. The on ept o  
real estate j st wasn t a part o  their lt re. Here, the 

reat pirit provided. This land was His land, a i t to 
all. This land is hi h and arid, t o  wo ld never sa  
desolate. 

a e r sh  ats are li e an old rowth orest o  the 
hi h esa. Never een to hed.  These words were 
shared  an old potter riend, ss o rn. nasa i 
potter  shards litter this orner o  the est. ss has 
o nd h ndreds.

sessed with desert olors  oran e, ellow, 
tan and terra otta  eor ia ee e painted oth 
the vast and s all spe tr , and she ade the s all 
spe tr  vast. he painted this lar e sprawlin  state, 
New e i o. he praised the na ed l e s , the ot
ton a ed lo ds. he loved the h an li e rves 
that rl down the o ntain sides and shape deep 

an ons and water arved arro os, a lands ape 
swollen li e ta t desert s in. 

 wi e, a rie, and  arrive ro  o r ol
ia a i   ho eland. reathe in the war  dr  heat 

o  the hi h platea . int thro h water lo ed 
e e rows as the New e i o s n lares down on 
o r pale s in. e are to rists. This land is their 
land.

ith so h to e plore, we p r hase two 
seats on a sh ttle s ro  l er e to anta 

e, a it  o  , . r destination reets s li e 
a war  handsha e. r  and hi h a ove ,  
eet, this histori  tradin  post re ains lean, 
o orta le and har in , olored li e pastel 
ra ons rowded into a paint o . 

 orn opia o  art alleries ho sed in new 
and re r ished ado e ildin s spla s p and 
down narrow iet streets, one o  the lar est 

on entrations o  art alleries in eri a. 
ine resta rants are o onpla e. o th

west ood deli hts as it rns. This is a land 
o  peppers and hilies: hi
potle, ole, pasilla ne ro 

 red, ellow, reen and 
p n ent with spi   avor. 
The  han  ro  the eaves o  

ildin s ever where and 
add to the ri h lo al olor.

arl  sprin  and it s 
rainin  at ho e, in storia 

or on  ea h, in o r 
l sh reen ho eland. 
ndo ita le o ean 

waves rea , roar, and 
then p rr. The land
s ape is reenin  p. 

al on err  shr s 
are losso in , open
in  their pal s li e a 
slow otion pra er. 

ea level is at o r 
eet. The li ate is 

te perate. ne wonders i  ee e wo ld have een 
i pressed   s spe t so. ter all, it was ee e who 
said, ive  reetin s to the s  and the o ntains 
and the s n and the winds.  oesn t that sa  it all

on  e ore the word was n rt red, this wo an 
was onsidered an n on  r ed e inist. s an artist, 
she led the wa  to a odern revol tion in paintin . s 
an nde  ned pantheist, ee e o nd her devotion 
in the wide open spa es o  the o thwest lands ape.  
world lass se  o  her wor  is lo ated in anta e.

nother path  nder, a es eard, de  ned eri
an isine, pro lai ed its distin tions. He insisted that 

indi eno s oods stand p tall and e praised. ne o  
his avorite destinations was the a i   Northwest. He 
loved the indi eno s isine, its re ional lor . He also 
loved o thwest ood.

t as al s in anta e, we devo red resh orn 
a es a o panied  divine hili de r ol salsa. e 
or ed on arne asada por  wrapped in anana leaves. 

Ho e ade sa es and dressin s spo e in a o thwest 
diale t that teased and thrilled the palate. essert o  o
ee i e rea  with espresso, shaved ho olate, o oa 

ni s and hantill  rea   nished the repast. Need  sa  
ore  

t there was ore. ne o  o r avorite eals in 
ears losso ed ro  the dedi ated he s at the o

ote a  on ater treet. The a tre d  o ld o er a 

o rse in pro essionalis  
and a i a ilit  to ost 
servers a ross eri a. 

assionatel  p t, the eal 
and hospitalit  resonated 
li e ohn oltrane s  

ove pre e.  nd there
was still ore. 

To a lar e de ree, a
i   Northwest isine has
e o e a sion o  varied 
lt res, ea h eat rin  

s tle t e pli it ontri tions. e orrow ro  an
ri h lt res. n that re ard, the o thwest in not h
di erent. 

 o rse, we didn t see o sters in New e i o. 
e didn t  nd wild shroo s s attered in a spi  

risotto adaptation, a er er reall , o  three lt res. 
nd there were no h le erries, no  ddlehead erns 

or water ress. The o thwest is orn land. n ient in
redients per eate re ipes. nd the  sho ld. orn and
eans and s ash have een staples here or eons. 

 o ht an anti e silver ra elet with reen t r
oise stones.  pla ed it on  ri ht wrist. n the le t 

re ained an old riend: a Haida ra elet arved with 
s ols o  iller whales. Native people o  these two 
distin t lands o er art that spea s to le end, to spirit, 
and to ths. nd a e to a it o  a i . oth l
t res revere their an estors. The dead spea  to the  as
i  the  were alive and retired to the ne t roo . 

n nde  na le presen e per eates these two land
s apes and stro es o r so ls. ride in lands ape rosses
all lt ral arriers. This land is o r land. This land is 
o rs. eta a asin,  sa  the io  in reetin  

and invitation. e are one people. isit the o thwest
and re ale. et rn ho e and e ra e old riends: 
o ean and river, pristine sand  ea hes, snow apped 

o ntains and l sh orests. 
raise e.

My wife, Laurie, and I arrive from our 

Columbia-Pacifi c homeland. Breathe in 

the warm dry heat of the high plateau. 

Squint through water-logged eyebrows 

as the New Mexico sun glares down on 

our pale skin. We are tourists. 
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High desert sage blankets the ground for miles as far as the eye can see 
outside Santa Fe, New Mexico.

Intricately incised, hand-built red clay pottery defi es the imagination
for its precision.

Adobe architecture strikes an imposing con-
trast to the blue skies of Santa Fe, New Mexico.
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