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The Cathy Fromme Prairie
Natural Area is full of music.
Songbirds' arias trill a

welcome. Breeze-tickled grasses
whisper greetings from among
Indian ricegrass and rabbitbrush.
Black-tailed prairie dogs chirp
warnings and dive for cover as
raptors glide overhead. Fossil
Creek trickles through the
lowlands while nature's
symphony ripples across 1,080
unspoiled acres nestled between
Taft Hill and Shields. This
uniquely diverse ecosystem is
home to more than 160 plant
species and a host of wildlife. It
teems with the music of life.
So did Cathy Fromme.

A musician in her school years,
Cathy knew her way up and
down flute and saxophone and
across a piano's ivories. A friend

casually suggested to Cathy,
new to the area in the late
1980s, that she become
involved in the community.
And so Cathy, a young wife

and mother, stepped into
community service, first on
the city golf board. Cathy
participated, learned and grew in
her commitment to Fort Collins.
Eventually her effervescent
personality won her a seat on city
council. Even when sidelined by
breast cancer, she kept in touch
with council members via phone
messages and e-mail.
One of the most significant

issues tackled by that council
was to define a natural areas
policy plan, which provided
the city with a way to identify
and protect open space. A
citizens' initiative on the 1992

ballot mobilized this
new plan, which ulti-
mately created open
space buffer zones.
Although Cathy

passed away before the
culmination of the council's
work, her colleagues and friends
rallied to name one open area in
her honor. Cathy's legacy calls
us to embody her passion for
helping others by our own
service within our communities.
Her amazing energy continues
to touch lives, one prairie walk
at a time.
Visit the 40 Natural Areas:

www.fcgov.com/naturalareas/pdf
/nnd.pdf or contact Susan
Schafer, City of Fort Collins
Natural Areas Education &
Volunteer Coordinator:
416-2480.�

I-25 & Exit 254
970-667-2069

johnsonscorner.com
Only 2 miles north OF

the Johnstown exit
off I25 - exit 254

••  hhoommeemmaaddee  
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W O M E N  F R O M  O U R  P A S T since well-behaved women 
rarely make 

history...

for adults, $1 for children) and narrated 30-minute
bus tour of the park ($5 for adults, $2.50 for 
children ages 5 to 12), my curiosity won out against
the clock. We soon found ourselves with tickets 
for both attractions.
Finding a place on the theater’s terraced seating, we took in the

scenes unfolding on the movie screen and the rotating displays just
beneath it. Before our eyes, the ancient Rocky Mountains were born
and then eroded away. Layer after layer of sediment collected and
more mountains began to build. As the earth shifted, sedimentary
layers tilted in response. Once again, mountain building in the
region was followed by a period of erosion. Over time, the dramatic
sandstone fins that characterize the park were unearthed as softer
surrounding materials fell away.
By the late 1800s, this area’s unusual terrain made it very desirable

property. Burlington Railroad President Charles Perkins purchased
480 acres of the land. Although he originally bought the property for
a summer home, he decided not to build on it so that the public
could enjoy it. After his death, his children carried through on his
intention to make the area accessible to everyone and donated the
land in 1909 to the city of Colorado Springs. The only stipulations to
the gift were that the park would always be open to the public, it
would always be free of structures and always free of alcohol.
There is still no charge to enter the Garden of the Gods. An 

estimated 2 million visitors annually enjoy the miles of hiking 
and biking trails crisscrossing the park. Many birds and animals –
including deer, coyotes and foxes – live in the park.
We learned about the wildlife later as we enjoyed great views

through the enormous clear windows of the tour bus, our guide 
narrating stories in her intimate southern drawl. She entertained us

with tales about the park’s beginnings, pointed out
the plants and trees and described unique features
of the park like the “Kissing Camels” arch.
By the time Paul and I set out on a trail around

the base of the park’s most spectacular 
sandstone features, I no longer felt rushed. In the face of the area’s
history, hundreds and thousands of years in the making, my
timetable didn’t seem important anymore. 
A soft breeze rustled the grasses beside the trail as we walked

between the South and the North Gateway formations, admiring the
skill of climbers 40 feet up the rock’s pitted face. As the trail curved
around, Pike’s Peak was recognizable above the forested slopes of a
neighboring mountain. Next, we passed the “Three Graces” and the
“Cathedral Spires,” both formations featuring seemingly-impossible
vertical slices of sandstone.
Hearing birds twitter and whistle above us, our eyes sought out

the super-speedy flights of the white-throated swifts who make
their homes near the clifftops. As we completed the loop and headed
back toward the parking lot, the low-voiced chanting of a Ute Indian
performer followed us.
Our walk was complete, but I was suddenly reluctant to leave.

Wanting an excuse to stay a little longer, I suggested we find a place
to photograph the Garden that would give us a “postcard view.” 
A little bit of driving, a lot of hiking, and an hour and a half later, 
we conceded that we hadn’t found the view most common on 
postcards, but it was pretty darn good nonetheless.
In the end, it wasn’t my to-do list that pulled us away from the

Garden of the Gods, but our growling stomachs. Interestingly, 
my belly was empty, but I was full – full of peace, of life and of 
energy. And that was a treat worth savoring. �

The Garden of the Gods received its name in 
1857 when two surveyors stumbled upon the area.

The story goes that one of the surveyors, a 
Mr. Beach, suggested the unusual scenery would

make a great place for a beer garden. 

His young friend Mr. Cable is said to have 
replied, “A beer garden? Why, this is a fit place 
for the Gods to assemble! We will call it the 
Garden of the Gods.”
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