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Sam’s got that special knowledge of the underworld.
I asked him once, “Sam how do you write all of those plays?”
And he said, “Man, it’s like I commune with the dead.”
And I said, “Yeah, you’d have to to write plays like that.”
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—BOB DYLAN
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ON THE ROAD

Sam Shepard, Pulitzer Prize-winning playwright, author,
screenwriter, actor, and director had a deep bond with Santa Fe,
where he lived in the 1980s and from 2010-2015.

But Shepard had some nomad in him, and beginning with Motel
Chronicles in 1982, he spent just as much time crisscrossing
the deserts of New Mexico as he did living in any one city.
As friend Johnny Dark said: “He lived in Santa Fe, but he also
lived in hotels and on the road.… He might have been running
away or he might have been running toward something.”

Twenty years earlier, traveling from Oklahoma to LA, the artist
Ed Ruscha traversed the same territory, creating ghostly images
of New Mexico gas stations.

Now, in this special volume, these two restless storytellers
combine their talents to paint a unique portrait of New Mexico.
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—FROM THE EDITORS
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P R E FAC E DAV I D K R A K A U E R

Sam was a restless, brilliant, and gracious polymath who
became an important member of our community, an unlikely
and passionate interlocutor at the Santa Fe Institute, and a
friend with whom we would discuss novels, poetry, folk music,
and the challenges of our too often thwarted efforts at creativity.

Sam’s office was in the Institute library where we could hear
him typing out essays and plays on his Olympia SM9. When
Cormac McCarthy and Sam worked in adjoining rooms of the
library, the Institute resounded like a nineteenth-century steel
mill—deafening hammering of dueling Olivettis and Olympias.

When inviting Sam to become a Miller Scholar at SFI, his first
question to me was whether there would be sufficient desk space
for a typewriter. I assured him that this would not be a problem—
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I N T R O D U C T I O N TAY L O R S H E R I D A N

Santa Fe is a place on the way to something. It is a crossroads,
in the truest sense. To the south, arid draws and mesas. To the
east, the Llano Estacado—the western edge of the Great Plains.
To the west, the Rio Grande weaves its way toward Texas and
Mexico. And just to the north, mesas give way to mountains—
and from here, the Rocky Mountains stretch uninterrupted all
the way to Canada.

People, like the land, came to this place, then rested and
prepared to go someplace else. Traded here. Summered here.
Prayed and danced and celebrated here. There are adobe
structures in Santa Fe still standing that were built before the
first Pilgrim stepped off a boat.
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HEADING NORTH TO SHIPROCK

I guess I was lucky to be alive back then, when you get right
down to it, purring along on Baseline Drive in Ed Cartwright’s
’40 Ford with a Mercury flathead and the Stones full blast on
KFWB-Color Radio Channel 98—and Anita Guttierre in the back
seat with her skirt around her neck and bottles of Ripple and
bags full of bennies and the hot summer winds blasting shafts
of orange blossoms through the windows. Nothing wrong with
that. The unknown is sometimes better. Sometimes way better.
Don’t you think?

20

21

NEW MEXICO

MOTEL CHRONICLES

landscapes. I stared at the pictures. A waterfall with real rocks
glued onto the foreground. Rocks he’d found to fit the picture.
A white dog with a green fish in its mouth. Saguaro Cactus in
the setting sun ripped from a 1954 Arizona Highways. An orange
Orangutang fiddling with its privates. A flight of B-52 Bombers

My Dad keeps a record collection in cardboard boxes lined up

in Wing Formation. A collage of faces splattered with bacon grease.

along his bedroom wall collection New Mexican dust. His prize
is an original Al Jolson 78 with the jacket taped and even the
tape is ripped. Last time I saw him he tried to bribe me into
taking it back to LA and selling it for a bundle. He’s convinced
it’s worth at least a grand. Maybe more, depending on the
market. He says he’s lost touch with the market these days.

My Dad has a picture of a Spanish señorita covered in whip
cream pinned above the sink to his kitchen wall. My Dad
actually does. He walked me over to it and we both stared at it
for a while. “She’s supposed to be naked under there, but I’ll
bet she’s wearing something,” he said.

My Dad has a Collection of cigarette butts in a Yuban collar can.
I bought him a carton of Old Golds but he wouldn’t touch them.
He kept twisting tobacco out of butts and rolling re-makes over
a grocery bag so as not to lose the slightest bit. He sneered at
my carton of cigarettes, all red and white and ready-rolled.

He spent all the food money I’d gave him on Bourbon. Filled
the ice box with bottles. Had his hair cut short like a World
War II fighter pilot. He gleamed every time he ran his hand
across the bristles. Said they used to cut it short like that so
their helmets would fit. Showed me how the shrapnel scars still
showed on the nape of his neck.

He gave me a tour of all his walls. All his walls are covered with
pictures. Wall-to-wall magazine clippings. Each picture is a point
of view. Like peering out through different window into intricate
22

My Dad lives alone on the desert. He says he doesn’t fit with
people.
23

NEW MEXICO

ACROSS THE DESERT FLOOR

pain from her attractiveness. I tried to rub the back of my
hand down her smooth thigh, but she rejected me.

When we arrived at the boutique hotel on the desert floor,
we had lunch. She checked into room 506. I tipped the valet
I told her she had to go. I didn’t know why. Just came out with
it. I made things up. You should’ve seen the shock on her face.
Her incredulous green eyes. I told her I couldn’t stand her dog
shedding black hair everywhere. (I made that up.) I told her
I couldn’t stand her own wiry black hair with the white roots
everywhere. In the sink. In the bathtub. In the shower. In the
toilet. On the sheets, the kitchen counter. (I made all that up.)
I really didn’t know why I wanted her gone.

guy five bucks. There was a Mexican wedding going on in
the lobby. Women with frilly purple-laced petticoats and
bougainvillea’s in their bouncy hair. The men wore tuxedos
and polished boots with pointy toes. They took lots of
photographs with an old-fashioned Kodak flash attachment
that lit everything up and made you feel blind for a second.
She was accidentally in the background of every shot while
she and the dog waited for the elevator. Still crying. Weeping.
No one knew.

She cried all the way down to the airport. Seventy miles across
the desert floor. She had on a linen forties vintage dress that
clung to her skin. Her legs were exquisite. Her hair was pulled
tightly back into a ponytail, which gave her face a rictus of grief.
Water poured down her neck. Something in me separated her
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After lunch (watermelon salad and artichoke hearts), we
went up to the tiny room on the fifth floor. She broke down
again, once we got up there, and told me she couldn’t stand to
stay in there all night long waiting for the plane the next day.
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DINÉ KID

The bright, bright southwestern sun splashing all the white
cars in the parking lot. The hoods doubly hot with internal
combustion and solar heat. A Denny’s on the very edge of
Grants, New Mexico, squashed between 40 West and some
Shell. Dry weeds, black plastic stuck to them, trying to blow
free. Shabby chain link surrounding all this. What chance
does beauty have to sneak in?

I’m in some side booth behind a frail man with his chubby
wife, his back to me. A straw Western hat folded in the
Sonoran style (taco side fenders). Deep track marks above his
cheekbones say he uses oxygen all night. Just over his shoulder
I see her at a distance. Just the back of someone. Voluptuous—
curvaceous—looks to be about thirty but when she turns
slightly sideways it’s more like forty. Tight white pedal pushers
and leather sandals. T-shirt with a Harley skull. She’s covered
from forehead to toe in tiny, purple tattoos—more like totems
26
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I N T E RV I E W I N C A F E PAS C UA L
Meat.
Yes.
So—sounds, say—favorite sounds.

How long ago was this?

Um—mockingbird. Meadowlark. Crickets, for sure.

Long, long ago.

Distant hounds.

In the distant past?

Hounds?

Memory fails me.

Yes.

But you have faint tracings?

Like dogs, you mean?

Hardly anything comes back.

No, hounds.

So, you gave it up?

In people’s yards or what?

It just left me.

No, hunting. Chasing.

So what did you replace it with?

Game?

What.

That’s it. Wild things. Pigs mostly.

Hunting—following the hounds.

I see. And that reminds you of days gone by, does it?

Nothing.

Yes.

But what do you do with yourself now?

When was that? When were these days?

I wander around from place to place.

When I was a hunter.

Aimlessly?

Did you kill things back then?

What’s there to aim for?

Yes. I ate them.

That must get old after a while.
I don’t know what else to do.
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AFTERWORD JOSH BROLIN

Sam Shepard has died. I am thrown into an overwhelming
reverie, onto a zoetrope of my entire adulthood of a head
buried in his words, traveling my old Mustang through deserts
hot with Waylon Jennings or Bach on the radio, of my Mom
and our bucolic motel jaunts and late night jukebox bars.

Sam was the one who told me about a book called No Country
for Old Men and that they were making a movie that he
hoped “they didn’t fuck up”. I read the book that day. And the
only time I’ve been on Broadway was in Sam Shepard’s
“True West”. All Sam.

Sam turned beiges into symphonies, cowboys into civil
presidents, and the local feed and grain into the Taj Mahal.
His writings made me feel less of a freak growing up in
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When you lose awe, you turn to religion.
When you lose trust, you turn to law.
		

—TA O T E C H I N G

Lawless Media is based in Galisteo, New Mexico.

Founder John Miller and Executive Producer Aaron Kenedi
have created over 50 books for major publishers, including
Marlin! by Ernest Hemingway, Muhammad Ali Ringside
(with James Earl Jones), Legends: 50 Women Who Changed
the World (with Anjelica Huston), and Food, Health, and
Happiness and The Wisdom of Sundays for Oprah Winfrey.

Sam Shepard New Mexico is the first Lawless title.

Visit us online at Lawless.Media
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A P O RT I O N O F T H E P R O C E E D S A R E D O NAT E D T O
THE ALS THERAPY DEVELOPMENT INSTITUTE AND
T H E NAT I O NA L I N D I G E N O U S WO M E N ’S R E S O U R C E C E N T E R
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