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““America’s

Posterity’s Playground

An interview with Utah
Governor George Clyde
on the subject of
Southern Utah Tourism

Southern Utah is one of America’s
last major wilderness frontiers. Cer-
tainly, its outdoor recreation potential
is unmatched in the Southwest.

What the future holds for this
majestic land is of vital importance
to a nation whose
cities and subur-
bias are pressing
outward, and
whose citizens
are overgrazing
those outdoor
recreation areas
close by the ma-
jor population
centers.

California’s
Mojave and Col-
orado deserts

GOV. CLYDE
are both taken up with population

booms; Armed Forces and Atomic
Energy Commission bombing ranges
have carved-out the heart of Nevada’s
treeless expanse; Arizona is one of
the fastest growing states in the Union,
and it manages to fill its own choice
recreation areas without too much help
from Southern California’s motor-
minded millions (witness Oak Creek
Canyon). Homes are springing up
around the rim of Salton Sea; the
Navajos are encouraging tourists to
visit their reservation; Death Valley is
invaded by 70,000 persons during the
summer months; the California High-
way Patrol is using airplanes to patrol

—continued on next page
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Canyon Country Scenic Tours offers
trips in special four wheel drive
vehicles to inaccessible points of
interest.

Mexican Hat River Expeditions of-
fers one and two day boat trips in
the canyon of the San Juan River.
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SCENIC CIRCLE

e Nearby are Monument Valley, the
famed Goosenecks of the San Juan,
the Natural Bridges, Mexican Hat
Monument, the Garden of the
Gods, Muley Point, Cedar Mesa,
Poncho House Ruin, and many
more,

By 1961, all-weather highway across
the Navajo Indian Reservation, be-
tween Tuba City and Monticello.

Mexican Hat is served regularly by
Monument Valley Stage, operating
between Flagstaff and Monticello.

For additional information write—
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MEXICAN HAT, UTAH
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Gov. Clyde . . .

(continued from preceding page)

crowded desert highways in San Ber-
nardino County; the government is
attempting to clear out squatters on
land bordering the Lower Colorado
River.

All this is not to say that the desert-
lands of Arizona, California and Ne-
vada have lost their outdoor appeal.
It is to say that the boundaries of ab-
solute wilderness—areas still a couple
of day’s travel from the clangor of
civilization—have been pushed back
to encircle the general vicinity of
southern Utah.

Recently, Desert Magazine asked
Governor George D. Clyde of Utah
12 questions touching on the outdoor
recreation future of the bottom half of
his state. Here are those questions,
and the governor’s answers:

1. Is Utah planning a long-range
tourist promotion program?

Gov. Clyde: Yes, we have set up the
outline for a long-range tourist pro-
motion program. It should be noted
that Arizona and California accom-
plished remarkable tourist promotion
programs without direction from an
official state agency. Both of these
states now have such an agency, but
they both have done an outstanding
job with the efforts centered around
local groups, such as chambers of
commerce and travel promotion asso-
ciations. On the other hand, Utah’s
effort has largely been the effort of
the Tourist and Publicity Council, with
very little or no cooperation from
either public or private enterprise on
the local level.

2. Will southern Utah be developed,
tourist-wise, by Utah primarily—or
by Federal agencies?

Gov. Clyde: Insofar as possible, Utah
should develop its own areas of recre-
ation under our State Park and Recre-
ation Commission, rather than calling
upon the Federal government to estab-
lish more national parks and monu-
ments.

3. What are present plans for the
Glen Canyon Recreation area?

Gov. Clyde: The National Park Serv-
ice’s Glen Canyon National Recrea-
tion Area Master Plan provides for
the development of seven recreation
sites on Lake Powell, and one site on
the Colorado River below Glen Can-
yon Dam. The dam, Lee’s Ferry, and
the Wahweap site on Lake Powell are
in Arizona. The remaining six sites—
Warm Creek, Hole-in-the-Rock, Oil
Seep Bar, Bullfrog Creek, Hite Basin

and Shock Bar—are in Utah. The
Navajo Indians are also planning rec-

reation developments on the Navajo
side of Lake Powell.

Glen Canyon National Recreation
Area Administration Headquarters
will be located at Wahweap. Other
facilities there will include: roads and
parking areas, air strip, visitor center,
marina, campground, picnic area,
swimming beach, and concession fa-
cilities such as a trailer village, stores
and eating and lodging facilities. This
construction program is tentatively
scheduled for fiscal years 1961
through 1964.

At Lee’s Ferry, limited facilities will
be provided including boat launching
ramp, campground and picnic area.
Plans call for 1962-64 construction.

Bullfrog Creek and Warm Creek
will be comparable to Wahweap. Work
at Bullfrog Creek is slated for 1964-
68; Warm Creek: 1967-69.

Oil Seep Bar, Hole-in-the-Rock and
Shock Bar will be accessible by boat
only. Future demands may neces-
sitate the construction of access roads
to the latter two sites. Boat moorage,
limited overnight lodging, camp-
grounds, picnic areas, and eating and
store facilities are planned for these
three sites. An existing road and air
strip will be utilized to make Hite
Basin accessible.

4. At present there is no paved east-
west link across southern Utah. Are
plans for such a road on the draw-
ing boards?

Gov. Clyde: The earliest paved link
on the east-west highway system in
southern Utah will come about with
improvement of U-24. This route has
been a very popular tourist route into
the Wayne County Wonderland. The
Department of Highways in recent
years has completely surfaced the
highway from Green River south to

Kent Frost Jeep Trips

Into the Famous Utah Needles Area

Junction of the Green and Colorado rivers;
Indian and Salt creeks; Davis, Lavender,
Monument, Red, Dark and White canyons;
Dead Horse and Grand View points; Ho-
venweep and Bridges national monuments.
Historical Mormon Trail of 1820
—%$25 daily per person. Includes sleeping
bags, transportation, guide service, meals.

Write KENT FROST, Monticello, Utah,




Hanksville and several miles westward.
Complete surfacing within the Capitol
Reef National Monument to Giles is
under consideration by the Bureau of
Public Roads.

5. Are there any new undeveloped
park or scenic areas in southem
Utah that are earmarked for early
development by the state?

Gov. Clyde: These areas are in some
stage of acquisition or development:

Brigham Young Winter Home in
St. George. Restoration is planned.

Jacob Hamblin Home, Santa Clara,
will be restored to its original condi-
tion.

Dixie State Park north of St.
George. Washington County has con-
tributed 295 acres. The State Park
Commission has acquired 1138 acres
of land, and water has been success-
fully filed on.

Coral Pink Sand Dunes. The state
plans camping, picnicking and over-
look improvements at this site.

Kodachrome Basin and Grosvenor
Arch. The state has made application
for purchase of this land from the
Bureau of Land Management. Over-
night camping and trailer park facili-
ties are planned.

Escalante Petrified Forest in Gar-
field County. The state has applied
to purchase the land, and it will pro-
tect petrified wood, develop trails and
prepare local interpretive displays.

Monument Valley. The state plans
an information center and an entrance
portal at the state line.

Anasazi Indian Village State Park.
The state is in the process of acquiring
eight acres of land at this prehistoric
Indian village in Garfield County, and
is contemplating an area museum and
headquarters development.

Goosenecks of the San Juan River.
San Juan County has improved the
road to a 10-acre overlook site, and
the state expects to install a picnic
shelter, parking area and sanitation
facilities.

Newspaper Rock, Indian Creek,
San Juan County. The state has made
application to purchase 200 acres of
land in this area. Contributions from
Desert Magazine to aid in the pur-
chase of the protective fence have
been received.

Dead Horse Point. San Juan County
contributed 627 acres, to which the
state has added more land. Develop-
ments are underway.

Valley of the Goblins. The state
has requested the Bureau of Land
Management to make a survey of this
area so that applications to acquire
land can be submitted.

Green River, Emery County. Ap-
proximately 53 acres of land has been
acquired from the state. A boat ramp
was constructed, and development of
picnic, parking and sanitary facilities
are planned.

6. What is the state’s attitude toward
maintaining certain areas as prim-
itive or wilderness areas?

Gov. Clyde: It is my feeling that the
primitive and wilderness areas on the
national forests and national parks in
Utah would provide enough of the
large undeveloped areas to be main-
tained in primitive conditions.

I believe, however, that areas of
restricted or limited use should logi-
cally be a part of the state park pro-
gram. We might consider the Needles
Area as an example of such areas. It
is a very unique and unusual area. It
is so rugged and primitive that we feel
transportation should be limited to
four-wheel-drive vehicles, horses and
foot travel, and camping and sanita-
tion facilities should be of rustic nature
with administrative buildings located
only at the two points of entry.

Such a designated area in the state
park program might be advertised as
a four-wheel-drive wilderness area, and
would attract much national interest
from four-wheel-drive travelers and
horse and hiking clubs in the western
country. It is an area that would re-
quire a minimum of protection and
could be used by this type of travel

‘White Water
Canyon Adventure'
with
HATCH

River Expeditions
Vernal, Utah

Grand Camyon. May 4, May
26th, June 6th—9 days each.
$295 each. Other trips. too.

| with a minimum of damage and de-

| struction.

| There are probably other areas in

the state, such as Land of Standing
Rocks, Valley of the Goblins, Circle
Cliffs, and Grand Guilch that would
have a minimum of development of
blacktop highways.

7. What do you regard as southern
Utah's prime tourist market?

Gov. Clyde: More of Southern Utah’s
tourists come from California than from
any other state. Counts at Zion National
| Park and other places in southern Utah

M FOUR

Utah's Finest Complete

GUEST RANCH

Located in the heart of Southeastern
Utah’s most scenic area.

To make your spring and summer
reservations write—

EY & BETTY SCHUMAKER

P.O. BOX 963, MOAB, UTAH
or phone Alpine 3-6801

Send for FREE Brochure
and information

GLEN CATYON TRS

Neoprene barge boats, equip-
ment and guide service through
the lovely Glen Canyon on the
San Juan and Colorado rivers

SEASON: April through August

EMBARKATION & DEBARKATION
POINTS: Hite, Utah, or Mexican
Hat, Utah, to Kane Creek above
the Glen Canyon Dam — 150
miles

TIME FOR TRIP: S to 7 days

A never-to-be-forgotten experience in
a land of breath-taking enchantment

For details write:
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RIVER EXPEDITIONS
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indicate that approximately 30% of the
visitors to Southern Utah are from Cali-
fornia. We would assume from our sur-
veys that the prime tourist market for
Southern Utah is Southern California.

8. Has the State of Utah taken any
steps to control safety on guided
river tours?

Gov. Clyde: The State Park and Rec-
reation Commission has developed an

application form that is required for
regattas and special boating events

pick up and go
VagaBondial

Get away frem it all and carry the comforls of
home with you! Fishing, hunting, camping, fravel-
ing, relaxing . . . life's more fun with a Voga-
Bondial

® Sleeps 4 1o 6! ® Beautiful interior!

® Fits any pickup! ® Completely outfitted!
® §'1" headroom! ® 25%, more qualityl

® Cob-over models from $1127-5°
FREE BROCHURE! Write Dept. D

25323 5. NORMANDIE AVE.
HARBOR CITY, CALIF.

Vaga Bondia

such as the “Friendship Cruise” and
“Marathon” on the Colorado and
Green rivers. This form is not nec-
essarily required by individuals con-
ducting guided tours of the rivers, but
we would be very happy to work with
such groups if we have the oppor-
tunity. Much of this application deals
with safety items.

The Attorney General has inform-
ally advised me that the state is not
authorized to restrict the public use of
streams. We feel certain that each
year there are many boat trips made
on the rivers of Utah without our
knowledge or supervision.

The United States Coast Guard has
classified certain portions of the Col-
orado, Green and San Juan rivers as
non-navigable. A particularly danger-

| ous portion of the Colorado—Cataract

Canyon—is under this classification.

Thus far our Boating Division has
spent much time and attended many
meetings in all parts of Utah stressing
safety and good manners on the water.
Boat safety and safety equipment in-
spection is a part of every boat regis-

| tration, and patrolmen are constantly

correcting unsafe driving and making
suggestions on use of safety equip-
ment.

9. Do you anticipate any immediate

PUBLIC INVITED o

:bederf magazine _/4rf Ga//ery

presents a special showing of paintings by

MARCH 3-
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(the artist whose experiences on the Colorado River appear in this issue)
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upswing in southern Utah's tourism
when the Monument Valley road is
completely paved?

Gov. Clyde: Definitely. Completion of
this road will make it possible for
Southern California people to travel
into Monument Valley via Flagstaff
on a paved road. Our experience in-
dicates that there is a great deal of in-
terest in Monument Valley among
Southern Californians.

It will also be possible, when this
road is paved, for visitors coming from
the other direction to travel into Mon-
ument Valley, thence on a paved road
to Tuba City, and on to Glen Canyon
Dam, which holds a great deal of in-
terest to our visitors.

10. What of southern Utah'’s Indians?
What does the future hold for them?

Gov. Clyde: As far as the tourist in-
dustry is concerned, the Indians can
do much to benefit themselves in the
tourist trade through the development
of their arts and crafts. Most visitors
who come West expect to see the In-
dians, and learn more about them. It
is important, therefore, that our In-
dians, and people and agencies work-
ing with them, realize the great poten-
tial in the development of arts and
crafts, and other elements of an
historic program to portray the Indians
in their natural culture.

11. Would you say that southem
Utah’s business people are as tourist
conscious as they should be? What
is the state doing to encourage these
people to recogmize the importance
of a healthy tourist business?

Gov. Clyde: Southern Utah’s business
people are not as tourist conscious as
they should be. However, there has
been a lot of work done to alter this
situation. State officials have appear-
ed in, and have conducted, economic
development clinics, meetings of serv-
ice clubs and special tours in this part
of the state. As proof that this effort
is paying off, we cite last year's excel-
lent “Indian Summer Days” promo-
tional program carried on by the people
of southern Utah. Sponsored by the
Five-County Organization, it was the
first real step taken locally to assist
and augment the state’s tourist promo-
tion program:

12. How does hunting and fishing
revenue compare with tourist dollars
from non-hunters and non-fishermen
in southern Utah? Does the state an-
ticipate a shift in this balance as
recreation increases in the Glen
Canyon Reservoir area?

Gov. Clyde: Figures are not available,
but a shift in this balance is antici-
pated. 7
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AN ARTIST ON THE COLORADO

there will the eagles be gather-
ed together.

These words of Our Lord came
naturally to mind when five not partic-
ularly eagle-like voyagers descended
upon the remote dorp of Hite, situated
on the Colorado River, whose vermic-
ular Glen Canyon provides the analo-
gue of the carcass in this instance.
From central and southern California,
from Kentucky and from New Mexico,
five of us came churning over some
of Utah’s vestigial roads to fling our-
selves, boats, food and gear onto the
river’s restless bosom. For some 150
miles she would carry us, in however
erratic and refractory fashion, into a
little-known wilderness abounding in
grandeur, surprise, history and pre-
history. And mud.

A hoary aphorism, “too thick to
drink, too thin to plow,” was coined
to describe the Colorado, but I suspect
this has been accepted in a dull un-
thinking fashion, never given the bene-
fit of a fair trial. A fine crop could
be raised, I feel sure, if only some way
can be devised to keep the fish from
eating the seed before it takes root.
Of course you might plant in one state
and harvest in another, but such de-
tails can be ironed out. Meanwhile
the other two boats have started down
the river, and we’d best catch up, since
they contain the painting equipment
and food.

Glen Canyon is not a “thrill trip”
as are the Grand, San Juan and Cata-
ract. Three of our group were artists,
and the expedition sported a dozen
assorted cameras with a half boat-load
of film, so this was to be primarily a
pictorial jaunt. Bill and Scotty, both
rangers, are semipro photographers,
and a third ranger, Bill Hoy (on the
trip and hereinafter referred to as
‘Billhoy” for obvious reasons) was an
avid learner. The only purist was
Pauline, who stuck to pencil and
crayola throughout the trip, doubtless
an expression of pent-up artistic fury
at having her muse held so long at
bay by housewifely devoirs. One night
as I creaked into my bedroll after a
hot tiring day, I thought my fatigue-

By R. BROWNELL MeGREW
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WHERESOEVER the carcass is,

deluded eyes beheld an ignus fatuus in
the brush upstream, but it was only
Pauline sketching by flashlight. Once,
as she faithfully copied a 300-foot wall
of petroglyphs, Bill asked why she
didn’t omit the duplicates, the imper-
fect and the insignificant. “Oh,”
answered Pauline with never a pause
in her pencil, “I don’t want to stop and
sort them out.”

At first I was apprehensive that I’d
somehow fallen in with a gang of fugi-
tive blackguards, for Scotty and Bill
seemed always to be hiding under
black rags, which they also used in the
evening for some sort of arcane ritual,
but it eventually dawned on me that
this all had something to do with view
cameras and film-changing. However,
it did make for some silly-looking
landscapes, to see, wherever one look-
ed, grown men hunched under black
cloths and stumbling about over the
terrain, colliding with one another and
like as not including each other in a
good share of their exposures.

Nearly anything one can say about
the river suffers the disadvantage that
it ain’t so—at least part of the time.
For what is true of a particular spot
at one moment may not be so next
day and almost certainly will be men-
dacious at another season. We went
down on a very high and generally
rising river which all but covered a
wicked rock below Powell’'s Music
Temple where, just a year before, the
assault raft in which Billhoy and I
made the journey had been upended
so that my companion, sans life jacket,
came within seconds of drowning be-
fore the intrepid Bill Jones could man-
euver his fold-boat to the rescue. And
only a year previous to this incident,
the same rock claimed the life of an-
other traveler whose body, like Bill-
hoy’s entire outfit, was never recover-
ed. Yet when we passed, a slight
swirl was the only evidence of this
monster. A difficult landing may be
a bagatelle in lower water, or higher;
a bar may have become an island, and
a favorite camp may be invisible on
your return visit. I even saw one
stretch of river that appeared fresh
and clean, though I suppose it was
merely full of water-colored dirt at
that point.

Variety is the Colorado’s one con-
stant. We spent many delightful hours

drifting through quiet sunshine as an
imperceptible current wafted us gently
through halcyon vistas. Tremendous
cliffs, carved and figured with incon-
ceivable patterns, soared from the
water into the sky. Gradually these
ramparts declined and permitted us
sweeping views of tumbled hills and
mesas, with rugged castlelike buttes
or a snow-covered mountain blue in
the distance. Herons frequently plum-
meted from their perches and planed
over the water in a long, leisurely
course. An occasional egret graced
our vision with its undulant flight to
some aeric where boats and men do
not intrude. Now and again a heavy-
bodied beaver would hurtle from the
willows into the water, and it became
a game to chase him over the river’s
quiet reaches in an effort to anticipate
the spot where he would surface.

It is strange that in this crowded
scurrying world, whose reflective peo-
ple are concerned about a population
explosion, the river world is less busy
than it once was. First the Indians
ranged the river, then the white man
came with cabins and mines to leave
his mark in numerous places through-
out the canyon. The traveler now
stops at any number of shacks and
shafts that once kept at least part of
the river humming with activity. A
great many markers are still to be seen
along the canyon walls, placed there
a half-century ago by a prospective
railroad builder, the same gentleman
whose big dredge now thrusts a few
rusty feet of steel above the waters
which long since have claimed the
rest of the machine and its builder’s
dreams of empire. Some of the shanties
and wickiups along the river are so
situated they give one to wonder about
the owner’s character and relationships
with the law. At any rate, we could
not explain why a stone hut should
be erected in a spot waterless, invisi-
ble, inaccessible and inhospitable,
when immediately across the river lay
a broad sunny bar with all the features
of a fine homesite. A riverman show-
ed us relics from what must have
been a considerable establishment in
some fastness of the White Canyon
region, but no one can guess the
reason for such a hostelry, or its means
of support, unless it was run for rough
individuals on pelf illgotten in more
civilized areas.



One interesting thing about the
Curlyrado (as a glance at the map
suggests it should be called) is that the
bottom of the river is quite as active
as the top, often more so. Queer chug-
gings, gluggings and swirlings seemed
continually to menace the boats even
in the calmest stretches, and we felt the
river gods were grumbling at our im-
pudent presence. Sure enough, they
would soon begin to roar in earnest as
we approached a rapid, when invar-
iably someone would endeavor to un-
settle Pauline by reaching for his life-
jacket, remarking with an air of forced
casualness that the map said this was
a bad one, as the increasing bellow
of the water told us the river was de-
manding human sacrifice. It engen-
dered feelings both of relief and indig-
nation that our party was rejected
en toto. We still think we’re human.
Sort of.

In the rapids, too, the river asserted
her feminine characteristics by giving
us a merely pleasurable tossing in those
stretches that were advertised as Glen
Canyon’s not-very-formidable worst;
but at Oak Creek and Twilight Can-
yon, which are usually the merest rif-
fles, she gave us a splendid drenching
which necessitated unpacking and
overturning the raft to get the river
back where it belonged.

Here I ought to pass along a tech-
nique evolved by Bill to obviate all
possibility of capsizing, even in the
Grand. As the accompanying sketch
shows, his device consists in piling

gear and boxes haphazardly into the
boat until there is no room for water
to get in. Of course, his craft looked
like a bachelor’s kitchen in the ghetto,
but that's a small price to pay for
plenary safety. He didn’t lose a thing
even from a shelf at the rear of his
boat where Pauline’s acquisitions of
purpled glass nestled among several
dozen jars of marmalade, mustard,
catsup, jam, taco sauce, sunburn lo-
tion, anchovies, peanut butter, Schen-
ley’s, lint and whatnot, till the whole
looked like Manet’s painting of the
bar at the Folies Bergere.

One day during lunch Uncle’s three
minions fell into an erudite discussion
of the Colorado’s topography and ge-
ology, with particular reference to the
bend of the river where we were
stopped. Eventually they got the whole
matter straightened out to everyone'’s
satisfaction, and I spent the following
hour or two just feeling grateful to
my learned companions for the light
they had shed on this abstruse prob-
lem. This benevolent feeling was hold-
ing up just fine when we rounded a
curve where the conditions discussed
at lunch were precisely reversed. The
whole enigma was cleared up for me,
however, on the return by air to Hite,
for any fool can see from this vantage
point that the whole thing was done
by a giant with a big stick, a theory
nearly as scientific and vastly more
enjoyable than the jejune pedestrian-
ism of the textbooks.

When the wind blows, as it does

with regrettable frequency and en-
thusiasm, the river is not the most
pleasant place in the cosmos, especi-
ally if you are endeavoring to keep
a 400-pound pontoon raft from being
blown back to Hite. In these circum-
stances, a few hours on the business
end of a paddle goes a long way to-
wards trimming the midriff and elim-
inating restless tossing and turning in
the bedroll. Just why these malign
gales never blow downstream is a
conundrum I'm still working on.

Shortly after returning home I saw
a movie in which a boat glided
smoothly alongside its wharf as a
crewman, line in hand, stepped casu-
ally from craft to planking, This gave
me a wry chuckle as I sat there cosset-
ing a double-hernia acquired from
scrambling on and off boats in a 10-
mile current, jumping into two feet of
mud with a carton of canned food,
faced with a 12-foot bank whose ver-
tical slope managed to support an
impenetrable growth of tamarisk. All
my notions of boating had been formed
by “The Wind in the Willows,” and
these fond illusions were summarily
fragmented by the Colorado, or the
“Cararriver” as the rat pack call it,
in deference to one of the best-known
guides. But if one is not to stay on
the river till he finds himself plugged
into the generators at the Glen Can-
yon Dam, he gets ashore somehow,
never mind eyes full of twigs, shat-
tered shins and 18 pounds of gumbo
on each foot. If there is no tree or
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THE JONES ANTI-CAPSIZING TECHNIQUE

rock to which a mooring line may be
secured with some degree of assur-
ance, the technique is to dig a short
trench in the sand parallel to the river,
perhaps 10 inches deep. This forms
the cross bar of a “T" whose other
member is a trench sloping out to-
ward the river. Your mooring line
is tied to a short stout stick which is
buried in the first trench., the line
running out the sloping ditch. Voila!

Now we are ashore, probably on
one of the numerous bars that line
the river. Being unfamiliar with this
sort of thing, you might think the first
thing on the program would be the
bandaging of wounds, or counting sur-
vivors, gathering firewood and prepar-
ing a meal, finding a place to sleep—
but you would be wrong. The first
thing is taking pictures and sketching.
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Eventually, however, the light gives
out and mundane matters compel our
attention. A rock fireplace must be
constructed to support our cooking
grill, and Scotty is uncontested cham-
pion at this. Some of his examples
were so fine he couldn’t bear to leave
them and we concluded our trip with
about 1'% inches of freeboard. What
with these masonry masterpieces and
Pauline’s indefatigable rockhounding,
we had probably the first rock-bot-
tomed cobblestoned boats ever to make
this voyage.

Scotty did find a way to preserve
his feet from this harsh pavement. We
had been out only a day or so when
he began walking on the bread, which
was dandy for his bunions but mighty
rough on our sandwiches. Another
interesting feature of our camps was

“, . . REACHING FOR HIS LIFE JACKET . . , AS THE INCREASING BELLOW OF
THE WATER TOLD US THE RIVER WAS DEMANDING HUMAN SACRIFICE.”
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watching the antics of our grill, which
had evidently been fabricated from
solder or old chewing gum. As soon
as the match was struck, the grill be-
gan sagging into the flames while we
watched with bated breath to see if the
coffee water would boil before the
increasing cant of the grill dumped it
into the fire. Next meal we would
reverse the grill, starting it in a con-
vex position and letting it melt straight.

We ate well, however, since all three
rangers were good cooks. By com-
mon unspoken consent, I was relieved
of cooking after one meal, and not
long afterward I contrived to acquire
a slight burn on one hand (not my
brush hand, of course) which lasted,
by an odd coincidence, exactly to the
end of the trip and excused me from
any further dishwashing. Experience
and resourcefulness in these matters
are invaluable.

This hour of gloaming, when the
roar of camera shutters had subsided
for the day, was the best time for talk,
and since we were a literate group, all
having got safely past Dick and Jane,
the conversation ranged far and free.
There were, as I remember, only two
camps which did not provide the scene
for another installment of a trip-long
argument between the two Bills over
the merit and relevance of some book
which contends that a certain James
White was the first man to run the
Colorado, not Major Powell as is
thought by the unwashed. In our
lighter moments we discussed the im-
pact of American civilization on others,
the relationship of color to chiaros-
curo, the use of the indefinite article in
Lope de Vega, symbolism in Tom
Swift, how to tell Head Rangers from
the animals, the Oedipus Complex in
Beatrix Potter, and Franz Kafka on
Elvis Presley as well as Elvis Presley
on Franz Kafka. Anyone wishing re-
prints of these conversations may have
same by sending in $100 in check or
money order.

Those casual, relaxed moments to-
ward the end of the evening meal were
frequently utilized to check up on the
day’s wear and tear on clothing and
gear, for the river, oddly enough, is
harder than the mountains on these
items. This is due, no doubt, to the
mud and muck that expedite the dis-
integration of almost everything. Scot-
ty’s boots looked like something the
Donner Party threw away, and he
stood contemplating them one evening,
wondering if they would last out the
trip. “Well,” he said, consoling him-
self, *“these boots have really been
around. though.” He drained his cof-
fee cup and continued thoughtfully,
“This is the second pair of soles I've
put on ’em.” A pause, then a barely



audible afterthought: “And the third
pair of tops.”

A word about clothing may be in
order for those who contemplate a
similar expedition. The oldest and
rattiest you have should do nicely, as
you'll probably throw away whatever
tatters still cling to your frame at
trip’s end. If you must acquire a few
outdoorish togs and have in you some-
thing of the conformist, you can be
right in style on the river with “Surplus
Classical,” as we came to designate
our finery. One drizzly evening we

stood about admiring Scotty’s rain suit #&

and someone asked where he had ob-

tained it. “At the surplus store,” came
the answer. “Is there other stores that
sell clothes?” (Even one’s grammar
tends to get sleazy on the river.)

These rain, or clown, suits are ex-
cellent sartorial additions for the
river’s distaff weather. They’re very
roomy; in fact the wearer generally
takes two or three steps before the
suit moves, and there’s plenty of
room for your bedroll, cameras, air
mattress and dry firewood. In a
pinch the rest of the party can climb
in with you. You'll want a hat, but
take Billhoy’s advice and eschew
straw. He left Hite with a fine new
bonnet whose crown and brim began
to part company after some three or
four hours, and only the latter was
present at Kane Creek, the take-out
point.

No doubt the real rationale of a
Glen Canyon excursion does not con-
cern the river at all, except as it pro-
vides entree to the myriad side can-
yons which would be otherwise acces-
sible only with the greatest expenditure
of effort and time merely to examine
one such locale. Literally hundreds
of invitations are extended to the boat-
man—a genuine embarras de richesses
—ranging from nooks and crannies
to gorges almost as large as the Colo-
rado’s own mighty defile.

Powell named this section of the
Colorado for the plethora of side can-
yons and tributaries, which he called
“glens.” Some of these are navigable
for a short way, usually with consid-
erable effort to get through the river’s

current and over sandbars which pile
up in the mouths of such small streams.
Many of the glens are accessible only
in this fashion, but some issue into
the river through large bars where
ample space and wood afford fine
camps. Though this country is almost
exclusively sandstone, the character of
the side canyons is surprisingly varied.
In some it is possible to proceed only
a short distance before coming to im-

] - >
passable walls, while others follow a
lengthy anfractuous course into remote
wilderness. Some provide spacious
forested glades, while others confine
the wayfarer with sheer gigantic walls
which seem nearly to meet in the sky
and into which chasms the sun can
penetrate only at a few points and for
a short while.

Often such canyons form enormous
grottoes and caverns that remain deli-
ciously cool and shadowed on scorch-
ing afternoons. Most such places have
a small stream, at least early in the
year, or a spring or two so that the
area supports its quota of greenery
and wildlife, Cottonwoods and oak
seem to predominate in the canyons,
whereas willow and tamarisk pre-empt
the river banks and bars. Redbud is
seen rather frequently, and any num-
ber of small flowers abound, all which
are put to shame when blooms appear
on the beavertail cactus that actually
carpets some areas of the region.

In the canyons, as well as on the
river, beaver are active, some of them
evidently a peculiar subdivision of the
species, characterized by extraordinary
energy and witlessness. I saw one tree
that looked like a crankshaft, so often
had brother beaver chewed up and
down it from various sides, and the
pile of chips must have got so deep
the tree couldn’t fall. In the bed of
one creek were deer tracks that meas-
ured a full 3% inches across, half
again as long, I should guess, as any
I've seen in the mountains. Wild
horses are supposed to frequent some

areas of the Glen, but we saw no
traces of any.

Delight and surprise await the ex-
plorer anywhere in the glens. We were
evidently the first group down the
river this year, for we found no fresh
camps or sign of boating parties. What

o

“THIS WAS PRIMARILY A PICTORIAL JAUNT”

then was my astonishment one day as
I wandered up-canyon alone, to dis-
cover that I was following fresh bare-
foot human tracks. By way of con-
trast, a few days later Billhoy and I
were making our way up another can-
yon which seemed to be leading us
into a wild fastness untrodden by the
foot of man, when we rounded a bend
to behold a shiny new helicopter squat-
ting beside the stream, looking for all
the world like a big toy hung in a
Christmas tree. One does need to ex-
ercise a little caution, howbeit, for
quite a few of these areas have some
quicksand, and I can testify to the
disconcerting unpleasantness of goin:

in a flash up to the knee in the stu

while alone and well away from any
possibility of help.

Typical of the larger glens was Lake
Canyon, up which we rowed a short
distance to make camp. The stream
was rather larger than most we saw,
and provided a happy reminder of
many a night in the Sierra when I
spread my bedroll beside musical
waters and lay listening to the sooth-
ing frolicsome sound at my feet. When
the moon cleared the opposite wall of
the canyon, it gleamed through a tra-
cery of tamarisk that nodded in the
night sky and lulled the watcher
through drowsiness into deep cool

——continued on page 35
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HUNTER; MUSICIANS; SORGHUM MAKER

rock, Arkansas, in 1885. His father

was a New Mexico rancher and
cowman. Other than this, little is
known of his formative years.

JACI( BUTLER WAS born in Little-

While most of his peers were strug-
gling to master the McGuffy Reader,
Butler was drifting through Texas into
Arizona and Utah. Before he was
]20, he had killed his first mountain
ion.

The instinct to hunt is in most men.
Some—like Butler—it possesses. He
hunted twice with Jim Owen, who was
known in his later years as “Uncle
Jim,” the great hunter of the Kaibab.
Butler remembers Uncle Jim as an old
man with old dogs, but it wasn’t al-
ways so, Jim Owen and his trained
pack practically eliminated the cougar
from the high country of northern
Arizona. Owen gained much of his
fame by serving as a guide for Theo-
dore Roosevelt.

Uncle Jim’s career pointed the way
for other lion hunters. It was not the
bounty on lions, but the money to be
had from guiding wealthy clients that
made it a lucrative sport. Butler
learned the trade quickly, and settled
in southern Utah where lion were
still plentiful and a tolerable living
could be made from dude hunting.

A professional lion hunter has two
things in common with an aerial
trapezist. It’s not the safest way to
make a living, and insurance is im-
possible to come by. Although Butler
has never been maimed by a lion, he
has brushed death several times. The
mountain lion is one of the most
powerful and fleet-footed predators
on the North American continent.
Only the Mexican jaguar is more fer-
ocious. The world’s record for a lion
is 300 pounds, measuring eight feet
from the tip of the tail to the tip of
the nose. A big cat will average over
200 pounds. The cougar ranges from
Canada to Central America, feeds
mostly on deer, wild horses, and oc-
casionally, livestock.

Butler’s biggest cat dressed out at
217 pounds at a time when you could

By FRANK JENSEN
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track-down a lion a day. “In them
days a hunt would cost a customer
$300 for 10 days,” Butler recalled,
scratching at the gray stubble on his
chin. “And the hunter furnished his
own gun, ammunition, and bedroll.

“The most lions I ever caught in
one day was five—all of 'em members
of the same family in one tree.”

On other occasions Butler has lifted
his dogs over rocky ledges to hold
a cornered lion at bay. Once he shot
a treed lion on the edge of the Grand
Canyon. His partner wound the tail
of the dead cat around the tree trunk
to keep the animal from slipping over
the edge of the precipice.

In a half-century of hunting, Jack
Butler has killed or caught more than
a thousand mountain lions, and with
such men as Jim Owen and Ben Lily,
ranks as one of the great Western
hunters of all time.

At 75, Butler still rides his own
horse, and hunts occassionally. His
craggy face is lined with the marks of
a life lived hard, and at a fast pace.
A recluse at heart, Butler would rather
tend sheep than be caught-up in the
melee of a civilized world. When
the conversation turns to something
other than lion hunting, Butler will turn
away dreamily and look toward a
mountain pass.

“That yonder ridge,” he says, “is
great lion country.

HE TRADITIONS of a pioneer

past are carried on by such

organizations as the DUP
(Daughters of Utah Pioneers) Gran-
ny Band from the farming village of
Washington in southwestern Utah. Its
members are all descendants of Mor-
mon pioneers who came to Utah’s
Dixie in the 1850s to plant cotton.

Washington was named for the
Nation’s founder, and was the first
town to be settled by the Cotton
Mission of 1857. The Granny Band
was organized in 1957—the town’s
centennial year—as a county DUP
band. It later changed its name to the
Granny Band since all of its members
are either grandmothers or great-grand-

mothers ranging in age from a youth-
ful 61 to 80-plus.

The band has more than 100 num-
bers in its repertoire, from “Whoa,
Mule, Whoa,” to “Doggie in the
Window.”

“We don’t like to think we’re limit-
ed to that ancient stuff,” says its out-
spoken bandmaster, Misha Nielsen
Bigler.

Since its founding four years ago,
the band has grown in popularity,
finding itself in demand for parades,
weddings, concerts, and old-time
square dances. The secret of the
Granny Band success, confides Mrs.
Bigler, is that the band plays “for the
sheer joy of playing.” Occasionally
the grandmothers are carried away by
their own renditions, waltzing or jig-
ging in time with the music.

The Granny Band has its versatile
members. Among them is 79-year
old Nellie Jolley Pectol who doubles
on the harmonica and as a whistler for
the “Mocking Bird.” She also does a
dog barking bit for “Doggie in the
Window.” Another grandmother,
Manya Sprowl Mathews, who is 70,
plays the mouth organ and the guitar
at the same time.

The Granny Band is not a true
martial band since its instruments con-
sist of harmonicas, guitars, a baritone
ukulele, snare drum, and piano.

“We’d look foolish carrying around
a base drum or trying to blow a trom-
bone,” says Mrs. Bigler. In spite of
this unconventional ensemble, the
Granny Band manages to be musical,
and its rendition of the “Mocking
Bird” usually brings down the house.

Members of the band can play by
ear or note. Most come from families
where mastering one or more musical
instruments was taken for granted.
The bandmaster’s grandfather, for ex-
ample, was a Dannish fiddler who
came to Utah as a Mormon convert.
Another member’s father was a band-
master, while his father before him
played a fife and base drum.

The Granny Band meets every Mon-
day to practice, and when the weather
is favorable, as it is most of the time



in Washington, the members play out-
of-doors on the church lawn.

For public appearances, and occas-
ionally in private, the Grannies wear
the old-time bonnets, empire cloaks,
and ankle length dresses with tiers of
lace that were part of a bygonne age.

HE MAKING OF sorghum mo-
lasses is an old Southern custom
not necessarily limited to the

South. A taste for the bitter-sweet
syrup was acquired more than a cen-
tury ago by Mormon pioneers who
settled southern Utah.

Just who it was that first introduced
sorghum-making to Utah’s Dixie is
lost in memory, although the technique
of boiling the cane juice to a syrupy
molasses remains essentially the same
as in pioneer days.

One man who still practices this art
is William McMaullin, a 72-year-old
sorghum-cooker from the farming
hamlet of Leeds. McMullin, who
learned sorghum-making from his
father, cooks the juice in eight open
inter-connected vats, while his fore-
bears used a single large wooden
trough with an iron bottom.

“You tell from the bubbles and the
color of the juice when the vat is ready
to tap,” says McMullin, who compares
making sorghum to a woman baking
a cake., The waste is skimmed off
the top with wooden paddles, while
the juice is transfered to the next tub
for further distilling. The skimmings
make good hog feed, and in the past
have been used as an essential ingre-
dient in the distilling of white mule
whiskey.

LION HUNTER

SORGHUM MAKER

A MEMBER OF THE
GRANNY BAND

A century ago the cane was ground
in the field by two horses yoked to
a 20-foot post which turned the cylin-
drical mills. Today a machine does the
same job, producing 100 gallons of
juice where the pioneers made 25.

The sorghum juice is actually press-
ed from the stalk of the cane which
grows 10 to 12 feet high. The tassel,
which contains the seed, is used for
next year's planting, while the pulp
is used for livestock silage.

Sorghum molasses itself is used to
make such delictables as molasses cake,
corn bread, sorghum cookies, and as
a sweetening on hot cakes and baked
beans,
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EXPLORING THE WATER POCKET FOLD

F PLANE WINDOWS opened, I
would have been leaning out to get
a better view of the exciting relief
map over which we were flying. But,
few of my fellow passengers bothered
to look out when a disembodied voice
announced over the loudspeaker that
we were high above Zion National
Park.

As the lofty temples of Zion, and
then the pink filigree work of Bryce
Canyon, flashed under the wings, I
was seized with a mad desire to stand
up and shout: “Why don’t you look?
We’re over the Colorado Plateau—
the most rugged and colorful province
in the world!”

Instead, I excused myself, climbed
over several pair of feet, and went to
the opposite side of the plane to
glimpse whatever aspect of the amaz-
ing terrain would be revealed from
that perch.

It was a strange sight: a great up-
lift, extending as far as I could see,
swinging in a great arc from a moun-
tain mass to the Colorado River, where
it disappeared from view. Along one
side of this uplift ran a trough, seem-
ingly gouged-out by gigantic earth-
moving equipment. The crest of the
uplift rippled with intricately - cut
rocks of many tints and shades.

This was the Water Pocket Fold,
perhaps the grandest feature of its
kind in the Plateau Country—a region
specializing in the immense, the awe-
some, and the weirdly beautiful. Tt
was a phenomenon of nature that I
determined to see and explore first
hand. Months later, after studying all
the geologic maps I could find, and
then arranging for guides to take my
photographer husband and me into
the area, we started off for Southern
Utah and the fulfillment of a wish
born 18,000 feet above the desert.
It was early September when we left
our home on the Pacific Coast, and
headed east through Las Vegas to
reach U.S. 89 via St. George and Zion
Canyon. At Sigurd, we took Utah

By JOYCE MUENCH
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State 24 to Capitol Reef National
Monument.

Our first discovery came when we
learned that Capitol Reef actually em-
braces the first 20 miles of the Water
Pocket Fold. A national monument
since 1937, Capitol Reef boasts access
by pavement and a great future. While
this is only the beginning of the Water
Pocket Fold (where it emerges from
the flanks of Thousand Lake Moun-
tain), this section displays the deep
canyons, the rugged walls, brilliant
colors and individual formations which
typify the entire uplift. Early Mormon
settlers knew something of this region,
but there has been little geologic study
here and the tourist seems content to
let the Capitol Reef speak for the
entire length of the Water Pocket Fold.
Having viewed the full 150-mile stretch
from the air, I wanted to see more
than its start.

We spent the first several days in
and around our headquarters at Sleep-
ing Rainbow Ranch, which is tucked
into a little (on the map) square,
surrounded on three sides by the Capi-
tol Reef National Monument. The
ranch is 10 miles east of Fruita.

Our hosts, Alice and Lurt Knee,
both tall and lanky and very much in
love with their self-appointed task of
showing off this brilliantly-colored
area, are licensed guides. They offer
from half-day to overnight jaunts
through the countryside.

In this region you need a guide.
Main roads naturally favor the easier
routes which are apt to be less drama-
tic than the tracks followed by cattle-
men and ranchers, or the network
left by the now-past uranium hunt.
These back-country trails are unmark-
ed, changeable as the seasons and
frequently don’t seem to know them-
selves where they are leading.

We've taken many trips with the
Knees, and always feel a tingle of
anticipation when we turn off at the
mailbox on State 24 (at the head of
Capitol Gorge) to drive the three
miles over juniper-studded hills and
across dry-washes to their hilltop
guest ranch,

Their location along Pleasant Creek
is a fine spot to study some of the

remarkable features of the fold. Stand-
ing on the rounded hill upon which
the motel units and lodge are situated,
one has a magnificent view in all di-
rections. Lofty cliffs of sandstone
rear in a semicircle, with a hint of the
northernmost crags of the reef re-
treating into the distance. To the
west, dark slopes of Miners Mountain,
under which the Water Pocket mon-
oclinal runs, are topped by the high
volcanic walls of Boulder Mountain
(the local name for a portion of the
Aquarius Plateau).

Pleasant Creek descends from those
alpine slopes, already running with
gold as the aspens put on fall color,
to enter our picture through a notch
in Miners Mountain. After meander-
ing past fields, farmhouse and duck-
pond below the hill, it goes off east,
desertward, to an ultimate junction
with the Fremont River. The canyon
it has gouged through the thick tilted
layers of the reef provides a lovely
“V” through which the Henry Moun-
tains add the grace of high peaks to
our circular panorama.

The little farm at the foot of the
hill, complete with vegetable garden
and pasture, was the site of a small
settlement in the 1880s and '90s when
Ephraim K. Hanks, famous scout, and
several other Mormons brought their
families here. They raised cattle, fruit
and children in the idyllic spot. Indian
pictographs on the rock walls that
shelter the little valley prove that this
place was inhabited for hundreds of
years. Today, visitors find it a de-
lightful stop-over on their travels, and
a point from which they can make
trips into the whole country.

The present occupants, the Knees,
combine a remarkable amount of
know-how out in the field, both as
to things geologic and gustatory, with
an unbounded enthusiasm for this
great piece of our American Desert.

On this visit, my husband and I
wanted to look at the Capitol Reef as
part of the Water Pocket Fold. We
wanted to have this better-known por-
tion fresh in mind before following the
uplift southeast into unsurveyed ter-
ritory.

There is a splendid view of the great
reef from numerous places on the



highway within the monument. You
stand upon the red beds of Moencopi
shale, In ascending order are the
grayish Shinarump, the colorful Chinle
clays (of the Sleeping Rainbow), then
the sudden lofty upsurge of Wingate
sandstone cliffs, topped by rounded
domes of Navajo sandstone for which
the reef is named. Here and there a
final capping of Carmel can be dis-
tinguished.

While these names may mean little
to the average spectator, the way in
which they have been pushed up and
then eroded into a medley of shapes—
pinnacles such as Chimney Rock, the
elaborateness of the Fluted Walls, the
splendid domes—doesn’t need scien-
tific explanation to be appreciated.

Only in a few places have these
tremendous walls been breeched. The
Fremont River achieves it first
through a gorge which may some day
carry the highway. Another cut is
through the Capitol Gorge.

One morning found us on our way,

moving east on State 24 between 1000-
foot walls edging so close together at
one point that there is room only for
the road. During the rainy season,
flash floods have the right-of-way, and
cars don’t challenge it.

As we twisted and wound our way,
there were occasional glimpses of the
tops of the reef. At one point a trail
leads to a closer inspection of The
Golden Throne, an immense bulk of
Navajo sandstone, “painted” with a
surface that scientists seem unable to
account for.

The deep cut continues for three
miles before reaching the eastern exit
where the traveler emerges into an
expansive desert panorama swirling
with color. The banded Pinto Hills,
the orderly bastions of the Caineville
Mesas draped in squawskirts of ele-
phant gray, and on top along the sky-
line the peaks of the Henry Mountains
provide wonderfully photogenic views.

We turned south at Notom, a little
settlement on Pleasant Creek. The

stream has by now emerged from its
canyon confines and is close to its
junction with the Fremont.

Tarantula Mesa rose on our left,
distinctive desert foothills to the
Henrys that suddenly seem quite close.
When we stopped to chat with two
cowboys who were driving some cattle
to water, we had our last contact with
people. There is one ranch here along
the Sandy River, and another high on
the slopes of the mountains, but few
other people seem to find their way
into this rock fastness.

On our right as we traveled down
the main road was the Water Pocket
Fold, hidden sometimes by sandy hills,
but always immense and commanding.
One of our first stops was made to
walk up a gray incline that Alice said
was the Morrison formation. The
ground dropped sharply at our feet
and then lifted again to show off in
perfectly diagramatic fashion exactly
how the formation had been distorted.

Rock layers are set on edge like a

THE DRAMATIC WESTERN SCARP OF WATER POCKET FOLD
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A HIDDEN RETREAT WHERE VEGETATION HAS BEGUN TO TAKE HOLD

deck of cards, with the top ones slip-
ped down and the bottom ones stick-
ing out above. The Morrison is the
youngest of the series, yet we were
standing hundreds of feet below older
rocks. We could count several dis-
tinct layers: Sommerville, Curtis, En-
trada, the dark red Carmel, and swoop-
ing up into a mountainous slope, dot-
ted with dark blobs of vegetation, the
soaring white Navajo sandstone. If
we could have flown over this mass
and slid down the other side, the same
formations would have been viewed in
their appointed places on the western
scarp.

Some 25 miles from Notom is the
junction with the Burr Trail, the only
road that dares climb up over the top.
Its destination is the strange country
of the Circle Cliffs. Several years
before, a group of us under Lurt’s
guidance discovered whole forests of
petrified wood there. That was be-
fore the Burr Trail had been built, and
we had found our way in over the
western crest.

As the name suggests, this was
originally a stock trail, and a steep
one at that. When it was rumored
that it would be improved to accom-
modate vehicles, local people were
very skeptical. But the road, inspired
by the uranium boom, was built. Tt
enters a big bay and then zigzags up
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from one level to another cut out of
the rock or steep shaly slopes. The
spread of panorama increases in each
turn in the road, and from the top
is most impressive.

Pleasant as it would have been to
again visit the Circle Cliffs, we re-
traced our way down the road to con-
tinue south into what we think is the
most thrilling part of the Water Pocket
Fold.

Here the great uplift explodes in
new and unexpected shapes. The con-
spicuous Navajo sandstone rises in
great hills, indented by numerous val-
leys—and all on a tilt. The Wingate
walls rise in more convolutions be-
hind, and now and then red Carmel
sandstone clings to the white slopes
like crabs on the back of a whale.

Giant canyons have been carved
throughout this heaving mass of stone.
They open wide gaps through the top
of the Fold, toward the base, thus
preventing complete passageway
through the rock barrier.

Reason for the uplift's name be-
comes apparent here. From tiny
thimble-size indentations to big swim-
ming pools, the rock has been worn
into pockets that hold water after a
rain. Next time I visit this area T will
have a bathing suit handy. There are
rocky basins, often at a canyon's

mouth, that are too wide to jump and
too deep to wade—blocking the only
ingress to some very inviting spots.
The pockets are everywhere in evi-
dence on slopes as well, Some are set
in a line so that eventually they will
be worn into troughs.

I believe we stopped to explore every
canyon mouth wide enough to squeeze
through. In some we found shrubs
and even young trees growing in the
debris that has gathered around a pool,
making idyllic picnic sites—miniature
desert resorts. Shaded by great rock
walls, water in these pools usually lasts
through the dry season.

Sometimes we were able to find
water by following the tracks of deer,
wildcats and smaller animals in the
sand at the canyon entrances. Follow-
ing such a tell-tale trail into one gorge,
we hiked several hundred yards
through forbidding ground until the
canyon walls suddenly opened into a
great chamber. Around a spacious
grassy mound were big cottonwood
trees and a delightful pool of water
set in the shade of a cliff. Cattle
thieves could have brought whole herds
to this place offering plenty of browse,
ample water, shade, and perfect secur-
ity from detection. No doubt some
did.

A fawn had found this retreat to
be not as safe. Wildcat tracks beside
the remains of the unfortunate crea-
ture told us what had happened.

Sometimes, instead of delving into
a canyon, we climbed the slickrock
slopes to widen our outlook and ex-
amine strange phases of erosion. One
that I recall particularly was covered
with a layer of Carmel sandstone. The
softer material had been washed into
pedestals to hold up great hamburger-
shapes of red rock. Explorers have
the right to name new discoveries, but
we couldn’t agree on a sufficiently ap-
propriate title for these rocks. Alice
thought they looked like muffins that
had failed to rise; Joe insisted they
were misshapen potatoes; Lurt voted
for “Frozen Mud Pies.” 1 still say
they look like out-sized hamburger
patties.

The trough beside the fold, which I
had seen from the air months before,
is the valley through which Hall’s
Creek runs south to the Colorado
River. Sometimes it was a smooth
grassy floor, sometimes a narrow rocky
channel. We came to where the stream
managed to stay above-ground, often
swinging around bends crowded with
great cottonwood trees. These sites
offer delectable camping places.

Our road was an old pioneer route
to Hall’'s Crossing on the Colorado
River. The Mormon scouts no doubt






