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COME TO SUNNY PALM DESERT AND VISIT OUR BOOK AND GIFT SHOP IN THE NEW HOME OF

DESERT MAGAZINE. SEE OUR FASCINATING COLLECTION OF WESTERN ARTIFACTS. LOOK FOR THE

CORAL COLORED BUILDING AT THE CORNER OF LARREA AND LANTANA, ACROSS FROM THE POST
OFFICE, JUST ONE BLOCK FROM THE OLD LOCATION.
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WESTERN BOOKS
UNUSUAL GIFTS
GIFT CARDS
WESTERN ARTIFACTS
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Send for FREE book catalogue

to
DESERT Magazine's Book Shop and Mail Order Department offers a Desert Magazine
complete selection of books on the West. All books have been carefully Palm Desert, California 92260
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UTAH

Intermountain School Annual Indian Pow-wow, displays and exhibits
representing 21 tribes, Brigham City, May 14; Green River Cowboy Days
and Rodeo, Green River, (no date set);* Annual Re-enactment of Golden
Spike Ceremony commemorating completion of America’s first trans-
continental railroad, Promontory, May 10; Black and White Days Horse-
show, Richmond, May 20-21; Cache County Dairy Festival, Logan,
May 27-28; Annual Friendship Boating Cruise from Green River to
Moab, May 28-29. *For date of Green River Cowboys Days and other
events during 1966 write to Utah Travel Council, Council Hall, Capitol
Hill, Salt Lake City, Utah 84114.
OTHER EVENTS
Annual Fiestas de Mayo Celebration, Nogales, Ariz., May 1-5; 10th
Annual Tucson Festival Art Show, Tucson, Ariz., May 1-14; Earth
Science Study Group and Rock Swap, San Bernardino County Museum,
Bloomington, Calif., May 1; Joshua Tree National Turtle Races, Joshua
Tree, Calif., May 7-8; 40th Annual Wildflower Show, Julian, Calif.,
May 7-22; East Bay Gem and Mineral Festival, Scottish Rite Temple,
Oakland, Calif., May 21-22.
EDITOR'S NOTE: Some dates are subject to change. If you plan a trip to attend
a specific event, we suggest checking first with their local Chamber of Commerce.

EVENTS DEADLINE: Information relative to forthcoming events in the West must be
received TWO MONTHS prior to the event. Address envelopes to Events Editor,
Desert Mogozine, Palm Desert, California 92260,
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Elta Shively Al Merryman Rose Holly Marvel Barrett Lois Dougan
Executive Secretary Staff Areist Circalation Business Subscriptions

Desert Magazine, Palm Desert, Calif. 92260 Telephone 346-8144

DESERT is published monthly by Desert Magazine, Palm Desert, Calif. Second Class Postage paid at
Palm Desert, Calif., and at additional mailing offices under Act of March 3, 1879, Title registered
NO. 358865 in U. S. Patent Office, and contents copyrighted 1964 by Desert Magozine. Unsolicited
manuscripts and photographs cannot be retfurned or acknowledged unless full return postage is
enclosed, Permission to reproduce contents must be secured from the editor in writing. SUBSCRIPTION
PRICE: $5.00 per year in U.5., Canoda and Mexico. $5.75 elsewhere. Allow five weeks for change
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UTAH TRAILS

GUIDE SERIES
The Only Complete, Up-to-Date
GUIDEBOOKS

for the Different World of Utah
Three BEAUTIFUL volumes:

® Brand-new, detailed auide, "'Utah, the In-
credible Land" by Ward J. Raylance, 208
paaes, almest 200 photographs (32 in
coler,) numerous maps and travel aids.
Covers every important aftraction in all
parts of the state, $2 per copy (softbound].
® Two 4B8-page pictorial  wvolumes with
nearly 200 photos |almost half in breath-
taking colorl—
Utah Trails, Vol | ... $1 per copy
Utah Trails, Vol. Il ...........51 per copy
Three-volume set, only $4 postpaid
|save 30c postage by ordering all threel
When ordering sinagle volumes,
enclose 10c per copy for postage.

Utah Trails Company

975 SO. WEST TEMPLE
SALT LAKE CITY, UTAH 84101

FREE
Order NEW 1966 Book Catalog

DESERT MAGAZINE
BOOK STORE
Palm Desert, California 92260
Since 1937 The World's Largest
Selection of Books on The West

OWN YOUR OWN
PRIVATE LAKE
or LAKE FRONTAGE in

Beautiful

Silver Valley

5 Acres to 160 Acres

For Information write, cull or visit

HAL BURDICK
P, BOX 212
NEWBERRY, CALIFORNIA
On Highway 66
Area Code 714 €L 7-329

It the following areas call

Upland, Box 93, AC 711 982:0511
Western Los Angles AC 213 347-3628
Eastern Los Angeles AC 215 358-2129

San Dicgo AC 714 424-7950

4 / Desert Magozine [ May, 1966

A Sy S S
| A R .u.—.\_‘,

B AR A SR AR,

Books reviewed may be ordered
from the DESERT Magazine Book
Order Department, Palm Desert,
California 92260. Please include
25¢ for handling. California resi-
dents must add 49, sales tax.
Enclose payment with order.

THE HANDBOOK OF JADE
By Gerald I. Hemvich

This Little paperback is the first practi-
cal book on jade slanted toward the ama-
teur lapidary and rock collector. It in-
cludes a description of the three types of
jades in addition to a long list of minerals
frequently mistaken for jade, sources of
jade and suggestions for cutting and pol-
ishing. An entire chapter is devoted to
methods for recognizing genuine jade
both in the rough and in worked arti-
facts. Cultural and historical aspects are
not covered, but pertinent information,
such as the fact that jade should afways
be examined both wet and dry, examined
under a 10x magnifier to show any white
pits indicating the breakage of fibers and
crystals, and so forth, render the book
valuable to collectors. Paperback, 81
pages, illustrated with photographs. $2.00.

BEARS-BORAX AND GOLD
Compiled by Glen A. Settle

This little paperback published by the
Kern-Antelope Historical Society contains
four lively stories, two of them formerly
published in the 1800s. The first is an
exciting account of an attack made upon
John R. Spears in 1892 by a grizzley
bear; the second is from the diary of
Dennis Searles recording his trip to Sear-
les Lake in 1890. The third is by Mel
Sanford who, with his father, came to
Ballarat during its heyday and partici-
pated in the mining activity there. The
final chapter is a humorous essay on the
lost mines assayer Martin Engel has not
found.

Glen Settle, who compiled this ma-
terial, is curater of the Tropico Gold
Camp Museum at Rosamond, California.
Antelope artist John Burgess illustrated
it. Contains 52 pages. $1.50.
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THE GILA, River of the Southwest
By Edwin Corle

Running across the southern part of
Arizona, the Gila River has played a
fascinating role in the history of Mexico
and the United States. Although written
in 1951, The Gila, River of the Sonth-
west, has recently been reprinted in a
400-page paperback edition. The late
Edwin Corle’s impressions are as alive
today as they were when he first- left his
home in the Fast and started writing
books on the Southwest. Considered a
greenhorn by some, Corle is not as well
known as other established desert chroni-
clers. How a writer of his ability is not
better known is a mystery. Vividly and
powerfully he takes the reader from the
days of the dinosaur to the present dur-
ing which he covers exploration, ecology,
changed the course of American history.
politics and individual incidents which
It is recommended strongly for all adults
and students who usually find history
books boring. The Gila is as fascinating
as television! Good paperback, 401
pages. $1.60. ]J.P.

CALIFORNIA NATURAL
HISTORY GUIDES

Previous Natural History Guides pub-
lished by the University of California
Press have dealt with Northern California.
In the current new series they offer four
paperbook books on Southern California.
Three of the books are excellent for iden-
tifying their subject matter and well
worth keeping in your car as you explore
Southern California. They are Native
Shrubs of Southern California by Peter
H. Raven, $1.95; Ferns and Fern Allies
of Southern California by Steve J. Grillos,
$1.50, and Native Trees of Southern Cali-
fornia by P. Victor Peterson, $1.95. The
fourth book, Introduction To The Natural
History of Southern California, by Ed-
mund C. Jaeger and Arthur C. Smith
reads like an elementary school book and
contributes little if anything to the series.
The price is $1.95. ].P.



EXPLORATIONS IN LOWER
CALIFORNIA

By Brown and Murray

In this book Spencer Murray has come
up with a truly intriguing idea. Along
with reprinting the text of a series of
articles about an 1866 exploration of
Lower California made by J. Ross Browne,
well known to devotees of Western
American history, Murray has incorpora-
ted the results of his own adventures
made 100 years later. Browne illustrated
his articles with remarkably accurate
sketches. Murray has photographed the
exact scenes still recognizable today.

Inserting comments in italic, Murray
corrects erroneous statements made by the
earlier explorer, such as the early belief
that the famed rocks at Cabo San Lucas
were the absolute tip of Baja's rugged
peninsula. Baja aficionador  should  be
warned, however, that this book covers
only the southernmost tip of Baja and
the Pacific Coast up to the bay of Mag-
dalena. Browne made the remainder of
this excursion by land, but because he was
unaccompanied by a botanist or other
scientific authority, failed to record the
trek. He considered the interior of Baja
worthless,

This is a hardcover, limited edition of
1000 copies, priced at $8.95.

THE ANCIENT PAST OF MEXICO
By Alma Reed

A splendid book awaited by those fa-
miliar with this author's writings and
ability to assimilate objectively the le-
gends, hopes and dispairs of Mexico's
enigmatic archeology. Where there are
confliciing theories, she presents evidence
and conclusions from both sides and even
the speculations of unscientific "arche-
ologists” looking for vestiges of the lost
Atlantis are presented right along with
those of today's scholars. The text inter-
weaves history and legend and is illus-
trated with 250 drawings and photo-
graphs. This is an important book for
those wishing up-to-date information on
archeological finds turned up during the
past 15 years—discoveries which have
made most existing books on the subject
obsolete. It doesn’t read quite as easily
as an adventure novel, but those who
shudder at text book form will find this
digestible. Hardcover, 388 pages, $7.50.
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Subscriptions as Gifts

There are no physical limitations to
inner vision . . . the psychic faculties
of man know no barriers of space or
time. A world of marvelous phe-
nomena awaits your command. Within
the natural—but unused functions of
your mind are dormant powers that
can bring about a transformation of
your life.

The Rosicrucians (not a religion)
are an age-old brotherhood of learning.
For centuries they have shown men
and women how to utilize the fullness
of their being. This is an age of daring
adventure . . . but the greatest of all is
the exploration of self. Determine your
purpose, function and powers as a hu-
man being. Use the cou-
pon below for a free
fascinating book of ex-
planation, “The Mastery
of Life”, or send your re-
quest to: Scribe: J.AJ.

SAN JOSE,

THE ROSICRUCIANS (amoreo)

CALIFORNIA

1SLOM....

|

YOuU
CAN
DO
THESE
THINGS!

LIVE A 1000 LIVES

in One Lifetime

SEE WITHOUT EYES

by inner‘rwn‘v}-uirm

SEARCH FOR
THE UNKNOWN
Enow when you find it

95114

Scribe:  J.AJ.

Rasicrucian Order (ANMORC)

San Jose, California 95114, U.S.A.

Gentlemen:

[ am sincerely interested in making the uewost of my powers of self. Kindly send
me a [ree coby of "THE MASTERY OF LIFE"

NAME — = ===
ADDRESS

ZIP CODE

PLEASE INCLUDE YOUR ZIP CODE
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SLEEPING RAINBO
| GUEST RANCH

trips to see and photograph an amazing
variety of treasures!

Multi-hued Stone Cathedrals
Flowering Deserts
Fantastic "'Goblins
Awesome Canyons
Petrified Forests
Enchanting Skies
Vast Panorama of our

New CANYONLANDS
NATIONAL PARK

Travel remote uranium trails—Find intriguing
rocks and fossils—~Cast off tensions—Relax
and rejoice in outdoor splendor. Our own
garden vegetables and pure spring water.
See DESERT Magazine: March ‘61, April '62,
April '63, Arizona Highways, June '65.

WRITE FOR BROCHURE

For reservations, overnight or
longer, write or phone:

| Sleeping Rainbow Guest Ranch

adjoining
CAPITOL REEF NATIONAL MOMNUMENT
P. O. Box 93, Torrey, Utah
LURT and ALICE KNEE
Owners and Operators

Phone: Long Distance via
Menticello, Utah Exchange

All This in the

Land of The Sleeping Rainbow JJ

NEW GRAY LINE
ESCORTED TOUR

Southeastern Utah
Northern Arizona

by

e ;
o " .

America’s Last Wilderness Frontier

A land of Color and Contrast
Fantastic Geology—Pioneer History

Round trip from Salt Lake City
All-Expense—S5ix Days—Five Nights
Air-Conditioned Buses

Two Boat Trips—Two Jeep Trips Included
Tour includes: Monument Valley . . . Goose Necks of the
San Juan , . . Arches National Monument . . . Dead
Horse Point . . . Capitol Reef National Monument . . .
Natural Bridges National Monument . . , Woab (Uranium
Capitol) . . . Navajo and Hopi Indian Reservations . . .
Kayenta . . . Jonmalea , . . Tuba City . . . Moenkopi
... Glen Canyon . . . Lake Powell . . . Bryce National
Park . . , Boulder Mountain.
jeep Tours {B-passenger Sedan-Type) at Monument Valley
and Capitol Reef, Boat trips on the Colorade River and
on newly-formed Lake Powell,
Every turn gives a vista of green-clad plateaus or flaming
cliffs. Entire 1253 miles is a paradise for camera fans.
Color for pictures is spectacular at every season.
High Desert Plateaus and Air-Conditioned Facilities make
heat no problem at any season.

For details and brochures on this new exciting four,
write:
GRAY LINE MOTOR TOURS
DEPARTMENT 100 D
29 WEST SOUTH TEMPLE
SALT LAKE CIITY, UTAH
84101
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Ghosts of Silver Reef

By Earl Spendlove

C(IF HE finds anything in this, we'll
ride him out of town on a rail,” a
bristly-bearded miner said, picking up
several picces of a broken grindstone
from the floor of a blacksmith shop in
Pioche, Nevada.

The man referred to was an ambitious
young assayer who had gained the name
of “Metaliferous Murphy,” because he
found metal of some sort in every rock
he examined. The citizens of this boom-
ing mining camp, skeptical of his opti-
mistic reports, had decided to give him
one last chance to redeem himself, so
they sent him the pieces of broken grind-
stone.

“Silver,” the report read, when it came
back, “837 ounces to the ton!”

“Impossible,” the local mining author-
ity said, “silver simply does not exist in
sandstone.”” Murphy's doom was sealed.
They carried him to the edge of town on
a rail, dumped him onto the ground, and
warned him he'd be tarred and feathered
if he returned.

“Metaliferous” hung around just long
enough to learn that the grindstone had
been brought to Pioche by a Mormon
peddler from Leeds, Utah, 30 miles south
of Cedar City, Utah. Then he high-

tailed it to that tiny southern Utah com-
munity where he learned that Alma T.
Angell and Tsaac Duffin made grind-
stones from slabs of sandstone picked
up in the nearby hills. Carefully he pros-
pected three sandstone upthrusts running
through the country in a northeasterly
direction. Early in the 1870s, on what
was known locally as the White Reef, he
staked the first claim in one of the most
fabulous silver producing areas ever dis-
covered.

What happened to Murphy after he
staked his claim, no one knows. But, in
spite of what the experts said, silver was
found in the standstones of the White,
Buckeye, and Leeds Reefs. Evidently
Mother Nature had not read an “expert’s”
hook for, in this area, she had done many
things to challenge the wits of mining
men. In some places she forced silver-
bearing solutions into porous sandstone
and formed lenses of black silver sul-
phides, worth from five to 50 thousand
dollars. Where the sandstone fractured,
the solutions entered the cracks and fis-
sures and the metal was precipitated out
and plastered onto the rocks. When the
veins were opened, horn silver could be
rolled, like great sheets of leather, from
the sandstone walls.

This unusual occurrence amazed min-
ing men. In a letter dated February 7,
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Welly-Fargo bank still stands,

RREE .

1876, William Tecumseh Barbee, a self-

styled mining expert wrote, . . . This
is the most unfavorable looking country
for mines that I have ever seen in all of
my varied mining experiences, but, as
the mines are here, what are the rock
sharps going to do about it?”

Some of the best ore was found in
fossil plants discovered in some of the
sandstone layers. This vegetative matter,
which included branches and trunks of
trees, was deposited along with the sand
on the bottom of an ancient sea, long
before the dawn of history. As time
went on it was replaced, a cell at a time,
by silver sulphides, creating veritable
"Money Trees." One of these, discovered
in the Buckeye Reef in the late 1870s by
Patsy Cassidy and Barney Ross. netted
the two lucky Irishmen $14,000.00!

News of the rich discovery spread like
wildfire and, in one wild rush, prospec-
tors, promoters, miners, merchants, and
ladies of pleasure all with dreams of easy
wealth, flocked to the new diggings in
the heart of Brigham Young's Cotton
Mission.

Barbee, a high-pressure promoter if
there ever was one, subdivided a sandy
flat just north of the Buckeye Reef,
named it Bonanza City, and tried to sell
lots ir what he described as the "Metro-
polis-to-be™ of southern Utah. His de-
veloprnent was not successful. The miners
and merchants simply moved a couple of
miles to the north where the land was
free and established a new camp called
Silver Reef,

The Post Office was established in
February 1877, and by 1879 almost 3000
people lived in the rip-roarin’ camp.
Father Lawrence Scanlan, doughty priest
who had looked after the souls of the
Irish-Catholics at Pioche, followed his
flock to the "Reef” and built a church.

TEETT
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Mormon and Protestant preachers, in their
efforts to save souls, occasionally "bor-
rowed”” the Catholic church, but it is
doubtful if the religious influence offered
much competition to the eight saloons
and two or three dance halls strategically
located along the mile-long main street,

The miners worked hard and played
harder and death and vielence were com-
mon. Hardly a week went by when
someone failed to die an unnatural death.
In one shoot-out, John Diamond, a
deputy U.S. Marshal and Jack Truby,
a mine foreman, killed cach other. When
the sheriff investigated, both men were
carrying 41 caliber revolvers, both had
been shot several times—with both 41
and .45 caliber bullets! Evidently friends,
or enemies, had joined in the fun.

Henry Clark, a young man from New
York, achieved distinction in death: He
has the fanciest grave in the fast disap-

Grave of Henry Clark gnards the frail
through Buckeye Reef.

Doorway was entrance 1o Sam Wing's drugstore.

pearing cemetery at Silver Reef. Clark
was killed one night when he accused a
faro dealer named Saxey of cheating.
Both men went for their guns, both fired,
and both dropped dead. Saxey's grave
was marked by a rough lumber slab, but
Clark's father enclosed his son’s grave
in a beautiful iron filigree rectangle,
shipped from Russia, and erected a hand-
some monument,

At times justice was as swift and as
brutal as the crime. In the fall of 1880,
Mike Carbis, foreman at the Buckeye
mine, fired Tom Forrest, whom he sus-
pected of stirring up trouble among the
Irish miners. A couple of days later, on
the morning of October 3, Forrest slit
Carbis’ stomach open. The killer was
apprehended and lodged in the county
jail in St. George, Utah., That night a
mob of 40 men rode into town, overpow-
ered the sheriff, and hanged Tom For-
rest to a cottonwood tree. Forrest's grave
can no longer be identified, but Mike Car-
bis sleeps beneath a tall marble slab, half
hidden in a tangle of brush and trees in
the south end of Bonanza Flat,

Today, there is little left of the bust-
ling mining camp of the 1880s. A few
tombstones stand in Bonanza Flat, and
Henry Clark, protected by his fancy
fence, guards the trail that leads through
Buckeye Reef. On the brushy slope,
where the town once stood, are a few
rock ruins and under a huge mulberry
tree is the old Wells-Fargo bank, the only
building to resist the ravages of time.

The town is gone, but on hot summer
evenings when shadows crawl from be-
neath the big mulberry and stretch them-
selves across the cactus-covered flat, the
ghosts of Tom Forrest, Mike Carbis, and
all the other citizens of this rip-roarin’
town parade silently up and down the
long-gone board walks of old Silver Reef,

O
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ISTORIANS HAVE called the In-
dian Wars the last great American
adventure, but I can testify there's still
some left and T've just had a taste of it.
With two other couples, my husband
and I spent a long weckend at Lake
Powell and we found the beauty and
adventure that has drawn people to
southern Utah for centuries.

Lake Powell is not for the faint-
hearted nor the ill-prepared. It stretches
for 150 miles and the only supplies (as
of now) are at Wahweap on the west
end and Hall's Crossing at the east end.
It covers countless miles, and stretches a
little more each day, for this giant is
still growing and at maturity will be 185
miles long with 1800 miles of shoreline,

This lake is like no other lake; this
land is like no other land. You cruise
for hours, looking, looking, looking. The
water is wide and decp and for miles
there's not a handful of shoreline, Where
the lake ends, sandstone cliffs begin,
looming like ancient Titans, pink and
brown and tan and striped; some sculp-
tured by an artistic nature, some so clean
and stark they look as if they had been
cut with the swipe of a sword. Each
turn reveals a new vista until you feel in-
adequate to appreciate or react. Each side
canyon has its own special beauty. Some
canyons are so narrow and the walls so
high you strain to see the sky. It remind-
ed me of standing at the bottom of my
8/
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Safari Afloat

By Pat Capson

father's silo as a child and looking up
at the remote blue. Some canyons ended
abruptly and we were forced to back
out; some opened up unexpectedly and
sunlight splashed down on a shelf of
sand and greenery. The lake will rise an-
other 200 feet before it is filled to capa-
city. As we surveyed the gargantuan
scenery, we speculated as to what new
areas this would open up when the
beauties we now witnessed were sub-
merged,

Rainbow Bridge was our destination
for the first afternoon, so we turned from
the lake into Forbidding Canyon, and
then into Rainbow Bridge Canyon. Here
the channel narrows and stills and the
walls are immensely high. The air is
cool and the light subdued as twilight. It
is a hushed and lovely chamber and we
rode through it slowly and silently. The
channel ends at Rainbow Bridge landing
and here we disembarked. Water has
filled the canyon to the point where you
now have about a two mile hike to the
Bridge.

We were blessed with a glorious
spring day and when the sun beat down
on the red rocks and sand, we knew we
were in the desert. We walked along a
path of flaked sandstone as fine as face
powder bordered with the tenacious
shrubs, trees and flowers which have
mastered this inhospitable land. The
snow white Sego lily, perfect in form,

grows solitary in the red dirt; clumps of
wild daisies bloom brilliant yellow; the
small cactus issues a handful of thorns
and a lovely fuschia blossom; the large
porcupine-like cactus sends up a spire of
white flowers. Only the rocks grow great
in stature in this country.

We had packed a lunch and now
yearned for a shady spot in which to eat
it. We found no tree, but a far lovelier
retreat. I suppose you might call it a
grotto. To enter it is like entering an
air-conditioned room. Water drips
through the sandstone cliffs above and
wherever it emerges, clusters of maiden-
hair fern mark the spot. We sustained
our bodies with sandwiches and our souls
with the sights around us. It was a choice
moment—one to be remembered and re-
lived later when life quickened its pace.

Rainbow Bridge is to be experienced,
not described. Some react with shrieks of
delight; others gaze in silent wonder. It
helps not at all to be told that it is the
greatest natural bridge in the world or
that the capitol building in Washington,
D.C. could be placed beneath its arch.
In this land of mammoths, you have al-
ready lost all sense of size and now you
lose all sense of time.

My advice to travelers on Lake Powell
would be to make your plans and always
be ready to change them. We had plan-
ned to seek the four-pound bass reported
to be biting somewhere on the lake, but



as we prepared to leave Rainbow landing,
a boater arrived with news of turbulence
in the channel. With that we decided
against leaving our snug harbor and with
the zest of pioneers, began portaging our
gear up the mountain to a lofty perch.

One area we designated as the kitchen
and set about unloading campstoves,
stools, pots and pans and the gear civil-
ized people regard as essential in the
wilds, A huge, flat rock-bed of sand-
stone served as the bedroom and the men
began blowing up air mattresses and un-
rolling sleeping bags. We complimented
ourselves on choosing a magnificent site

. we could walk to the edge of the
plateau and see the wide, dark river
below; we were enclosed in giant, loom-
ing cliffs and far above clouds glided
slowly across our skylight. Then the
wind came . . . in mischievous, swirling
gusts and air mattresses sailed
through the air like balloons, steaks took
flight and fine red sand peppered the
potatoes and onions, This is the moment
of truth for the untried camper. For-
tunately, our party (half of whom had
never camped before) was equal to the
task. We had brought along the essen-
tial ingredient for successful camping, a
sense of humor. The mattress was put-
sued, the steak retrieved and shaken and
the potatoes given a good stir. We soon
learned that the capricious wind was to
be our companion for the night.

Darkness comes quickly when the walls
of your sleeping chamber are several hun-
dred feet high. And how delicious is
repose to the hiker, how long ago the
morning seems, how far away are home
and responsibility. It is joy to lie flat
on your back in a snug sleeping bag and
look up at huge, dark walls on every
side, capped with the twinkle of celestial
lights. Below, in the dark, the river lap-
ped at the cliffs, rhythmically, intermin-
ably, persistently sculpturing grandeur for
future explorers.

On our second morning we “discover-
ed” Twilight Canyon, Mystery Canyon,
and Music Temple. Powell himself
named these places and one can sense
that this one-armed ex-Union major had
the courage of a soldier and the sensitiv-
ity of a poet. We were aiming for the
San Juan River, still hoping to catch those
elusive (perhaps legendary) big bass.

Where the great wide canyons have
filled with water, Lake Powell becomes
indistinguishable from its off-shoots and
were it not for the buoys which mark the
main channel, you could easily detour in-
numerable times, At last we turned into
the San Juan and found a cove suitable
for swimming, tanning and, hopefully,

fishing. Fishermen, Please note: If all
the little fish in Lake Powell grow to be
big fish, it will not be deep enough to
hold them. They came after the lure in
schools and fought each other off for the
the chance to swallow the hook. These
colorful babies would hardly make suit-
able hors d'oucvres and if they have any
big brothers and sisters, they are still
there.

There must be exhilaration in landing
a big fish, but after watching my hus-
band, I have concluded there is more to
the sport than that. The true fisherman
secems to find restoration in the crystal
water and the ritual of selecting and pre-
paring his equipment, casting and reeling
in a hundred times in an afternoon. The
impatient man displays infinite patience
in this role.

After leaving the San Juan, we headed
down Lake Powell to explore more lovely
canyons and perhaps camp at Last Chance
Bay, But once again the wind cut short
our excursion and changed a pleasant
cruise into a choppy ride to be terminated
with all possible haste. We had been
warned by friends to make our camps
carly and now we saw the wisdom of this
advice, for great stretches of shoreline
are not level enough to hold a sleeping
bag.

We pulled into the first inlet we spied

and secured our boats. The solid red rock |
felt reassuring beneath our feet and we |

made camp at the base of a great cliff
which receded at the bottom like the be-
ginning of the huge cave. Then we set
out to do some exploring, on foot. Our
first problem was finding a way up and
out of this great stone bowl in which we
had taken shelter, the lowest point in the

surrounding cliffs being the heighth of |

a wall in a house. The resourceful men
solved it by constructing a ladder of
driftwood logs while we laughed at the
thought of some learned group coming
upon our “instant artifact” and specula-
ting about the crudity of the civilization
which had produced it. After mastering
this hurdle, we hiked to the top of a
200-foot cliff from which we could look
upon this country, rather than up at it.
Both perspectives are necessary to appre-
ciate its vastness.

That night, if the moon rose at all, it
rose unheralded on six unconscious river
rats. The next morning we headed for
Wahweap, 50 miles away, frustrated over
so much we were leaving undone, unseen.
And yet, has anyone ever left this land
feeling otherwise? Surely not. You must
come back again and again.

And so must we. O

Western
River Tm’ps

GRAND CANYON, Colorado River May 9-21
{310 mile run) June 6-18
Sept. 12-24

CATARACT CANYON, Colorado River June 20-25
Sept, 26-Oct, 1

DINOSAUR NATIONAL MONUMENT
Yompa-Green Rivers

May 16-20
June 13-17
June 27-July 1
July 4-8

SPECIAL MEMORIAL DAY
Run. 3 Days. May 28-30
$60.00

LODORE CANYON, Green River May 16-20

July 4-8
July 25-29
Aug. 8-12
Aug, 22-26

DESOLATION CANYON, Green River May 23-28

June 20-25
Oct. 21-27, Deer Hunt

COLUMBIA RIVER, B. €., Canada  Aug. 15-20

SELWAY RIVER, |daoho July 18-22

ROGUE RIVER, Oregon June 27-July 1
MIDDLE FORK OF SALMOMN RIVER, |daho

July 4.9

July 11-16

July 25-30

Aug. 1-6

MAIN SALMON RIVER, Idaho July 18-23

Aug, B-13

Aug. 29-Sept. 3
Oct. 10-15 (Steelhead run)

LAKE POWELL EXCURSIONS May 16-22

June 6-12
June 20-26
July 1117
Aug, 15-21
Sept. 12-18

For reservations, information and
brochures, call or write:

Western River Expeditions

1699 East 3350 South
Salt Lake City, Utah B4106
Phone A.C. 801 484-4006
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Back Country Pop Art

PON OBSERVING these strange
monuments against a Utah sky, an
amateur archeologist would believe he'd
discovered a New World Stonehenge,
pethaps, or a primitive aqueduct, while
a curious tourist coming from Arches
National Monument might suspect he'd
come upon an undiscovered natural won-
der. On closer inspection, though, an-
other thought might occur to him. Were
these strange sculptures the work of a
jaded pop artist secking new expression?
However he might try to explain what

Resembling ancient structures, these monuments crest
the Parker Mountain summit above the junction of
Utah highways 24 and 25 between Signrd and Loa
and may be seen en route to Utab's popular fishing

resorts at Fish Lake.
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By Rell E. Francis

he'd seen, he'd have an easier time con-
vincing you of the "big ones” he failed
to catch in nearby Fish Lake.

The truth is, they are the achievement
of a solitary sheepherder, Lorenzo Lar-
sen of Glenwood, Utah. Larsen, a 55-
year-old bachelor, built hundreds of these
rock sculptures over a period of 20 years
while tending his flocks, but only recent-
ly, when he happened to erect one visible
from the road to popular Fish Lake re-
sorts, were his activities recognized by
the public.

On the other hand, he apparently likes
to display his art where it can be seen
by motorists. Part of his enjoyment is
watching the tourists “explore and
puzzle' over his creations, "I've had a
good time watchin' a dad arrange his
wife and kids in the windows of my
rockwork and grind away with a movie
camera,” he chuckled. "Once | spied a
couple of black and white specks moving
up the hill. Turned out to be two nuns.
They stopped before some laid-up rock
and made the sign of the cross. T hadn't



realized 'til then that the rocks looked
fike a cruafix.”

Ordinarily Ren has no particular sub-
ject in mind. "When T run across some
good flat rocks I start piling them up and
mostly work for good balance. Occa-
sionally T see something that appeals to
my imagination and develop it into a
figure . . . like that teapot up there or
that one over yonder that looks like an
old lady in a rockin’ chair.”” Larsen be-
lieves his rock building ideas come about
because of his early experience when he
helped his dad supply the stone for many
of the homes in Glenwood, His well-
proportioned monuments, crected on pri-
vate rangeland, are characterized by a
main pillar with attached lintel stones
that branch out to form pleasing con-
tours and negative shapes.

The local forest ranger refuses to
allow Ren to build his rocks on the gov-
ernment land. "It's not that I don't like
them, but we've got enough rock in the
forests now,” he complains. Actually,
Ren does not have to haul the rock far; it
is plentiful on the hilltops.

Lorenzo has had no formal art train-
ing, but a study of his creations indicate
a natural sense of composition and aesthe-
tic sensitivity. He has some musical talent
as well. Once he won third place in an
amateur contest by playing a tune with
an aspen leaf placed between his tongue
and teeth,

Other herders think he is nuts for stay-
ing out in the hot sun messing with
rocks, but Lorenzo reasons that “sittin’
around one day seems like two weeks.
When T lay up rock T lose all sense of
time.,” More than a pastime hobby, his
work is an intellectual pursuit, for Lar-
sen has a keen mind.

"He's just as smart as my other kids
who finished school,” Lorenzo’s mother
proudly says. "Sometimes when he starts
talkin® he sounds like a college pmf{.ssor
Once he outspelled a college student.”

Although well read and conversant
about international affairs, Ren maintains
a complacent, unaffected attitude toward
world problems and politics. Larsen is a
symbol of the vanishing frontier man
who lived close to the land. While some
may consider his efforts trivial, others
may covet his uncomplicated existence,
realizing that the true measure of a man's
success is not his position or wealth, but
the pride he takes in his work and the
creative pursuits of his leisure. While
others pile up records, Larsen will go on
piling up rocks, satisfied with his
"niche” in life. O
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For all Conventional Slip-In Campers
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By George Thompson

This once fabulous mining

camp is now one of Utah's

most fashionable summer -
winter resorts.

Trial By Fire

HE MOUNTAINS of Park City
have produced treasure for nearly
a century, but now a new treasure, un-
suspected by old-timers, is beginning to
be realized. Broad highways from Salt
Lake City focus on Park City and tour-
ists speeding along U. S. Highways 30
and 40 turn off after reading signs ad-
vertising Treasure Mountains attractions.
Mining took wealth from these mountains
and carried it to distant cities, Now tout-
ism is bringing it back.
The meadows north of Park City,

Utah, were first appreciated by Parley
Pratt while enroute to Salt Lake Valley
in 1847 with Brigham Young. He quickly
laid claim to the area and named it Par-
ley’s Park. Then, five years later, he tra-
ded it to Samuel Snyder and Jedediah
Grant for a yoke of oxen. The Snyder
family farmed, built a sawmill and, as
they multiplied like the Lord told them
to, they established new farms and popu-
lated the valley which became known as
Snyderville. Snyder reportedly discovered
ore in the foothills of the valley, but

Park City goes up in flames in 1890.
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Ontario Mill in Park City.

First business building erected after fire.



Brigham Young discouraged mining
among his followers, so it wasn't until
the end of 1868 that the first claim was
filed in what later became known as the
Park City Mining District. This claim was
the Young American Lode and a year
later its first shipment consisted of 40
tons of ore.

In 1872 Rector Steen, Augustus Da-
well, James Kane and Herman Budan
made camp where they'd been prospecting
west of Lake Flat. By a spring near camp,
Steen discovered an outcrop of ore, later
said to be so small it could be covered
with a hankerchief. Steen located this out-
crop as the Ontario No. 37. At the same
time, George Hearst, a San Francisco
mining engineer and father of William
Randolph Hearst, was in McHenry Can-
yon examining some claims. Hearst de-
cided against buying these because of
difficulties encountered with under-
ground water flows. However, he noticed
Steen's camp as he crossed into Ontario
Canyon from Lake Flat and stopped to
visit, Steen showed Hearst his ore out-
crop and when Hearst expressed interest
the two entered into negotiations. Within
a month the sale was consummated for
$27,000. After that the Ontario produced
more than $50 million and paid divi-
dends in excess of $15 million. This
small outcropping was one of the few ore
outcrops in the Park City district and the
story illustrates what an important part
chance played in the establishment of
the camp.

As its fame spread, miners moved in
from other areas. Cabins were built
against canyon walls and shacks were
erected along Silver Creek for several
miles. A group of Scotch miners built
a small settlement around the shores of
Lake Flat. Each home had a pier from
which residents rowed rafts across the
lake to visit neighbors, This lake has
since been drained by underground min-
ing operations and now contains water
only when snow melts in the spring.

As miners and prospectors congregated,
the settlement became loosely known as
Parley’s Park City, later abbreviated to
Park City. The number of miners in-
creased as new claims were developed
and new homes were built near the
mouths of the canyons in which the mines
were located. These were the first per-
manent establishments in Park City.

In 1879 George Snyder's daughter
died. The miners had made no provision
for a burial site so Snyder presented the
new camp with a 40-acre cemetery. The
city was incorporated in 1880 and a news-
paper, the Park Mining Record, was

started by James Schepback the same year.
It 15 now PLI[‘!]ESI'I{:(J as the Park Record
and is Utah's oldest weekly newspaper.
In 1881 a telephone communication was
instituted and two years later the first
school was built by the Ontario Com-
pany to accommodate children living in
the canyon. Following that a number of
parochial schools sprung up below the
canyon, as the Mormon influence ran sec-
ond to the high percentage of Irish-
Catholic miners.

The Ontario Company encountered
serious water problems right from the
start. In 1888 a three-mile tunnel was
started to connect with the 1500 foot
level of the shaft. Work was started
from both ends, the surface end called
Camp Florence. It was completed when
the workings met six years later, It was
so straight that daylight shone from the
portal to the shaft.

Before the tunnel was completed, the
Ontario installed what was not only one
of the world's largest pumps, but also
a marvel of engineering. This pump,
known as the Cornish pump for the
Cornish men who built it, had a fly-
wheel 30 feet in diameter which weigh-
ed 70 tons and had a connecting rod
1060 feet long, built of Oregon pine
with each section joined by bolted iron
plates, The connecting rod hung sus-
pended in the shaft and operated the
pump. The pump had a single piston
20 inches in diameter and a 10-foot
stroke. Power was supplied by steam
boilers whose fires consumed most of
the timber on surrounding hills. After
they were denuded, teamsters hauled
wood from Strawberry Valley, some 50
miles distant, by wagon and team. The
initial cost of the pump was $110,000
with installation charges raising the over-
all cost to §250,000!

In 1889 Thomas Kearns and David
Keith leased a group of claims which
were later to become the fabulous Silver
King Mine. It is said that Kearns walked
into Park City without a cent to his name.
He met Keith, an old friend he’d known
in Nevada, who was foreman for the On-
tario, and the two leased several claims.
One of these became the Silver King and
it was reported that from a hole only 200
feet deep, over two million dollars was
recovered in high grade silver. Since that
time the Silver King has produced ore
valued in the hundreds of millions of
dollars and paid dividends of more than
$35 million. Kearns was later elected
U.S. Senator from Utah.

Some two dozen millionaires were

made by the mines at Park City. The
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camp’s eventual production  exceeded
$400 million with over 875 million paid
in dividends. The mines contained over
100 miles of underground workings and
were served by three separate railroads,
two standard gauge and one narrow
gauge. Much of this wealth made its way
to Salt Lake City where silver barons
built showplaces along South Temple
Strect, known as millionaires’ row. Fine
business buildings were constructed which
still stand, among them the Kearns Build-
ing, Keith Building, Judge Building and
the Tribune Building. Park City became
one of the most famous mining camps in
the West and its population rose to
10,000. Then tragedy struck.

At 4:00 am. on a Sunday morning in
June of 1898, a Chinaman reported
smoke billowing from the kitchen of the
American Hotel. The night policeman
fired three shots to arouse sleeping citi-
zens and within minutes the whistle atop
the Marsac Mill was shricking a warning.
Prevailing South Canyon winds carried
the flames to adjoining buildings and by
4:30 four buildings were kindled in
flames. Special trains of fire fighting
equipment  were  dispatched  from  the
towns in the lower valleys, but arrived
too late to stop the fire. Flames grew
higher and in-rushing winds increased
their intensity, carrying hot coals and fire-
brands onto buildings behind the fire
fighters. Intense heat made it impossible
for the firemen to get water hoses to
where they were most needed and it soon
became obvious drastic measures must be
taken if any part of the town were to be
saved. '

Dynamite was then brought from the
mines and helpless residents stood by as
their homes and business houses were
blown up to stop the flames advance.
With the fire finally under control, over
200 dwellings and business houses had
been destroyed, among them the Grand
Opera House, the City Hall, several
banks and churches, and some 27 saloons.
Homes on Rossie Hill were consumed
and Park Avenue had vanished. Nothing
remained of Chinatown.

Almost before the ashes were cold,

people began cleaning up the charred
remains. Tents were erected and relief
committees helped the homeless and hun-
gry.  Although assistance was offered
from all over the West, the citizenry of
Park City preferred to rebuild themselves
and soon a new city rose on the ashes
of the old, better in all respects. Com-
fortable homes replaced shanties and
business buildings of brick and stone re-
placed old wooden structures. Eventually

the mud roads were paved, modern power
and water lines were mstalled and betber
fire fighting equipment purchased. The
camp became a city.

Park City suffered ups and downs dur-
ing the following years. Fires struck
often, causing serious damage, and labor
strikes of long duration and great cost
were endured. Low metal prices during
the 1950s combined with rising costs
closed all but the largest mines. The fa-
mous Ontario and Silver King consoli-
dated with other properties to form the
United Park City Mining Company. This
and the New Park Mining Company,
organized during the 1930s, are the only
companies of consequence now  being
operated and they employ less than 200
miners. Residents moved away to find
new jobs and business houses closed their
doors. It appeared that time would take
the toll that fire could not. But Destiny
had other plans!

Although large deposits of mineral yet
remain underground, it's doubtful that
mining will be responsible for Park City's
future. A number of factors combined to
revive the old town, not the least of
which is snow! Ecker Hill, located some
10 miles north of town, was at one time
a famous ski jump and Otto Carpenter, a
long time resident, has operated Snow
Park, a ski lift and winter sports area on
the cast side of town for many years. The
real re-birth of Park City, however, was
brought about recently by the federal gov-
ernment through its Area Redevelopment
agency. This agency granted large loans
to the United Park City Mining Com-
pany to build a year-round sports resort
on its properties. With this, a spectacu-
lar new ski lift, the longest gondola ride
in the nation, was built, a golf course laid
out, and the old Spiro mine tunnel re-
timbered to carry skiers and tourists deep
into the heart of the mountains from
where they are lifted to a surface high
above the city by the Thaynes Shaft hoist.
From here they can either ski back to
town or ride a lift to a modern restau-
rant perched atop Crescent Ridge. Several
beautiful hotels have been constructed
and others are planned. This vast recrea-
tion complex, known as The Treasure
Mountains, has spawned new restaurants,
quaint shops and night clubs, new homes,
and a condominium apartment building.
Even with all this, prospects look prom-
ising for more.

Those who held faith with this unusual
community during its low days, now point
with pride at their new boom town. Park
City, they say, survived its “Trial by
Fire!" O
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New Road to Zion

OMETIME BEFORE the summer of
S 1967 the National Park Service will
open a brand new section of Zion Nation-
al Park to the vacationer. This, the Kolob
section, covers about 76 square miles of
canyon and mesa country in southwestern
Utah. The grading of a new road—which
penetrates six miles of the Kolob—is all
but complete, while the black top is ex-
pected to be laid down by next fall. The
road leaves busy interstate highway 15
about mid-way between St. George and
Cedar City; clings for a quarter of a
mile to the eroded slopes of the Hurricance
Cliffs, then follows the middle fork of
Taylor Creek a mile or so before swing-
ing south toward Lee Pass. [t terminates
two miles beyond Lee Pass at an overlook
of the Finger Canyons of the Kolob
Terrace.

The entire route is impressive. Once
atop the first ridge, great butresses of the
Finger Canyons rise above the horizon
like the prows of rocky ships. These fin-
gers mark the edge of the Kolob Terrace,
a 7,000-foot highland, as well as the
western limits of the plunging cliffs, iso-
lated mesas, natural arches, bridges, and
deep, narrow canyons of the Colorado
Plateau Province itself. Although there
are no developed trails into the 1600-
feet deep Finger Canyons at the present
time, foot paths are planned in the over-
all development program.

Lee Pass is the finest viewing platform
for the Finger Canyon arca. From this
ridge you can sce the three forks of Tay-
lor Creek, Naguant and Timber Top—
two isolated mesas which are virtually
islands in the sky, and look down into
Timber and La Verkin Crecks, the prin-
cipal drainages to the south. Lec Pass
was named for John D. Lee, an carly
Mormon Settler who participated in the
infamous Mountain Meadow Massacre.
Lee used the Kolob as:a hiding place
during the investigation of the massacre,

The dominant formation of Lee Pass
is Navajo Sandstone, a cross-bedded rock
which in the Finger Canyon area is 2,000-
feet thick. The Navajo was laid down in
an ancient, wind-swept desert covering
parts of six states at a time¢ when dino-
sauts dominated the earth. Varying in
color from white to salmon or brilliant
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by Frank Jensen

red, depending on its mineral content, it
is the great cliff and arch maker in Zion,
and, in the Kolob section, has carved the
world’s largest natural arch. This par-
ticular arch, located in a side canyon of
La Verkin Creek, measures 315-feet at
the base and is 332-feet high—some 32
feet higher than Rainbow Bridge.

South of Kolob Arch, Gregory Butte
towers 2,500 feet above La Verkin
Creck. Named for Dr, Herbert E. Greg-
ory, the first man to scientifically survey
the Kolob, it was described by him in
1936 as follows: "If only one spot in
Utah and Arizona were available as a
platform for a lecture on the geology of
the Colorado Plateau Country, 1 think [
would choose Kanarra Mountain where
the sedimentary series (Kaibab to Wa-
satch) s in sight, where the Great Basin
topography abuts against the plateau to-
pography, and where the erosion, the
faulting, and volcanism characteristic of
the plateau province could be discussed
and illustrated with nearby examples.”

The Virgin River and its tributary
streams (La Verkin Creck in the Kolob)
are the principal sculptures of the Zion
région and each year carry away billions
of tons of ground up rock. Most of this
wearing away occurs during the spring
run-off or late summer flash floods. The
rest of the year these streams are placid
affairs flowing from one emerald pool
to another. La Verkin Creck may be
reached by either foot or horseback via
an established trail running through the
entire. Kolob section of the park. The
canyon bottom is lush with plant life and
crystal clear springs sceping from cracks
in the porous sandstone while in the slit-
like side canyons cliffs are festooned with
vegetation like hanging gardens. Above
La Verkin Creek, however, stark massive
walls of Navajo Sandstone dominate the
landscape and remind you that the desert
is never completely lost.

East of Arch Canyon, with its huge
natural span, the trail leaves La Verkin
Creck. One fork leads to Willis Creek
and the top of the Kolob. The other
crosses an ancient landslide into Hop
Vallev. Hop Valley is another phenome-
non of the Kolob. At one time, hundreds

of centuries ago, it was a crooked, nar-
row canyon like all the rest of Zion, Then
the mouth of the canyon was blocked by
a landslide and filled with sand. Hop
Valley is so different from other canyons
of Kolob Terrace that the sight is start-
ling. Tts stream emerges from the sand at
the head of the valley, meanders lazily
across the flat sand-filled bottom and
then disappears again into the sand at
the foot of the valley. The new road will
cut the distance to the Kolob Arch in
half, making it a 12 rather than a 24 mile
hike in and out. Hop Valley, too, will be
accessible in a single day to the rugged
hiker,

There are two Kolob views which you
can see from an automobile without
waiting until 1967, One is from the farm-
ing village of New Harmony, west of the
Zion turn-off, and not far from the place
where John D. Lee once tilled the soil.
The other is from Death Point. You must
have a burning desire to explore the
Kolob to take the ride to Death Point.
To get there, follow a dirt road that
climbs the face of the plateau south of
Kanarraville  (another small  farming
town 13-miles south of Cedar City),
take the first turn to the right after driv-
ing several miles, then proceed south
across a bench known as the Buck Pas-
ture. In the seven miles between the
turn-off and the end of the road there
are exactly eight gates, most of them
barbed wire, and all must be opened and
closed. The road is rough and best suited
to a pick-up truck or jeep. It ends abrupt-
ly at the head of a box canyon. To reach
the point, you must walk another mile
along a rough trail sometimes blocked
with a tangle of oalk brush and manzan-
ita. The view from Death Point, however,
is magnificent, and worth the effort it
takes to get there. From this one vantage
point it is possible to look down on Ko-
lob Arch, or across La Verkin canyon to
Gregory Butte, Timber Top Mesa and
Hop Valley—a breathtaking sight which
befits the grandeur of the Kolob. It was
probably a panorama such as this that
caused an early Mormon to name this
country the Kolob for, freely translated,
it means "Near the Throne of God.” [
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One of America’s last frontiers, much of the Beehive State is unmapped and little known. Whether

traveling over its highways, exploring the back country by 4-wheel drive or horseback, or boating on

its many rivers and lakes you will find the scenery and the moods of Utah changing every mile and

every hour of the day. Once you have visited Utah you will want to return to this Land of Scenic

Contrasts. For detailed information on all areas of Utah write to the Utah Travel Council, Dept. D,
Council Hall, Capitol Hill, Salt Lake City, Utah 84114,

May, 1966 | Desert Magozine / 17



The Outlaw Trail of Robbers Roost

ROUND THE turn of the century
A the "Wild Bunch,” led by Butch
Cassidy, rode the Outlaw Trail from
Hanksville to the Green River and, when
the posses were close, on beyond. The
trail across Hell Hole leads to a sand
slide that drops down to the Dirty Devil
and, after half a dozen quicksand cross-
ings, comes out through Roost Canyon.
At the head of the canyon, where the
eroded mesa drops away, a lone chimney
marks the site of Robbers’ Roost, between
Hanksville, Utah and the Green River.

At a horse’s walk, it is two hours from
the Robbers' Roost to the Roost. It is
there that Art and Hazel Ekker and their
son, A. C., live and run a ranch that
spreads over 136 square miles of mesas,
buttes and arroyos and rims the canyons
that mark the western bank of the Green.
It was there also that Hazel and Pearl
Biddlecome learned to ride and rope with
the best of them and to regard the visits
of the Wild Bunch and the posses as
equally exciting and equally welcome.
Pear]l married and moved on to another
world. Hazel married Art and together
they have turned a few waterholes and
an occasional clump of grass into a suc-
cessful spread. Art and T met in 1963
when we rode and jeeped together on
an exploratory trip in land we hoped
would one day be a national park. It was
then, along about the fourth or fifth
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Outlaw Cave at Robbers Roost
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evening cup of coffee, that Art mentioned
the OQutlaw Trail. To one who needs but
the slightest excuse to fly from Pennsyl-
vania to that empty land of blue sky and
far off horizons, the most casual reference
to anything as romantic as an Outlaw
Trail provided more than adequate
excuse.

We met in Hanksville, Dock Marston,
Oliver Johnson and I. Dock and I have
spent many nights at the head of the
great rapids of the Colorado River, our
minds filled with the thrill of the day to
follow. When we come together we
bring excitement with us for we know
that the morrow will find us following
new trails. So now we saddled and took
off on a new adventure.

I was mounted on a horse I soon knew
I would thoroughly enjoy. “Old Red”
they called him, though he was only
cight years old, a rich red color, 16
hands with plenty of bone and an intelli-
gent eye. It means a lot on a nine day
trip to like the horse you will be living
with. We were all well mounted. Art is
justifiably proud of his remuda.

Our first drop from the flat mesa
country was into Dry Valley Wash. From
there we crossed Meadow Gulch and,
rising again, rode the mesa across Hell
Hole to the Dirty Devil. Dropping down

the sand slide, we found it still lives up
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to the name the Major gave it. The Old
Trail follows the river for many miles,
crossing and re-crossing, each time
through muddy water that hid the treach-
erous sandy bottom. Art's long experi-
ence enabled him to pick the riffles and
we crossed without seriously bogging
down in the sucking sand. It is always
interesting to watch the ground begin to
wave under the weight of slowly walk-
ing horses. Experienced animals know
what it means and move quickly before
the hard shell breaks.

It was cold, with a strong wind, and
we shivered under our jackets. Anticipa-
ting rain, we made camp carly in Roost
Canyon. By 4:30, with dinner over, the
rain descended. Rain gives movement and
life to sun-baked, slumbering slickrock.
But rain isn't only a thing of beauty. As
we watched, it followed the roof of our
overhang, inching its way closer and
closer to where we huddled. Soon we lost
all interest in its aesthetic qualities. Some-
time during the night, it stopped.

After a typical Ekker trail breakfast—
2 eggs, four pancakes, three or four
slices of bacon and black coffee, we
saddled and rode down Roost Canyon
almost to the Dirty Devil, then climbed
out and followed the rim of the South
bank. Where Roost Canyon joins the

river, there stands a Navajo sandstone

Cleopatra's Chair and Elaterite Butte.



Horses water at tank at head of Horserbief Canyon
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formation, its red wall rising 500 feet,
its graceful curve shaped by the bend of
the river. Gradually we worked our way
over intricately cross-bedded, slickrock
and up through several gravel chimneys.
We climbed the Angel Trail, so named
because some ancient wit remarked that
wings were needed, to where it peaks out
on the flat mesa range on which Art's
cattle graze and over which we rode to
Art's Roost Ranch, our home for the
night—another 15 miles behind us.

Sunsets and sunrises at the Roost
Ranch are sights long to be remembered.
Far off in the Northwest there is just a
shining glimpse of a rosy stream that
secems maligned by the name of Dirty
Devil, until you try to hike it. Straight
out from the ranch, across a vast expanse
of mesa country dotted with occasional
buttes, loom the snowy peaks of the
Henrys, each wearing a pink nightcap.
It was still cold. With reluctance we tore
ourselves from the warmth of the Roost
the next morning and rode out again
around bald knobs and over slickrock to
the junction of Clyde Canyon with
Horseshoe, Clyde isn't much of a canyon,
but just over the rim there is a small
cave and in that cave are interesting
petroglyphs and a prehistoric stone box.
Precariously and inhospitably situated,
we wondered what motivated its ancient
artist to choose that site.

There is a live stream in Horseshoe
Canyon and we followed its sandy bottom
a mile or so to a group of excellent Free-
mont Culture petroglyphs. The primitive
artist's stone canvas stretches for a 100
feet above a ledge that was easily reached
from the Canyon floor. Ascending from
Horseshoe to the Upper Pasture, we
rode for an hour and a half before mak-
ing camp on a juniper studded hill. Sand
gave way to slickrock, which sloped off
in undulating waves and disappeared
into the canyon. On the high mesa it had
been so cold that we were glad to walk
our horses, or drop into an arroyo out of
the wind. Later, as T lay in my bed under
the arms of a juniper, the overcast sky
melted away and one by one stars peeked
through. This was the end of the grey,
cold days. From then on the nights would

Continued on page 38
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