Day 8:  Thursday May 13 -- Flagstaff Arizona to Panguich Utah (270 Miles)
Day 8 was a "travel day" for us, north from Flagstaff Arizona on US Route 89 -- a "scenic" route through high desert beside red rock ridges and buttes.  Something we hadn't anticipated was that the route also took us across at least three summits above 6500 feet, with considerable dips between the high spots.  Captain Hook handled all with aplomb.  We crossed the Colorado River at Glen Canyon Dam then swung west along the Vermilion Cliffs and through the Kaibab National Forest, before turning north into Utah near the town of Kanab.  The last leg of the drive was 90+ miles upward through a deep valley cut through watered mountains wrapped in Pinot Pine, Ponderosa, and Blue Spruce.  

The day took us past long ramparts of broken stone and through empty spaces that must surely be blazing hot in the summer months. These are sometimes places of desolation in more ways than one. Maren insisted that I take a few pictures of some of the desperately empty places where people somehow manage to live, hanging onto the land (figuratively) like lichen.  We saw a lot of this on Indian reservations. 
We also talked while driving, about another aspect of this region of America that is more subtle than the apparent desolation of parts of it.  This land is truly vast.  Sight lines can run longer than a hundred miles without obstruction, through broad valleys framed between towering red-rock or granite buttes.  Such distances exceed the road miles from border to border of smaller countries in Europe.  We tried to imagine the sorts of impact that such open spaces might have had in reshaping the American character of the 1800s. 

For the most part, our North-South route was not one of those used by American settlers.  The land is too arid most of the year to sustain the oxen or mules that towed settler wagons. But in the Spring season when we travelled, there is a passable resemblance to routes westward across the prairie, somewhat further north.  In both locales, the eye (and the brain behind the eye) must become accustomed to far vision -- anticipating the rise and fall of the lands ahead, looking for evidence of animal food supplies or human threats, anticipating and preparing (as much as possible) for dust storm that could blind and kill a towing team, or  the drenching cloudburst to bury wagon wheels in sucking mud up to their axles.  

This was not a country for small-minded men and women, content to plow their fields in lands used -- or used up -- by their great grandparents in Ohio or Pennsylvania or Massachusetts.  It was a land that killed a sizeable fraction of those who attempted to cross it -- more often by thirst or cholera or freezing starvation in the mountains to the west than by Indian attack, but no less certainly.  Those who survived the settlement journey to the West were a hardy and self-reliant lot.  They were people whose vision had been expanded by this vast land in ways unanticipated when they began the months of the trek.  At least some of them grew to become people of larger ideas and visions,  impatient with small rooms and small circumstances. Thus might this vast space in some ways have helped to create a truly American character. 
Perhaps a few pictures can help illustrate the far vision which changed our American forebears.
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IMG-3557- Highway North of Cameron AZ
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IMG-3522 - Many families live in trailers throughout the American Southwest - something very foreign to a European visitor. This barren homestead was by no means the most desperate that we saw.
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IMG-3566 - Red rock ramparts (Bitter Springs AZ)
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IMG-3574 - Vermilion Cliffs near Glen Canyon Dam
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Image 3575:  Vermillion Cliffs and Red Rock Canyons 
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IMG-3595 - High Desert Tabletop Lands
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IMG-3593 - High Desert Panorama
Day 9:  Excursion Day, Friday May 14  - Bryce Canyon, Utah
The ninth day of our journey, we parked our trailer at the KOA Kamp ground in Panguich Utah (a place whose name for some reason reminds Maren of a village in the Harry Potter movie and novel series -- don't ask me why!).   We took Mollie with us on a local excursion about 45 minutes south to Bryce Canyon.  We had a fairly bright morning, but weather and overcast were moving into the area.  
The three of us took our time along the rim trail and further south on the road, shooting many pictures and enjoying the fantastic (almost surreal) landscape of the Amphitheaters and several additional side canyons -- all of them populated by rank upon rank of the famous "hoodoo" columns of red Navajo sandstone, capped by limestone deposits.  There were still traces of snow drift on northern slopes.  We'd intended to drive the length of the park from the north entrance to Rainbow Point.  However, the afternoon brought freezing rain and snow showers above 7500 feet.  So we decided to turn around after reaching Aqua Canyon, rather than dealing with an increasingly slick road. 
The park is a fairy place of rock spires, Ponderosa Pine and Blue Spruce.  At times one can imagine that you are looking at some strange cityscape or castle rampart... or at ranks of Mongol soldiers waiting silently for the commands of their long-forgotten Khan, to  mount their sturdy ponies and sally forth.  As on the rim of the Grand Canyon, light and cloud-shadow can change the aspects of the view in an instant.  
One can get used to almost anything, I suppose. As noted in one of the historical notes about this place...  "When asked about the spectacular scenery near his farm, Ebenezer Bryce reportedly said only that the canyon was "a hell of a place to lose a cow."  Many years later a grandson of one of the Mormon settlers remarked that "...many of us remember them [grandparents] telling us about this canyon as well as of Cedar Breaks. But they could do little about it. They were too busy trying to make a livelihood for their families. There were no roads, just poor trails, their wagons and wagon wheels were worn out, their horses or ox teams were poor and unable to make any trips, save for the bare necessities...."
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Image 3641 - Near the entrance to the Park from Utah Highway 12...
[image: image9.jpg]


Image 3683 - Queen's Garden from near Sunset Point
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Image 3691 - Queen's Garden from near Sunset Point (2)
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Image 3696-2 - Panorama - Mesa Lands East of Bryce Canyon
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Image 3707 - Detail - Queen's Garden
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Image 3728 - From Inspiration Point 
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Image 3716 - One of the canyon trails -- the little black spots are people!  This gives you an idea of the scale of the place. This was more strenuous terrain than either of us wanted to hike into.
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Image 3738 - From Bryce Point
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Image 3744 - Ranks of Mongol Soldiers With Their Kahn, near Paria View 
[my imagination at work!]
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Image 3767 - Panorama from Bryce Point
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Image 3759 - Panorama from Bryce Point (2)
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Image 3778 - Maren and Mollie near Paria View.  Both were shivering by this time...
Day 10: Excursion Day, Saturday May 15 -- Zion + Travel to St George Utah (~240 miles)

On Day 10, Mollie was picked up from our KOA Kamp ground at 7:00 in the morning by a local pet sitter from Panguich UT. This lady boards and grooms dogs, often for people in the same circumstances as we found ourselves: Zion National Park for the most part does not accommodate pets, and we didn't want Mollie to be miserable waiting in the truck for hours while we saw the park. As events worked out, Mollie got to play with a friendly Australian Shepherd dog and a couple of cats. She never quite figured out Lorena's goats, and pretty much stayed away from them. 

The 90-minute drive from Panguich south along Utah Highway 89 descends a couple of thousand feet from the Colorado Plateau -- which we then re-ascended on the Zion–Mount Carmel Highway, to enter the park from the East. Maren and I could only wonder how the first settlers were able to establish themselves in this place. They had no recourse to the two tunnels now cut through native rock along this route – one of them just over a mile long -- or to the inner valley road with its many sharp hairpin switchbacks down to the valley floor. Even walking into the valley on foot would have been a major feat of endurance, in almost any season.

Our visit to Bryce the day before had been one of broad vistas across red sandstone bowls. The viewpoint in Zion was much different: looking up from the Canyon floor at 3,000-foot sheer rock walls and pinnacles. Walking along the valley trails is likely to put a crick in one's neck -- if you don't fall over backwards trying to take in all the vertical scenery. With a day of brilliantly deep blue skies and few clouds, the tourist vertigo became a real force for us... {:-)
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Image 3827:  Along the Mt. Carmel-Zion highway, one of the first mountain monoliths you encounter is the 6670-foot Checkerboard Mesa. The surface of the rock is worn almost smooth by the persistent winds coming off the Colorado Plateau, with the exception of regular deep fissures that almost appear to have been engraved by a giant's knife. 
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Image 3866:  After coming out of the main tunnel and threading our way down the hairpin turns beside Pine Creek, we were presented with the immensity of the main canyon wall of red Navajo sandstone and limestone caps. The limestone was laid down at the bottom of an inland sea which 60 million years ago occupied much of the present central plains of the North American continent. 

Because of the increasing volume of visitors to Zion, a decision was made in 2004 to restrict access by private vehicles to the most scenic stretch of the park, north of Pine Creek. The National Park Service operates a fleet of propane-powered shuttles along the Virgin River, which we found very convenient despite their restrictions against pets other than service dogs.
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Image 4058:  Shuttles depart every 20 minutes or so from the Zion Visitor Center near the South entrance of the park. As shown in this panorama shot, the Visitor Center is faced on the west by the so-called “Towers of the Virgin”, the tallest of which (the Altar of Sacrifice) is just over 7,500 feet elevation. 
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Image 3874:  The Mormon settlers had a penchant for naming places in honor of their scriptural prophets and heroes. The Court of the Patriarchs (Abraham, Jacob, and Isaac) was no exception. In mid-morning light, the rocks show every imaginable variation on red and white.
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Image 3879:  This picture continues the panorama from the Court of the Patriarchs further to the south, capturing “the West Temple” and the side valley in between.
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Image 3883:  We exchanged picture-taking services with another couple who rode the Shuttle, at an overlook near one of the stops near the Court of the Patriarchs.
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Image 3898:  The canyon walls near Zion Lodge are lined by river-fed trees along the Virgin River. The “River” appears more like a rushing creek, but still carries tons of silt downstream every day. This river did not by itself carve the Zion valley. But in contemporary times it continues to transport the fine grit and sand which rain and the freeze/thaw cycle of winter generate by further breaking up the softer rocks. 
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Image 3909:  This long telephoto view portrays the northern end of Zion Canyon, seen from a trail that we took to the lowest of three “Emerald Pools”, near Zion Lodge. The 1.2 mile round trip left us both a bit winded by the altitude and the uphill walk. 
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Image 3915:  This cute little fellow sang to us from several yards off the trail to Emerald Pools.
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Image 3939: This massive presence overlooked our picnic table at “The Grotto”, another stop along the Shuttle route. 
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Image 3946: Chimney and Spire at  "Weeping Rock", Zion Valley

This deep chimney-cleft in the canyon wall is seen from the half-mile trail to “Weeping Rock”, at the right of the picture.  Here, a layer of sandstone is blocked from below by harder shale, channeling water from an aquifer of the plateau under 1500 feet of stone above. Water is pushed out of the stone by the enormous pressure of the upper strata and “weeps” from an overhanging alcove in the canyon wall. The Shuttle operator neglected to tell us that the Weeping Rock trail climbs several hundred feet in the quarter mile from the valley to the portico. We both vowed that this would be our last “hike” for the day!
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Image 3952:  Zion Canyon from the alcove of Weeping Rock
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Image 3969:  ~2000-foot Sandstone Spires Overlook The Grotto in Zion Valley
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