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DESERT CALENDAR 
Sept. 1-2-Iron County Fair, Paro

wan, Utah . 

Sept. 1-2-Box Elder County Fair, 
Tremonton, Utah. 

Sept. 1-2-Morgan County Fair, Mor
gan, Utah . · 

Sept. 1-4-Nevada State Fair , Fallon. 

Sept. 1-4- Elko County Fair and 
Livestock show, Elko, Nev. 

Sept. 1-4- 238th annual Santa Fe 
Fiesta, Santa Fe , N. M. 

Sept. 2-St. Stephen 's Fea st Day and 
Corn dance at Acoma pueblo, N . 
M. 

Sept. 2-3-4 - Tooele County Fair, 
Tooele, Utah. 

Sept. 2-3-4-Annual Nevada Rodeo , 
Winnemucca. 

Sept. 2-3-4-16th annual Homecom 
ing and Rod eo, Bishop, Calif. 

Sept. 2-17 - Arizona Ph otographers 
eighth annual exhibition , Museum 
of Northern Arizon a, Fl agstaff. 

Sept. 4 - Annual "Ro aring Fifties" 
barbeque and dance , Barstow, Calif. 

Sept. 4-Rodeo, Willi ams, Ariz. 

Sept. 4 - Railroad Day celebration, 
Winslow , Ariz . 

Sept. 4-6-Am erican Meteoritics so
ciety convention, Flagstaff, Ariz . , 

Sept. 7-8-9-Annu al Lincoln County 
Fair, Pioche, Nev. 

Sept. 7-8-9-Southern Utah Live stock 
show , Cedar City , Utah. 

Sept. 7-8-9 - Juab County Fair, 
Nephi, Utah. 

Sept. 9-10-Annu al Lucerne Valley 
Days celebration, Calif. 

Sept. 15-17-Union County . Fair, 
- Clayton, N. M. 

Sept . 15-17-San Juan County Fair 
and Rodeo , Farmington, N. M. 

Sept. 15-17-Y avapai County Fair, 
· · Prescott, Ariz. 

Sept. 15-23-Utah State Fair, Salt 
Lake City . 

Sept. 19-22-Roosevelt County Fair 
and Rodeo, Portales, N. M. 

Sept . 23-24-Fourth annual Rodeo, 
Barstow , Calif. 

Sept. 23-0ct. I-New Me xico State 
Fair, Albuquerque . 

Sept. 27-30--Qu ay County Fair, 
Tucumcari , N. M. 

Sept. 29-0ct. I-Coconino County 
Fair, Flagstaff, Ariz. 
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On the 70-mile "boat trip" down the Escalante. Note the tapestried wall under 
the over-hanging cliff in the background . 

?taat --
This was scheduled to be a boat ride down Utah's Escalante River. 

But there wasn't enough water in the river-so the five members of 
this expedition spent eight days wrangling their rubber rafts over the 

· shoals and rocks of a stream that just couldn't be navigated in the 
usual manner. 

By RANDALL HENDERSON 

Map by Norton Allen 

S IXTEEN years ago the 20-year
old artist and poet, Everett 
Ruess, vanished among the red 

sandstone bluffs in the Escalante region 
of southern Utah. Months later his 
burros were found corraled ih Davis 
Canyon, a tributary of the Escalante 
River. But no clue to his fate has 
ever come to light. 

I never knew Everett personally , 
but I have learned much about him 
from his parents , Stella and Christ-

SEPTEMBER, 1950 

opher Ruess of Los Angeles, and in 
1938-1939 when Desert Magazine 
published many of the letters written 
by Everett during the years when he 
followed lone trails in the Indian 
country of Arizona and Utah I grew 
very fond of this young vagabond of 
the desert wilderness. 

Like rpany others who are ac
quainted with the Ruess story, I have 
looked forward to the time when I 
could follow Everett's trail into that 

, 
em 

- Utah country, and perhaps visualize 
more accurately the difficulties which . 
have attended the search for him. 

Charles Larabee and Harry Aleson, 
Colorado River boatmen, opened the 
way for such an opportunity early this 
year when they invited Cyria and me 
to accompany them on a boat trip down 
the Escalante River to its junction with 
the Colorado, and thence through 
Glen Canyon to Lee's Ferry. 

The date was set for June 4, and 
we estimated it would require 11 days 
for a leisurely journey that would 
cover 158 miles-70 on the Escalante 
and 88 on the Colorado. At the last 
moment Larabee found it impossible 
for business reasons to accompany the 
expedition. 

Our rendezvous was Art Greene 's 
Cliff Dwellers' lodge on the North 
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ESCRLRNT£ 
TRIBUTRRl£S -I HARRIS WASH 

2 WIDE .MOUTH CR. 
3 FENCE CANYON 
4 MULESHOE 
5 STEVENS CR. (SKY ARCH J 
6 FOO£ 'S CANYON 
l COYOTE CANYON 
8 COW CANYON 
9 WILlOW CREEK 
10 SOOA CR. (GREGORY BhlDGE J 
II DAVIS CREEK 

(EVERETT RUESS BRIDGE) 

12 ClEARWATER CR. 

( ApproKimol~ to col ions) 

PAR/A 

To KANAB 

Rim road of northern Arizona, nine 
miles west of Navajo bridge which 

. spans the Colorado at Marble Canyon. 
Mr. and Mrs. Greene and members of 
their family for five years managed the 
Marble Canyon lodge at Navajo bridge 
for Ramon Hubbell. Their family 
group includes two daughters, Ruth 
and Irene, and their sons-in-law, Verne 
Baker and Earl -Johnson. 

When their contract with Hubbell 
expired the first of this year they de
cided to venture into business for· 
themselves. They acquired a colorful 
site at the base of Vermillion Cliffs 
near the entrance to Houserock Val
ley-and during the intervening 
months they have converted it into 
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a popular stopping place for motor
ists. ! Four luxuriously furnished cabin 
rooms have been completed, and a 
dining room is under construction. In 
the meantime Mrs. Greene and the 
girls have improvised a little dining 
room under a great overhanging rock 
and the entire family is making a 
glorious adventure of their pioneering 
enterprise. Their nearest supply point 
is Flagstaff, 127 miles away. 

In addition to Harry Aleson, skipper 
of our expedition , our party included 
Georgia White of Los Angeles , an 
athletic woman of remarkable stamina 
as a result of years of cycling, skiing 
and mountain climbing , and Charles 
Lindsay, medical student at the Se-

venth Day Adventists' La Sierra col
lege near Riverside, California. 
"Chuck" was second boatm~n, big 
and willing and a competent oarsman. 
For the rugged river trail ahead I 
could not have picked more congenial 
companions. 

Our equipment was two 7-man . rub
ber landing rafts, each with seven air 
cells. They weighed 230 pounds each, 
and our food and camp equipment 
added up to a load of nearly 600 
pounds. These rubber boats are re
ported to have cost Uncle Sam $1000 
each-'--and are now being sold as war 
surplus at less than one-tenth of that 
figure. 

From Cliff Dwellers' lodge we drove 
north over highway 89 through House
rock Valley , Fredonia, Kanab and 
Glendale, and then followed a winding 
but well-graded road over the Es
calante Mountains to the town of the 
same name. The elevation of the 
town is 5258 feet and the population 
slightly over 1000 . 

Escalante was colonized by the 
Mormons in 1875. Water was diverted 
from the Escalante River to irrigate a 
few hundred acres of the fertile land 
and the settlers gr:ew abundant crops 
of potatoes. They called it Potato 
Valley, but later at the suggestion of 
A. H. Thompson, topographer of the 
second Powell expedition, the name 
was changed · to Escalante, honoring 
the Franciscan padre , Silvestre Velez 
de Escalante, who came this way in 
1776 in his quest for a new route from 
Santa Fe to the Pacific. 

It was late in the afternoon when we 
reached Escalante and we found com
fortable lodging in the home of Leslie 
George, assessor for Garfield County. 
There are about 5000 acres of land 
under cultivation here along the Es
calante River, but the main industry 
of the community is livestock. 

The cattlemen told us the stream 
flow in the Escalante was low this 
year due to lack of heavy snow in the 
mountains . The following day we 
drove down Harris Wash to its junc
tion with Escalante River 32 miles east 
of town to see if there was enough 
water for the boats. The stream was 
disappointing but Harry Aleson ex
pressed confidence that springs and 
tributary creeks below would add to 
the discharge as we continued down
stream. 

Another day was spent assembling 
food and other supplies for the expedi
tion. The delay gave me an opportunity 
to talk with some local people who 
had become acquainted with Everett 
Ruess during the two days he spent 
here before he and his two burros 
plodded off into the canyon wilderness 
where he disappeared. 
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Harry Aleson-boatman in the summertime and lecturer 
during the winter months. 

Skyarch-where countless years of erosion have created 
a window in the wall. 

Everett was interested in the ancient 
cliff dwellings known to be located 
in many of the canyons in this region
Moqui Houses they are called by the 
local people. Some of them are now 
inaccessible due to erosion of the 
canyon walls below the overhanging 
recesses in which they are built. Ever 
ett was a fearless climber, and in his 
wanderings through the Indian country 
had more than once scaled walls which 
were regarded as impossible. 

The young artist had camped on the 
river bank near town, and had taken 
some of the Escalante children to the 
picture show the night before he de
parted. On November 11, 1934, he 
wrote to his parents, "I promised you 
some pictures ( water colors) and I am 
sending a few of them now as it will 
lighten the load, and they are getting 
travel-stained .. . I sold a few lately, 
but I hope you will like those I am 
sending . As I have more money than 
I need I am sending $10, and I want 
each of you : to spend five for some
thing you have wished to have-books 
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or travel-but not for anything con
nected with any duty . Tomorrow 
I ta~e the trail again. As I may not 
have a postoffice for a couple of 
months I am taking an ample supply 
of food with me." 

He left the following day. A few 
day later he met a sheepherder and 
learned from him the directions for 
reaching Davis Creek. As far as is 
known that was the last time Everett 
was seen. 

After two months had passed Ever
ett's parents wrote to Mrs. Jennings 
Allen, postmistress at Esc~lante, and 
a widespread search was started by 
cattlemen and civic organizations in 
that part of Utah. .Everett's burros 
were found alJng Davis Creek . The 
halters and pack-saddles were re
covered. His bedroll, food, diary, 
paintings and artist's kit have not been 
found . 

Mrs. Allen is still postmistress at 
Escalante. I talked with her and others 
who remembered the tall young artist 
who stopped for a few hours in their 

town. They are as much in the dark 
as are Everett's family and friends 
elsewhere as to the explanation for 
his disappearance. There was a hint 
that he may have met with foul play. 
More prevalent is the thought that he 
may have cached his outfit for a few 
days while he , backpacked off for a 
lone jaunt into the neighboring can
yons, and that he had fallen while 
attempting to scale the cliffs to a re
mote cliff dwelling, and that his outfit 
had been covered with drift sand. 

The great expanse of Kaiparowitz 
Plateau and the broad mesa adjacent 
to it between Escalante and the Colo
rado River are so broken with canyons 
and escarpments, the water supply so · 
limited, and the trails so few that one 
c9uld spend · a lifetime exploring this 
region without covering it thoroughly. 
Where water is available the cowmen 
run stock in this region. The cowboys 
are the only ones who have any knowl
edge of the country. 

We trucked our boats and equip
ment down Harris Wash to the Es
calante River, and early in the after-
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noon of June 7 had the rafts inflated 
and loaded for the journey. Cyria and 
I were to ride with Harry in the lead 
boat, and Georgia White and Chuck 
Lindsay were to follow. · Since there 
were three persons in our boat we 

. carried only 250 pounds of the sup
plies, the other 350 pounds being 

. loaded in the second boat. 
Some of the stockmen, using the 

lower Escalante as summer range for 
their cattle, were there to wish us a 
good voyage, among them Wall ace 
Roundy , Floyd Gates and Edson Al
vey. Edson teaches school in winter 
and punches cattle during his vaca
tion . He has explored many of the 
Moqui Houses and is a student of 
the ancient Indian life of this region. 

We shoved out into the current
and 50 yards downstream the boat 
grounded in a rocky riffle . . We got 
out to push and pull the rafts over 
the rocks-and never returned to the 
boats as passengers for eight days. 

The water that was expected to 
swell the stream flow as we continu ed 
our journey never appeared . The 
springs and side canyons were dry or 
provided only a trickle of water. 

With one person on the tow-line <i 
of each raft, and another pushing on 
the stern, we wrangled those two boats 
over shoals and rocks for 70 miles. 
Between riffles there was generally 
enough water to float the boats with-
out passengers, but these spans of 
navigable water were so brief that 
one member of the party remain ed on 
each tow-line almost constantly, wading 
the stream and always seeking a chan-
nel with the six inches of water needed 
to float the rafts. The oars we carri ed 
were never unleashed until we reached 
the Colorado River. 

In many places the stream spread 
out over sandbars and the · water be
came so shallow it was necess ary to 
man each boat with a crew of four
two on the tow-line and two pushing 
at the stern, and drag the boat 10 
or 20 yards to the next channel. Then 
go back and pull the other boat across . 

Cyria soon found a job for herself 
in this new and unorthodox method of 
navigating a river . She became the 
official pilot of the _ expedition-the 

Top-Junction where Harris 
Wash creek enters the Escalant e. 

The boat trip started here. 

Cent er - Cyria with her willow 
pof e waded ahead to find the 
best chann els for the boatm en. 

B elow-When the water spread 
out too thin over the bars. it 
was necessary to pull and push 

the boats across . 



first woman pilot on the Escalante 
· according to her boast. She waded 
ahead with a long willow pole, cross
ing and recrossing the stream to lo
cate the best channel. Where the water 
spread . over the bars, 9r trickled 
through the rocks in three or four 9r . 
a half dozen channels, as it generally 
did, it became important for the boat
wranglers following behirid to know 
where the best course ahead would be. 

Thus we continued downstream, 
averaging nine miles in an eight-hour 
day for eight days. It was hard work
but I do not want to give the impression 
that it was a terrible hardship. Harry 
had stocked the commissary well, and 
we always made two mid-day stops 
for cold lunch and ~ruit juice. 

Until the last day or two, our hopes 
were buoyed high by the· expectation 
that side canyons would bring more 
water into the stream . We passed 
scores of them-Wide Mouth, Fence 
Canyon, Muleshoe, Stephens Canyon, 
Fool's Creek, Coyote Creek, Cow, Wil
low, Soda Gulch, Davis Creek and 
Clearwater - these are the names 

. given to some of them by the cow
boys-and there were many unnamed 
ones. There was a trickle of water in 
some of them, but not much more 
than enough to compensate for the 
loss from our stream by evaporation. 
So, eventually we reached the Colo
rado with not much more water in 
the Escalante than when we started. 

Four times along the way we made 
total portages . Great boulders blocked 
the way and we had to carry our 
supplies and equipment around or 
over the rocks, and then lift the 
boats out of the water and heave them 
over the barriers . There was some 
portaging at other places, but only 
four times were the boats taken from 
the water. 

Perhaps in a less colorful setting 
the arduous labor of this journey 
would have made it a grim, dismal 
experience. But not in Escalante Can
yon. The red Wingate and the Navajo 
sandstone walls which towered above 
us fringed with the deep green of 
junipers and pinyon were ever-chang
ing backdrops of fantastic sculpturing, 

Top-When evening came the 
voyagers beached their boats and 
unrolled their sleeping bags on a 

sandbar. 

Center - Chuck Lindsay and 
Georgia White--after the party 
reached deep water at the mouth 

of the river. 

Below-Members of the expedi
tion, left to right: Chuck Lindsay, 
Randall and Cyria Henderson, 
Georgia White and Harry Aleson. 



Top-Cliff Dwellers' lodge where Art Greene and his family are building 
accommodations for travelers. 

Center-Entrance to Forbidden Cany_on with Navajo Mountain in the 
background . 

Lower-Entrance to Davis Creek canyon where Everett Ruess dropped from 
sight in 1934. 

Occasionally we would see a small 
vertical oasis up on the sidewalls-:--and 
we soon learned that these splotches 
of vivid green marked the places where 
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little springs of cool water bubbled 
. from the sandstone. Often we would 
stop and fill our canteens. 

In such a setting, with congenial 

companions-I never heard an unkind 
word, even when the going was very 
tough-we trudged along, dragging our 
boats and feeling that here was an ex
perience which would leave pleasant 
memories long after the tired muscles 
had been forgotten. 

At night we would spread our bed
rolls on a sandbar. Daytime tempera
tures generally were above 90 degrees, 
but it was always cool enough at 
night to make us seek the warmth 
inside our sleeping bags. The tem
perature of the water when we waded 
out into the stream in the early morn
ing averaged 54 degrees , but by five 
p.m. it would go up to 76 degrees. 

We wore tennis shoes, and had to 
stop three or four times a day to empty 
out the sand which had seeped into 
them as we waded the stream. Chuck 
solved the sand problem by cutting 
the toes out of his shoes-and was 
sorry later , for his shoes began to go 
to pieces , and the sharp rocks punished 
his feet painfully. 

The Escalante is a very crooked 
river , cutting a great serpentine canyon 
across the southern Utah plateau. He_r
bert E. Gregory and Raymond C. Moore 
who made a geological survey of the 
Kaiparowitz Plateau region for the 
USGS in 1925-1928 (Professional 
Paper 164, now out of print) reported 
that just above its junction with the 
Colorado the Escalante meandered 35 
miles to cover a direct distance of 
14 miles. 

At many of the bends the erosion 
of many thousands of years had 
gouged out great caverns in the side
walls, like huge domed amphitheaters. 
The vertical walls were streaked by 
the stain of soluble desert varnish to 
form great tapestries which ranged in 
color fr.om black through a hundred 
shades of red and brown and tan 
to cream . 

Occasionally we could see what ap
oeared to be the ruins of old Moqui 
Houses high up in niches in the can
yon walls . Like other cliff dwellers , 
the Moqui generally built of stone and 

· mud, but with our field glasses we 
examined one well-preserved ruin 300 
feet above us which appeared to 
be the stick-in-the-mud type of con
struction. 

One morning, just below Fence Can
yon tributary, we stopped to examine 
a wall the cowmen had told us about. 
It was covered with petroglyphs, the 
figures being similar to those found 
all through the Southwest. The Moqui 
are believed to be the ancestors of 

· today's Hopi tribesmen. In fact the 
Hopis were known as Maquis to the 
frontiersmen who came West during 
the last century. One of the figures 
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Wrangling the rubber boats through and over the huge boulders which blocked 
the way. 

I saw bore a close resemblance to 
one of today's Hopi kachina gods. 

There was little evidence of wildlife, 
although deer are numerous in this 
region. We saw only one snake-a tiny 
rattler so young we could hardly hear 
the buzz of its two buttons. We saw 
one coyote and on two occasions were 
sure that birds soaring overhead were 
eagles. On the lower Escalante and 
later thr9ugh Glen Canyon · there was 
much sign of beaver, and once we 
caught sight of one of these animals 
as it ducked under the water. The 
warm water was full of minnows, but 
the only other fish we saw were 
suckers. 

When we reached Stephens tribu
tary we caught a glimpse of a great 
natural arch perhaps 500 feet above 
the river. On a previous trip Harry 
had given it the name Skyarch. Later 
when we reached Soda Gulch we 
beached the boats and hiked a mile 
up the tributary stream to Gregory 
Bridge , named in honor of Herbert 
E. Gregory who as a field scientist 
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for the USGS spent many years study
ing .the geography and geology of this 
region. 

Dr . Gregory had learned about this 
bridge from the cattlemen, but never 
saw it. He gave Norman Nevills di
rections for reaching it, and Norman 
and members of the Colorado River 
expedition of 1940 hiked up the Es
calante River and found it. Since then 
a troop of Boy Scouts had placed a 
register under the giant arch. Aleson 
has made rough measurements, esti
mating the height of the span at 75 
feet and the thickness of the arch at 
114 feet. 

The bridge is neither as large nor 
as spectacular as the famous Rainbow 
Bridge on the other side of the Colo
rado, and is very difficult to photo
graph due to the high sandstone walls 
which close in around it. We signed 
our names on the register and re
sumed our splashing journey down the 
channel of the Escalante. 

At 5: 30 that day we reached the 
mouth of Davis Creek. This is the 

tributary where Everett Ruess' burros 
.were found, 3½ miles upstream from 
the Escalante. Small cairns, placed 
on benches on both sides of the en
trance by Harry Aleson, mark this 
creelc. 

I hiked up Davis Creek a short 
distance, and soon realized that Ever
ett Ruess did not enter it from the 
Escalante River, for my way was 
blocked by great boulders which would 
have been impossible for a burro to 
surmount. Harry Aleson has spent 
much time exploring this region for 
some clue to Everett's fate. Two years 
ago he brought Stella Ruess, Everett's 
mother, into the canyon from the old 
Mormon Hole-in-the-Rock trail above. 

Everett had gained access to Davis 
Creek by coming down over the slick-

. rock above on steps cut in the sand
stone by cowboys to get stray cattle 
out of the gulch. Following Everett 's 
disappearance, searchers found the 
word "Nemo 1934" incised in the 
doorstep of an ancient Moqui House 
in the sidewall of the canyon, and 
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agairi· in a cave which evidently had 
been occupied by prehistoric Indians. 
Everett's parents are of the ~pinion 
this inscription was left by their son. 

I had wanted to spend a couple of 
days exploring this area with Aleson, 
but 01' Man River had been so stingy 
· with his water supply that we were two 
days behind schedule and provisions 
were running low. 

At two o'clock the following after
noon we rounded a bend-and there 
before us was a sheet of water a quar
ter of a mile wide. We were still a 
half mile from the Colorado, and this 
was backwater from the river in flood 
~tage. 

We waded on until the the water 
came to our knees , then for the first 
time on this boat trip fitted the oars 
in their locks and took our seats in 
the boats. The days of pulling and 
md pushing were over, and what a 
relief it was! We were tired, but other
wise no worse for the labor of the 70-
mile obstacle course. It was one ,of 
those tasks you wouldn 't do again for 
a thousand dollars-and wouldn't take 
a thousand for the experience. 

This was Harry Aleson's third boat 
trip down the Escalante. On previous 
excursions he had found enough water 
in the stream to make it a compara
tively easy run. He had even thought 
of scheduling this as an annual river 
trip for passengers. But the water 
conditions are too uncertain-and 
Harry toid me at the end of our outing 
he had given up any thought of com
mercializing the Escalante . 

Harry has been boating on the Co
lorado for many years. One evening 
as we were lounging on a sandbar 
after the day's run I asked him why 
he had chosen the rugged life of a 
riverman on the Colorado. His an
swer was in the soft-spoken words 
with which he always addresses those 
around him . 

Born in Waterville , Iowa, of Nor
wegian parents , 51 years ago, he took 
his advance training in the engineer
ing school of the Iowa State Agricul
tural college at Ames . Then for 17 
years he worked as a geo-physicist , 
most of the time in the oil fields of 
Texas and Kansas. 

In the mid-thirties when he learned 
a great lake was being formed be
hind the newly constructed Hoover 
dam, he decided that on his first trip 
West he would take a boat trip to the 
headwaters of the new lake in lower 
Grand Canyon . Later he got a posi
tion with the California Edi son com
pany , working on the highline that 
was to carry Colorado river power 
to San Diego. Whenever there was an 
opportuni ty he went to Lak e Mead 
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for boating, and eventually bought 
his own boat with an outboard motor. 

Just before the war he secured a 
position with the U. S. Reclamation 
bureau operating a mail and supply · 
boat between Boulder City and the 
Bridge Canyon damsite where borings 
were then being made for bedrock. 
Later he became a lake pilot for 
Grand Canyon Tours, and in 1940 , 
1941 and 1942 towed the Norman 
Nevills boats across Lake Mead after 
they had completed runs through the 
Grand Canyon rapids. 

After the war Aleson decided to 
operate his own river expeditions and 
moved to Richfield, Utah, as a base . 
for his activities. He first met Charles 
Larabee, wealthy oil man of Encini
tas, California, when the latter was a 
member of the Nevills Grand Canyon 
Expedition in 1940. In 1948 he met 
Larabee again under Rainbow Bridge 
when by chance both of them arrived 
there on separate expeditions. A part
nership was formed as they sat and 
talked beneath the great multi-colored 
span of stone which is Rainbow. 

Charles Larabee likes the river, and 
accompanies the boat trips when his 
business affairs will permit, but Ale
son is the managing partner who pilots 
the expeditions and arranges the thou
sand and one details involved in book
ing schedules and securing supplies . 

River trips with passengers are lim
ited to spring and summer months, 
and Aleson spends the winter season 
filling speaking engagements with his 
color films of the canyon country. 
Harry denies he is a professional lec
turer, but during many years on the 
river he has taken thousands of feet 
of 16mm Kodachrome film, and is 
always glad to show his pictures when 
invited to do so. 

We had reached the Colorado, but 
were still 88 miles from Lee 's Ferry. 
The rest of the run was easy. With a 
60,000 second foot river running , 
and some help from the oars, it would 
be .possible to reach our destination 
in a long day and _ a half. 

Four miles below the mouth of the 
Escalante we pulled in for lunch at 
Hole-in-the-Rock crossing. (Desert 
Magazine, May '47). Here in 1879 
a Mormon wagon train with 80 wagons 
and 240 settlers, on their -way to es
tablish a new settlement mi the San 
Juan River at Bluff, spent three months 
getting their outfit from a high bluff 
down to the river 's edge for a ford 
across the Colorado . They had to 
dismantle their wagons and chisel steps 
in the slickrock for the colonists and 
their horses . It was one of the most 
difficult and amazing feats in the his-

tory of the Mormon colonization of . 
the West . 

There is a fine spring just above the 
edge of the river, and the Utah Histor
ical Society has placed a plaque here 
to commemorate the episode. 

Ten miles below the Escalante we 
passed the mouth of the San Juan 
River, and 14 miles below that we 
glided past the entrance to Forbidden 
Canyon where river voyagers put in and 
land for the six-mile hike to Rainbow 
Bridge. Navajo Mountain, that great 
landmark of northern Arizona and 
southern Utah around which many 
Navajo legends have been woven, 
loomed in the background. 

This is the Glen Canyon sector of the 
Colorado River, and there are many 
lovely side canyons here which are 
well known to those who have taken 
river trips in past years with Norman 
Nevills, and more recently with the 
Larabee-Aleson expeditions and those 
fine rivermen, Don Harris, Frank 
Wright, Jim Riggs, Jack Brennan and 
their boatmen. · 

These boatmen invariably take their 
passengers on side excursions into Hid
den Passage, Music Temple, Mystery 
Canyon, Twilight Canyon, Forbidden 
and Bridge Canyons. With the ex
ception of the last two these places 
are accessible only from the river. 

There is nothing very graceful about 
the lines of a rubber landing boat, 
but they provide very comfortable seats 
for their passengers, and we were so 
relaxed and at peace with the world 
after our strenuous eight days on the 
Escalante that we were content to 
cruise along · with the current until 
8 : 30 that evening when we pulled into 
an inlet at the mouth of Rock Creek 
for our last night on the sandbars. 
The indefatigable Georgia who had 
cooked for the expedition prepared a 
delicious dinner from the last cans 
in the grub box. 

Rock Creek proved to be a little 
bird sanctuary, and we were awakened 
at daybreak by a chorus of bird calls 
from ·the willow trees. As we had 
done many nights on this trip, we had 
spread our bedrolls beneath the laven
der plumes of the salt cedar which 
grows luxuriantly along the banks of 
the Colorado and its tributaries, wher
ever there is sand for its roots . 

We had breakfast at daybreak and 
were away at 6: 30 on our last day's 
boatride . At 9: 30 we stopped at the 
mouth of Padre Creek and waded the 
shallow water for less than a quarter 
of a mile to where Father Escalante 
on his historic trek across Utah had 
cut steps in the slickrock for a river 
ford at this place . There was a cairn 
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and register at the foot of the steps, 
and a plaque on the sidewall of Glen 
Canyon just below the entrance to 
the creek. 

Because · we _ were behind schedule 
we had to pass most of the scenic 
side canyons without stopping, but 
Harry had planned one special treat 
for our last day on the river. At eleven 
o'clock he pulled out of the main 
current and maneuvered the boat into 
a narrow slot in the sidewall of Glen 
Canyon. It is a place he recently has 
discovered, and has never appeared 
on any map until this month in Desert 
Magazine. 

Our tiny inlet ended in a gravel 
bank 200 feet from the river. With 
our lunch boxes we hiked another 100 
feet to where the passageway ended 
in a lovely domed amphitheater with 
walls so symmetrical they might have 
been carved by hand. These walls 
were draped with hanging gardens of 
maidenhair fems. Beneath the dome 
in the center of this cool cavern was 
a round pool perhaps 25 feet in di
ameter with a circular bench of sand 
running around it. Every detail of the 
cavern, including the ferns, was re
flected in sharp detail in . this pool. 
Lighted only by reflected rays from the 
sun and unruffled by the wind , the 
pool, with a spring somewhere in its 
depths, was as perfect a mirror as 
one could imagine. 

" .,--

We ate lunch in this pretty s~ot, 
and then carefully picked up and car
ried away every scrap of waste, for 
it would be a sacrilege to leave any 
disfiguring thing in a place so ex
quisitely formed by Nature . 

That afternoon we stopped at Sen
tinel Rock where it is possible to row in 
behind a great pinnacle that stands at 
the edge of the river and read the 
record where Bert Loper had incised 
in the rocks the dates of the many 
journeys he had made through Glen 
Canyon before his death in the rapids 
of the Colorado last year. 

At five o'clock we saw the over
head cable over Lee's Ferry, where Jim 
Klohr, veteran engineer for the USGS, 
takes his daily ride over the river in 
a little tramcar and measures the 
stream flow. This information is im
portant in the allotment of water to 
the states in the lower basin of the 
Colorado. 

A half hour later we pulled in for 
a landing on the bank at Lee's Ferry, . 
and the Escalante expedition of 1950 
became for each of us another page 
in our book of experience- a page 
full of pleasant memories despite the 
arduous task of navigating a river 
that refused to be navigated in the 
convention al manner. 

SEPTEM B E R , 1 9 50 

_ Desert Q U ·1z Desert Magazine gets many letters -from the 
Quiz fans. Not many of the readers get top 
scores but all of them are learning. This 

monthly quiz _really is an interesting lesson in the geography, history, • 
botany, mineralogy, archeology and general lore of the deseit country. A 
score of 12 to 14 is fair, 15-16 is good, 18 is exceptional. The answers 
are on page 39. 

I-According to the most commonly quoted version of the Lost Pegleg 
gold legend, the gold was located: In a deep canyon ......... On top 
of one of three hills......... Cached in an old mine tunnel...... ... In the 
sand dunes ........ . 

2-Searchlight is the name of an old mining town in: Nevada......... Cali-
fornia ......... Arizona ....... :. New Mexico ........ . 

3-Bill Williams and the Mountain Men of the last century came to the 
Southwest primarily in quest of: Gold ......... Beaver skins ......... Home-
steads......... Indian scalps ........ . 

4-The City of Phoenix is located in : Imperial Valley ......... San Pedro 
Valley ......... Verde Valley......... Salt River Valley... ...... · 

5-The mineral most commonly sought by prospectors working at night 
with a fluorescent lamp is: Manganese ......... Quicksilver...... ... As-
bestos ......... Scheelite ........ . 

6-Common name for the desert shrub known as jojoba is: . Rattle 
bush ......... Goat nut... ...... Tumbleweed ......... Crucifixion thorn ........ . 

7-Most conspicuous species of cactus seen on the southern Arizona 
desert is: Saguaro ......... Challa ......... Prickly pear.. ....... Bisnaga ........ . 

8__:_The Sm_oki people hold their annual snake dance at: Gallup ........ . 
Oraibi... ...... Flagstaff.. ....... Prescott... ..... . 

9-Palm Springs, California, is at the base of: Telescope peak ......... San 
Jacinto peak......... Mt . Baldy. ........ San Gorgonio peak ........ . 

10-The historian who translated and published the diaries of Juan 
Bautista de Anza was: Lockwood... ...... Hunt......... Bolton ........ . 
Kelly ........ . 

11-Hopi Indians use the kisi as a place to: Conduct their underground 
ceremonies ......... Store grain ......... Bury their dead.. ....... Confine 
their snakes for the annual snake dance ........ . 

12-The Kaibab squirrel found in the fore st of the same name is identified 
by its: Black tail... ...... Brown tail... ...... White tail... ...... No tail... ..... . 

· t3-Grand Falls is in the: Gila river... ...... Salt River... ...... Little Colo-
rado... ...... Mojave River.. ...... . 

14-Survivors of the Cocopah _tribe of Indians still reside near their original 
habitat: In Coachella Valley......... Along the lower Colorado 
river... ...... In Death Valley ......... At the headwaters of the Gila 
River.. ...... . 

15-Going from Monument Valley to Blanding or Monticello, Utah , the 
most important river you would cross would be the: San Juan ........ . 
Colorado..... .... Little Colorado ......... Green ........ . 

16-Most valuable product taken from the floor of the Salton Sink before 
water from the Colorado River submerged it in 1905-6-7 was: 
Gypsum ......... Onyx.... ..... Pottery clay......... Salt... ..... . 

17-Indian tribesmen who live on the reservation at Mescalero, New 
Mexico, are: Navajos ......... Paiutes ......... Apaches ......... Hualpais ........ . 

18-Going from the South Rim to the North Rim of Grand Canyon by 
the most direct paved route you would cross the Colorado River on: 
Topock bridge... ...... Lee's Ferry..... .... Navajo bridge.. ....... Top of 
Hoover dam ........ . 

19-Obsidian was used by ancient Indians mainly for:: Making orna
ment al jewelry. ........ Arrow and spearheads ......... Metates for grind
ing seeds......... Building cliff houses . 

20-J. Frank Dobie is a : U.S. Senator from New Mexico ......... Author.. ..... .. 
Commis sioner of Indian affair s......... Champion cowboy ........ . 


