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... great talent would be required to take a dull photograph of southern Utah....

—Robert B. Laughlin

(1998 Nobel Laureate)
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1: What’s It All About?
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Ability to see the cultural value of wilderness boils down, in the last analysis, to a question of intellectual humility.

—Aldo Leopold

If they don't have highpoints in Heaven, I'm not going.

—Jack Longacre

(Founder, Highpointers Club)
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Hello!  If you’re new to the Ameritrekking and Highpointing series of books and booklets, Welcome!  If you and I have met before, however indirectly, Welcome Back!
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I’ll explain what this little booklet is all about in just a moment but first I wish to be completely upfront and make the following ...

!!!!!  FULL DISCLOSURE  !!!!!

... which is that this short story is taken essentially word for word from a full-length book entitled Ameritrekking and Highpointing: Stalking the Wild Thirteeners.  Therefore, if you already have that book, there is no need to buy this booklet.
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And now, here are quick explanations of Ameritrekking and highpointing.  What are those things?  What’s it all about?

Ameritrekking is a word I made up.  It happened in 1995 when my employer required me to start using up a great deal of vacation time I had accumulated over eight years of taking almost no time off.  Since they were making me go, I talked my way into three weeks off to see the country by car.  This became the first book in the series, Ameritrekking and Highpointing: Discovering America the Beautiful.  Along the way I realized that something above and beyond a long vacation was happening.  That something I eventually called Ameritrekking.  The next year I took another three-week trip (the subject of Stalking the Wild Thirteeners) and a pattern was established.  It’s been over 20 years now and I’m still rolling around.  So far I’ve driven over 100,000 miles and been to all of the states in the Lower Forty-Eight.  I’ve spent over a year on the road.  After each trip I created an extensive report based on notes and pictures I had taken along the way.  Lastly I rewrote the detailed reports to create what I hope is a series of entertaining tales about a beautiful country.  That is Ameritrekking.

Highpointing is a word somebody else made up.  A highpoint is defined as the highest natural geographic point in a state.  Each state has a highpoint, even lowly Florida.  Every state is unique and so is every highpoint.  Some are mountains while some are not.  Some are accessible by wheelchair (once you drive to them) while some require a significant investment in mountaineering equipment and training even to attempt.  I have been to 45 of the 50 highpoints.  I live in Florida within walking distance of saltwater and have few illusions about my abilities.  I am not a mountaineer.  Nevertheless I inspired myself to climb higher than I thought possible and maybe reading about my journey will inspire your own journey through life one way or another.  That is highpointing.

In this booklet there is no actual highpointing because it is about visiting Cedar Breaks National Monument.  However, I was getting ready to make the third of three attempts on a “thirteener,” a mountain at least 13,000 feet high.  Highpointing was on my mind when I was at Cedar Breaks, so it is useful for me to explain what it is here.  The word Ameritrekking comes before Highpointing in the titles of the main books because I spent a lot more time driving and visiting, as opposed to climbing.  For one thing, driving was necessary to get anywhere of interest, and visiting parks is a lot safer and easier than climbing.

A monument is a type of park within the national system of protected lands.

It’s now been about two decades since these things came to pass and looking back over that span of time I honestly can’t say that the highpointing was better than the Ameritrekking or the other way around.  They were both worth doing and today the recollections of each are warm and fuzzy in some vital but indescribable way.

They form a mental bank account on which we draw in leaner times.

—Edwin Way Teale

(on memories)

Chapter 2 in this booklet first appeared as Chapter 22 in the book Ameritrekking and Highpointing: Stalking the Wild Thirteeners.  It is about visiting one of the oldest living species on earth, the bristlecone pine.  The pines were the reason I went to Cedar Breaks, although I suspect most people go to see the rock formations.  However, to my happy surprise, not far from the park but outside the boundary was this marvelous short trail at the end of which were bristlecones.  I decided to throw this chapter in to the booklet so you get a bit more for your money.  If your interest is only in Cedar Breaks, just skip to Chapter 3.  But I think you’ll like the bristlecones.  I did.

Chapter 3 in this booklet first appeared as Chapter 23 in the main book.  There are occasional references to things in the full-length book that may seem out of place here.  I left those references in so that you can see exactly what you’ll get in the big book.  The events described took place in September 1996.  You may wonder how I can be so specific about a trip that happened many years ago.  The answer is simple: I wrote the details down in a notebook at the time, and when I returned home I wrote up a much more comprehensive report while the memories were still fresh.

Probably there are better ways to visit Cedar Breaks than the way I did it.  I should have given myself more time.  But I was short on time.  If you read the big books you’ll see that this is a common problem in Ameritrekking.  America is bigger than my vacations were long, which is a nice problem to have, although it’s still a problem.  But a short visit is better than no visit.  Cedar Breaks is a wonderful place, and you should go there if you can.  I was learning by doing.  I’m still learning.  I hope you enjoy the story of Cedar Breaks and if you ever plan a trip there, may you profit from my example.
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2: Bristlecone Pines
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They are the epitome of life forms that develop strength and character through successfully weathering challenges.

—Devereux Butcher
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Time 0800 hours: main-engine start.  I departed Little Cottonwoods Campground on a clear, chilly morning.  Frost was on the ground.  There were no more flat tires.  The tire that Carl the Curmudgeon had repaired remained satisfyingly full.  I silently thanked him.  I didn’t receive an answer but I hadn’t expected one.  When a man of thirty-two words has said the thirty-second word, he’s done.

I returned to Beaver via UT-153 west.  Small oak trees had turned several shades of fiery fall colors including red, orange-red, and orange.  In some places the trees looked like they had been sprayed with an artificial pigment.  It is not just New England that puts on a show.

In Beaver I continued yesterday’s southward march on I-15.  The interstate carried me to the next community of any size, Cedar City, at an elevation of 5,840 feet and a population of 13,000 which was not too different from Lynn Haven where I started out.  I got breakfast in town and then got lost.  Cedar City seemed to have more streets than Lynn Haven and it beat the old hometown in a couple of other respects too.  There was a university and there was a sheep drive, both of which Lynn Haven lacks.  I waited for a shepherdess on horseback and her flock of wool-growers to get out of the interstate access ramp.  Other drivers came up behind me and for several minutes we all waited there like sheep, for sheep.

[image: image]

This is what Joe Ameritrekker saw one fine day: blue sky above, white sheep below, Interstate 15 in the middle, and a mysterious lady approaching on horseback.  That could be the start of a novel, or it could be southern Utah.

The only reason to get onto the interstate was to get baa-aaa-aaa-ack off again heading east on UT-130 and then east on UT-14.  Utah Route 14 is a scenic drive with tight turns and steep hills.  I stopped to look around from the Mount Zion Overlook, which overlooks the valley of the Virgin River.

A few minutes later I stopped at an outdoor store, which was really just several blankets thrown on the ground on which many pieces of handmade Navajo jewelry were strewn about.  The jewelry was for sale; I didn’t ask about the blankets.  I did ask about the tribal affiliation, which is the only reason I know they were Navajo.  I don’t wear jewelry myself and I have no idea what women like, but I was struck by a beautiful blue heart-shaped pendant on a necklace, so I bought it for my mom along with a few other blue-themed pieces.  The “Indians” wheel and deal on the spot: everything was negotiable, which is how I ended up with more than the pendant for the same original low-low price.  I noticed that they didn’t collect very much sales tax, by which I mean that they didn’t collect any sales tax.  It was impossible to not notice since one of the men made a point of pointing it out to me boastfully.  Imagine that: an Indian mocking the Paleface law.

These guys were not only good at roadside vending; they could also switch seamlessly between English and Navajo.  The Navajo sounded like Spanish, although the languages are not related.
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The big goal of the day was to visit a small unit of the national park system called Cedar Breaks National Monument.  As I explained in the first book, the original difference between a park and a monument had to do with the reason for adding the unit to the system.  Parks were intended to protect places of natural beauty whereas monuments were meant to protect areas of scientific or historical interest.  There’s more to it than that and the difference has gotten muddled over time because occasionally monuments get upgraded to parks.  It’s not that something scenic becomes scientific but rather that missions change, budgets expand, and suddenly the parking lot gets restriped and those new atomic toilets get installed in the visitor center.  For purposes of Ameritrekking, a national monument and a national park are essentially the same thing, a federally protected place.  (I was just kidding about the atomic toilets but some of the new ones do make a fearsome whoosh, so be careful.)

Cedar Breaks is not big, especially after visiting Yellowstone.  It’s hard to spot on
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