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Dedication

I learned many years ago to purposely take care of me.  To listen to my heart, my needs and my desires and to satisfy what I need and where I need.  This book is dedicated to me.

From an early child I have sought to live my dreams and follow my heart; sometimes thwarted; but always on the path of these dreams.  I am proud of me and how far I have come along this journey.

“You have come far pilgrim”

“Sometimes it seems far.”

Movie:  Jeremiah Johnson.

Introduction

As I gleaned essays and thoughts from my laptop; I saw many pages of writings.  These essays I wrote over thirty years and I share them mostly as I wrote them in real time.  

I hope you enjoy the travel logs and explorations.  The ideas I gleaned from others I tried to attribute to the authors.  

I enjoy writing.  I have written since I was a young man.  I like getting ideas, thoughts, words, phrases down and then working through them to make them better and clearer so the reader can picture the experience in their minds.

I hope I have done some of that here.

May you enjoy this experience and travel through time.
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Eve in Louisville, Fly to Phoenix via Atlanta, Drive to Payson

I sat on the plane and a feeling of joy overwhelmed me.  I had not been on a plane in almost thirty months.  This was the first time traveling with a great attitude.  I was happy.

The women somewhere behind me said that they were on a “ladies getaway” and that they would NOT talk about “husbands, children or prosac”.  I laughed.  I was on a getaway, but I was talking about everything and watching more.  My traveling partner, the good friend Frances, 74 years old and never having seen the West, was somewhere in front.  I was alone.  I was flying back to the West, those places I had spent my childhood.  Places of memories. Fishing, camping, hot days and crowded backseats (with my brothers scrunched with me in the backseat and no air-conditioning).

[words in italics are those of my traveling companion, Frances.]

When I fly, cares and concerns are left on the ground. The exhilaration of travel consumes me. You are suddenly in another world and with optimism it always seems better than the one you left. This feeling even filled me when I was leaving family, particularly sons, for as
much as four years at a time. Phenomenal! Reality does return but . . .
We took off from Louisville International airport, flying south to Atlanta.  A flight over green hills, blue lakes and central Kentucky, my home.

We had left that small town the evening before.  We drove into the setting sun, ate dinner of sorts at White Castle, and stayed near the airport for the early morning flight.  We ate no breakfast, but waited for Starbucks in the Atlanta airport.

Arrival in Atlanta was on time (I had not been to Atlanta airport for a long time, one time being the final day the old terminal was open and my plane that day was one of the final ones leaving that old, shabby terminal building).  We walked calmly, smiles bellowing from our faces.  We were traveling, we were going places, we were exploring in adventure.

Leaving the plane in Atlanta we were greeted with a phalanx of wheel chairs looking for customers. They were so definite with me I succumbed and sat in one, and this lasted about 100 feet . Lasted until we got to the first Starbucks.  Hartsfield is now such a sprawled airport, I am sure this is a partial answer to the many complaints of
the long walks. My reaction was more negative than positive to that experience! An update on that was my pleasure in refusing a ride recently in Louisville with the smiling explanation that I needed the exercise!
Coffee at Starbucks, watching other travelers, some so hurried cell phones were attached to their ears.  We were at peace.

We flew west.  Upon crossing the Mississippi River, the ground was flatter and getting browner with every passing minute.  We were flying 3000 miles west directly into Phoenix airport.  I watched intently out the window, not wanting to miss anything.  I was traveling and I was happy.  We crossed the Mogollon Rim and dropped into Phoenix.

Landing, getting bags, getting the keys to a wonderful Toyota Camry.  We watched a big plane land with the security for the visiting First Lady, on board.

Loaded the bags, climbed in the driver’s seat, adjusted, turn on A/C as it is 99 degrees!  Find the map to drive east out of the city towards Apache Junction.

Driving along the interstate.  Mesa, the smallish city my grandmother lived, had fifteen exits!  We drove through built up property, through the desert, volcanic mountains in the background, rushing traffic in the foreground, my eyes diverting from the road to those things I try to recall from my childhood.

I visited Arizona often as a child to visit my mother’s family.  We even lived in the Phoenix area in the early to mid 1960’s; but oh, it had changed.

We exited the interstate at Apache Junction and began the drive sort of north towards Payson.  Stopping at a general store, I bought some lip balm as my lips were already drying out.  The man told of a time when the FBI had visited his store to check out if he sold tobacco to underage customers.  He did not like the surveillance, so he quit selling tobacco, but this really cut his profit.  He had snake skins, animal skins, and photos. I thought my dad might have visited this store in his hunting days in the Superstition Mountains in the 1950’s.  Perhaps he did.

We drove north toward Lake Roosevelt.  Thirty miles of paved road going through desert, cacti, flowers, sand and gorgeous blue skies.  Then thirty five miles of dirt and gravel roads; canyons, stream beds, rocks, switchbacks, following the Salt River, flowering cactus and a different kind of beauty than I left in Kentucky.

I loved that gravel road. Obviously reminiscent of Africa. Roads of tha tsort in my part of the dark continent needed nothing hauled in. Tracks of vehicles made the road often in course sand. We made one lay-by stop
there in the middle of no where. The desert tiny flowers not visible from a passing car were evident as we walked around a bit. I remember the really neat rest room bloc and the well cared for look in this desolate area.
We stopped at Lake Roosevelt Dam and saw the old wall my dad and mom visited when they were dating in the early 1950’s.  We crossed the lake and drove west, following the lake.  I stopped to touch the lake, select some rocks and watch some campers in the bright sunlight hiding in the heat of the afternoon.  Sunburned legs and arms, pink everywhere, this was my brothers and I many years ago.  We didn’t know about sunblock, the destruction of sunburn or cancer; we were having fun.

Driving north we began to climb.  The Mogollon Rim peeked on the horizon.  We had already risen from the few feet above sea level of Kentucky, to the several hundred at Phoenix, and now rising to a few thousands to Payson.  And tomorrow up to four thousand over the Rim.

The landscape was changing from desert sand to trees, from yellow dirt to reddish substance.  Ponderosa Pine were seen everywhere and Juniper trees scattered in other places. The small town of Payson came up and we explored it.

Stopping in the tourist center we learned about motels, restaurants, the park, local industry and people.  We drove through town and saw a few motels (not too expensive, but not “scuzzy”) we liked.  We returned to the first motel and in separate rooms relaxed and washed up for whatever the evening might deliver.

That woman in the tourist center was obviously looking out for numero uno for she insisted we must see the candle shop above all else! Ignoring it set the tone for much of the artifice we passed. We were after the earth, not man's additions.

Finding a Mexican place, we tried to eat there, but the place was so small and had already been taken over by a large party.  Looking around we saw a western type saloon. A passing local said it was the best place in town.  We entered.

No swinging doors, but a pool table, stools at the bar, locals drinking and shooting at the balls.  We quickly learned a German man owned the place and the specialty was schnitzel.  Watching the locals, we ordered.  Old saddles and other used implements hung from the ceiling.  We drank our tea and talked over the events of the day.  Only the first day and so much, so different than Kentucky and surprised at every turn.  We both loved it.

Dinner arrived.  Noodles with a gravy, main course and oh, so good.  Melted in our mouths.  Finishing, we drove to an ice cream place.  We were not hungry for dessert, but was nice to eat.

The stars were arriving, we drove to the park and in the cool breeze watched the stars and walked some.

The first day ended as our respective motel doors shut.  I wrote a diary and watched some TV.  Dreaming about the next day, I slept.
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Winslow , Crater, Sedonia, Williams

The dawn came early in the semi mountainous region of central Arizona.  We walked next door to a country style restaurant.  We ate a nice breakfast and promised to return after a little shopping to try a cinnamon roll.  We drove north into town and stopped at SafeWay to shop for water, Gatorade, snacks, nuts and some extra hot sauce for my dad.  We wanted to return for the roll, but we were not hungry so we drove north towards Winslow.

Those rolls deserve more description. Obviously furnished frozen by a food service, they thawed and baked like they were from your own kitchen. We ran across them somewhere later on the journey and I think
ate one then. I predict they'll soon be common in the east.
Driving north, we were rising over the Rim onto the high desert.  Half way up the rim we stopped and looked down in the valley; a long drop and the dryness was evident compared to the growing pines and greenery.

The roads were straight, the land flat and level.  In the far distance (over 200 miles away), we saw a large volcanic mountain.  We passed the state penitentiary where my cousin stays and entered Winslow, a landmark along the old Route 66.

My most vivid memory of Winslow was the absolute barrenness of the town and the many, many railroad tracks. I thought about the circumscribed lives of the residents there contrasted with those trains to the world.

Driving around the central blocks, we stopped at an old “Sambo’s”, now converted into a coffee shop.  We ate bagels and coffee, a nice morning break we repeated often.

We were introduced to Kokopelli, the Native American spirit god.  Through our travels we saw him and the flute, his feathers and the dance.

My research on Kokopelli:"Was this music maker and instigator of mischief among the ancients a legend in his own time, as his petroglyph suggests?" Sounds like he was rediscovered in a petroglyph.

The server spoke of the town, the broken economy and the trains going through.

We drove to the huge crater fifty miles down the road.  A place I rode by often as a child, always desiring to visit, but not until now.  We walked to the edge and I looked down.  All of the desires of my childhood were recalled.  As often as I had seen the signs, the volcanoes, the edge of the crater, I had never looked down into the huge immense of nothing until 1999.

The crater made me want to investigate the one near Odessa, Texas, again. It was so minor compared to this, I wonder if we really found it. We had no local to show us; none of them thought much about it. As we
left Odessa where we had been guests and spoken in a church, we headed west to find that crater, rather than east and home.
Walking along, looking at rocks, using binoculars, seeing faults and mining, now seeing it all.  I was impressed to say the least.  I stood with my mouth dropped open, I simply looked and I smiled in my heart.

We learned of a similar and older crater in Versailles, KY, and Frances found this a few weeks ago.

Returning from Route 66 to Interstate 40, we drove about 75 miles to Flagstaff, up to the top of the ridge of the area watershed.  We drove south from Flagstaff towards Sedonia to see a church.

A volcanic mountain north (volcano) of Flagstaff had been visible with snow marking its top. It was fascinating to see it other days as we could see it from several directions.

We stopped to overlook the canyon and the river.  I stopped to touch the water and collect rocks.  Driving into Sedonia, it was crowded and full of houses.  We found the church.

Sedonia was another spot of utter beauty of the earth. The sandstone cliffs and formations were exotic. However, it is such a popular resort area, you had to concentrate on the natural beauty and look above the
rooftops. Our adjectives begin to be depleted as we continue the journey.
A church built into the living stone.  Walking around we saw sandstone cliffs and the church rising naturally from the red sandstone to a cross to glorify God.

Driving east we approached Interstate 17 to drive north, reach Interstate 40 and drive west to Williams.

Williams was again along Route 66.  The sun was dropping steadily to the horizon.  We drove around town, visited the center to purchase Grand Canyon tickets from the machine (first time a credit card expiring in 00 was not usable).

We found a motel operated by an Indian family.  Quite nice, I “bargained” for the room price.  We relaxed, and I walked along 66 to feel the road.

I walked into several shops, bought a Route 66 bell for my mother, and talked with the locals.  We ate at Macgillicutteys Mexican Restaurant; a nice Irish-Mexican place.

Tired, but wanting a walk, we walked under the pinkish sky and the cooling breeze, around the block.  We drove up the nearby hill and found the place where the local youths hang out and do their thing (whatever that might be).

Returning to the rooms, we rested, for we had a big day with the big canyon coming on the morrow.
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Grand Canyon (south rim), Williams

I awoke early, long before the sun came up and I sat in bed and listened to the birds.  As the sun begun to brighten the sky, I dressed and walked outside and a little down the road to watch the red sky, the clouds sparkle in colors and the stars fade.  Wonderful.

We left town to drive the 100 miles to the Grand Canyon; north, with sagebrush all around, a straight road and a volcano in the east.  No sign of the canyon, just following the signs and no traffic.

We arrived at the Village still early and cold.  Wanting breakfast we stopped a the only place amidst many motels (decided right there that we would drive back to Williams for the night and save money and enjoy the Indian hospitality again.)  Sitting in the restaurant, where the workers looked still asleep, I saw on the menu Spam and Buzzard Eggs for sale.  It was the first time in all my travels I had the opportunity to buy spam for breakfast or any other time. Of course I did not, but what an option on the brink of the large canyon.

We ate, drank coffee and then headed into the park, not knowing what to expect.  How can one prepare for such a large, multifaceted experience?

We stopped at the first place to pullout and look (and after a long day of looking decided that this place was the BEST view and time we had at the canyon).  Walking from flat land to peer through bushes into such a vast expanse of distance, words cannot describe.  The colors, rocks, mesas, folds in the earth, infinity in every direction, wondrous blue sky and aged earth below; adjectives are exhausted.

I stared.  I looked and my head went in all directions for sights, birds, animals, people on the trails hours down the side of the canyon.  Hawks and Ravens flew below me.  The river continued its westward journey.  I was just a fleck in the immense time of this canyon, and I sensed it.

After what seemed like hours, and as the crowd grew and disturbed the peace and dreamlike qualities, we drove on, deeper into the park.

We parked the car and walked near the old lodge, the edge along the south rim and with binoculars watched others watch and hike.  The altitude (7000 feet) could be felt in walking, but oh, the beauty was worth every effort.

We took a tram near a trail head and walked for several hours along the edge.  In and out of curves of the canyon, along the straight cliffs with no man made obstacles preventing the view of falling.  Lizards danced before my feet, vastness stretched inches from my shoes.

I considered the first person who saw this.  They were riding their horse gently through the brush, thinking, perhaps dozing when upon exiting a bush the vastness was there.  Or, if they were riding fast, they simply flew over the edge with no warning and all was lost.  But to be walking upon this canyon with no warning, no idea it was here.  Looking both directions and seeing no way across or through.  What a brain mystifier.

Walking, seeing, looking and not getting enough, but being overwhelmed with the immensity of it all.  Hours passed.

We eventually made it to the general store.  Famished and thirsty, we ate sandwiches, drank refreshment and watched the people.  All sorts and we had to ask if they were seeing what we saw, or just too busy and involved in their own lives to see this beauty.  We will not know.

Time was passing.  We went on a tour with a Native American ranger who told of life of her people in the park.  Wonderful knowledge and wisdom; what a life to live on the edge of it all.

The Native American ranger had been the child of park workers and as a small little girl had a lemonade stand to sell to thirsty tourists right there where we stood with her. Standing beside a large gift shop she told how it had been to live in that building and even pointed out
her own childhood room. Her own children are now in the good school on the park property. She has a nice cottage and they will know a different life. A better one? She talked of wanting her children to know their own
culture and how it was returning with them to the mesa home. Reminded me so of the city-dwellers of Zimbabwe as they try hard to get their children to appreciate their ancestral roots and visit the extended family during school holidays. Usually it does not work, which is sad.
We walked.  Tired, we wanted to walk a little more along the edge.  Sitting on every bench, for the altitude and dryness was catching up to us.  But we enjoyed.  We returned to the car.  Tired, but overjoyed with all we saw.  Words would not come to describe our day, but smiles covered our faces.

I think this is the only time Tim questioned my stamina. Yes, I was tired and yes, my knee hurt, but I was not near the end of my rope. Not as close as my fast climb at the Arches in Utah.

We decided for sunset at the first place we had stopped that morning. It was crowded and getting inundated with more people with each minute.  We watched some colors change as the sun shone at varied angles.  Animals moved, but the noisy of people was a disappointment.  We left.

Driving back towards Williams, we saw such red, blood red, sky behind us (what color would the canyon had been?).  A large deer jumped in front of us.  I swerved.  

Looking back on all of this, I know what we did was right for us. We were supersaturated with awe, grandeur and beauty. We needed to get away from humanity! I will go through
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