California Journey 2011-12 -- Part II
On December 20, we left Fruita at about 9:15 AM. Our trip record showed that we had driven 1322.5
miles already. We purchased gas for $2.99 per gallon. Our intention was to go to Moab, Utah by way of
Utah 128. That route had been recommended by Roger, our barber. It was a good recommendation.
(128 was a road that left our main route which, on the roadmap, was I70, US6 and US50 all the same
route. The roadmap shows that this road follows the “Old Spanish Trail.” )

This was my first
picture of the day
(12/20). It shows
the road disappear
a short ways
ahead. Later in
our trip –maybe
not on this day –
the road will not
drop off, but just
stretch and stretch
to the horizon. As
I write this, I see
how much I am
dependent on
maps to recall and
record what we are
looking at. My
guess at this
moment is that we
are looking toward
some 12,000 foot
peaks southeast of
Moab. That is the best my current Utah Official Highway map shows. No range name. I will look for
another map – the one we used on that day. It seems like all peaks reside in named ranges – even if only
one peak dominates a range. That will become more clear when we reach the other edge of Utah
tomorrow(12/21). Plus, I am interested in the number of unnamed ridges that precede the peaks. Two
and maybe three such ridges can be seen here. It seems to motivate – even in adults – frustration in
answering the questions: “Are we there yet?” and “How long before we get there?” The same mountains
seem to stay on the horizon much longer than the traveler expects. Our brains seems to underestimate
how big they are or how far we can see in these wide open spaces.
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Further investigation indicates that the range shown above is the La Sal Range. Here is a better
panorama of the same range. This captures their snowy peaks. Again from this perspective, I see two

lower mesa-type ridges.
Yet another shot of the La Sal Mts. with no zoom. This was taken from Arches National Park.
We reached Utah 128 about 11 AM. We were just taking our time. As usual, the spectacle that was to
greet us was provided by the river that ran next to the road – the Colorado. Someplace we stopped and it
took a picture of a lonely tree against a distant ridge. Note the sky. For all practical purposes, that was
the view we saw everyday until a
cloudy segment in Iowa on our
return journey.

So the road continued and the
Colorado treated us to a beautiful
canyon it had dug. It went on for
miles.
I experimented with my cell
phone camera and got the
upcoming short of a shallow spot
in the river as we neared a bend.
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It seemed pretty good so I sent transmitted it to Lisa Bailey’s cell phone.
The rear vision
mirror got captured
also. In one shot,
the photographer,
Moi, was also
captured in the
mirror. 
It must be near
noon, but the winter
sun (Winter starts
tomorrow.) causes
the shadow of the
south bank of the
canyon to be cast
onto the north bank.
The slit of canyon
available for road
and river was quite
small at times.

On the right is another shot of river, ridges and peak.
or four ridges.
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Technical difficulties made it impossible to join the two maps so you’ll just have to travel I70 to the
bottom of this map and then find it again at the top of the next map.
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The two maps on pages 4 & 5 shows our journey out of Colorado, across Utah, down Nevada’s east edge,
and into California. A portion of Utah gets repeated. You may need a magnifying glass
Another vista
along Utah 128.

Somewhere in this
writing and photo
display, I should
get the notion that
there is no way to
contain all the
beauty of this
region. Up close,
each rock mesa
has its own beauty,
but that same rock
mesa seems to
happily contribute
as an integral part
of an infinite
number of
panoramas that the
eye drinks in.
Add to that a little
notion of the age of these structures and we are awed by the thought of the millennia that those rocks have
stood as sentinels of the passing events of nature. It is amazing to think of how, out of all those ages, it
has been an infinitesimally short time that those rocks have been viewed by humans.
We stopped for a
time at one old
homestead site that
was preserved as a
park on the river.
You should be able
to read about it in
this photo.
Cisco mentioned in
the sign is on the
map of Utah 128,
but I remember
seeing anything.
Mr. Kitsen picked a
real beautiful site.
Below Beverly
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stands in what was the front room, dining room and bedroom of the Kitsen homestead.
The bottom picture shows
the mesa across the river
from the Kitsen
homestead. That brush at
the back of the large
parking lot is on the river
bank.
I am told that this area was
the site of many movie
sets through the years.
It is almost as if I can’t
help myself. These views
were just awesome. This
was a day when I shot 145
photos. Trust me, I think I
controlled myself better on
later days.

I have to move on to our big site-seeing stop that Tuesday. We got to Moab and went to the Arches
National Park. By now, it was almost certainly early afternoon. 1 PM maybe. We are in the habit of
skipping lunch on our treks and that helped.
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We got to the Visitor Center, picked up maps and headed off to explore. As usual, the Center had very
very good interpretive displays in which they explained how the unique rock structures if this park came
into existence. It was a story that was presented on several panels and explained the theories of what
North America was like geologically beginning 275 million years ago. (From my photos of those display
there may come another story. Someday. )
I will not include our map of Arches National Park. Suffice it to say, we travelled up through beautiful
rock pinnacles and curious “petrified” dunes. About
9 miles into the park, we photographed Balancing
Rock. Height 128 feet. Weight estimated to be
3,500 tons. Put that in your slingshot!!!
Lots of other rock formations showed that other
structures were trying to compete with Balancing
Rock. See the three below.

Incidentally, like all the parks we visited on the trip, Arches had many other visitors while we were there.
It only makes one wonder how unmanageable it might become in June through August. I hope we return
to this park or Canyonlands someday and I have made a note that such a visit should not be a summer
excursion.
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After Balancing Rock, we drove 5 more miles to a viewing area for the Delicate Arch. If we were real
mountain goats and wanted to hike to the arch, there
was a 1 mile trail to actually reach the arch and not just
“view” it. (If we had allotted more time we could
have gone another 9 miles from the cutoff to our
viewpoint and we could have seen the more dramatic
arches of the park: Private Arch, Navajo Arch, Pine
Tree Arch, Tunnel Arch, Broken Arch, and several
others. However, those arches required more miles of
walking. Maybe a whole day of hiking.) To view
Delicate Arch required some hiking. We chose to go
to the Upper Viewpoint and that hike was described as
“rocky, uphill …” and 0.5 miles. Well it was uphill. I
think we both broke a sweat and were happy to let
younger hikers pass us. To its credit, I don’t believe I have ever been on a nature trail that was contained
such sturdy and well-constructed steps. Steps seemed to be small boxes of dirt held firmly by grooved
concrete blocks. Above is one such step. At the top of our hike, we finally saw the arch. Nice. One
might say that the better part was the hike to get to the vantage point.

Delicate Arch

Leaving the Moab area, we travelled on Utah
191. In that area we saw what looked like an
authentic “pioneer” earth home off the road.
Not a tourist stop. It was a low mound of dirt
with wooden log door frame just off the road
in the range land. Wish I had a shot of that.
It looked old.
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Below is the path back down. The parking
lot is out there somewhere.

We got back to I70 and went through Green River, Utah. Its name comes from the Green River that
passes through town. I have fond memories of being at the source of that river in Wyoming in August of
1970. I fished and hiked on the two Green River Lakes (Upper and Lower) where this river begins its
wiggling journey to join the Colorado River in an area of Utah that is Canyonlands National Park. That
joining occurs only about 70 miles south of the town of
Green River.
In this area of I70, there must have been lots of mining
although it didn’t show. Uranium was once an important
ore from around here. Maybe it still is. We stopped at a
display commemorating that mining in this area known
as San Rafael Swell area. Beverly and I wondered
about other rock formations around here that appeared
green. Was that copper-bearing rock? (An article on
Utah geology says that green would probably come from
chlorite or clay containing iron silicate.)
It was getting late. Shadows were getting long. The
territory was getting rocky again. The canyons in the area
were good hideaways for bad desperados. We were
moving upward in the Wasatch Mountains of Central
Utah. The Wasatch peaks are around 10 to 11,000 feet.
Beverly noted that the temperature was 36 degrees at one
of our rest stops. Maybe you can see that the pictures
show a fair coating of snow. We decided to move on to a dot on the map called Salina, Utah. To get
there, we had to reach a
summit of 7880 feet and
then coast the last 30
miles into Salina. By
the time we reached the
pass, it was at least 5 PM
and pretty dark. We
noted that the
temperature was 19
degrees.
Salina was for all
practical purposes a
truck stop. We went
into a Super 8/Denny’s
complex that was loaded
with trucks. The Super
8 must have a good rate for those truckers. We had no trouble getting a room there. As all our rooms, it
was OK and it was cheap for once. We ate at Denny’s and got back to the room. Our total miles on this
touristy day was only 291. However, we enjoyed it. We would complete our trek across Utah on 12/21.
We had 1619.6 miles under our belt.
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