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California Journey XIII – To Carlsbad
Well, what a shock! Howie Johnston died on February 2. He is in the pictures from California Journey
XI which tells of our visit to him and his wife Charlotte on December 27-28. He was Beverly’s uncle
and was 94. We knew that we better stop by to see them. That had always been part of our plan. Oh,
me. Charlotte says he is now “on that loving journey.”
Well, on our journey… We are starting from Las Cruces today. The odometer says we are starting at
3750.6 miles. It was 8 AM and 37 degrees.
Our last trip through Las Cruces, we headed north to White Sands and Alamogordo before stopping at a
place called Cloudcroft overnight. One of our favorite things since that trip is to mispronounce the name
of Cloudcroft as “Cloudburst” or “Snowcloud.” Just silliness.
This trip we headed toward El Paso. A couple of years back, we spent several days at Father Richard
Rohr’s place in Albuquerque. A major side trip of that retreat was to go to El Paso and see the
immigration fence and visit sites down there that were assisting immigrants. Beverly was ill for several
days and missed that jaunt, but she wanted me to go. Now I was going to try to at least get her to the
border fence.
On the way south, our only item of interest was around Vado, NM. We passed a feed lot that just never
stopped. It was a dirt lot and seemed to be in several sections spaced along I10. The content was dairy
cattle. I never took a picture, but I remember seeing it in 2009. It must have been a big operation so as
usual I checked it out on the Internet. The location as noted in our log was Vado, NM. It turns out that it
wasn’t necessarily a big operation, but many operations. Vado had many – possibly 55 – dairy farms
because all I was able to find was long lists of farms. Only one farm had a profile and it said that it had
28 employees and a yearly revenue of $2,500,000. Google Earth shows the feed lots, but only the sheds –
no cows. Hum. No one else said a thing. No one gave any idea of the herd sizes. On the negative side,
I saw a couple studies about studies on odor and flies. Also, there was a New Mexico legislative push to
get feed for the herds because of drought conditions. In general, the dairy men of Vado were keeping a
low profile.
We pushed on passing Anthony, NM where we had our base of operations on the 2009 trip to El Paso.
We reached the vicinity of the border town where we had viewed the fence. The name of the town was
Sunland Park, TX. That was good enough. Although when we initially left I10 toward Sunland Park,
nothing looked familiar. I was not driving in 2009 and we came at the fence from some other set of roads.
We crossed the rather narrow Rio Grande without noticing it today. Sunland Park was south of the river.
I believe we moved to TX498 (Anapra Road) and things sort of opened up. I did spot a helicopter. That
was a give-away that I was just about there; because like on my earlier trip, the copter would patrol just
inside the fence. Maybe I recalled being on the roads once we got away from the houses. There were
the railroad tracks. Yes, there was a border patrol pickup setting facing the road. I crossed the tracks and
drove onto the “parking lot.” Although I seem to recall a rather larger lot in 2009, I believe this was the
same spot. (Google Earth allowed me to check the border in the Sunland Park area and that town isn’t that
big.) A miracle. The fence was in front of us and the squalid suburb of Juarez was on the other side.
A second border patrol truck came up to the one we had just passed. Another patrol vehicle approached
along the fence where we had walked in 2009. It came onto the lot and drove over to us. The single
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Hispanic agent rolled down the window. I rolled down mine as he looked us over. Quietly he asked what
we were doing and I told him that I was revisiting the fence for a few minutes. We didn’t have a long
conversation. He just said softly, “OK, be careful.” He drove over to visit his other friends.
Here was the fence. I wonder if I was
at mile 357 from somewhere. Nah!
That would be the middle of Arizona
or West Texas. The number must
mean something else.

The caption of the second picture is
“They are just a couple of gray-hairs
from Minnesota.” (Maybe it was said
in Spanish.)

Yet another view through the fence.
The sand and garbage raise higher and
higher on their side.
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This was a shot back toward El
Paso. I believe the city was off
to the right. The mountain is
named North Franklin
Mountain. That is what 6600
feet looks like.
We headed out of Sunland Park
and got back to I10. That route
takes you around El Paso to
US62 which completes the
curve. Along the trip, the city,
I10, the Rio Grande and the
border all come real close
together.
Had I done my homework
before leaving on this trip, I
might have completed Beverly’s
education about what she missed by being sick back in Albuquerque in March of 2009 while I frolicked in
El Paso. I should have got the addresses of West Cosgrove’s (former Maryknoller) Casa Puente
(Bridge House) and Annunciation House and the Diocesan Migrant and Refugee Services. All of
them had services for helping
the undocumented. Plus I
should have had addresses for
Centro Mujeras de
Esperanza and Centro Santa
Catalina’s El Paso extension
facility to support the mission
in Juarez. The latter two were
services run by Catholic
sisters for helping Hispanic
women in El Paso and Juarez
respectively. Visiting those
facilities would have taken the
rest of the day at least.
However, we were heading
home and so we headed east
on US62 toward Carlsbad,
NM as our final location for
the day. Almost exactly 100
miles east of El Paso, we stopped at Salt Flat, TX. We actually stopped at road side sign but there might
have been a town nearby since I see that name on the map. Looking back west, I took of a picture of
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where we had come from. I should warn you that this is one of the last sights of barren highway that I
will be taking. It might take till tomorrow, but the terrain begins to turn into agriculture land – and more
Midwestern-looking - soon. I will miss the emptiness. I have been musing about what we have seen for
the days in Utah, Nevada, a good portion of California, New Mexico and Texas. It seems like camping
and agriculture was impossible in very large parts of that country. There was no way for viewers to
reasonably experience that land. We just view it out the windows of our automotive shells as we wiz by
on our asphalt pathways. Maybe some hidden insights would arise if we travelled off on one of the few
dirt roads, park the car beyond sight and sound of the highway, and walk out into the vastness. Even
sitting for a while before returning to the car might be interesting. (Are there rattlers or scorpions out
there?)
All that the wayside sign described is the El Paso Salt War of the 1870s where locals struggled in a battle
to control the salt which they collected and sold to supplement their meager farm incomes. Bottom line,
the El Paso business men won and the local Hispanics had to pay.
Looking the other direction from the sign, we were in sight of our next exploration, the Guadalupe Mts. in
the Guadalupe National Park.
I’m sure that one of the peaks
in this view was Guadalupe
Peak which was 8751 feet.
The high point of Texas.

Driving up the road, we saw
the end structure up close.
They called it their El
Capitan.

The pass through this range came before the Visitor
Center. So the car had to chug over the pass at
5288 feet. The last mountain pass that I believe
we’ll encounter.
We did not stay long. It was an in-and-out rest stop
for us. We did pick up some documentation.
Speaking to a ranger, he spoke of his wife and
daughter having retreated back to Wisconsin for
more civilization and less isolation. I wonder more
about that story. But he mentioned that this park
had just experienced a 17 inch snowfall while his
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Wisconsin family had barely any this winter. Bizarre.
I noted more than once in the last two days a mention of the Butterfield Stage Coach Line. Some of its
route is shown on the map of the park. The ruins of one of the stage stations is also in the park. That line
only lasted from 1857 to 1861. It was a short life like the pony express (18 months), but the stories are
now legend.
This was probably some of the most beautiful country in Texas. Read the National Park Service flier to
learn more. Like any of these National Parks, we would have to stay for days to see even a small fraction
of what was being preserved and available for experiencing.
We will push on to Carlsbad, NM. However, I recall that there is some connection between this rock
outcropping of the Guadalupe Mts. and the underground rocks that formed Carlsbad. With another trip
of only 44 miles, we reached Carlsbad Caves National Park. It was still 17 miles southwest of the town
of Carlsbad and we stopped for our tour before looking for housing.
It just seems like we arrived and bought our tickets for the last of the descents of the day. The last ranger
guided tour was to leave the staging area before 1:30 PM. We had plenty of time. We took our trip
down to that staging area 755 feet below the surface to a rest room and lunchroom area. We had to stand
around for a while before the group formed up with the ranger. I believe our underground journey was
called the King’s Palace Tour. It would be about a mile long and take a hour and a half. On the tour we
did have to descend about another 80 to a hundred feet, but these walking paths were all paved. After
the tour brought us back to the lunchroom area, we hurried off on the self-guided tour and glimpsed the
Big Room. However, we took a “short cut” that is shown on the map of the “A Journey Underground”
brochure. That cut our travel and viewing time in half. We weren’t going to really go overboard on the
hiking.
After looking at what I have to show from photographs, I believe you won’t see much. A few columns
and shapes that are not in prospective. You won’t be able to see the “sheer size and grandeur” as they
say. Many of my shots had an object at a distance that I wanted to capture, but the tiny flash and the
closer objects left me with photos of the nearer rocks next to a dark abyss. Oh well, a photographer I am
not.
I wanted to photograph one boulder, but I don’t see any sign of it. It would have been very difficult. We
walked around it very close, and I couldn’t see any vantage from which to capture it in this limited
lighting. The ranger described the theory of how it came about. It essentially fell off the ceiling at some
point in history. It was massive and, as I wrote several chapters back, larger than any of the boulders I
had seen above ground anywhere.
As usual for the National Park Service, the educational displays were great. Maybe I will put what I
believe is readable in first. They give some notion of how the caverns developed.
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(I added these 11 - 12 spaces to get the picture down lower.)
The top two emphasize the Boneyard, but
the one at the left keys on the general
development of the caverns.
The photo below is attached to the words
at the left. 
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What follows are several of the better photos.
building in action. Drip, drip, drip.

Below and to the left we see the cavern formation

I like the one at the right. How the green color came
about, I’ll never know.
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I read that the temperature in the
caverns was about 56 degrees at
all times. So jackets were good.
Hope you can see the draperies
in the lower left. And I have a
ton of columns. They came out
the best. People can be seen in
the lower right photo – on the
bottom. The tour was much
more colorful then these show
and the rooms were huge. My
photos could not capture the
expanse.
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We completed our self-guided tour and went
back to the waiting area. Now the crowd
began to show up. I believe the viewing may
have been ending for the day.
Our elevators had a limited capacity. Some of
the elevators were also in repair. Only two
were handling the entire daily traffic. As it
turned out, Bev and I got out of the waiting
area pretty fast and road to the top.
Back in the parking lot, we took a short drive
around one of the park roads. There had been
a fire ignited by lightening here in May and
June of 2010 and many of the cacti were
charred. Land was more barren than normal.

The last shot shows that from the
Carlsbad road we were still able to
see the Guadalupe Mts. miles and
miles away in Texas.

We drove on to Carlsbad to stay the night. We
stayed at a place called the Continental Inn. It
was fairly cheap. As I looked at it and other
motels in the vicinity, it looked like they were
just waiting for tourist season. Lots and lots of
vacancies.
Supper was at the No Whiner Diner. These
diners were sort of not memorable.
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