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Trip Report - Utah Hiking: Bryce,
Zion and Grand Canyon

Oct. 1-9, 2011

Peg Abbott, Pat Owens and 8 participants, including
one from Spain who we were pleased to welcome.

Sat.,Oct. 1
Arrival in Salt Lake City / Bryce Canyon

-~ Several of the group arridan Salt Lake City
~ aday early and Carol, Pat and Arturo made a

- memorable trip to Antelope Island to see
: ; : ~ Bison, Pronghorn, American Avocets and
other species along the causeway and out onto the |sland Peg arrived early today and went off to shop for ol
lunches; others gathered late morning at a nearby hotel where Ed and Bg
had breakfast. With a few cell phone calls to connect, we were soon on
way south.

Utahbs canyon country is not rea
every route intotte
region is scenic. For the
first two hours or so, we
stared off to 11,000
12,000 ft. peaks of the Wasatch Range until passing the
southern terminus at Mt. Nebo, where we stopped for a
break. We tried to sample local lunch foods what looked
like a fruit gand, but the place was packed with pumpkin
hunting children and their families who were enjoying hay
wagon rides and festivities, so with making time in mind,
we moved on to dine at a naescript truck stop, the type
found off nearly every truck ramp lmerica. There were
Common Grackles and Bladklled Magpies in the parking

lot, and Reetailed Hawks and Northern Harriers flying
over the sagsteppe and fields. Some Dairy Queen ic
cream made up for the less than local fare.

South of Interstate 70 waassed from the Southern
Rockies into country defined by the Marysuville
Volcanic Field, a colorful route through sculptured
hills of pumice, ash and hardened sedimentary lay
A particularly hard cliff area had been used for
centuries by the Fremont liahs for their drawings.
We walked a state park created to preserve Ithigas
a dramatic light day, and though blustdtyelt great
to walk and we took an hour to wind about the trails. 3 #58
Rabbitbrush was ablaze with brilliant yellow color and
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against ithe Utah Asters shone a deep putplige. We saw some rock art panelsalpseand others at a
distance with our binoculars. There were animals, human figures, symbols, cefikipedeatures and more.
Views form the final ridge were spectacular, wited reds and mustard yellow colors peeking through pines
and sage.

A driving rain came on suddenly and with luck we

were in fair range of the vans and the event served to
scurry us on our way. We followed tBevierRiver

south, passing by the rich yallaand chocolate

chevrons of rock at Big Rock Candy Mountain.

Another trail along the river looked inviting, as colors

of the willows and cottonwood were displaying a

lovely hue, but it was time to reach our destination.

Peg had a back road in mind withiadf trepidation

as it was dirt and rain in this country can cause havoc
on that substrate. However, there was enough gravel
we did just fine, and we enjoyed the expansive
landscapes. We passed several Utah Prairie Dog
areas but they were undergroundhe inclement weather, and no Coyotes were on patrol as they are on many
days. We passed through the entry gate to Bryce just at dusk. After ___
settling in to our wonderful cabins, we conversed over dinner like @Id
friends at a big table in Bryce Canyondg e 6 s | ovel vy
dining room.

Sun.,Oct. 2 Sunrise at Bryce [ G
Bryce

Several of the group walked out to the rim, quite near our cabins,
take in the beauty of sunrise. It was a first visit for many, and Lind
came backd s &yy dii dnoét tell us it
breakfast, we bathed ourselves in this beauty for the full day.
Donning boots and daypacks, carrying plenty of water and an
abundant lunch, we headed down into the maze of spires that
comprise Byce Peg explained the geology of this giant
amphitheater, perched on the edge of one of thepkibaus of the
larger Colorado Plateau(s) region. Bryce sits orP#ensaugurand
is drained by a tributary of the Paria River, at this time of year
running dg. Our walk was impressive from the start, winding dow
to three massive Douglas Fir trees that grow in a crack not much
wider than one car would fit through. Golderantled Ground
Squirrels and.eastChipmunksdarted about. We got great looks at
: Townsend s Sol itaires that sangs.The coniferpager c h
fascinatinghereand quite varied: Utah and Common junipers, Ponderosa, Limber,

and Bristlecone pines, Douglas Fir and a real beauty, Grand Fir.

Down among t herspective changes back mral fogh frpm positive to
negative spaces, inverting oneoHFesky ew
 was deep, deep blue and we commentethis being the perfect plata the once
standardKodachrome filmsodeepwerethe reds and blueBeg had billed the
shorter I oop (Wall Street to Queenobds G



all on to the longer and more strenuous Paéko trail. Up and down we went, winding amid spectacular
spires to take in longer wes of the full landscape, one
that presents an indescribable array of texture and color,
all on a massive scald=red went out ahead and hiked
another two miles to Bryce Point and back rejoining the
group near the horse corral¥e had lunch on a high
point, where we crept into the shade for a break from§
the intensity of the sun. Had we known what our futu

weat her would be this we
liked lizards. All in all, we returned from this 7.5 mile
adventure with sore feet and smiles, aftdr a break,
headed off to dinner at the Lodge.

Mon., Oct. 3 A day in Fairyland / The Storm
Moves | née

We woke to the promise of another good day, but
knew from watching the news that a major,
unseasonable storm was on the way, and would likely
hit by afternoon. We did a car shuttle to start the day,
descending into the canyon at the Fairyland Trail,
where Peg did a brief rev
This is one of the great hikes of the west, challenging
(Carol tallied 2300 feet of overall gainditoss

throughout the day) but sublime. The scenery changes
with every turn, and hues of the landscape change with
the light. We wound our way in and out of V|stas up and down several ridges that fanned out from Boat Mes:
the centerpiece of our walk.

We chose a lunch spot with a view of the full valley
near Tropic, UtahS t e | Jays cames inquisitively

to our lunch spot, and Ed a

Nutcracker harvesting seeds in a bowl of conifers at the
SELZ08E brink of the rim. After lunch we seffaa bit renewed,

happy Wlth a fairly level expanse of tra|I one we could walk with ease, frame our photos and stretch our legs.




But then came another DOWN, which meant another UP, oh ¥
please, oh please, just one! At the bottom of the DOWN we to

sidespur to see a natural bridge, one perched quite high abov
with several smaller ones on the rim nearby. Our stronger hik
took off and had some time to lounge, the rest of us feigned

on the ascent. In time we all reached the top.

We wanted to leave =
time to drive out to
Rainbow Point,
stopping at vista
points along the
way. Everyonewas
beautiful, different,
in tone and
inspiration. At one, =

a tolerant Common *
Raven posed for
views,lovely as red
rock was the background. We particularly liked looking down
through a massive natural bridge. Two beautiful Mule Deer
bucks grazed on the road margin and theichalantattitude

in by the time we got out here, so we made our stops brief,
zipping our coats and donning our hats and gloves. Rainbow
Point sits at over 9000 ft. and by the time we pulled into the
parking lot the rain was coming down in earnest, promising to

the view, but our hopes of birding here (usually a good spot on this 1ooxeftr trail) were dashed. It was
time to call it a day! Some opted for pizza and beer right on our doael and others ssdted to take
showers and then return to the lodge later for a relaxing @erel, Arturo, Linda, Fred and Pat had great

afforded us some fine photos. The promised storm was moving

change to sow at any moment. A few brave ones hopped out for

laughs when they saw the size of the pizzas. We had ordered enough for twice our party so we offered free

pizza to the next couplerttugh the doorSmiles all around.




Tues.,Oct. 4 On To Zion / Fall Turns to
Winter at Cedar Breaks NM

We felt a
little sad to
leave Bryce
with its
golden red
world of
spires.
Clouds
were heavy
bellied and
gatheringat
the rim as
we left, but some breakgi t h bl ue sky kept av
time to explore the maze of even redder spires at Cedar Breaks
National Monument if we headed that way. Peg had doubts abg
driving her favorite back road from there, through California
Condor county near Kolob Reseir, into Bryce, explaining that
the soils of the road bed had a lot of clay, not a good situation
the recent moisture. We left straight away after breakfast, wanti
to do some walking when we got there. We made a brief stop a
Red Canyon to admiriés intense hues, and zigzagged around to
reach the road | abeled At his arg
Jays flew over and we stopped to hear their nasal chatter and g = LD
good | ooks at them and a

Our next stop was at the far eofdPanguitch Lakes

to look for ducks. There were thousands, though
far away as water levels were low. Our list included
Gadwalls, Mallards anRedheadsall drab in

eclipse plumage, but the rather stunning thing here
were veritable clouds of coots. We shihave

caught a big wave of migrating American Coots, set
down ahead of the storm, and feeding like mad. It
was really fun to watch their antics and squabbles
on the mud.
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The next serendipitous
event made the day
for many. Driving up the winding mountaroad to Cedar Breaks (over 10,000
ft.), we saw the SUV towing a boat ahead opuson the brake lights, seeing
somet hing ahead in the road. Weod
another mob of hoofed mammals coming our vaeymestic sheep, 00 of them
according to the lone cowboy moving them through. He was hunkered down
thin coat while the two working dogs, in fine fur, kept the herd in line. They ne
bowled Beth over forafewpatsand ood dogs o0 before




I The frontsheephesitatedas we got out of the car for
pictures, but theheer number coming behind them
pushed them on, and they merely split like fish in the sea
around coral, passing us by. They totally surrounded the
small car behind us. A few had black faces; adl track
wool and were heading off this mountain before this
early snowstorm.

We continued on, chatting loudly about the sheep, when
we came around the corner to cars stopped again, this
time for aspen. Wedd been
pale to brght, interspersed with pines, but here there
were lush dark spruce reaching up like ladders into to

| orange and golden crowns. One photographer looked
parked for the day. We joined him, trying to capture in
still frames light that played like spotlights arband

stage. Clouds were whipping overhead. Sun would break

through and close rapidly, lighting up one stand
after another, sometimes a ridge, sometimes a lo
tree in a meadow. We could see a couple of the
large volcanic peaks that dot this high plateau,
creating a backdrop to tleenphitheateof colorful
sediments that comprise Cedar Breaks.

We got to the first viewpoint of the monument and
Carol 6s voice squealktdas fro
CoLDo. We got out for bri
the powe of a winter gale, and a moist sleet was
beginning to fall. Peg wisely cancelled the picnic lunch
(with abundant thanks from helper Pat), and headed the
group to the main overlook, where a warm visitor center
could be used like a blind as we waited fa sun to

break through. As we maa dash for this shelter, valiant
Arturo rescuing Pegbs wal |
seemed web6d arrived in vail
But within minutes the squall went through, and while

still wild in spirit, the storm allowed us to experience a
dramatic show of light on this splendid place. Additionally a talented woman park ranger had chosen Amazin
Birds as her topic of the Noon ranger show, and she enjoyed interacting with our group. She stamegdaby usi
rope to show the wingspan of her featured species, 11 feet for the Condor down to a small one, which Beth




i mmedi ately chimed in as nC,;
had ever guessed this, but we afieionadoof this avian jester,
known for itsmarvelous memory, as Peg starteéda st er 6
degree on this speciasadhadb r ought it s st o™
attentions. .

We set our hopes on
getting hot soup in a
town, so being after
Noon, we headed down,
passing 15,000 yeand
dark lava that hd
clusters of bright colored
® aspens. We passeda &
§  couple ponds, finding an’*
, Eared Grebe and many
more coots. Late in the &
.~ season and on the late =
. end of lunch, the first
townds rest
closed, and we

: : cautiously went back to S
the picnic plan and stopp atan in erpretive kiosk and park area created by the Escalarand Staircase

National Monument. We all chose to sit in the sun, seeking its warmth as we looked off to green apples in the
adjacent orchards, wondering just how they would get ripefdliseason with the cold coming on so soon.
Further down the road we found some excellent coffees, a mountain bluebird, and at least a fenced in herd o
Elk, with a magnificent bull that bugled for Arturo to admii&ob bought the group some lo@abanic apples

at the unusuatoffeehouse built to look like a huge boulder.

Our next stop was inside Zion National Park, at the
magical scored sandstone massif of Checkerboard
Mesa. The Bighorn Sheep that sometimes reside here
~were likely
| off seeking
sheter, but
for us
conditions
were
improving
and it was 2
time to puton - =
our boots and
walk. We did
the 2mile

trail roundtrip trail called Canyon Overlook that takes off just at thg
Zion Tunnel, and were rewarded with a nice array of flowers
blooming againsthe warmth of a rustolored rock wall, and
fabulous views of the monoliths of Zion at our end point. All
remarked on how different this bold, massive place of rock was the#




Bryce. We drove down through it en route to Springdale, where we settled imtmsucomfortable lodgings

at the Desert Pearl. Carol got in a quick swim in their fabulous pool, others enjoyed some down time. For a bi
more exercise we walked to the other end of town for a merry dinner, with a super waitress serving us, at the
andSpur. Here sweet potato tamales, fresh fish dishes and roasteabpadantly delighted our palettes.

Wed., Oct. 5 Kolob and other remote regions of Zion in the SNOW!

Did our instructions say to expedd F° at
Zion? We set out today to explore the
Kolob section of Zion, a spectacular
outcrop of salmoitolored rock with
intricate canyons, sheer scarlet walls, and
hanging canyons.

The sky was open as we drove past the
small towns of Rockville and Virgin,
traveling back in time through older rock
layers that underlie the splendor of
sandstone from which
are carved. But as we approached Interstate 15, with its coat of Grgat, s

Basin vegetation, the clouds whirled in. Sadly, rain precluded-the 5EEE =S

mile hike we hoped to take, but we enjoyedgbenic drive, and
bundled up for a shorter walk at the end of it that offered us panora
views. At one of our stops, Linda spotted a Canyon Wren, which
pleased us by uttering its descending signature call.

The heater in the van felt pretty darn gosdae drove to our next
location. We retraced our steps as far as Virgin, and then parked fc
walk at the lowest elevation possible, that of Coal Pits Wash, wherg
walked on sandy soils up a lovely cottonwdmed stream. We saw
Lesser Goldfinches, Btk-capped Chickadees, Whiteowned and
Chipping Sparrows, House Finches and a Rock Wren. The scener
very inviting, but as weather seemed to be closing in even at this
elevation we headed on, driving into the ghost town of Grafton to h
our lunch.The skies let loose at this juncture, not altogether
comfortable as this was a slippery gumbo road to return on, but it ¢
us a sense of what the Mormon pioneers faced in trying to settle th
area, and of how lovingly they crafted their homes, schoaldams.
This is a wide area of the Virgin River where alfalfa is now grown, and /
on the margins of these fields Linda spotted a Lark Bunting. Views are T 75
marvelous in al/l direction. We
Center, before a break back fa¢ thotel. Tonight was a free night, so
everyone fanned out to sampl e
restaurants.

Thurs., Oct. 6 Zi ono6s NdiketoTwmn Gdtes and

Snow on the Hunt for Condors

This morning we real i ze dingwighdhe ay
storm, so we set out while it e t

canyon. We rode to the end, and walked the paved trail to the brink



the Narrows, a water trail we might have taken in better weather. Today the trail was tbosadch risk and
too much water. It was still fun to wander up to the

start, and we had fabulous looks at the antics of an

American Dipper family. Peg heard them and we

stopped. To our delight a persistent begging baby

(now adult size) led them right t@,ueven landing on

the wall of the trail! They seemed to accompany us

along the way until the water got too fast, but were

there again when we returned.

Arturo
found us
several of

Zi onos

endemic

snail, as well as another freshwater species in a small ttraietan

out from a pool. We found a lovely orangelored monkey flower,
Scarlet Gilia, and Cardinal flower. Canyon Wrens saihgvas a

lovely morning despite the weather. We then got off at Big Bend,
watching for a half hour or so for condors, witpaak ranger
stationed there that had seen them the week previous. Cold winds
were strong in this section, so we decided to return the following
day and headed orFred and Pat opted to hike from Big Bend to
then
hike up
to the

Weeping Wall, adding anotherile along the creek |
on anunofficial trail shown to us by the rangand
elevation gain to theveepingWall.

Returning to our vans, & .
we drove north from Virgin toward Lava Pomt and Kolob Reservoir, hoping to

find condors at one of these two locationd tmtake in some fine scenery in a
lesscrowded sector of the park. We kept our eyes out for birds of the lower desert
zone as we started to climb, and then turned our attentions to scenery as views
rivaling that of Checkerboard Mesa opened up behindnisto was a keen

spotter of wildlife throughout our journey, and today was no exception as he
"called out fACoyoteo. We watched this
the rainbow behind, nice! However, the skies held colors we could describe as
ominous and they grew denser as we drove on. By the time we reached our

* trailhead it was looking iffy, but we pushed on to try the first costerseven

miles up ahead.




