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How and why to get lost and not care, to battle the
ZLOGVDQGQRWGLHDQGWRSODFH\RXUWUXVWLQWKH
PDJLFRIIHUDOEXUURVZKHQDOOHOVHIDLOV,I\RX·UH
JRLQJRQDWRXULWPD\DVZHOOEHD:LOG$VV7RXU
Midday in the Utah desert. The one
known as Doctor Doom swallows
the last of his lukewarm beer,
VPDVKHVWKHFDQÁDWDQGÁLSVLWLQ
the air like a coin getting tossed
before kickoff at a football game.
6LWWLQJRQDSDWFKRIVDQGDWWKH
edge of southern Utah’s Escalante
River, surrounding by shrub
brush, cottonwoods, and soaring
sandstone walls, he’s far and a
long way from everything but
wild land and wild burros (beasts
of burden that once were tame
EXWGHÀQLWHO\DUHQRWQRZ 'RRP
DQGKLVFRPSDWULRWRIDGYHQWXUHD
wayfaring artist named Jon Bailey,
DUHFRQWHPSODWLQJWKHLUQH[WPRYH
For what seems like ages, they’ve
EHHQELNLQJSDFNUDIWLQJ ÁRDWLQJ
rivers with rafts that weigh four
SRXQGVDQGUROOXSWRWKHVL]H
RIEDFNSDFNLQJWHQWV DQGRII
SLVWHEXVKZKDFNLQJWKURXJKD
VXQEDNHGODQGVFDSH,W·VEHHQ
DGREHFRORUHGVDQGDQGVOLFNURFN
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domes, sandstone walls as tall
as the sky itself and slot canyons
that become rivers and the erratic,
H[WHQGHGÀQJHUVRI/DNH3RZHOO
,QHVVHQFHDPD]HRIZLOGHUQHVV
ZKHUHZURQJWXUQVOHDGWRIRRW
GURSVPXGÁDWVWKDWVXFNDW\RXU
IHHWOLNHTXLFNVDQGLPSHQHWUDEOH
WDQJOHVRIEDUEHGSODQWVDQG
utter, waterless desolation.
And now, a choice: Continue
VFKOHSSLQJXSULYHUZLWKJHDU
VWUDSSHGWRWKHLUEDFNVEHIRUH
climbing out of the canyon, or
FKDQFHLWLQÁDWHWKHSDFNUDIWV
and head downstream where,
KRSHIXOO\DIWHUVHYHUDOKRXUVDQG
GRXEOHGLJLWPLOHVWKH\·GUHDFK
the Silver Falls Creek junction, the
ÀUVWUHDOLVWLFH[LWRXWRI(VFDODQWH
&DQ\RQ7KH\GRQ·WKDYHPDSVIRU
WKLVSDUWLFXODUVWUHWFK7KH\FDQ·W
SRVVLEO\NQRZZKDWOLHVEHIRUH
them, but the Escalante is heading
south and therefore it must at
VRPHSRLQWOHDGWRWKHH[LWWKDW

would eventually bring them to
/DNH3RZHOO7KH\FDQ·WPDNHWKH
GHFLVLRQKHQFHÁLSSLQJWKHEHHU
can. They’ll go wherever it dictates:
Heads, overland. Tails, downriver.
This is what—seven, eight days
since the beginning, the day they
saw the Navajo man? The man
ZKRÀQDOO\EURNHLQWRDZLGHJULQ
when Doom and Jon told him
they were crossing the Navajo
Nation, not going around it, and
that they’d do so on the largely
XQNQRZQDQGQHYHUXVHG:HWKHULOO
Trail. The Navajo man lighted
XSDWWKRVHZRUGV´+RZGR\RX
know about that?” he asked from
WKHGULYHUVHDWRIKLVSLFNXS+H
KDGDEHHULQKLVKDQGDQGDULÁH
EHWZHHQKLVOHJV'RRPUHSOLHG
VLPSO\´,GRDORWRIUHVHDUFKµ
7KHPDQSRLQWHGWRZDUGDUHG
RUDQJHODQGVFDSHLQWKHGLVWDQFH
RQHHPSW\RIKXPDQVEXWIXOORI
VORWFDQ\RQVÁDVKÁRRGVGXVW

storms and forgotten caves, a
world hovering on the brink of
0DUVOLNHREOLYLRQZKHUH-HHS
WUDLOVEHFRPHQRWKLQJWUDLOV
and the wilderness is known
IRUVZDOORZLQJSHRSOHZKROH³
'RRP·VLQWHQGHGURXWH:LWKHTXDO
SDUWVEHZLOGHUPHQWDQGUHVSHFW
WKHPDQVDLG´<RXZRQ·WÀQGQR
one out there, just a bunch of wild
FDWWOHDQG:LOG$VVµ
+HUHZDVDPDQVSHDNLQJRI:LOG
Ass. Did it mean something? Just
earlier that morning they’d arrived
on the banks of the lower San Juan
River—beginning their journey
where the sane generally end—to
a gaggle of naked boaters dancing
and drinking in the shallows,
their wild human asses hanging
out. On the sand Doom and Jon
DFFHSWHGVRPHFROGRQHVIURPWKH
nude revelers, and then, thinking
LWDQDSSURSULDWHVHQGRIILQWRWKH
XQNQRZQWKH\VWUDSSHGWKHLUELNHV
DQGHOHYHQGD\VRIVXSSOLHVWRWKH
IURQWRIWKHLUSDFNUDIWVVOLGLQWRWKH
ZDWHUDQGGLVDSSHDUHGIURPVLJKW
6RPXFKKDVKDSSHQHGVLQFHWKHQ
Doom, who a writer once described
DVD´UDQJ\KDLU\ZHDWKHUHG
EXWKDQGVRPHHFWRPRUSKµ
got his nickname—and we’re
glossing over the details here—
IURPD´IXWXUHURXJHVSDFH
SLUDWHVµWKHPHG%XUQLQJ0DQ
WULSLQ+HOLYHVLQ'XUDQJR
&RORUDGRZRUNVDVDFDUSHQWHU
and craftsman, but lives (his
ZRUGV IRUWUDYHUVLQJGHVRODWH
ODQGVFDSHV7KHH[SHGLWLRQVEHJLQ
in the winter months in the form of
GD\GUHDPV'D\GUHDPVSRSXODWHG
E\IDWELNHVSDFNUDIWVVKLWW\IRRG
LQIRLOSDFNHWVWRFRRNRYHURSHQ
ÁDPHVRQFOHDUQLJKWVGHHSLQWKH
8WDKGHVHUW3RVVLEOHURXWHVDUH
VFULEEOHGRQWRQDSNLQVFURVVHG
out and scribbled again, and the
QDSNLQVDUHXOWLPDWHO\XVHGQRW
as guides to strictly adhere to but
to serve merely as suggestions.
The last known locations of
IRUPHUH[SORUHUVDUHKLJKOLJKWHG
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H[SORUHUVZKRHLWKHUYDQLVKHG
entirely or were discovered on the
verge of death, sunbaked, out of
ZDWHUDQGVWDUYLQJ%XWSHUKDSV
PRVWLPSRUWDQWO\KHVHDUFKHV
IRUDWKHPHDGHHSHUPHDQLQJWR
DWWDFKWRWKHSK\VLFDOH[SUHVVLRQRI
DGYHQWXUH$SUHYLRXVMDXQWZDV
WLWOHG´)UHHGRPµRU´)UHH'RRPµ
LQZKLFKDOODWWHQGHHVZHUH´RQWKH
RXWVZLWKWKHLUVLJQLÀFDQWRWKHUVµ
$QRWKHUZDVWKH´)RZOHU7RXUµ
an ode to the late climber Charlie
)RZOHUWKDWLQYROYHGSDFNUDIWLQJ
and climbing technical desert
WRZHUVPDQ\&KDUOLH)RZOHUÀUVW
accents, along the way. Doom
always consults friends who will
be joining him, thinks about what
he’s seeking, what he needs out of
HDFKWULS+HGLGWKHVDPHWKLQJ
this time, but unlike the many
EHIRUHKHFRXOGQ·WÀQGDWKHPH
He had an idea of where he wanted
WRJR³KHSRUHGRYHU*RRJOH
images obsessively, in fact—but the
tour remained unnamed.
Moments after leaving the Navajo
man, Doom and Jon were riding
through the dust and heat along
WKH-HHSWUDLOWKDWVKRUWO\JDYH
ZD\WRWKH:HWKHULOO7UDLO7KH\
SDVVHGDEDQGRQHG+RJDQV VZHDW
ORGJHV DQG0RNLVWHSVFDUYHGLQWR
FOLIIVIURPWLPHVORQJSDVWJHWWLQJ
GHHSHULQWRWKHGHVHUWDVWKHGD\
wore on. At sunset, they found
DVSULQJZLWKFU\VWDOFOHDUZDWHU
trickling out of the ground, and
VWUXFNFDPS,WZDVDIXOOÀUVWGD\
and strange. They slithered into
WKHLUVOHHSLQJEDJVDIWHUDFKRZ
down session, bone weary, and fell
LQWRDGHHSVOHHSWKDWZDVVWDUNO\
LQWHUUXSWHGDWIXOOGDUN´E\WKH
most shrill and heinous sound of
DYHU\SLVVHGRIIZLOGDVVED\LQJ
at us from every angle around
RXUFDPSµ'RRPVD\V´:HKDG
DSSDUHQWO\FDPSHGZD\WRFORVHWR
their water hole.”
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+LLWLYPU[OL+LZLY[
Doom and Jon saddled their bikes

DQGKHDGHGWRZDUGV´*UDQGPD·V
&DELQµDQDEDQGRQHGVKHHSKHUGHUV
SORWWKH1DYDMRPDQ·VJUDQGPRWKHU
homesteaded in back in the day.
7KHERDUGVZHUHVXQEOHDFKHG
and skeletal, the roof was caving
in, it was uninhabitable, but in
the closet there was a wardrobe of
PLGFHQWXU\FRZER\FRVWXPHU\LQ
H[FHOOHQWFRQGLWLRQDVLIXQWRXFKHG
E\WLPH2GGO\ELNHSDUWVROG
handlebars and rims, littered the
ground outside the cabin.
7KH\VWRSSHGEULHÁ\DQGWKHQ
SHGDOHGRQLQWR1RNLD&DQ\RQWKHLU
QH[WREMHFWLYHYLDWKH2OG:HWKHULOO
7UDLODQGUHDOL]HGWKDWLIWKH\ZHUH
JRLQJWRVWLFNWRWKHLUSODQWKH\·G
KDYHDWOHDVWÀYHRUVL[KRXUVRI
riding with no guarantee of water
DWWKHHQG$WZKLFKSRLQWWKH\·G
KDYHWRUHWUDFHWKHLUVWHSVDFURVV
the same distance. So they changed
GLUHFWLRQV7KH\ZHQWRIIURXWHRII
PDSDQGKHDGHGPLOHVGRZQWKH
KDUGSDFNHGJUDYHODQGVDQGZDVK
VWUHZQZLWKKHDGDQGERG\VL]HG
ERXOGHUV$WSRLQWVWKHFDQ\RQ
EHFDPHDVHULHVRIVKHOYHVZLWKXQ
QDYLJDEOHGURSV7KHZDOOVWUDSSHG
them inside, but they had a saving
JUDFH:LOG$VVHV:KHUHYHUWKH
SDWKEHFDPHLPSDVVDEOHWKH\IRXQG
WUDLOVSRXQGHGLQWRWKHFOLIIVE\WKH
burros. Each time, the trails took
them around the obstacle.
2QWULSVOLNHWKHVHZLWKDVPXFK
gear as they were carrying,
culminating a day either at the
beginning of a water section or
at the end is crucial. Between
PDLQWHQDQFHGHÁDWLQJRULQÁDWLQJ
ERDWVDQGSDFNLQJWKHPXSRU
SXWWLQJELNHVEDFNWRJHWKHUDQG
loading them down with all the
VXSSOLHVWKHJHDUVKXIÁHWDNHV
forever. That evening, they landed
at a lower stretch of the San Juan
ZKHUHWKH\FRXOGEHJLQWKHQH[WGD\
RQWKHULYHUJHDUVKXIÁHFRPSOHWH
7KHULYHUJUHHWHGWKHPÀUVWZLWK
waves, then waterfalls, then shallow
PXGÁDWVDWWKHERXQGDU\ZDWHUV

RI/DNH3RZHOO´,W·VDSDQFDNHRI
PXGDQGVDQGVXSHUVKDOORZDQG
you have to read the currents or
\RXHQGXSGUDJJLQJ\RXUERDW
through mud bogs,” says Doom.
´$IWHUWKDWLWJRWZLQG\µ

ZDWHUWRSDGGOHWKURXJK:H·UH
now getting screwed.”

$QGWKHQVXSHUVXSHUZLQG\
Vertical cliff walls framed both
sides of the water; it seemed there
ZDVQRHVFDSLQJ7KH\ZHUHWU\LQJ
WRPDNHIRUZDUGSURJUHVVEXW
the headwind was increasingly
SRZHUIXOVXFKWKDWWKH\ZHUH
SDGGOLQJDVKDUGDVWKH\FRXOG³
hats and sunglasses taken off
EHFDXVHWKH\·GGLVDSSHDULQDQ
instant—and looking at the cliff
ZDOOEHVLGHWKHPRQO\WRUHDOL]H
they were going backwards.
´6ZHDWLQJRXUEDOOVRIIDQGJHWWLQJ
QRZKHUHµDV'RRPSXWVLW´:KLFK
LVSDWKHWLFEHFDXVH\RXWRSRXW
RQWKRVHERDWVDWOLNHôPLOHVDQ
KRXU:HQRZKDYHPLOHVRIÁDW

7KH\SDVVHGIRXUSHUSHQGLFXODU
canyons before seeing a cleft in the
FOLIIZDOOVWHHSDVKHOOEXWPD\EH
if they got creative, they could
FRQQHFWWKHEHQFKHVDQGOHGJHVXS
WRWKHFDQ\RQULP,WZDVÀIWKFODVV
climbing, sketchy enough without
carrying boats and bikes, which
WKH\GLGÀUVWDQGWKHQGHFLGHGLW
was doable. So they climbed down
to their gear and began the hoist.

They did the only reasonable thing
two adventurers who fear little
would do: climb.

,WWRRNWKUHHWULSV)LYHKRXUV
'RRPVD\V´,·GJRÀUVWWKURZ
WKLVOLWWOHURSHGRZQWR-RQ
and tie it off just in case we lost
everything. The reward was of
JHWWLQJRIIWKHODNHDQGFDPSLQJ

PLGZD\XSDWWKLVUHDOO\DZHVRPH
bench in the sand, the most idyllic
FDPSVLWH\RXFRXOGLPDJLQHµ
$WWKLVSRLQWHYHQWKRXJKLW
was early on, the days started to
crash against each other. Sure,
WKH\ZHUHVHSDUDWHGE\VXQULVHV
and sunsets. But in the same
way that time has a tendency to
fuck with your head, the days
had no discernable beginning or
HQGLQJSRLQWV(DFKRQHFRQWDLQHG
PXOWLWXGHVRIQHZH[SHULHQFHV
VD\IRUH[DPSOHSHGDOLQJDQG
WUXGJLQJFURVVFRXQWU\RYHU
giant domes of slick rock (which,
they note, is a substance oddly
named, because slick rock isn’t
VOLFNDWDOOEXWVWLFN\ RUVSRWWLQJ
DZHDWKHUHG86*6PDUNHUIURP
LQWKHPLGGOHRIWKHPLGGOH
of nowhere, baring some warning
about jail time if you messed with
it. Not that anyone would; it’s

DFRQFUHWHWXEHSUHVVHGLQWRWKH
HDUWKWRSSHGE\DEUDVVSODWH
:KR·GWU\DQGPRYHWKDW"7KHQWKH
Mormon Trail. A nameless wash.
7KUHHPLOHVRISDGGOLQJDFURVV
/DNH3RZHOODJDLQVWZDYHVWRWKHQ
WUXGJHXS´+ROH,QWKH5RFNµWKH
SODFHZKHUHWKH0RUPRQVEDFN
LQWKHHDUO\VRUVRPHWKLQJ
literally blasted a hole in the rock
DQGXVHGURSHVWRORZHUFDWWOH
ZDJRQVDQGSHRSOHGRZQD
thousand feet to get to the lake,
which they somehow managed
WRDFFRPSOLVKZLWKRXWDQ\ORVV
of life. And more: miles and
miles ridden on the bikes before
stashing them behind the rock by
the bush off the trail over by the
FDQ\RQWKLVRQHQDPHG´'DYLVµ
7KH\GHVFHQGLQWRLWVGHSWKVIRU
a day and a half, on foot and by
boat, in search of Everett Ruess.
Ruess was an artist, writer, and
H[SORUHUODVWVHHQLQDWWKH
WHQGHUDJHRIOHDGLQJKLVEXUUR
into Escalante Canyon country.
+LVFDPSDQGPXOHVZHUHIRXQG
at the head of Davis Canyon, and
KLVODVWNQRZQURFNLQVFULSWLRQLV
down and out beyond the slots and
in another canyon. Ruess, in his
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travels, made friends with Mormon
families and Navajos, learned how
WRVSHDN1DYDMRDQGOLWRXWLQWRWKH
wilderness alone writing about his
H[SHULHQFHVDOOWKHZKLOH³WKDWLV
until Davis Canyon. His body was
never recovered. He just vanished.
The desert, like an invisible
PLOLWDU\MXQWDGLVDSSHDUHGKLP

IHHW³IHHWDERYHWKHGHVHUW
ÁRRU,WLVUXPRUHGWKDWDWWKH
WRSWKHUHH[LVWUXLQVQDWXUDO
ZDWHUVSULQJVDQGDSODFHG
FDOOHG´*ULIÀQ&DELQµWKDWXVHG
to be used by cattle herders
in the area. The switchbacks
XSLWDUHEUXWDODQGWKHVXQ
shines down unhindered.

'RRPDQG-RQWLHGRIIURSHV
ZLWKLQWKHYHUWLFDOVKRXOGHU
width slot and descended. They
GURSSHGLQWRQHFNGHHSLFHFROG
water. They funneled through
WLJKWSDVVDJHV6DZSLFWRJUDSK
SDQHOVZLWKOD\HUVDQGOD\HUVDQG
layers of hundreds of years of
intricate artwork crafted into the
stone. Scenes from history made
SHUPDQHQWIRUDQ\RQHZLOOLQJWR
venture there for a glance. And
DIWHUVFUDSLQJDORQJWKHVDQGVWRQH
DQGWKHQWDNLQJWRWKHSDFNUDIWVWR
FRPSOHWHDORRSRIWKHDUHDWKH\
emerged at the rim of a canyon
and returned to their bikes still
KLGGHQEHKLQG´WKHURFNµ

´-XVWDERXWHYHU\VHFRQGRQDWRXU
like this when something is not
EUHDNLQJEURNHQRUHPSW\LVD
VHFRQGWKDW\RXDUHKRSLQJWROLQN
together with a similar second,
LQWKHKRSHWKDW\RXZLOOPDNHLW
to the end of the day without too
much damage, carnage, or thirst,”
Doom later wrote on his blog.
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4H`IL+VLZP[4H[[LY&
7KH\ZHUHDWWKHEDVHRI0LOH
Mountain, its summit at 8,000

7KHDVFHQWXS0LOH0RXQWDLQ
contained no such seconds.
+DOIZD\XS'RRPQRWLFHGWKDW
-RQZDVODJJLQJ:KLFKLVRGG
because Jon’s a strong rider, the
kind of guy who can get through
DWULSZLWKKDOIRIZKDW·VJHQHUDOO\
considered required, with a smile
on his face. Then Doom noticed
-RQ·VVHDWSRVWEURNHQZKHUHLW
meets the frame, and the whole
WKLQJZDVÁRSSHGEDFNDQGUHVWLQJ

RQKLVSDQQLHUV)URPWKLVSRLQW
WKH\KDGPLOHVRIULGLQJRQD
ZDVKERDUGGHDWK]RQHRIKHDWDQG
sand before they’d reach anything
UHVHPEOLQJFLYLOL]DWLRQ7KH\
decided to stash the bikes again
DQGUHDFKWKHVXPPLWRI0LOH
Mountain hiking. They found the
SHUIHFWFDPSVLWHULJKWDWVXQVHW
ZKLFKLVLPSRUWDQWEHFDXVH-RQ
UHTXLUHVDSHUIHFWFDPSVLWH1RWD
good one, or a great one. There’s
QR´WKLVZLOOGRµZLWK-RQ%DLOH\
He’s a furious artist and seeks out
aesthetic qualities in whatever
DUHDVKHLQWHQGVWRVSHQGWLPH
'RRPH[SODLQV´+HOLYHVLQ
WKLVDUWÁRSKXQGUHGGROODUD
PRQWKIDOOLQJGRZQKRXVHEXW
he’s made it a fucking sweet art
]RQHµ:LWK%DLO\LW·VDOZD\V
´1RWKHEHVWFDPSVLWHZLOOEH
ULJKWDURXQGWKHQH[WFRUQHUµQR
matter how many corners it takes.
´6RPHWLPHV\RXJRDORWIXUWKHUµ
VD\V'RRP´%XWLWGRHVQ·WPDWWHU
you see more and more terrain.”

they’d have to use one that
would be four inches too short?

$WFDPSWKH\GLVFXVVHGWKHVHDW
SRVWDQGZKDWWRGRDERXWLW
But nothing, it seemed, could be
GRQH,WZDVORRNLQJJULP³
miles without a seat? Or one

They hacked at the handle of a
SRVWKROHGLJJHUSODFHGDWRSDQ
anvil using a rock and an ancient
D[HEODGHWKHQPRUHHIIHFWLYHO\
the serrated steak knife with the

But then came the morning,
DQGZLWKLWGXPEOXFN´:LOG
Ass luck,” if you will. They
IRXQG*ULIÀQ&DELQ'RRP
QRWHV´%RQHVDQGVNXOOVDQG
horseshoes, shit all over it, the
NLQGRISODFH-RQZRXOGOLYH³WKH
SHUIHFWFDPSVLWHµ%XWEHWWHU³
there were all these abandoned
WRROVVKRYHOVSLFND[HVYDULRXV
handled things, a steak knife with
DVHUUDWHGHGJHEURNHQD[HKHDGV
The gears turned. Doom looked
DW-RQ´7KLQNZHFRXOGÀ[\RXU
VHDWSRVWZLWKVRPHRIWKHVKLW
laying around here?” These are not
good tools, but they can be used
LQDSLQFK+HFRQWLQXHG´<RX
know, we could cut off one of these
handles and whittle it down into
WKHSHUIHFWGLDPHWHUDQGPDNHDQ
LQVLGHVKDIWIRU\RXUVHDWSRVW:H
could make that thing solid.”

broken handle, and back to the
URFNDQGD[HIRUDQKRXUDQG
a half and brought it down to
the bikes. They whittled it down
XVLQJDSRFNHWNQLIHDQGFKLVHOWR
WKHSHUIHFWLQVLGHGLDPHWHUDQG
KDPPHUHGLWLQWRWKHWZRSLHFHVRI
WKHVHDWSRVWDQGLQWRWKHIUDPH
,WZRUNHGSHUIHFWO\´+HURGHWKH
QH[WPLOHVRQLWWR(VFDODQWH
ZLWKRXWDSUREOHP+HFRXOGKDYH
GRQHWKHZKROHWULSRQLWµ
´<RXFDQRQO\JHWVRIDURQMXVW
a bike, or just on foot, just with a
ERDW<RXFDQVHHUHDOO\XQLTXHIDU
RXWSODFHVZLWKHDFKRIWKHVHWKLQJV
But when you carry all of these
items with you, you can go much,
PXFKGHHSHUDQG\RXFDQSXW
WRJHWKHUWULSVWKDWDUHPXFKORQJHU
DQGPRUHDHVWKHWLF<RXFDUU\VWXII
on your back, be uncomfortable,
\RXFDQJHWWRSODFHVWKDWDUH
really incredible.” Doom says
REVWDFOHVWHQGWRGLVDSSHDU$ULYHU"
3DGGOHLW$VORWFDQ\RQ"'LWFK
the bikes and go down. Miles of
VLQJOHWUDFN":HOO«WKHSRVVLELOLWLHV
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are endless when you have all the
QHFHVVDU\WRROV´><RXKDYH@WKH
DELOLW\WRHIÀFLHQWO\WUDYHOWKURXJK
DODUJHYDULHW\RIODQGVFDSHV
DOORQWKHVDPHWULS7KLVLV
nirvana to me,” says Doom.
:KLFKLVZK\ZKHQ'RRPDQG
Jon are sitting on the banks of the
(VFDODQWH5LYHUDQGOHWWLQJWKHÁLS
of a beer can determine their route,
they aren’t too concerned. This
LVZKDWLW·VDERXW,PSURYLVDWLRQ
skill, chaos, tools, all coming
WRJHWKHULQWKHSK\VLFDOH[SUHVVLRQ
of adventure, this one, after so
many hints and saving graces,
EHFRPHVDSSURSULDWHO\GXEEHG
´7KH:LOG$VV7RXUµ
The beer can lands on tails, and
WKH\GHVFHQGWKHZDVK7KHQH[W
two days they ride through what
-RQFDOOV´'HDWK6WRUPVµRIUDLQ
DQGZLQG7LFDERR0HVDWKH/LWWOH
5RFNLHVUDQJHODQGDPD]HRI
ÀQJHUOLNHULGJHVWKRXVDQGVRIIHHW
above the lake, bloody hands and
a bushwhack out to the lake where
WKH\EORZXSWKHERDWVDJDLQIRUD

ORQJFURVVLQJRI/DNH3RZHOOWKLV
WLPHLQDGRZQSRXU+RXUVSDVV
7KH\ULVHXSRXWRIWKHODNHLQWKH
SRXULQJUDLQWKHLUVRDNHGFORWKHV
clung to soaked skin. But reaching
WKH/DNH3RZHOO·VHDVWHUQHGJH
is like being reborn, some gift of
warmth sent from the heavens,
EHFDXVHDIWHUSDGGOLQJWKURXJK
headwinds and constant rainfall
ULJKWXSXQWLOWKHLUIHHWOHDYHWKH
UDIWVDQGWKH\GUDJWKHPXSRQ
WKHVDQGWKHFORXGVSDUWDQGWKH
sun bakes down. They take to the
ELNHVWKURXJK5HG&DQ\RQDKDUG
SDFNHGZDVKZLWKJRRGULGLQJDQG
QRSHRSOH:LWKRQHODVWVWHHSFOLPE
and a mile of raging fast downhill,
WKH:LOG$VV7RXUFRPHVWRDFORVH
$VWKH1DYDMRPDQSURPLVHG
they’d seen the beasts of burden,
once tame now roaming, the cliff
HGJHVGURSSLQJVWUDLJKWGRZQ
feet to the water, but thanks to the
:LOG$VVHVDZD\GRZQ+RJDQV
URFNDUW*UDQGPRWKHU·V&DELQD
YLVLWWR(YHUHWW5XHVVDQGSRFNHWV
of wilderness framed by canyons,

each seeming like its own world,
each more beautiful than the last,
DQGDOOLIWRJHWKHUWKHSHUIHFW
WLPHZDUSRIGHVHUWREOLYLRQ2UDV
'RRPSXWVLW´,QHHGWRNQRZWKDW
WKHUHDUHVWLOOSODFHVWKDWDUHGHDG
quiet, but with a loud heartbeat
RIWKHLURZQ7KH:LOG$VV7RXU
ZDVDQRWKHUZD\RIÀQGLQJWKDW
KHDUWEHDWDQGLWZDVSXPSLQJ
harder than ever.” S
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