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DEDICATED

TO THE MEMORY OF

DOCTORV LEONARD SCHOFIELD SUGDEN
WHO WAS DROWNED IN THE
FLOOD WATERS OF THE

STEWART RIVER

- OFF. MAYO’S LANDING

ALASKA ¢
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his memory, for I was his companton on many a wildern _
in Wyommg, and 1 held a deep aﬁ'ectlon for this cultured gen-—
"~ {leman” because of the many kmdly and cterhng tralts that

formed hls character.

chose the profecclon of med1c1ne as the vocatlon of 1

IN MEMORIAM

DOCTOR LEONARD SCHOFIELD SUGDEN’S death,

which oceurred on Thursday, the 24th day of May, 1923,
in the flood waters of the Stewart, off Mayo’s Landing,
cat and sad shock to his many friends.

Alaska, carne as a gr

v' -Asa devoted and. <orr0\\ful friend I have dedlcated this book to .

ess trail

Dr Sugden was a graduate ’of Carnbrldve Unlversuy He' e
1fe that best" EET




In Memoriam

the great need of men of his profession there reached him whilst
he was in China, and he immediately volunteered his services
and was accepted as Lieutenant Surgeon of the Royal North-
west Mounted, serving twenty years in the interior of thé Canad-
ian Yukon without a day’s break of service.

~ Courage, sacrifice and service were the features that marked
his life, and these together with a staunch loyalty, were the in-
gredients that came as a nugget of the pure gold of friendship
from the crucible of his great heart.

The North country to and beyond the Arctic Circle knew
and loved his manhood, and the men and women who dared the
" hardships of the gold trail of '98, will ever and always hold
Dr. Sugden’s memory dear and green in their hearts.

As Lieutenant Surgeon of the Royal Northwest Mounted, he
cared for the health and safety of all those daring souls who
plodded the weary trails in the mad rush of the gold days. As

, an expert pilot, Dr. Sugden ran their provisions and other
+" " worldly possessions through the mad, ‘white hell of water that ‘
' raced through Miles Canyon, known as the White Horse Rapids.

The improvised, rough, home-made boats, the lumber for which
was ripped from the forest trees, conveyed the necessities of life
through the rapids, to be used in the barren wilderness that
- marked the Yukon territory of those days. These boats were

7 :‘f_'placed with a perfect faith in Leonard Sugden s care, and the
falth so freely given, was as freely justified. =~
Dr. Sugden loved his work, and the great, s silent, man- sized -

L Tmenty years of useful work and sacnﬁcmg servme"j

vere thrown freely and wﬂhngly 1nto the lap of time, and he

e only as a man can sen’e whoce heart is in hls work
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In Memoriam

The coast and interior tribes of Alaskan Indlans were his
spec1al care, and his work among them was of such a character
that he was known throughout the Yukon by the Indian name of
“Joneau Jesus,” because of what, to them, seemed the mirac-
ulous magic of his surgery. ,

Dr. Sugden left Alaska to take part in an expedition under
the command of the African explorer, Dr. Owen O’'Neil. The
party penetrated the land of African mystery known as Swazi-
land, and by the good judgment of the leaders a civil war among
the Swazi nation was averted, and a new king placed upon the

“ throne of this last great tribe of the great Zulu Empire.
Ever in harness, ever seeking the wilderness trails, Dr. Sug-
- den journeyed back to Alaska to seek his old work among the
: silver-laden hills to the north of Mayo’s Landing. It seems
fitting that this nature’s nobleman chould meet his fate in the
swollen Spring flood of the Stewart, i the very territory that
~saw his early years of service, but he loved the North country
" and often said that when death clalmed him he hoped the claim

would be made there. .

. The sands of his life have run out, and he has joined that
great array of pioneers whose unmarked graves hold the bones
of those who sleep in canyon, pass and draw, or wh1ten on the
~ gravel bars of the mighty Stewart. The Northern stars keep

Ionely vigil over those graves and the whlte Wolf of the Arctic
howls thelr requiem. ;

Sugden s day is done, and hlS bra've soul has entered the
portals-of Valhalla there to meet in splendld welcome those _
othe' sons of the world’s w1ldernesses _empire buﬂders, who -
vorked and suff ered and dled on the tralls they hlazed knowmg
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In Memoriam’

full well they would never see the civilization that their labors
made possible. '

It may be that a few will read this poor effort to justify Dr.
Sugden’s life and pay a tribute to his memory. His many
friends will appreciate the kindly thought of those ‘who stop in
the mad race of self-advancement, and reflect upon the clean,
manly sacrifices he made for others. It will please the spirit of
this splendid type of pioneer in the country that lies behind the

hidden ranges across the valley of shadows.

JosepH MCALEENAN

Note: The above was originally printed in the * New York
Times” immediately after the news of Dr. Sugden’s death
reached this city. = The reason why I have reprinted it here is,
that in all probability it will be the only‘ fecbrd: in print of Dr.
Sugden that will be preserved, for newspapers do not live long, -
" in fact most copies of all newspapers are more often than not
either buried or burnt, or destroyed in some way or ‘another
within a few hours of their birth, (few things perish and vanish : . -
off the face of the earth so quickly!) and therefore by mcludmg' o B

o it in this volume zt wzll be consemed and wlll survwe.
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INTRODUCTION

HE asphalted avenues of the city resounded with the tramp,
" tramp, tramp of marching feet. War in all its grim glory
held the center of interest as we left New York. The

Vi : _ State Militia, twenty-five thousand men, bronzed and physically
' E - ' - fit, were having their farewell parade. The.sidewalks were
j - " lined with anxious:faced fathers, ,mothers, wives. and sweet-..f

 hearts, watchmg in s1lence as thelr men marched past on thelr'; -
way to Southern camps 'nhere af ter a few months cpent in tram-' |
1ng, they will sail’ for the “Creat Adventure in ’France. T,
© War has taken its toll of our httle party :;Old “Seveniff»:'
'Barks was called at the last mlnute, and his not belng able to" |

go carne as a complete <urpr15e - It 1sha great dlsappomtrnent

to all of us, and it somehow seerned to da: e u and it certalnly
\ dampened our splrlts ‘2 bit. He c,okuld not stay away from see-“ N

-. ing us oﬂ' thoug and he was a sad “medico” as the train pulled..

vere t ansf red"t'

Gy L P e . e g . " : b
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Introduction

Much has been said in the way of praise of this train, but perr-
conally I found it not a bit better than the standards set by the
Eastern roads.

Eating too much and sleeping too little made up the prin-

cipal part of our journey. The dreary ride through the desert

waste of New Mexico, a land parched and gasping for water,

was of little interest. The desert sand whirled in through the

tightly-shut windows and found its way into all our baggage.
Even the rifle barrels in their ccabbards were coated with this
fine desert sand.

Night was hailed with satisfaction, for the hot day winds

of this arid country were tempered by the cool air that comes

with the close of day. Morning and evening were pleasant and
cool, the desert seemed kindly and beautiful during these pe-
riods of the day. The ever-changing color as the sun rose over
the sand waste and the wonderful pearly hues that come just
before night-fall were sights that will be long remembered.
Albuquerque, New Mexico, was of great interest. The sta--
tion and adjacent buildings were of an architecture closely re--
sembling the old Mission buildings of California. The adobe
houses of the Indians lined the tracks in certain localities; their
quaint and peculiarly shaped mud-ovens were all busily en-
gaged as our train passed. Many Hopi Indian women, dressed
injtheir native costume, were at the station selling pottery, beads
and haymmerekd silver ornaments. These articles ‘repreéénted

their principal industries. | They make an attempt at farming, -

. Put their crops are not of much value, because water is so scarce’ .-

~in ,thisja_rid land. ~ The farms we saw\'Wer’Q"pa{Vt}iétié,i,n‘dpedkto;
eyes used to the dark green of smiling Eastern cultivation. :

4




Introductlon

Harvey rules all thmg cornmercml and edlble, along the

Sante Fe rlght of way, and his museum of old Indian relics and

Spamsh antiques at Albuquerque was of great interest. At

' Wmclow we changed our cleeper and were shunted on a 51dmv

t: Wﬂhams, to stay there until morning. We enjoyed our q]eep

thoroughly——the first quiet one since leaving New York. “Red

~John” had his first grumble here. “I wonder when the damn

Grand Céuyon train couples on to this car? I suppose when I
am just about asleep I shall be jerked out of my berth!” He

~ wasn't, for the engineer was of gentle birth, and hated all show

and bus’de. The coupling-up was accomplished without either

”banglngs or ]erkmgs and our car just glided away, we being

hardly aware of the fact that we were off again, that we had

started on the last lap of our railroad journey.

v
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Monday, September 3rd, 1917.

‘ ‘ TE arrived at the Grand Canyon Station at seven- thlrty

this ‘morning, and were ushered up a thousand feet of
stairs to El Tovar Hotel for breakfast, which it is
BT " needless to say we thoroughly enjoyed.
A _The hotel is of half timber and stone conCtructlon ‘with ac-
: L » commodation for two hundred guests. It was barely half full,
S due to the fact that its patrons are tran51ents, coming and going
contmually After breakfast I looked up Mr. Hubbell the
_ tlansportatlon manager for the Santa Fe at this pomt He R
3 | R 1nf0rmed me that Mr. Bass would care for us, and as we were
7 | in a hurry to get aw y he looked up Bass. Upon 1nterv1ew1ng'
% : : thls “old timer” I d1<covered that we could not get under way . o .
.| . before t\\o’o clock_ He 1nformed me that we would leave by;', ', “

‘ and“proceed‘to hls ranch about twenty ﬁve mlles west-’,
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the hotel. My first view was disappointing, but its vastness

grew upon me as peak after peak of the great counter-sunk

range bulked big through the haze. Canyon after canyon,
the smallest of which could hold many Yel-

gorge after gorge,

lowstone canyons, came int
ceen such color as radiated from the

o my range of v151on, and never in

my experience have I
depths of these children of the tremendous main gorge. Red,
ere the principal colors, and a soft haze

M-

white and copper w
turned the distant peaks and turrets as well as the timbered

rim of the north side to a deep sapphire blue. Passing clouds
threw shadows of fantastic form on the great sunken peaks
and- on the canyon floor. Every moment the colors changed,
suggesting the same effect as if a great kaleidoscope were taken
and_placed before the eye. I shall not attempt to describe

. this greatest wonder of the world. The most noted “‘word-
“smiths” have failed dismally, and the only artist who has suc-

]
-

, : upper receptlon room in El Tova
i
: approach any human being will ever make either in words or

o o » - pigments to portray this wonderful canyon.
{8 R B . - Tt might be well to take up the story of the Grand Canyon
[ L O of the Colorado, pubhshed by the Santa Fe, and from its pages

- copy a few items. of 1nterest

on/was: developed He says '
_w/ll d steep 51ded valley, more than a mlle deep, wh1ch

3 ot , ¢ ceeded'is. Moran, whose masterpiece hangs on the walls of the ~
r; it represents the nearest:j

- The author, Mr.. N. H Darton, attempts w1th splendld‘*;',“-":'.-1 '
thought a simple explananon of the condmons under whlch the;-ff '
‘ “The Grand Canyon is. a-'
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_ Amerlca, whlch rises in the’ Rocky Mountains in Colorado and
Wyommg and empties into the Gulf of California. The average

e

Grand Canyon Tralls

width of the canyon is eight miles, but it is fourteen miles wide
at the head of Bass Trail. Its sides are a succession of rocky
slopes-and sinuous cliffs, some of which are huge steps or ter-
races with from three to five hundred feet sheer descent.

“The Colorado River in the Grand Canyon averages about
three hindred feet wide, thirty feet deep, and with a mean veloc-
ity of about two miles an hour. It has a volume of twenty
thousand cubic feet a second at times of ordinary flow. At
times of flood, which are not infrequent, the depth is more than
twice as great and the velocity and volume greatly increased.
The river falls about six hundred feet in its passage through
fifty miles of the central part of the canyon, or twelve feet to

the mile. At all times the water is muddy with sediment and

the floods. not only carry a great volume of sand and gravel,
but move huge boulders and rocky masses down stream. When-

“ever ram fall Je many side streams discharge into the river

greater or less’amount of debrls gathered on the side slopes
of the: canyon. The great river eventually carries all this
matenal through the’ canyon and out into the flat country or to

'ude water, far to the ‘southwest.

: “‘How 'was it formed'?’ is one of the very first questions
hich comes to_ the mmd of a person lookmg at the stupendousv oy
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tmuous plam It has continued for many years and is still

in vigorous operation. The deepening and widening will con-

tinue to progress, for the gorge must be two thousand feet deeper

than it now is before the great river reaches sea level, or a grade

so low that the debris can no longer be removed.
- “An important agent in the development of the canyon has

"been a gradual uplift of the whole plateau country, which has
maintained the steep down-grade of the river. The cutting of

canyons and valleys by running water is a very common action
in progress everywhere, but the Grand Canyon is probably the
most impressive and picturesque example of it in the world.
The principal cause is that running water carries sand in suspen-
sion and this water-borne sand cuts the rock, whether hard or

' soft, tearing off grains or small fragments which are thereafter
-~ carried down-stream. The amounts depend mainly upon the
‘ velomty and volume of the stream, but the process is unending.”

- The foregoing concise explanation of the canyon’s, birth will

"be of interest to many who have stood on the brink of this mar-
~ velous’ gorge and wondered how even the gigantic forces of Na-

ture could accomplish such a stupendous labor. -

" After all, the Irishman’s philosophy- is correct. “What fhe

B hell difference doés it make as to how it came" It’s here,” ‘and

an astoundmg spectacle it is, holding the eye for hours at a
6. with its amazmg color, the we1rdness of its formatlon, and




S brose Means, our gulde, _to look after us, had no bearmg or the‘-". -
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that the canyon possessed him, and that he could not live else-

where.

- There is a movement on foot to make this' entire region a
great National Park. If it goes through, no other National
Park, no other spot in this old world can be corﬁpared to it for
imposing majesty. From the splendid spruce forests of the
north rim, the semi-arid forests of yellow pine, pinon and
juniper of the south rim, down to the desert flora of the canyon

floor, it furnishes examples of tree and plant life that cannot

be found in any other area of like proportion in the world.

We had an early lunch and hurried through the meal, as
there was much to do in the way of packing our duffle bags for
the trip. It is said that “knowledge is power”; we would re-
vise this old maxim where Bass is concerned, for if we had
known Bass we would have had “time to burn,” so in our case
“knowledge would have given us time.”

The old laggard arrived two houfs later than the hourrset
' He had; a rickety old motor- -car Qeatlng three people and the -
- driver.- Our party numbered five. -Add to these two engineers,

" Bass, and an extra man, and it is no mental tnck to figure out
that we were crowded. - This slight increase over the capaeity
of the car meant nothmg to Bass. He knew we would make
other arrangements——and the fact that he had been paid by Am- -




gu'lrsed the rocks with a growth of golden rod. The growth was’
- ‘thickest near pasture gates where one was about ready to get out
: ".and help the poor chauffeur by opening the gate and waiting
';-:-'to close it. Just as one was about to step off cleverly, the hid-
‘ Trxden rock comphcated matters and one flew out into space, land-

Grand Canyon Trails

nijvgélf; in the Pierce Arrow, “Red John,” Mike Sweeney, and

the others in the Bass buggy. They got under way ahead of

- us, but we caught and passed them at a cross-road and for the o

rest of the journey I tried to get a bet down with Austin or

Billy at odds of two to one that we would be wrecked before we

reached Bass’s cabin. Our driver threatened to climb every ‘ |
tree along the pine forest road, and apparently only changed A
his mind when he spied a fine large rock in the highway. It

was no trick to find a rock; any tenderfoot without the assistance

of a guide could do that, and any that might be missed by the

driver, would be found by the car, and I am reasonably certain

that we missed none. By courtesy the road was designated as .

>a state road in one of Fred Harvey’s Tourist Guide Books.
»Fred, has imagination. No man could write facts and dlsgulse

o them"és‘ he does; his is real genius and only a vulgar person

WOuld call him a liar.. I would rather observe that his is a cre-

_ ,auve imagination born in the man.

. This state road as we journeyed on, lost its honesty and dis-

well it makés no dlfference where he landed,-

ing on his
or on what, it is enough to state that he did not land on his feet.

No. spot'm the world has so many pasture gates as this locality. *
e We arrlved at Bass s camp in two

t tired countmg them.
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= consxdermg the care- free methods’ employed hy the drlver, it
" was equally remarkable that we arrived at all.

. Bert Luzzon and Bill Shay met us at the cabins.

“Well, how did you make it, boys?” came the questlon.

“Fine and dandy,” we replied, “but it mlght be well to put
the driver u_nder. observation, for we feel reasonably certain that
he is contemplating suicide, and being of a friendly character,
he does not like the idea of going over ‘The Big Divide’ alone.”
- “Hell! boys,” said Bert with a laugh, “don’t be too hard on
the foreigner; he’s only a bit locoed. Nobody speaks his
language here, and anyway, driving is not his job.”

He was an artist, but the fact that he was color-blind in-
terfered with his art, so he took to driving tourists. . He has the
proper artistic soul to show the canyon to tourists, at least Fred
Harvey said so, and Fred knows everythmg worth knowmg
about this country. '

" Both of these boys were fine types of the old tlme cow- hoy
_While Bert was gettmg supper we foregathered wrth Bill Shay. :
1 asked Bill if there were many lions on the north rnn.r';“Hell""
said he;.“there are all kinds of them over. there a man s in
danger of being run out of the country hy hons over on the:
Kaibab at any time.” SR o

" Bill Starr asked “Do they put up any kmd of a ﬁght”’ ,
o “Naw, sa1d B111 “1f they d1d one old tom would be able'
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them the two engmeers, Messrs. A.A. Wren and J ohn Morrow
of Prescott and Tucson, Arizona. They planned to prospect
for copper along the north rim, near a spot called the “pools.”
These professionals were quite reticent about their hopes of a
strike. Not a word could be gotten out of them when copper
was the subject. In fact, the older man, Morrow, looked and
acted as if he had robbed and murdered some one.

Bass’s camp is rather a crude affair, not in any way suit-
able for the tourist trade of this region, and I would strongly
advise tourists to keep to the hotel and its camps. The hotel
people are responsible business men and they cater in every
way to the comforts of their patrons. - Bass is all rlght for
hunter and pack-train outfits. Bert Luzzon did the best he
could to meet the lack of provisions on hand. No butter, no
meat, just a bit of ham and a weird and varied assortment of
pigs’ feet. ‘ SR
- Anzona air supphed an appet1te that worried but little over ‘; :
“the menu furnished at the. Bass’s camp, food was: what we
wanted; the quality was not of supreme 1mportance. b

The moon was. well up in the heavens as we finished the '
evening meal, and its pale hght softened the rough outlines
of the crags in the canyon. As it rose higher the great counter-
sunk mountain ranges were sof’rly 111um1nated and stood forth

w1th the' clearness of a cameo. .
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The Grand Canyon from Desert View




Glories of the Grand Canyon from Bass’ Trail
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" the arranged 51gnal flashed across the ‘sixteen miles of canyon.

 the rim, some. thirty years ago. All water had to be carrled a
: dlstance of sixty miles, as there was no known source of supply
~ The old man was full of reminiscences and very wordy He

- fact did everythmg but d1g the canyon 1tse1f He complamed
‘b /terly'of the Santa Fe s hlgh pr1ces, but’ the companson be- .

They looked like fire-flies, but they must have been of con-
siderable size, as our fire covered over ten feet of ground and
was over six feet in height. Moonlight filled the canyon with
a brilliant light and one massive crag, known as the “Holy-
Grail,” stood silhouetted in the silvery light, its roughness tem-
pered by the soft radiance and deep shadows. '

The primitive form of fire signals was most interesting,
particularly as our fire was lighted near an old Aztec fort, at
a spot where no doubt many fire signals were flashed across the
canyon in bye-gone years, telling maybe of the commg of the

Spaniards.
0ld man Bass arrived at the cabins with the luggaae late

in the evening and after having a bite to eat, joined us at the )
fire. All conversatlon ceased and we listened to Bass expatiate -
on the canyon. It seems that he was the first man to settle on

hates’ the Santa Fe and claims to have. discovered all thmgs of
interest in relatlon to the canyon, huxlt all the roads, and in

reen the s hedlﬂed prlces of the company and Bass’ s ﬁgures’-
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' Lo ' - We carried our sleeping Vba‘gs to the e&ge of the ca_nyon' and -
threw them down there. We were all filled with high expect-
ancy of the morrow’s sunrise, and were so excited and antici-
pating so much and to such a degree, that, although.we were all
very tired, still sleep on- this memorable night did not get us i
for an hour or so, but eventually one after another succumbed, '

and Morpheus had us.all at last. =~ = . ,

¥

. -
f
.
'




Along the Trail to Shinumo Creek Canyon®
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- Grand Canyon Trails

Ticesday, September 4th.

RED sky proclaimed the coming of day. The moon

was-still brilliantly shining, filling the canyon, with

its soft light, until the sun climbed over the horizon.
My pen is notn equal to describing the beauty of the.changing 3
scene. It must be. seen to be realized, and even then, nelther
eye nor mind can grasp its’ eluswe my stery, and 1t passes away

hke a beautlful vmon.r
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Grand Canyon Tra1ls

" While the packmg was in progress old Bass 1n515ted upon '
entertaining us with poems of his own manufacture, the metre
of which hmped like hell and the subjects were neither classical
nor decent. Ten o *clock saw us under way down the Bass trail
to the granite gorge on the ‘edge of the river.

The trail became rougher as we reached the lower plateau
where the cactus and tubar, the one with the long yellow stalk,
becarne quite plentiful. From this point it became narrow and
quite indistinct, criss-crossing along the face of the sheer rock
with a fearsome drop in places of close to a thousand’ feet.
As we reached the lower levels the dry heat became oppressive
and when we arrived at Rock Camp, where we stopped for
lunch, the super-heated air felt as if it came from a-furnace.
All the water bottles, for every man carries one in this coun-
try, were hot to the touch, and the water they contamed was
tepld and. unpalatable. “There was a sprlng at thxs _camp, but’ R
the bodies of two snakes, a few spiders,. droppmgs, etc., mixed
in it by some of our careless pack arumals madé it unﬁt for-
drlnkmg, although before thls trip is’ over We may not be so -
fastidious. I remarked this t6 “Red J ohn as we looked at

the spring. - “That may be so,” sa1d the Red One,” “but I’ll*}

be damned if I won't be decent and fastldlous as long as I can.”

great rocks whlch had fallen from the gramt
OVE us; th1s fock shower is contmuous nd the rattle of stone

From Rock Camp to the Colorado gorge our way led overru_; o
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The vastness of thlS country is beyond descnptlon.

loses all sense of proportlon and thinks only of how small and
- After a two-

A

one

vpuny he is in comparison to his surroundings.
hour ride we reached the edge of the black granite gorge,
through which the yellow Colorado flows with considerable
disturbance. :
It took us five and a half hours to make the descent from
the rim to the river. Owing to the steepness of the trall packs
were continually working loose, and much time was spent in
re-packing them. -1 doubt that even with a good horse, un-
‘hampered in any way, the trip could be cut more than three
hours under our time, the distance from the rim to the river
at this point being a fraction under nine miles.
No water apart from the turbld muddy Colorado can be
found at this point on the south side of the canyon. -~ = L
o Ambrose Means was to meet us at the river, but he was. o o :
: ', not in ev1dence, hut about five- thxrty we spotted old “Bosom 7 7oL ' )
pack train, like a line of crawlmg ants away up on the peak -
- “of the hills on the other 51de of the river: ,They chmbed down -
o the face of the chﬂ's, dlsappearmg behind a great peak, appear-'
mg agam in'a short tlme aroundbthe s onlde of a rldge, thh Sl
'Ambrosemthelead AR A L 7
We got busy with” ourr stuFE and had itin the cable-cage ]ust' S
leans and th rain arrlved on the oppo=1te chﬁ o L
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ture bullt of odd bxts of plankmg and held together w1th a few
nalls and a quantity of bailing wire.

Ambrose was sure glad to seé us and regretted the absence
of “Seven Barks.” The war has taken its toll of the boys out
‘in the Arizona waste places, and any minute the draft may call
our cook and two of the men.

Introductions Awere in order and we met Bob and Bill
Vaughn. - Our two mining engineers crossed over with us, and
upon learning that the “pools” were a two days’ journey from
the river decided that they could not spare the time, at least
that was the reason they gave, so they returned to the south
side with Bert Luzzon‘; Wren was a kmighty'ﬁne chap,’ and'I
was sorry to see him- go.‘ IR

- Six o’clock saw our pack train ready to start for Shmumo
- Creek camp, and we ‘arrived there about seven-thirty. The

» trail was’ cteep and rough steeper than any we have met so far
;/_ in this country Upon toppmg out on high rldge two wonder-
- ful v1ews of tbe Colorado river lay before us: the great sweep
of river running’ whlte and broken between the walls of the can
.yon, 1ts mud colored waters turned to sﬂver in the dymg twi-
:'light.f; : B .
Towards the north r1m lay a most amazmg gorge; the mas-
swev chﬁ's nsmg sheer for a thousand feet on’ both cldes, the




sbft, fine lava dust and 'san'db lay a foot 'deepv;.‘v and the tramp-

- Grand Cavr'iy‘on’v-Trévilsr

ing, restless pack horses raised it in soft yellow clouds. " Cactus
and mesquite were the only green things, together with the heavy
brush that borders all streams. The yellow sand and the mas-
sive black granite formed a pleasing contrast to the eye. We
took advantage of the clear Shinumo and had a most welcome E ’ |
plunge in its cool waters; it was a luxury worth more than we ‘

could afford to pay had it been in the hands of some pirate that

usually controls such things.
Supper was served by the light of the moon and, following a
life long camp habit, we sat down in the sand to eat. No one
was hungry, as the heat was intense,'registéring one hundred and .
twenty degrees at eight-thirty in the evening. Water was craved
by Veverybody, and I will 'wager a good bet that Bill Starr drank
two gallons in ‘a_n_' hour." We all retired early, sleeping Qr’}iithég
qutéidé of our blankets without covering of é‘ri‘)‘?‘kbirid(;' The ~ - |
moon madé thecanyonasbrlghtas day, and"ige,‘tovssed;ajraofu’xid A R I

until tired nature asserted jtself; and, in spite of the heat, sleep-




3 .‘v101ent fancy to water on this trip. - ‘ . i
‘ - Bill Shay kllled a large dlamond back rattler below the cor-, o

‘ral where we kept our horses last nlght - The’ snake had ten :
'_>ratt1es and a button and showed ﬁght str1k1ng three tlmes bef ore' :

Grand Canyon Trails-

W ednesday, Septemberv5th.

BREAKFAST at daylight, for we hope to “top out” tonight.

“Red John™ was in bad humor this morning, because for -

the first time in his life he had slept outside his blankets,” 7

and he cussed the heat, the canyon and all other things.  Bill
Starr had no wish for anything but water, and I thmk without~
stretching-it a bit, that he can store more water in his system

‘than any other living man. He says that he. ‘rarely drinks a

glass of water a day;” it may be so, but he certamly has taken a






