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Wiy way up on the top left-hand corner
of the map, where the skinny serew-
driver end of the Idaho Panhandle abuts
the forested border with Canada, vou'll
find a road, marked U.S, Route 95,

It’s a perfectly good strerch of graded
blacktop, and a Sunday drive might fol-
Jow it down from the Canadian woods,
cross the trestle bridge over the Moyie
River, and proceed through the quaint
lumber towns nestled in the Idaho
wilderness, Given Monday, you might
even continue on 95 south through

Boise, Las Vegas, and Yuma, Arizona.

It's a straight shot, just 1,700 highway
miles, and vou'd be in Mexico by Photogranhy bv BREE FITZGERALD
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OFF AQAD BUT EN ROUTE: Easterm
Oregon’s Avord Desert, midway
thraugh ths author's Cansds-10
Misico pawemant-freg Doyssey
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we hadn't meoved at all » Jooks up from the map; “Whatp
Heneath our position; the map wos  she says

vemed with thousands of dotted red lines Lan you imagine? "Good moming

-5,000-STAR ACCOMMODATIONS
EAMPING DOESN'T GET MORE LUXURIOUS THAN THIS
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ILDROADS

Sncapaivea. Care for some jecky, Saco.
gaweds” It's exhpusung.”

She just looks ar me

“Nou know, like Sacky, ot something.”

Bree looks buck at her maps. "1t's a mys-
tery,” she says,

In places, the mountain switchbacks are
momcrei s aoed i, aid auleninal larches con-
fetti our progress with golden needles. In
oitHers, the mountiintop topography is s
abtuse as the crown of a molsk, Each time
trail meets trail we confront a fresh riddle,

The rouds become smaller and prassier untl,
Fimully thisge dewn't ek likee romdie ar all

I stop the car, Bree looks from the GPS
to the map to the almostroad. "What's the
ward, Sacky?" Task

Biroe looks over. "Is that me, now?"

"Test trving it our,” 1 sy

"SWell unvway, 1 think this {s the track we
wiinted. At least on paper.”

*OK,"T say. *Sacky"

T think Clik was the quier type.”

I proceed until the tail nurrows w o rock
ledpe with warertall washours. 1t poo thinmw
tuirn. koo hairy o reverse, The view from my
window 15 striagght down, 1 stéer hard againgt
thie ricnntainside. Saplings sorenm against the
i, knocking the mirmars flaz ay cars. The
fuct is that we're not goiig to tip, and the Jeep
can fit, barely But that's abstract math right
now: The car, like the road, Is pew to us; us off-
poadeias wiolre adelescents, slowly coming 1o
understand our gize, power, and Hmitations,

Then, finally; I dost—turn a comer, miss ir,
undd stick awheel over the chiff edge. The sin.
whion striles us s an emergoncy, and we kil
the engine. [t's quier then, just my hoartbear
vk the erealon of glant rrees swaying inowind.
This 3 a nowel seenuro for us, Obviously,
theere's some correct courie of action Here, but
whatever it is, that's new 1o us as well My
wview through the windshield s the void, ancd
nest to it Hree, assessing the situation by
pressing her palms v her termples and maldng

DCK BATH: Wanhing

a divaghnut shape with her mouth. She's been
taking pletures constantly, but she's noy taking
pletures of this—maybe, 1 think, in case it
poes tagically wrong and she needs o forger
it. Sowhen 1 oaen the key, lock the hubs, and
sinphy back our, it seems heroic.

“I've ot a deal for you,” Bree savs, cluich:
ing the map. “T'll promise 1o keep us on the

righr track o Mexico if you promise 1o keep
g iom thie rosd.”

Like the empires of antiguity, America
depends on d netwark of good, standardized
roads 1o define itseli us united and whale.
The modemn traveler can crass the country in

fust o few days, insulared from the ground by
luyers of tar and shiclded from the counery
side by alleys of concrete. Engineers und
dynamite have leveled the hills; plows and
salt make snow n remporary inconvenience.
Maost miles are traveled in waffic, patrolled
by police, end well-described by signs and
Michelin prdes. Onvirtually any whim voo
can stop for gas or supplies, usually in reat
stops with familiar franchises,

Over the miles, the accents and uni-#

forms change, some truck stops ate more
charismatic than others, bt the most strik-
frg thing about these crosk-country journeys

i their essental sameness. American rosds
are perfect for hauling Galifornia letuce 1o

Maire, or for weekending in some isoluted
island of parkland. But waveling cross-
country in 21st-century America hardly con-
stitutes an adventure in itseli.

Or so we thought, until we met Jerry f
Caounta and Dave Hurchens, Jery ls a Bocing |
aerospace enynneer, Dave a retired fireman.
Both share a passion for motorcyeles, and
American dirr, For the past decade, they've
spent most of their free time woling sround
the unpaved expanses of the American Wes,
In the process. they've discovered a sort of
rural Shangri-la, hidden within the sprawling
grids of the modermn-day U.S.A

Isclated stretches of legal, drivable dirt
ure scattered all across this country; Jerry
and Dave's innovation was to plece these
wild roads into a cohesive border-to-border
corridor—from the Canadian line above
Idaho and Montana, over to Eastern Ope:
gon, and finally south aeross Nevada and
Southern California 1o Mexico. Essenrially,
Jerry and Dave hod Magellan'd a way 1o tra-
verse the country on dir,

‘The concept srruck: me as a revelarion, T'd
asstimed that dirt roads belonged to o pioneer
tation—a nostilgie, untamed Americn that
existed only in the drive-in theater screen of
the heart. But 1 was wrong, Mot only did this |
unpaved America exist, it was drivable, too— |
Jerey and Dave had macde the trele several
times with a team of hikers. Some of the |
stretehes were too dsolated, rocky, or thin for
anvthing bigger than a motorcyele, they cau
tioned, but in theary, it might be possible o
combine their (GRS coordinates with my maps
and navigate nsimilar borderto-border dint
cdvisey In a four-wheeled vehicle, What was
ot there? The onlyway to know wae 1o go.

Perhaps the most tamous diey foud In

Matth America crosses between Powell
Junction and Cunvon Junction along the

high ridges above Idabo's Lochsa River, It's
a high trail Hanked by freweed and endless

vistas of the Bitterroot mountaing that most
maps |abel “Forest Road 5007 and most
folks know by the 19308 Forest Service
moniker "Lalo Motorway”

"Motorway” is a decemwing term; the
desolice, unpaved grade s soosally sn
pnly slightly improved version of the 19th-
centuty Bird-Troax route, which was gsed
by prospectors as o lind bridge between
rumork back East and the hard facts of the
northern Idaho goldfields. The miness
themsulves were dmply Following a trall
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AND SOME

described 60 years eatlier by Lewis and
Clark, whose 12-day ordeal through snow,
hail, and rain saw them exhausted, then
lom. and finally hungry encuah to eat their
;u;_lqhuu.c:. Oddly, the boys thoge the
same route for their returmn east in 1806

At Horse Sweat Pass, we ride above the
trail that Lewis described ad "excessively
dangerous . . . being o natrow rockey path
generally on the side of steep precipice, from
which in many places if ether man or horse
were precipitated they would inevitably be
dashed in pieces,” and we pass Dry Camp
where, py Clark wrote, fell @ Prey
{0 our appetites.”

The route was a window into their adven-
rure, both importan pnd unplessunc. Bul,
For us, it was also o simiple and beautiful ride,
the kind that doesn't always give itself to
description. I think Clark said it best, in his
journal of September 16, 1805: “To describe
the road of thit day would be a repitition of

yegterday excpt the Snow which made it

“acoalt,
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TRIPS ARE AN ADVI
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miich wors. , . ." The fact s, aside from some
engineering tweales and the invention of spell
check, the Lolo hasn't changed much in the
past 200 vears, Changed maore is the way we

travel it. Lewis and Clark made the jourmey in
i week and a half, starving and shivering and
hitching the whole way Bree and [ bomb over
the Lolo in one brilliant afternocn. We see
less Lolo than the Corps of Discovery did.
But our trip has just begun

HELLS CANYON

Mot all state borders are meaningful. Many

W just suvey lines diawn for convenicnce
ar politics or the land grant of a European
king, lines which, to a driver on & cross-
country road trip, signify nothing more than
i new state hird or Bower. On o paved road,
borders mark progress, not terrain

Bt gome horders falloa i |||'|q.l_i|'|i1 O

tours; these are meaninghul, especially o s
dirt-driver. To wit: Otegon's northeastern
border, which bulges into Idaho like an
aneurysm. This is Hells Canyan, & basalt
labyrinth exchad over eons by the thundes-
ing Snake River,

It was alresdy dark when Bree and 1
pulled inte Copram; Idaho, population 11
The town felt too high and weird to make a
good camp, so Bree flicked on the dome
light and ran her finger along 1o the nexr dot
on our map, Oxbow, perhaps ten miles
ahead, just over the Oregon border. In
deciding to cross the state line, we had
unwittingly chosen to traverse the deepest
river garge in North America, in the dark,
along a precipltous mule eracl eut o ceniury
ago 1o haul copper ore down o the Snake
River, Sitting in the dark, in o dead townin s
green woods, we had no way of knowing just
how close to hell we were.

We lenve Cupram in a blink, blink a few
mare times throtgh o peaceful woods. then
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bégin o downhill. [t stars gently, A moment
later, we find ourselves on a steep, rock
strevin slope where free full beging fust halfa
foot from our hubeaps, It seems 1o drop for
ever: in reality the distunee s eloder 1o five
Empire State Buildings stocked end on end
But n the dark, our keenest observitions
abowit the surprsing scale and geology are
chietly protane and scatological and shouted
over and over by Bree, who by now has
pressed her tace incredulousty 1o her sndow

O, you limve w siep du,* $say, “T'm
not looking. 1'm rying w stay conl.”

"Nou huve tosce this! ™ Bred siyvs,

"Stuying cool,” 1 say. “Not looking.”

To ouir left is u blasted basale fuoe, Ahead
the high beams catch o few feet of gravelly

-|-.a[.h.-. thien u-ul];illy. to the rght, the Lighe

whines into space, Mlumineeng anlv duse. Tt
must be i corner, s L torm, slosady, tum d little
more, see moe moad, more blasted rock wall
good, | pump the bmbke, the speedomerer
needle jerks like a heartbeat, Only 20 more
||'||]1."‘1 .lr'lil WE TS |:It|,'|'|||']:

"Charlie, vou have o see this!" Bree savs
Lian voul sce thass"

"Nt lockmge,” T saw “Realln

It's a6 it the atmosphere hod disappegred
and lebrus naked w space. Gusts whistle
ind prush e our vehicle, but the ciir i slightly
oo heavy to Hy Despive the bitter cald, my
huinels s wet o thr whisal

"Leet's wy the vadio, hub#" I say, “Some
thing conl.” Bree's on program. She flicks the
switch and lnds o station. Johmmy Cash, Wil
Wavlon, Sure volces mingling with the heat
from the venits, Thiy're cool. Il be coal, too

Forty-tive minutes loter we armive at the
biottomy, W loow it's the bottom because
sitdendy there's nowhere o fall to. T un
eramg my thigh, which has been muscling the
brake, Fred Flmtstone stvle. Then we st 1o
lvugh. Suddenty, we really need o beer

The Helly Canvon Innis o parking lor ol
pickups leacing to a bar full of dudty beards
il baseball cops. Dwaine's beard 1i longer
und Brayer than the uﬁ]!t'h. his Ap more
weathered. His fingers, wrapped around s
Bud longneck, ure flattened and cuked with
lhl LA

Like evcryonc clac in the bar, Dwalie's
working on the power lines, [t's o nasty job
thar nobeady wanted, building foundations
TOr SUPPOLT FOWES [0SRy juice up and over
these mi INTAINE, O Dwaine's COmpPAany wus
the only bid. He describes this job proodly
a5 “drilling holexs in the devil's haad

W follow his hinke ||f|:|:-uu|| ol the park
1 [t ocmaing and sw ervinig in the dark. The
drill swamper's comp s around the bend (rom
the slulce gates of the Brownlee Dam, and
Drwaine hius o trailer and a blow heater and
=il lhj.:ll bieer o gtcrriey 1o Jast s untd dawsn

Dwaine was raised by his father in the
logging camps, and he likes his life, moving
b o jab, dier under his nails, his soeff in
bragzs. 1r's hard work, work he's goesd ar, and
he Likes tha, 1oo. Likes it more now thar fus
sister Sue and her dog have come w live
with him-arrer her last divorce

I']-H.tl J I}L‘;II Mom's Il_‘|.1lr|.i"- Sle |!'\-L|'.‘
Mo, Dwrine save, He tilis his beer, brings i
back, Tied her. Mom was married four
times. Last Sue saw of her number four was
over 4 shotgun barrel, him running naked

theough the railer coun, sill covered in
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konp. Now she's here, cooldng three
gpgiures a cay for 30 hungry drillers

As o beerdrinhker, as o detlber, Dheaime’s all
first gedr, plowing slowly ahead e o ractor
turning earth, and he can go all night. Buot
after 14 Tieurs in the saddle Bree und Toare
wiped. Drwimme's gor o rent all set up, the
stannd-up Kisact Kimd with an inflatable ma
tees aiid e own blowe heater, Th over
whelming generosity i e o lollaby, and we
craw] under his Cocn-Cola blanker und close
cnreves. The darkness s o biss, Somewhere
bevond the camp, the Browmlee wirbines are
dineletrip megawartoff the Stake River

[ wale with the better part of a 12-pack
pounding in my temples, Dwaine's wleeady
passlng up the trucks for asother big day on

the basaly, and Sue's been conking bor hours

There's coffee onln the barn, and 4 camp s
Wi ||:'|||. al I,'lﬁ'lh'.l;il."i |.|:I|.| bacon and ERRS Al
rrare bacon. [ wash inope of those public w
||,'I'| ','..|1|'||.‘ Lt h.l'.'l.' D WHYE VOIr arms 1o
feepr the lghts ony 1 comb my bair, shave
even. When | requen for breakfast, the dog

harkes ar me like a stranper

GREAT BASIN

e Grent Basin iof the Ametican West is the
fifth largem desert on Earth, only a sandbox
smaller than the Ar Rub’ al Khall of Saudi
Arabia. It's distnoly framed an the map by
the Wasatch Mountans and the Sierm
Newnda, east and west, and less obviously by
thie trthutary canvons of the Colormdo River
|0 the saurh. We approach, of course, from
the ntwth, via the high ridges of Oregon's
Srlee River Plaina, Ir's obwvious thir vway, (oo

:\ql-.l sireant or |i'v'4.'r l|.||]l eriters this vas:
sink ever reaches the ocenn. No water leaves
the hasin, except through evapomition, 1 you

Were & |-.||.1|..'h'u|-. yieh mipht donsider the
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Cireat Basin a soar of Hotel Cali

formin. O, i you wers o Budolis
raindrop, vou might consider the
fruscruting cyile of forming in the
clouds, falling 1o Eurth hete, and
evaporuting again o sort of hydro.
logical dharma, One day, if the
wind were blowing rlght, wou
might leave this earthly plain

Undl then, you're stuck in o
.i‘ll!;, blimd-shouldered country of
hills and cattle furms. where cons
of water over anciept lavn have
etched out o rolling landscape
that has du_'pi]s, l:l.l.l (§IN ] :Ill:lp_]l.[.
Theie saft hills appear, from a
distance, like piles of sleeping
preyhounds. After a week in the
Jagged preen pl_'nI-L-; ol the great
northern Bockies, this smooth dry
world s a fresh discovery, In the
Bitterroots, we grew pecitimesd
| (%] u‘iTI'\.[I'I,EI_ I"lll.t'll ”... tiT'-'-r-'llLi {1!-'il.'|."'\
either loorming menacingly abuove
g or lost in trees stuggeringly far
beclioveer, In Chregon's Great Baain,
IIIE.' IIJI]I! II.FJL:\ LI I.H‘.I'.]I.'I: il.l ‘L'I:'tl}
direction, like an unspooling map. You need o
lenovr whete you're goimg, or yoi need 1o find
somebodywho docs.

Wi find the regulirs sitting over colfee
around o card table at the Haliway Seed snd
Feawd T thisr bemewr this rroielee aoiith 3 Waek
wredd o eludee-baos and par the creels oo tha
way in the forties; Bill worked as u manch haned
in the srew. They know T op down the map
aned putss Bl the highlighter

“That's big mnch 1ermitory,” Bill says,
*Lowely suff” He wipes his hands on his
haeel blue jedrs and hitches a thumb onoa
piscdizes buckde. “You'll see crirvens out thiene for
sure. Bl Wild hiorses.”

“Tseen n deer out there us big a8 my
hisrse,” Mack says. The old gov has o tew
LLS.AL ball cap perched jauntly an his gray
head, now shaking with excitemicnt Yiaw
sure don't (et a thing ke that.”

"Thing i, it moight fin” Bl sape. Fle
plinces oot the window, "Ik does, just sop
and wait, It's all dusty clay out there. Your
tires get bigger and bigger und you can’t go
I14|"|Jup.]4 "

“Tve been there,” Mack says

“And if you break down cutside of any:
where, sit tight,” Bill savs. “There'll probably
be someane by in acouple dovs.”

“Ihitcensus tiker gor lost outsde of Tun-
b Frre— o g wae o, Rall#”
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*Four days,” Bill says, "Of course, if vou
do run into anvone, vou'll have o hard time
petiing going agnn. Those boys stay: on
those vanches all yeur, and they'll want o
st atnel visit,”

“All vhe way m Mevien om those roads”
Mack suys, He shokes his heod. "Boy, tha
soningds real good.”

W trace the soft banks sbove the broad
Snuke River, where the carth has sh !ll].'.hl.'r.l n
Fhisusend -Font scurps owaed the water's edge
like u child's sand castle coving to the tide
Bevond thais the big-ranch landscape Bill
and Mack described—days of sun and fences
anct milles and miles of tollmg scrub. In i, our
car feels no bigger than o matchbox. Some
rouds crisseross 1o the hoeizan, others wind
and eddy fike an old serenmm Ar thi: erossroads
the wooden signs lie like skeletans In desic-
cated piles, polnting only st the sky. We stop,
struining to name the buttes, compuring the
roaed sheend sgrinst the lines on our map
Nothing quite fits. S0 we guess and po,
noodling in the dust for howrs, watching the
g rcedle; then gucss agiin

e of the benefis of vraveling eenpry ter.
ritory with camp gear i char you can bed
dewn whenever the sun s Lo loww: ro mawa-
gate, By riow, we have the beginnings of & rou
tine; Bree wssembles the tvent and sleeping
arcangernent in the dyving light while 1 unpack

the pear and set the fre. We find
b SLicainl Lo vfil:‘llﬂ 1I|‘. Il\l:‘l. Euswimn
our fheck and nrims; we have a
propine lantern o cook by a fiee
grate and stove 1o cook on, and o
coaler full of Bitterroot snowhalls,
cocktails;, and dinner du jour.
H!l“i"‘\ FrATires I“-‘IFII.' II'.I"-I'II ﬁ!'H nes
trout on the windshield. Then,
uptally, we make colfes and
breakdust, pack up, and move oo

Bur today we're cold, and
close enough 10 pavement for
bt breakfast In Janmoes the
Oasis diner—everything in o
desert is named Oasis—has bis-
cuits and spusage gravy on the
mieny; horse mailers in the park-
ing lot, and notices for rommway
teens and roping Surnaments
and pedigree pomiers on the
messepe board. And one sad,
hand-lemwered flyer that reads
“Whnted: Like 1o travel and be
truck driver's companion Ask
for Row” When the
L I'L Ars orllr !"\til.'n.l.'h Wl LIII.l.L'l'I LriLr

empty colfee muogs like lite preservers

THE SLUMGULLION

ULl |

Wailress

Nevadu's mostly nothing, The maps here are
siy fuall of nothing thar they've on & differen
scale, fovy miles to the neh, They look like hig
coloring haaks, except that they've lizady
been colored in with ame sepia cravan. A big
black dor on o Nevada map means even less
than it did in Oregon or Tdaho, which 1= saying
o lov. A ranch gets o dor, A house gets a dot
Anyplace tharvsed o have a hpuse pets a dot
:"Il'll'l'lt'[[]nl'_‘i-. ] lirf:lr';.-l;'l'l'lll'lln.'rqi I'l':t"'- ROMeOne
used as mrger pracice ges o dor. And a thin
red line on such o map, the kind thar mighe
stgnify an expressway in Rhode Island, can
mean two desen tracks nis thicker than thoee
o comered wagon might make, and guire pos-
sibly did make, once, a long time aga. Or it
enight mean nothing

W crows into Nevada along a nough track
:Jl.ll-".ll. ] DI.'E'I"L‘ _|lI|'I1.|IL||'|| w!'ll."l\." N O r'.l'l..:[' [t
ved line follows Alder Creel along the Pine
Forest Range, then climbs the Black Rock
mourtaing From the creek, we follow along »
clear track through the sapebrash. A mile later
the route ends ar the gates of a cartle ranch

"We must have (Continued on mge 86/
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(Contted from page 62)

mitssed o tarnalt,” Bree svs " Tarn aroumd.”
Wi do and, after doving back and forth'sey
oral times, finally spot two more faint tracks
that lead ingo the sage and, 40 feet liter, dis-
uppent. W need another rond.

Siwee cleline lnack ard Farrh ermmes midiees
rutbsatt a lot of dust, Then a couple of Mexi-
cin guys drive out fiom the ranch i an El
Caming, Both wedr clean {oral-print wown
shitts and white cowboy hats, Our conversa-
ticn gowes sometling e this:

"We're loolam for a dire rowd lnto the
tranEning.”

Wi, these e mibiininins.”

Wedl, we're looking for o road.”

"Yes, this s arond.”

= ] |

g

!

i

BLUE SKY
THROUGH THE WIND.
SHIELD AND THEN A
PAUSE, LIKE A
ROLLER COASTER
BETWEEN THE
CLICKITY-CLICK AND
THE UNGE.

T _I I |
il
|

“Bur we're looling for @ road—ima the
mianrains, "

“Yes, those are mouims,”

And soon. Fmally we simphy thank cach
prher, Thelr dust tails o the featoreless
distance

“Bemember Montana?™ Hiee sav

| wtare one ot the horkeon. “Fuh,"

By this point the sunset has becotne some-
thing resembling thubarb pic with peach ice
creams, Tiis besutiful. Soon it will be durk—
LimCh ilﬂlll (1=} |.1I”|l'\'l 1][\' hll:l.[T'llil:i! T\-lud lf. wo
tound it Sowe double back o Benio June:
on, which i effectively o goy staion,
misrked on the Nevada map with the same
big black dot and hearry 18-poine fonr ve
gerved on other mops for, sy, Cleveland

Wie gor et ngaine hebore down oy makoe up
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{or lost tirme. But of course it's as durk bielore
thie wn comies g as 10 alter i0sets, and soon
I just pull over and wait for lighe. Tt's a Jong
wiit: Sometitme; rond trips are an adventare
And sometimes, they're just two peaple
rl':lr‘rlr'lr ill u \r:l.l“ !I‘"'l:l.l o ".I.'i!}'ll. Wit i I.Ib':'l'

Thie risirgs s lluminates a good gravel
track through u peaceful desent cunyon, On
the horieon wre the Black Rocks, looming in
pwells of fractured basalt and rhyolite ke a
sens of melted Hershey's Risses, The il thw
crofsen therm is o spine-shattering route of
upye el dewens: that follows o drinage strewn
with streams and logs and boulders that's
catled thie Slomgullion. W have no adea how
rich distunce we hve 1o cover, nor whithaer
wie have daylight or pas enough 1o cover 1t
Sowe go fuar, sledding the halls waldly, filling
the car with dust and aromised sage ar every
turn. Each time we bridge another peak, the
Cll ponrits up |ike o rovher and there's bl
sky through the windshield and then a pause
like a riller couster berween the oficlkity
eliek and the big plunge. The sun rises, the
Ras needle sinks, and boulders smash ET-CTEEN
the shid plate like meteors

By afternoon we've following the bed of
Slumpullion Creck down oward o distam
patch of green meadow fronting an arched
iron gate. In the 1660y, this was thi winter
curmp af ald Fore MeGorny whesse ton compa
nies of the former Union Anmy defended the
dentzens of the Applepute section of the Cali-
fowmin Trndl against Inllan raics; by the 18905
cowbays reploced soldiers, and MeGarry he-
came the mnch thar today bs mn us this Soldier
Meadows dude ranch. Thelr welcome sign
sernids o cheer through the car. Bath vehicle
arvel pussenpers are desperate for refueling,

Bree and I hunch over the long common
tables in the mess hall while Tosh, o cowgir]
cook with blond pigiails and a white apran
fitved around her curves, fxes us up with
cald plares of meatloal and salad and big
plasses of dced tea, “The mnch’'s working
cowhboys won't be back untll late,” she tells
us, Like many desert dwellers, Tosh s 4
pefugee fram the normal workaday world;
vou'd never know she wiss once & promite
e Fap oot Hhies Toane Lioe, eHuEpt mayke for
the neck rattoo. Most days her only com
pany is Eddie. As we wolt the last of ou
caramel apple pe, the excitable prospector
tarned 12-stepper wurned kitchen hand
reaces the route from Denn Junction for us
on the ranch’s 313 topo model. “You came
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this way," he explains, drageing o cracked
nall through o level, two-lane gravel wack
through the valley, "And ir's no fun.”

N, o, T correct him. I draw my Hnger
aver the ridges of the model und recognize
the sharpncss immedivrely, “We camie this
wity, aver the mesuntains”

“Nuawaw,” Eddie says. He looks from us
o the mup and back again with a cartoonlike
expresaon of surprise. “The Slemgullion?" he
asks. “Whar the hell did you do that for?”

Wi comldn'e say

These were good people—good people
with good food and hot showers and ready
access 1o borses and trails and soft beds after-
wards, Only o few miles away we could find
soithing hot springs and aspen trees carved
with Inseriptions (rom generations of cow-
biewws anel ranch hands, The MeGaery grounds
were limerad with old soldiers’ dugouts and
cowbay lore, bug we only had eight days 10
make it 10 Mexico, and more than half of ooy
coune still ahead. So we pushed back our into
thie sagebrush between the Black Rocls and
thie Calice Mouncaing, bathed quickly in s hou
spring, and ser camp 30 miles south, in the
ghikt town of Hardin Citg It wis only about
thres stones tagether in the desert. But on the
map it got 4 big black dot,

THE BLACHK ROCK

IN WHICH TIME AND SPEED

MEAN NOTHING—FROZEN

GROCERIES, EVERYTHING

& anly thing more empty than the state
of Nevadn is the plava of the Bluck Rock
Deser. The land before vour souinting,
red-rimmied cyes is as white and featureless
ak the map, and the ancient lake sediment
beneath your feet nins 2,000 feet deep.
Because there are no bumpd, ot roads, of
reference poinig, speéd becomes abstract.
The Earth cives visibly sround the hori-
zem-and you navigate by compass, as you
womld i a boat. My needle is pegged ar 93
miles an hour. The fastest 4 human on
wheels hos traveled bere s 763 miles an
hour, At thay speed, [imagine, it would

look much the same.
Since Nevade's muoumins tun puods-

south, our route beyond the Black Rock will
be a 48-hour lightning bolt, striking south
between the ranges (Fox und - Selenite,
Nightingale and Saltak, West Humboldt and
Teinity), west through flats, washes, and
chnyuns [Hualspal, Stoneshouis, Sage Henl,
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THE ROAD LATELY?

anel through the Curdon Sink. 1t's o path thn
affers linte cholee but to camp in the high
dedert, despite the foreedst of snow and
[reezing tomperatiires,

We pull into in the mining town of
Cubba, loakihg for proviciond, and find
shelf of liquor, another of beans, a shop-
ping cart full of sewing patterns, and a
freexer full of frozen mear

The cashier looks from our clothes to
our fuces and knows we're traveling the
desert, And what direction are we headed,
just In case? Our answer gets her laughing
30 hard that her bangs, which ure curled and
sprayed vertically like an erect mullet, fan
the alr like antennde. In this cold? So |
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reach back and add s bottle of rum to our
bean-and-weenie groceries. Which gets ber
laughing agaln, ws only o woman whiysiells
frozen groceries in a desert can,

W drive dusty hoars through hills leach.
ing minetil reds and poid greens. Fhe view is
a geologic funkyard ol veleant comes and lava
turcs and toathy spiees with names like Pur-
gatory and Luxor, There is no time here, aor
none that seerns o matter. The feeling is not
so miuch thar we huve deven back in time,
bt Lot we brave coceiod o place whiee the
proist Tk miot consed b exise. In emply dpaces
like this, the past is not self-conscious, somie-
thing marked with a plague and framed
behind museum gliss, It's raveling with s,
bitween the ghost towhs, memortalized only
I':t}l prinus Tuialei mrd riocted lean e and the

nizii cluirns staked with o woadeh poit and o
note. We're difving an tracks, maybe wagon,
iy Jeep; i our enjine quits, if we run out
of s, then the car becomes garbage and we
ure nowhere, just here,

Wi et cuirr bemrvt thuan h}!'hr T rhas o wanad
of a diy creek bed, collect juniper branches,
and set to thawing our groteties, Gabbs wee-
ries and beans might not sound like much,
but in such a setting, atd accompanied by
some decent rum spiced over a snapping
funiper fire, it's an existentially happy meal,

The serng sun takes 30 degrees down
with it, lewving a crystulline night and o i
mament of dinmonds. Then T notice the
durkniss riubbling ot Orion's toes and, a1
Toolk farther, a storny front massing on' the
northern horizon. Instend ol sleeping, 1
riuminate ovier oir chomgee o bed down ina
dey creek bed, and 1 wonder whar sort of
eulogy you give two people who driwa in 4
desert during a drought.

Is thete any question mare dislngenous
than “Hey, are you awake?" To Bree's great
credir, she opena her eyes and finds her
shoes. In foct, during the ten minutes we
spend dragging the tent around in the frecs-
ing dark indulging my paranoia, she anly
mentions the drought twice.

Wie witlee o dielicare snowllaboes pasach-
Ty imnes the anpe Te'a Towsely b thive's eoal
sniow behind i, so we tuke the cue to leaye
the high desert for somewhere warm, and
possibly indoors. We dress in all ous lnundry,
boil coffee, and drive.

In desert spaces, people congregate
around bguid. In Goldfield, thae liquid s
found at the Santa Fe Saloon, with a man-
nequin of Weatt Earp near the bar and the
ghost of Jack Dempsey stmng down from the
wisodizn walls. A hundred venrs-ago, the wwn
was literally an 885 million poldficld, with
enoisgh prosperous residents and fancy horels
to be in the sunmng for regional capital, Now
the hotels are boarded up and many of the
remaining residents live [n something metul,
with wheels. It's the sort of place where the
kids trick-or-treat at the town bar, where
puy buys his friend's tattered cowboy hat for
L5000 und change becabise the ald coot's tos
proud for a loan. And where the sexy bar-
tenider who serves you too many whiskeys in
the har at night 5 also the haggard cafe wair.
ress who undoes it with egge and black coffee
the next morming. Essentially, the Santa Fe's

rhie e o i e Ine o srevvscorm. an



Hulloween, it's o pood place to sit by the
woodstove anid talk to guvs like Big Jim

Before Big Jim miaved 1o Galdfield, he
put in 30 years s A cop, nllnnlalldln;: ]
SWAT team in suburban Calilornia
yeara igo he taded the uleers Far o retirement
with o sohid gold honorary sherff's badee and
o deluxe matler home. Tance  vear he parks i
here, near the Sant Be, tosivina dead wwn;
order i Jamesan, and think over the stack of
coldd case |!| micidies hie's viken on

v erdy takees o eouple of rounds betore Jim
PECOUns ||'|!" k ||H"‘v—'|lfll.' '\.1!_-‘:-' ]'.'ll.llh ||I‘|' t?l]”'L'l

(TR

holes, the lost evidence and partisl fnger-
prints, Bree and 1 {eel deputized by the riddle
[here's a resson |.-||J|| chses po Qi fd, but
toright §'m convinced that if we just squing
|'|J.|:;j: e |l.|+:]l., ||n: h..'.l{m.l.:l'ﬂ 5 '.vl” J.rI: lJI.I.'.I‘I'I'u.'l‘-.'L"‘:
intey o clearnsory one thar scarts with o ran-
dom encounter and ends with o young weoman
|f.'l| 1 01 .;||'I' I.L W ‘J.':I'!h a |'|?h=|;'|.'l imn hL'J Il:11]|'||||.'

“Wh abenar ehie roothpick the cops found
in her axhtray?" Bree asks. “Mavbe it wasn'i
hers—a doesn't seem ladyhike.”

I v s i evidence, mavhe vou could 1est
for TANAL" ] &48)

Yeeeen," Jim savs, His fingers vap his
gluss, his eves sparkle with whiskey and fresh
b rmtivm, Yo leniow, you mighe just have
something there." He motons o the bar-
tender “Hupn Lavrel. Can | get o pen?”

Jim," Lingrel savs. She puts her
rohpick i an ashiray and looks for s B

"Aw hell.” Jim save, He shakes his heod. *T
mure wish Wyart Earp was snll with us. He'd
oo what to do "

i

CALIFORN-1-AY!

First you're in scrubby high desert, then
yoolt 't pidhi pines, and doon those pifions
are snowcapped and the dirt road has
rarmed into a surprisingly vertical stack ol
rocky, ice-caked switchbacks Desert drving
haud made us wolty the rogged Inpo Moun

fadn snap us o attention. Up top; sage and
|'||||||.'|l',.'| I'l‘u'."hl'll 'Illllj thl‘:' RNy |.|1|.|.' 'u.l“l'\l'l.:'l (iy]
AL |.!:|'|.‘|||I|:1"\ H;JIII, |J||d BhHOwe |J:'J.I HIE K[Illijl‘:
iterops shingled with plates of fractured
rock that tinkle underfoot like ching. The
driltwoondlike trunks of the bristlecone
pines thar push up berween the rock slobs
are, ot 4,500 yeurs old, the most ancient

vrees on Earth. Hach !,::I..I.l'll:\--\.l. skt elutelics

w garland of fresh snow, like an eldery bride

he trip through the Invos would take
two days and plenty of fuel, w0 we hoogied
back down an alluvial fun to gak up in the
Oweens Valley, beneath the Alabama Hills
I'llr COnag “I'II'LI-. 1|:'\.”- |H|I!."| hl‘a'rl'll (LS RE R NI
frocrured in the elements, the Alabama Hills
x.|r'|J-C |'i|.|.|:'|!-r!l||lll'|:|”'_! IRt Ihl' '.|'II|. ill"H.'_'.' Jl.url-.:
familiar because they arer Sinee the inven
vonof celluloid, these rocks have been sage
ciressing for 1:1.'t-r',':ill.'lg from Goega Dhe and
Hopalong Cardy w Crladiator lnoa sense. in
criasing the Californid barder from Nevada,
Bree and [ have gone from living Amerloan

ploneer hisiary (o living an edited version of

that histoey, suaercing |ohn Whyne

[rawn hathes the Sierrn in 24-karat sun-
ehire g8 we retvead the sagebinish o o .ll:ll.r.-]l.:'.c
ouar Inyos journey south. Our sccess crail i
called the Swansea Road, and it passes piares
of 0 amline buile in 1913 1o haul salt from
the Saline Vallew It's cssenually o sheer wall of
loose houlders and dire, ratted so deeply o
pleces that the median oaght sitand the vehi-
cle like a bug on a pin. Fouraheel encthusiases
call this “getiing high-centered," and it's the

reasan that they spproach these hills with
Bigh-rigs, ow rapes, come-alongs, and hi-lifi
jacks, To the ownerof such a rig, the Swunsea
% & classic driving challenge; 10 me it looks
lke o dry waterfall 1 have 1o get out of the
cur, kncel, dwnd puint up at fr the way pou
mught o difficaly golf sho

By now Bree and [ understand the dil
farence pevween stupid and scary, and this
rond is definitely doable. Here's how: Gey
back in the car. Dy my hands on my pams
Buckle up tght. Pat it in four-wheel. low.
and saipght-arm the steering wheel Then
crank the radio, something Inspiring like
the Rolling Stones’ “Bitch,” and begin
bucking und crushing up the trail like a
dingy in o stormy sea. With each drop-oli
each rurand hole, mv head and pois i
pans and tools smash cacophonously
pether and owr rear-view mirror bouguer
of ldaho balsam and Oregon sage
Nevada desen flowers crumbles into spo
on the dashboard.

Bree vells from somewhere shead. "Five
Mo She's navigaring this seciion
from the ground, since all | can see from the

and
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The Aquifer Hydration Pack.
Now, you'll only have to stop
to admire the view.

Nuosie yresir o darrp 2 o 3
‘tomien an much water wh you can
in & bottle, with ouwr easy-tefill,
Pack. A bite valve Jets you drink
an the go and since weight is
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Starting at $15, owr Aquiler
Hydration Pack ix perfect for

yome who likes to keep moving,
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seit s the hood and sky. "Then left! Hurd!"

"My Jeft?" Tvell. Through the passenger
window, valley topography Is already as
abmract as a picture tken from space. “Like,
rime o elock "

“Betier ambke it cighe!" b says, "Thum
e, youl really don't st o go straight!®

We proceed this way through the day,
punching the gas, digging into gear, grunt-
ing higher up the mountain along rocks,

then snow, then deep snow, then a
winewwept saddle 5000 feer abowe the

desert floor. We crest the range st the ghost
town of Cerro Gordo, then start our de-
scent on a steady diet of brake und gas, the
[otmer smoking, the latter burning ies way
to zero, In the valley, young Jorhuw mees
spike the low desert like millions of happy
reen feather dusters:

Around noon we drive past the railing
piles of abandoned tale mines and cross
Seate Route 190 m a quick purr of pavement.
We prast the dead mine holes of Darwin, rar

tle down Darwn Canyon, and emerge, in
darkniss, gouth of Pandming Valley We're ex-

huwsted, and surrounded by the bombing
ranges of the China Lake Naval Weapons
Center. We have no choice but 1o drive off
dirt and into town.

For the last thousand miles we have rray-
cled lilie n bt out of hell, duched snow and
forest fire, bradged mountains and deseres
and one-track nightmares. And we've grown
used to it Bue now we're in a proper rown,
on paved, monitored government raadds, and
I'm spooked, | hunch over the steening
wheel like an old man. trving 1o matntain
legal speed berween the white and yellow
lines; The urban landscape explodes with
the fireworks of udvertisements and yoad
signs, ench with an instruction for how fast 1
should drive, and in what lane, where [
should go and what T might want to con-
sume once 1 get there. Then we reach o
flazhing red light that rells me o stop, So,
grudgingly, T stop, and make my intention to
ke a left e public intormation. The sig-
nul noise sounds crisp and foreign, It's the
only thing on the car that's still brand new.

W Turn lefrar the promise of hoy ubs and
free HBO, then pive our names and license
plate number 16 u woman with u bechive and
o name tag that reads nose, "T've lived near
the bombing range all my life," dhe says,
handing us the keys. T won't get out of bed
foe anything less than ds on the Richier
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seale.” Right now, Bree and | could sleep
through anything. Our room is bigger than
the car, smaller then the apen road, and
smells vaguely of disinfectant and strangers.
We're gladl to be there, and as happy o leave.

e plle bacls e the car before davwn, bump

mg absentmndedly over the carh and back 1o
o nntive dire and the Mojove Deserr,

With 24 hours left on our clock, and
dor—not snowor clouds buy juse dire—
beneath the wheels, o driver can binally
unclench his shoulders. flex his right calf.
anid let My For the first time all trp we have o
eleur ided of where we're poing, And sowe
bomb, scieaming along with the radio,
drifting wildly through the comers, using
momentum as an accelerator and the uc-

celerator a8 4 hrake and the clutch as rarely
uy possibie. I have pever driven so fast.

We choose a raute through the balloon-
animal rocks and numbered port-o-lets of

Joshia Tree Nanonal Park, headed roward

the Arizona border, We connect to 1 service
rodl fior the Colormdo River Aqueduct, cross
Interstare: 10, then hir the old Bradshow
stapecoach trail berween the Chuckwslla

Mountaing and another militny bombing

range, where fnded signs warn that tres-
passers are, essentially subject to explosion.
This connects to a cougher road, paralleling
the powet and god lnes, that hitk o series of
whopp-de-doo dirt-buggy tracks that lead all
the way to the Imperial Sand Dupes, We
cross unider Interstate 8 near Winrerhaven
and find an an empty plain of sand 1o the
horzon, After driving back and forth a fow
times without finding o road. we just make
ane ourselves. The compass reads, simply: 5.

And, then, st mile 3,168 of our joumney, we
mont 4 final berm and, suddenly, alv esta—
o stranyee man-made river, what they call the
All American Canal, with o' couple of ducks
bobbing among the cattails and a deflated
inner tube lving onthe bank. Beyond that is a
lovw country of woodsmoke and shacks and
two shirtless govs on indersize BMXs, watch-
ing for the Border Patral. _

"Well, that's ir,” Bree says. We hop up on
the hood and pop the last of aur Canacian
beer, The vup explodes lke chu pagoe,

“I guess 40," 1 sy W stare out at this new
cointry So, this is Mexico. On our map, it's a
large, sepia mass veined with dotted red lines,
representing thousands of miles of din tracks
between here ind the border with Guummdln
Wha lencws what they'ro lilke?

STOMPING GROUNDS
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rnert serateh thelr heads and finally go home.
Somehow, they've lost a hundred ele-
phants. It didn't seem possible,

offer Rajeshwan s chunk of dried mo-

lisses, but her doughter, Magini, swdpes

the treat with her trunk, promprng Hos-
sein to swat the feenager and tmggering grest
langhrer amang the pesembled childten, We're
in the village of Katala Chubun photograph-
my the three kunkies that have roded so dili-
genthy of late. Rujeslwnri st wants bealkdase.
Her fect are chuined 10 those of her off-
spring—Nugini ane Sumoan—Hbut she smply
reachek out with her tunk, uproors o nsnrby
banana tree, strips the buk, and dievours the
snewy white center. If the 45.yeur-old ele-
phant were sl wild, she'd need ot Jeast 40

square miles of orest to satisiy her colostal
diet— 300 1o 650 pounds of vegetation daily,
plus 6 gallony of witer

Hupsein and mwo ather mahouts unchain
the elephants and saddle them with thick bar-
lap pads. Then, in ope gracefal moton, Hos:
sein soamehow levioes oo his sonding
tmownt gnel poditions his bare feer behind her
ears. He's taking the elephants to the rver for
1 bath this morming, and, with two dozen chil-
clien in tow, the kunkies parade past the colar-
ful adobe houses of Kataki Chubr, Every-
ane nade appreciatively st FHlusseln and hic
lumiki. Assamese mahouts are the Marlboro
Men of Indix: rugged, indivichualistic cowbarys
roaming an uncertain frontier, masters of all
elephant lore: They're icons of a glonous ele-
phant culture that reaches hack 3,000 vears.

The earliest evidence af elephant taming
appenied in the third millennium B.C., when
the Hirappon civilization of what I8 now
Pukistan and northwest Indis produced
stone engravings depletng elephants draped
in cloth. Later, the Vedic texts and epic
poems of early Hinduism describe kings nd-
ing tabulously ormamented elephants, More
than status symbols, the animals were also
the first weapons of mass destruction. The
Mavryan dynasty of the fourth century B.c.
emploved 9,000 war elephants, the largest
force ever assembled. Elephants were used
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they were snmetimes a terrifying sburee of
friendly fire. When Alexander the Grest
aitacked the foarces of King Ponus in present-
day Puldstan in 326 .., Alexander's arrowrs
so infurlated Parus's 200 elephants that they
swent bergerl “‘I.I.!Ill.'h (3T frired wricl fous aliles



