
Day 12:  Monday, 21 June 2004 
 

FOCK 2:  Up and Out 
 
 At 10:30, I packed up, laced up, stood up, and started up.  I had only gone about a 
quarter-mile when I decided that a self-portrait was in order.  I hadn’t lugged that stupid tripod 

all this way for nothing. 
 I tried my best to set it up level, 
but it just ended up skewed.  I picked a 
corner of a switchback with a long view of 
the opposite side of Bright Angel Canyon 
behind me.  I held Luckless proudly, and 
strived to look like a hiker and not a 
schmuck.  It wasn’t easy. 
 But then it was back to work.  The 
walk down had been a walk; the hike up 
would be a hike. 
 Surprisingly, it didn’t seem difficult.  
I kept a steady pace, not plodding, not 
rushing, just stepping regularly to the 

metronome in my head.  It was much easier on the feet and knees too.  There was surer 
footing this way; none of those careful place-the-Log-first things to chop up the pace.  I just 
stepped along as if I were on a long and scenic Stairmaster. 
 Not long after taking the picture, I met the Rest Family coming down.  Well, they 
weren’t exactly coming down; they were stopped in the shade on one of the turns.  Mom was 
taking a long pull off her water bottle.  Dad looked resigned to his fate.  The kids looked 
bullshit.  I didn’t blame them.  You come out here to “explore” the Grand Canyon, you’re full of 
hike and zeal and vigor, and your paranoid mom is pulling you into the shade for a ten-minute 
rest every three steps.  They had probably covered a little over a mile in the 75 or so minutes 
since I had seen them last.  Not even the website’s “7-8 hours” estimate was going to cover 
that pace.  They’d be back by sunset.  Maybe.   
 When I reached the Niche, where I had first seen the Asian Babes, I was pleased to see 
a 35:30 split on my watch.  I had actually covered that stretch of ground 3:20 faster on the way 
up!  And that was with a few minutes wasted doing the photo thing.  That got me a little 
pumped, and I reassessed my goal:  four hours was ridiculous; the goal was reset for three. 
 With this added focus – totally pointless though it was – I drank my penultimate bottle 
of water and marched onward.  I reached Red Wall Bridge in 58:55.  That part had taken 59:00 
heading the other way.  I was still ahead of my downbound train, but I had lagged a bit.  That 
bothered me for some ludicrous reason.  I drank my last water and strode off, covering the 
stretch from the Bridge to the Tunnel in just 26:52, putting me 0:39 ahead. 
 Though I wasn’t what I would willingly call “tired,” I took a long drink from the water 
bubbler there.  If I hadn’t been such an idiot and crushed all my empty bottles, I could have 
refilled them all and had two more liters for the rest of the walk.  But, no, stupid me had to feel 
like some bionic douchebag and crush them in his steely grip.  Dumbass.   

I bet Nate wouldn’t have let me do that.  Either that, or he would have kept his own and 
then laughed at me when he had plenty of water and I was out. 

As I steadied my load to push for the rim, I noticed two people sprawled out between 
two bushes off to the side of the trail.  It was the Asian Babes.  They were laid back against 



some rocks, with their large packs piled on the ground between them, like a deliberate divider.  
The women were about fifteen feet apart and not even looking at each other.  They were not 
happy.  They were totally out of gas and didn’t have AAA.  The vibes between them radiated 
harshly throughout the clearing, and their body language was saying I hate you, this was all 
your idea, and I never want to speak to you again.   

Since I first saw them, they had covered a stretch of ground in 2½ hours that I had 
traversed in just 50 minutes, exactly one-third of the time.  So much for that kickass pace, 
ladies.  I could only speculate how much longer it would take them, because the trail that 
remained was by far the most arduous of the whole ordeal.  Their early aggressiveness had 
cost them dearly.  They had made the first 12.0 miles, but the last 1.8 was not gonna happen 
right away.  I felt sorry for them, and I probably should have seen it as a warning. 

After Supai Tunnel, the trail steepened, as I knew it would.  My lower three-plus miles 
really had not been that severe.  The elevation change had been 1640’ over 3.2 miles, which 
made for an average of just under a 10% grade.  Not child’s play (except maybe for that young 
girl on the steps at Vernal Falls), but no worse than some ramp would be – just longer. 

What was left, though, was going to be a 1415’ rise in just 1.8 miles – a 15% grade.  
Even you math spazzes can figure out that that’s a 50% increase in steepness.  And, of course, 
it was now just about noon, so there would be no hiding from that son-of-a-gun sun. 

I set out with no doubts or concerns.  It was just an uphill walk: no biggie.  The next 20 
minutes, in fact, were not all that bad.  The unmitigated sun was probably the worst part.  It 
was Arizona hot, and I was sweating hard for the first time all day.   

The dust was pretty bad too, though, now that I think about it.  With all of the early 
morning’s dewy moisture evaporated out of it, each step now created a small cloud, which 
seemed to rise at just a slightly faster pace than I was, so that my throat and nose were being 
lined with dust with each deep breath.   

But, wait.  Even worse than that was the damn dung.  God, what a stench!  Having had 
all morning to cook and fester in the sunlight, this stuff was putrid.  There seemed to be a lot 
more of it – thanks, no doubt, to that group that had followed me down -- and its odorange had 
doubled.  I tried resorting to mouth-only breathing, but even that didn’t escape it completely. 

The final half-hour was an absolute bear.  My hydration had been used up and 
perspired out, and all that good nutritional granola energy – all 720 calories of it – was long 
gone too.  I was running on reserves, and those were mostly alcohol and residual lasagna.  My 
quads had a serious burn going, and traces of muscle cramps were starting to speak up.  I took 
several stop-and-wheeze spots, but only when there was nobody in sight on the trail.  I told 
myself it was the altitude.  Liar. 

Those poor Asian Babes were definitely not going to enjoy this part.  I mean, I was 
feeling fine at the Tunnel, and this last climb was wasting me.  They were already wasted at the 
Tunnel.  They needed to call a cab. 

I felt like hitchhiking too, but there was only one acceptable way to reach the rim, and 
that was marching proudly on my own two feet.  I kept on keepin’ on, hoping that each 
switchback would be the last turn before the parking lot.  In the very steepest parts, each tired, 
dusty step was like winching myself up:  plant, heave, gather; plant, heave, gather.  I was even 
using my arms to push off with Luckless for extra thrust. 

In moments of high fatigue, one often needs a specific goal, something that can both 
distract one from one’s miseries and inspire one to one’s destination.  The ice cold beers in the 
cooler became that prime motivation:  they were NOT coming to get me, so the only way to get 
them would be by climbing, and the faster I climbed, the sooner I’d be enjoying them.   

Hey, you do what you gotta do.   :] 



I reached the trailhead at 12:46 p.m. – just under five hours (including rest stop) for the 
“7-8 hour hike.”  The final split (50:17) was 7½ minutes slower than its downbound cousin.  
That was surprising only because it seemed like a lot more.  In all, it was 2:09:08 down, and 
2:16:05 up, a 6:57 difference.  Not bad at all, Paul. 
 

 The Descent 
o Left Trailhead at 7:50 a.m. 
o Level 1 Split (Rim to Supai Tunnel) = 42:42 
o Level 2 Split (Tunnel to Red Wall Bridge) = 27:25 / 1:10:08 
o Level 3 Split (Bridge to Niche) = 20:10 / 1:30.18 
o Level 4 Split (Niche to Roaring Springs) = 38:50 / 2:09:08 

 Brunch at Roaring Springs = 30:52 
 The Ascent 

o Left Roaring Springs at 10:30 a.m. 
o Level 4 (RS to Niche) = 35:30   (3:20 faster than same split downward) 
o Level 3 (Niche to Bridge) = 23:25 / 58:55  (0:05 faster overall; L3 was 3:15 slower) 
o Level 2 (Bridge to Tunnel) = 26:52 / 1:25:47  (0:39 faster overall; L2 was :33 faster) 
o Level 1 (Tunnel to Rim) = 50:17 / 2:16:05  (6:57 slower overall; L1 was 7:35 slower!  

Ouch.) 
o Total adventure = 4 hours, 56 minutes 

 
All in all, a very, very good experience.  It would have been more fun with Nate, but it 

was still great.  Even the suffering in the last stages was oddly enjoyable.  I mean, I knew I 
wasn’t in peril; I was just tired and underfueled.  There was never a moment where I thought I 
wouldn’t make it.   

Rim to Rim in a day?  In my prime, I think it could’ve been done.  Now?  Nahhhh.  Too 
much work, and not enough to work with. 

I played out a two-man plan in my head, though, 
just for shits and grins.  Rent a car in Flagstaff, drive 
both vehicles to South Rim, leave the car there and van 
it to North Rim.  Sleep in van.  Wake up at crack o’ dawn 
(or before) and do the down half – 14.6 miles – in five 
hours, reaching the river by noon.  Take eight hours to 
climb the 12.6 miles (and 4654’) back up to South Rim.  
You’d probably be fine until the last ¾-mile, which rises 
880’.  That would suck frogballs, though you wouldn’t 
have the hot midday sun to wilt under. 

Then you get a good night’s sleep in the motel, 
drive back and fetch the van at North Rim the next day, 
and then return the three-day rental in Flagstaff.  Piece 
o’ pie. 

Anyway, real-life hike completed, it was time for 
some LUNCH. 

I showered at the campground first, put on clean 
clothes, got more ice, and stocked up on the fine 
selection of local microbrew that they had at the North 
Rim grocery store:  Grand Canyon Bright Angel Amber Ale, Grand Canyon Kaibab Pale Ale, and 
Toad IPA (all by the Mogollon Brewery).   
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tank is diminished (though probably not severely) from the descent, so you don’t even start the 
upside with a full tank. 

From the Overlook area, I was able to see the top half of those wires that led down to 
Roaring Springs.  From this vantage point, they just went down, down, and more down until 
they disappeared from view.  I knew where they went, though, and was smug about having 
seen the bottom end. 

If you’ve never been there, North Rim Village is very cool place.  Actually, it’s cool 
whether you’ve been there or not.  I didn’t mean to imply that the Village wouldn’t be cool 
anymore if you go to it. 

Besides the Lodge, a general store, a deli, and a gift shop, there are a few dozen cabins.  
These look like sweet places to spend a few 
nights and days.  I looked into that 
possibility when planning this ramack, but I 
had the same amount of success as I had 
with Phantom Ranch availability.   

Patrick and Joanne had stayed in one 
of these on their honeymoon, when they 
rented an SUV in Denver and spent a couple 
of weeks touring the Rockies and the 
Southwest.  Patrick had given me an 
itinerary well before the wedding, on the 
chance that, if I happened to be out on a 
roadtrip, and I happened to be in the 
neighborhood of any of their stopovers, I could look them up.  Well, I made no ramacks that 
summer, but I did send them a postcard.  I addressed it to their assigned cabin and mailed it a 
few days before they were scheduled to arrive.  I gambled that the employees who handled the 
mail would be sentimental types and would see that it got delivered.  When Patrick and Jojo 
walked up to their cabin, they had a nice Hey-Hey tacked to the front door. 
 It was 3:00 pm when I exited GCNP.  The line to get into the park was long.  Lazy 
slackers.  Late birds don’t get none of those yummy worms.  Mmmmm… worrrrms…. 

The skies were beginning to cloud up, and showers seemed imminent.  I would have 
been vexed if showers had dampened my morning hike, but I have to admit that I would have 
reveled in a good rainfall during my final uphill mile. 
 The ride from North Rim to South Rim is long.  I had done it before, and found it very 
enjoyable, so I set my goal for 6:26 and rocked on.  One GNCP publication said, “The ride is 
215 miles and takes about five hours.”  Ya, right. 

 
 Doubling back to Jacob 
Lake was the first order of 
business.  Then, the route went 
east on Highway Alt-89.  I’ve 
ranted about the “Alt” crap 
before, so I’ll spare you the 
tirade.  I went on and on about it 
in last year’s missive, when I 
passed this way on my final day, 
heading west en route to Vegas. 

The northern Arizona 



desert is vast and empty, and has always been sun-drenched the few times I have come 
through here.  Clouds darkening the sky and streaks of sun illuminating the far-off mesas 
seemed to add character.  The plains also seemed less desolate, like maybe you wouldn’t 
necessarily die out there if you had to walk across it.  I never would have expected to see this 
kind of cloud cover here. 
 After about a half-hour of neato emptyo roado, there was a strange place on my left.  I 
stopped to check it out.  It was called Cliffdwellers Lodge and Restaurant.  Those aspects of it 
were not remarkable – in fact, I honestly don’t remember even seeing them.  What did stop me 
in my tracks, and make me turn around to go back for a better look was the twisted shapes of 
rock that decorated an otherwise blank lot just beyond it.   

I did not recall seeing those as I zoomed by a year before, but it seemed impossible that 
they were only recently placed.  These bizarre chunks appeared to have tumbled down the cliff 
behind them eons ago, and were now just perched there, doing what rocks usually do. 

 

  
 

  
 

 I don’t know how the hell I missed this place twice (1987 and 2003); it’s been here 
since the Depression.  Known as the old Cliffdwellers Lodge, it was first settled by a Ziegfried 
Follies dancer and her ill husband whose car had died in this nowhere land, and who had 
decided that the small lean-to they had erected against one of the big rocks was actually a 
pretty cool place to live.  Bit by bit, it developed into a house and even a restaurant and gas 



 

station.  In recent years, the newer version – that did not catch my eye anywhere near as 
effectively – has opened up a few hundred yards up Alt-89, and this weird area is just a 
curiosity. 
 Cliffdwellers lies at the foot of the Vermillion Cliffs, a long stretch of reddish-hued 
acclivities that tower over the highway to the north.  These really are cliffs, and they really are 

vermillion, unlike the rounded and striped bumps 
near Kanab in Utah that bear the same name.  
Those were nice, but the name describes these 
much better. 

If the Vermillion Cliffs were not vermillion, 
but were instead the ordinary gray that many 
rocky ridges are, they would be seen as 
formidable and blah blah blow it out your butt, 
roadboy.  Shut up about the freaking cliffs and 
get to the bridge. 

OK.  Fine. 
In 2003, when Chief and I crossed the 

Navajo Bridge, I marveled at the changes that 
had occurred since my last passage in 1987, but deemed the small museum and overlook as 
unworthy of my time:  I stopped for a moment to survey the differences between reality and 
memory, then moved on.  I have no idea what was commemorated in that small museum, nor 
do I particularly care.  No “next time” for this one. 

Wrong again, barley breath. 
[Damn, I love quoting myself from another volume!  Makes me feel like a real author.] 
This time, I stopped to have a good look-see.  I needed to powder my nose anyway. 
If you want to cross the Colorado River, you have little choice but to do it on Navajo 

Bridge.  To the west, the nearest crossing is at Hoover Dam, on the Nevada/Arizona line.  To 
the east, the Glen Canyon Dam at the town of Page provides a crossing, but the only roads that 

go to Page are on the south side of the river.  If you’re on 
the north side, as I was, you’d have to tack another 51 miles 
on to your rim-to-rim trek. 

The original Navajo Bridge was built in 1929.  I don’t 
imagine there was much out in these parts back then.  When 
it was built, a newspaper in Flagstaff proclaimed it the 
“biggest news in southwest history.”  Well, I’ll be dipped.  It 
did connect central Arizona with Utah, which, even though 
the states shared a long flat border, had been cut off from 
each other by that persistent river.   Unless you had a boat 
and some climb-and-rapell gear, or lived in the void north of 
the river, you weren’t getting from one to the other.  I bet 
there were a lot of happy truckers when this bridge opened. 

It should be noted that Marble Canyon is not made of 
marble.  It’s just ordinary rock.  I can’t tell you where it got 
its name.  I could make something up, like it was named 

after Marvin “Yarbles” Marble, the first Dutch mayor of nearby Tuba City, and that his name 
should be pronounced mur-BLAY, but I won’t do that. 
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or shot glass from Navajo Bridge.  I mainly just needed the rest room.  And, of course, I left a 
ramruns sticker on the air freshener. 

The only drawback to the new bridge is that it blocks the view to the southwest from 
the old bridge (see juxtaposed photos).  I guess that’s really no big deal, since the new view is 
almost identical to the old view, and you could only see that old view if you stopped in the 
middle of the bridge.   

 

     
 
Granted, with typically light middle-of-the-desert traffic, you could get away with that, 

and probably still can now.  But now, you can take your time while standing on the old bridge 
and get a good photo of the view to the northeast (below). 

 
 

 
 


