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  Help Us Keep This Guide Up to Date




  Every effort has been made by the author and editors to make this guide as accurate and useful as possible. However, many things can change after a guide is published— establishments close, phone numbers change, hiking trails are rerouted, facilities come under new management, etc.




  We would love to hear from you concerning your experiences with this guide and how you feel it could be improved and kept up to date. While we may not be able to respond to all comments and suggestions, we’ll take them to heart, and we’ll also make certain to share them with the author. Please send your comments and suggestions to the following address:




  GPP




  Reader Response/Editorial Department




  PO Box 480




  Guilford, CT 06437




  Or you may e-mail us at:




  editorial@GlobePequot.com




  Thanks for your input, and happy travels!
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  Guilford, Connecticut




  

    The prices and rates in this guidebook were confirmed at press time. We recommend, however, that you call establishments before traveling to obtain current information.
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  introduction




  Most people who live in Arizona weren’t born in Arizona. I am one of them. We came here because we didn’t like the way things were back home. And once we established ourselves as official Arizonans by making that all-important phone call to relatives in the Dakotas and Minnesota to brag about mowing the lawn in November, we lobbied for new laws banning future immigration into the state.




  Then we set about planting elm trees like the ones that used to line Main Street back home to give us some shade so the sun wouldn’t frazzle our brains and turn us into zombielike creatures whose response to every weather forecast is, “Yes, but it’s a dry heat.”
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  Guides and tourists agree that this face-in-a-rock resembles either a famous comedian or a former president.




  But we come to love it here. The weather’s nice a lot of the time, and in the winter we can snow ski in the morning and water-ski in the afternoon, if we own a car that can travel two hundred miles in under three hours.




  And being from somewhere else is a good thing because we brought some pretty good idiosyncrasies along with us, and that’s what this book is all about. With that in mind I set out on a twenty-five-thousand-mile journey across my adopted homeland to see what’s out there besides the Grand Canyon, the state’s quintessential icon that a substantial number of Arizonans have never seen. If my nonscientific survey is worth considering, more Japanese and Germans than Arizonans have inspected the canyon. Most in-state residents, however, plan to go look at it. Someday. As soon as all those foreigners clear out so there’s enough parking spaces for the locals.




  The odyssey took me into deserts, libraries, mountain ranges, museums, visitor and historical centers, and the occasional saloon, but of course only when all else failed. I visited them in such places as Winslow, Chloride, Dolan Springs, Ajo, Patagonia, Yucca, Kayenta, and Dos Cabezas. I entered into serious discussions with a man who makes rattlesnake jerky, a woman who runs a bookstore on a cattle ranch, and a woman who tends to a rock garden created a half-century ago.




  While zooming south on interstate 19 between Tucson and Nogales, I observed that the freeway signs listed the distances but not the speed limit in kilometers instead of miles. It’s the only freeway in the United States with metric signs, because the road is near the border with Mexico, where kilometers are the norm. But why metric for only distance? The speed limit along that stretch is seventy-five miles per hour, a speed most freeway drivers observe only when changing a flat tire. So if the speed limit were converted into kilometers per hour, it’d be 120 kph, which would be immediately translated into an excuse to drive 130 mph.




  My modus operandi was simple: Go to a town; stop at a town hall, police station, chamber of commerce, and, yes, occasionally, even a saloon; and ask the basic question, “You got any weird things here?” The near-unanimous response was, “You’re looking at ’em.” But when pinned down for details, they usually admitted they were normal. Except for the woman who said she once wore the same dress every day for a month without telling her husband about it, just to see if he’d notice.
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    Croakingly Official




    Arizona covers 114,000 square miles. It is the sixth-largest state in the union, and the only state of its size to have an official state amphibian that is less than two inches long. The Arizona tree frog was selected for that high honor in 1986, when elementary school children voted for it in order to promote environmental awareness.




    Despite the prestige that goes along with the job, the green, gold, and sometimes bronze tree frog apparently does not relish its celebrity status, because it is rarely seen. It’s not only small but also nocturnal, it lives only at elevations of five thousand feet or higher, and it hibernates under rocks and logs most of the year, emerging only from May through September to propagate the species and look for official frog food.




    The reason for this shyness becomes apparent with the revelation that Arizona’s official state amphibian is a primary foodstuff for such critters as tiger salamanders, raccoons, snakes, and large insects, none of which has any respect for lofty status.


  




  I found the people of my state to be friendly and hospitable, for the most part. A couple of times my inquiries were met with a certain aloofness and rather curt responses to the effect of, “Well, we most certainly don’t have anything like that in our town.” After further questioning, however, these people relaxed and sent me out along dirt roads and pastureland trails, looking for curiosities.




  I ate indian fry bread at a roadside stand, stood in four states at the same time without ripping my blue jeans, laid flat on my belly to peer nine hundred feet straight down a canyon wall, and drove across a road that should have been banned by the Committee on Cruel and inhumane Treatment of Motorized Vehicles.




  It has been a great adventure, and I hope you enjoy reading about it.
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  Northeast




  When I try to find the adjective that best describes the northeastern sector of Arizona, the first word that pops into my head is “big.”




  The entire area is big. The Navajo Reservation is big. The wind is big. The Indian ruins are big. The history is big, and those who lived it are bigger than life.




  The world’s largest bulldog resides here. The world’s biggest Navajo rug was created here. Big dinosaurs once roamed here, and several of their big concrete descendants still occupy space in the desert and surrounding cities.




  The Northeast has big elephantine rocks, big screaming mysteries, a big blowhole, and a big Route 66 road marker. Plus big petrified logs, a big Indian head, thousands of bighearted people, a big collection of used bicycles, a big pinecone. And the rock spires of Canyon de Chelly and Monument Valley go far beyond big, all the way to monumental.




  But the Northeast is big enough handle all that enormity. The vast open space of the Great Basin Desert swallows up all things, big and not so big, and the quiet of the White Mountains reduces perceptions of a large nature to peace and solitude.




  The trails and byways that crisscross the Northeast lead to peaks and valleys, small towns and cities, ranches and farms, and sandstone wastelands where little grows except legend and unmatched beauty.




  It is a place of wonder. It is a place of quiet, populated by kind and gentle folk who like it that way.




  [image: image]




  The Call of the KokopelliCamp Verde





  The kokopelli—or flute player—is a fertility symbol among the Hopi Indians, but the image doesn’t always have cultural significance. For example, there’s a huge kokopelli here that stands perpetual watch over such treasures as plaster Tweety Birds, plastic snakes, and a replica of the Venus de Milo. It performs this function at the Krazy Kokopelli Trading Post, a tourist-oriented establishment that offers for sale, among other things, bumper stickers saying LOTTERY: A TAX ON PEOPLE WHO ARE BAD AT MATH and HAPPINESS IS AN EMPTY HOLDING TANK.
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  The world’s largest kokopelli welcomes tourists and bargain hunters at Camp Verde.




  Despite that wealth of merchandise, the kokopelli is probably the main reason most people stop. This is understandable. The sculpture stands thirty-two feet tall, is painted bright yellow, and is perched on a six-foot base, so it dominates the skyline.




  Lowell Johnson, one of the store owners when the statue was erected, said it’s the world’s largest kokopelli and that nobody has challenged the claim. The sculpture is made of welded steel, cost $25,000, and weighs five and a half tons. It was created by Gerry Berg Sr. and his son, Gerry, who spent about forty-five days working on the project.




  Flute players and others can see the giant musician just off Interstate 17 at Camp Verde.




  The Full MontezumaCamp Verde





  The history of Montezuma Castle is well documented, considering that nobody wrote anything down when it was an active community. Through decades of research, archaeologists have established that Sinaguan farmers began building the five-story, twenty-room dwelling early in the twelfth century and that it was abandoned about three hundred years later.




  They have also found that the name is a mistake. The famous Aztec chief Montezuma never spent a night here. Early white explorers thought Aztec refugees who fled Mexico during the Spanish conquest built it, but scholars have determined that neither Montezuma nor any of his followers made it this far north. Despite that, the misnomer remains the same, with some bureaucratic adjustments. Now it’s Montezuma Castle National Monument.




  The structure is well preserved on its original site in a cliff recess one hundred feet above a valley, so visitors can look but can’t touch. Unable to see it close-up and check the walls for plumb, those who come here are forced to speculate such imponderables as, “How’d they do that without Black and Decker and Home Depot?”
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  Montezuma Castle suffers from a bad case of mistaken identity.




  Those who wish to make similar observations and inquiries should take exit 289 off interstate 17 at Camp Verde. For details call (928) 567-3322.




  Do They Serve Chili Corn Corne?Camp Verde





  The annual Corn Fest, which cornvenes here every summer to honor the community’s agricultural heritage, offers a variety of events for those corncerned about the status of corn. Among them are corn bobbing, corn shucking, corn baking, hog calling, and corn eating.




  The corn-eating corntest got cornfusing, so they had to change the rules. In the beginning, corntestants were judged on how many ears of corn they could eat in two minutes. But they were eating too much, so the winner now is whoever eats the most in ten seconds without getting cornstipated.




  Also on the agenda is the corny-story corntest. This event allows normal people to tell jokes like, “Question: Who was the most famous of all the Chinese philosophers? Answer: Cornfucius.” And “Question: Why is cooked corn always placed in a corntainer? Answer: So it doesn’t get corntaminated.”




  Winners in all events receive ceramic corn trophies and corngratulations. Losers get only corndolences. For full details cornsider calling (928) 567-0535 or log on to www.cvaz.com.




  The Legend of Spider RockCanyon de Chelly National Monument





  Several spires rise from Canyon de Chelly, but two of them stand side by side and are much more noticeable than the others. The tallest is Spider Rock. The red sandstone monolith stands eight hundred feet above the canyon floor and is topped by some white rock. Its mate is Speaking Rock, which rises about 650 feet. They are awesome. So are the legends that surround them.




  According to the Navajo creation story, Spider Rock takes its name from Spider Woman, a Navajo deity also cast in the role of disciplinarian for Navajo children. Legend says that after Spider Woman chose the top of Spider Rock as her home, parents told their children that the sun-bleached white rock at the top was actually the bones of little ones who didn’t behave.




  The other spire is called Speaking Rock, a lesser figure that serves as a snitch. When children are bad, the story says, the rock relates their misdeeds to Spider Woman, who swoops down from the top of her rock and eats them, then deposits their bones at the top of Spider Rock.




  Both are readily visible from the South Rim drive at the canyon. Those who want a closer look from the canyon floor have to make arrangements with local guide outfits.




  For more information about Canyon de Chelly National Monument call (928) 674-5500 or log on to www.nps.gov/cach.




  A Rug for an Extra-Extra-Extra Large RoomChilchinbeto





  What may well be the largest Navajo rug ever woven lies rolled up in a local school gymnasium most of the time, but on those occasions when it is opened, it is huge. Larger than huge. Humongous, at the very least.




  The rug’s dimensions are twenty-eight feet by twenty-four feet, and it took ten Navajo women more than two years to weave the twenty-five different tribal designs into it. The loom they used, which was set up in the gym, measured thirty-eight feet long by twenty-five feet tall. When completed in 1979, the rug was displayed at the Navajo Nation Fair in Window Rock, where more than a hundred thousand visitors stopped to examine it. In 1984, it made an appearance at the presidential inauguration in Washington, D.C., then made stops in Kansas City and Phoenix before it was returned to Chilchenbeto, the small community where it was created.




  Tribal officials estimate that the cost of the weaving project was about $100,000 in materials and labor, which probably explains why they put a price tag of $5.2 million on it, even though they have no intention of ever selling it.




  A small road sign proclaims Chilchenbeto as home to the magnificent rug, but now it is unrolled only for school graduation ceremonies. A community of about 1,300, Chilchenbeto is located twenty-five miles southeast of Kayenta on Indian Route 59 on the Navajo Reservation.




  A Work in (Slow) ProgressCordes Junction





  At Arcosanti, a city-of-the-future prototype, “speed” is almost a four-letter word. The project has been under construction since 1970. It’s not finished. It may not be finished in this generation. The man who dreamed it up may never see it completed.




  That is not a problem for Paolo Soleri, the Italian-born architect/philosopher/artist who designed the city. His vision combines architecture with ecology to create “arcology,” hence the name. If it ever is completed, it’ll be home to about seven thousand people living and working in a close-knit environment. His philosophy defies conventional build-it-in-a-hurry and get-folks-in-it practices by extending the building deadline to whenever it gets done.




  There’ll never be cars within the city, solar power will be king, curved architecture is the standard, and density is a good thing. The concept is pedestrian-friendly, so the roads end outside the complex and pathways and benches take over. Solar energy heats the buildings, and evaporative cooling fights off the desert heat. Most of the buildings are half-spheres facing south to take advantage of the winter sun. And the inhabitants will live and work closely together to avoid sprawl.
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  Arcosanti may set a modern-day record for construction longevity.




  Although the pace is slow, construction goes on. The music center has been completed, and more housing/office space should be done whenever it gets done.
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    The Case of the Bare Bear




    Isadore Christopher, a French settler, has several claims to infamy. A small community bears his name; so does a nearby mountain. He also came home once and found a bear in his grave.




    In July 1882 Christopher killed a large bear, skinned it, and hung the carcass in his cabin. The next day while he was gone, an Apache raiding party attacked and burned the cabin. A troop of US soldiers in close pursuit of the raiders arrived on the scene while the cabin was still engulfed in flames.




    After extinguishing the blaze, the soldiers discovered the remains of the bear. Mistakenly assuming that the carcass belonged to Christopher, they dug a shallow grave in a cornfield, held a solemn burial service, and spoke kind words about what a good man he had been.




    Christopher returned the following day, still very much alive. After surveying the damage, he built another cabin that is still in use today. But after the death of his wife in 1906, he moved to California and was never heard from again. The bear that stood (or lay) in for him reappeared, in a sense, after several years, when one of the cabin’s later occupants dug up the bones while digging in a garden.


  




  Those interested in what the future may look like can tour Arcosanti by taking the Cordes Junction exit off Interstate 17, then following the signs. For details call (928) 632-7135.




  Not Everybody Liked IkeEagar





  Ever get to wondering what ever happened to Ike Clanton?




  He earned a niche in Western lore as one of the participants in the gunfight at the OK Corral. According to historians he exited the scene shortly after the shooting began, so he lived to tell about it. But then he just sort of rode off into the sunset of history. Where’d he go?




  Well, he died anyway.




  Gunshot.




  Had it coming, though.




  The details are all in the Little House Museum, a four-building complex sitting on a ranch west of Eagar. Its roots trace from the days when cattle rustling was a way of life and murder was as common as chicken pox.




  One building dates from 1885; others were added over the years. Today they’re all part of the X Diamond Ranch, owned and operated by Winkie Crigler, who was born on the ranch and moved away only to attend college. Her grandfather started the spread; Winkie and her husband ran it until his death in 1985. That’s when she decided the area needed a museum even though it was way out in the country.




  The facility deals mostly with the history of Apache County, but one building was designed to house a carriage given to the couple by actor John Wayne, whose ranch adjoined theirs. Also on display are old musical instruments, newspaper clippings, clothing, and photographs.




  So what about Ike Clanton?




  According to one newspaper article, his career came to an abrupt end on June 1, 1887, when a lawman shot and killed him while serving a warrant. The reporter philosophized thusly:




  “This ended the wild career of poor deluded, misguided Ike Clanton. He sowed the winds and harvested the whirlwind and his harvest is gathered into a narrow house six feet by two, and the panther, wolf and bear growl a fitting requiem over his grave...”




  For details and directions call (928) 333-2286 or log on to www.xdiamondranch.com.




  The Dropping of the PineconeFlagstaff





  The ancient and historic Weatherford Hotel was built around 1898 by John Weatherford and has weathered the years between then and now quite well. It was almost demolished in the late 1970s, but Henry Taylor and his wife, Sam, bought and restored it. Now designated as a historic place, it’s a lodging establishment as well as the site of some pretty good nightlife.




  What sets the Weatherford Hotel apart is the pinecone drop. Every December 31 the staff uses a hand-cranked hoist to raise a six-foot pinecone to the roof of the building, where it rests until nightfall. Then at 10:00 p.m. on New Year’s Eve, when the big glass ball drops in New York’s Times Square, the huge pinecone descends to ground level amid the cheers of revelers, most of them children because the ten o’clock version is staged especially for the kiddies.




  When all that hootin’ and hollerin’ is done, the staff cranks the pinecone back to the top of the hotel, where it sits until midnight (Flagstaff time). Then it slides back down amid even more raucous comments and observances to give the new year a proper welcome, since most of the children are home tucked safely in bed, probably having nightmares about huge green things descending upon them.




  The Weatherford is at 23 North Leroux. Pinecone nuts in need of more information can log on to www.weatherfordhotel.com or call (928) 779-1919.




  Can We Talk?Flagstaff





  Conversations with animals have been well explored in the fantasy worlds of television and movies, from Dr. Doolittle to Babe, from Francis the Talking Mule to Mr. Ed. But they’re all make-believe. Dr. Con Slobodchikoff’s effort to communicate with prairie dogs is real.




  Slobodchikoff is a professor in the biology department at Northern Arizona University, teaching animal behavior sciences. Through his research he has concluded that prairie dogs can, using a language of their own, talk to each other. And further, he says, humans can figure out what they’re talking about if they just listen carefully.




  Since the early 1990s the professor has recorded and analyzed prairie dog chitchat, particularly those conversations dealing with the approach of potential predators. He has noticed the chips and bips are modified to describe different situations. For example, the sound they make for a hawk is different from the one used to signal the presence of a coyote. “They have one call for a person carrying a rifle,” he said. “They view it as a threat and label it that. And they have a different call for a nonhunter.”




  But although Slobodchikoff’s been a friend of the prairie dogs for more than a decade, the creatures remain aloof toward him. During our afternoon stroll through their village, every one of the little rascals scurried down their hole without so much as a howdy.




  They probably recognize him, though. It’s just that they have trouble pronouncing his name.
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    Abandoned Saucers




    It may or may not have happened like this:




    A long time ago, alien life-forms landed on Earth to see if there was anything worth taking home. Nothing filled their immediate needs so they decided to leave, but—wouldn’t you know it—some of their spaceships wouldn’t start. Since this was before drugstores sold batteries and carburetors, they had to abandon their spacecraft in the deserts and forests of what would eventually become Arizona. Eons later, earthlings found them and converted them into practical uses.




    Far-fetched?




    Maybe. But there are several buildings in the state that appear to have definite outer space origins.




    Both the Walkup Dome in Flagstaff and the Round Valley High School dome in Springerville look like flying saucers. They’re big, they’re round, they can hold lots of life-forms, and they closely resemble the sketches and drawings created by UFO believers.
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    The meeting hall at Camelback Seventh-day Adventist Church in Scottsdale.
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    A flying saucer on the roof of the Space Age Lodge in Gila Bend.




    The Walkup Dome on the campus of Northern Arizona University is the world’s largest wooden domed stadium and can hold fifteen thousand earthlings. The Round Valley dome has room for ten thousand fans. Both are enspheres, another word for “domes.” And, although they’re used primarily for athletic events, neither school has nicknamed its athletes the Aliens or the Spacemen.




    The meeting hall at the Camelback Seventh-day Adventist Church in Scottsdale bears close resemblance to the two school domes, but it’s substantially smaller, with a capacity of fewer than one thousand people. Also, it’s painted sort of tan—to blend in with the desert, probably. It’s on the corner of Camelback and Hilltop Roads.
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    The Round Valley High School dome in Springerville.
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    The Compass Room on top of the Hyatt Hotel in Phoenix.




    A couple of the left-behind spaceships now serve as eateries. Diners at the Space Age Lodge in Gila Bend sit under a saucer that measures twenty-eight feet across and features a three-tiered space mural rising up to a twenty-eight-foot ceiling. The Compass Room is a huge circular restaurant atop the Hyatt Hotel in downtown Phoenix. Unlike the others, this one actually moves. It makes a complete revolution once every hour, giving patrons a 360-degree bird’s-eye view of the area.
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    The Walkup Dome on the Northern Arizona University campus in Flagstaff.
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    The new University of Phoenix stadium rises from the desert in Glendale.




    In the village of Oak Creek just south of Sedona, a complex sometimes called Xanadu is composed of ten monolithic domes that look like giant eggs popping out of the ground. Originally painted beige, they’re now colored red, orange, yellow, and blue so they look like huge Easter eggs. Keep an eye out for them on the west side of Route 179.




    The most recent addition to Flying Saucer Architecture is at Loop 101 and Maryland Avenue in Glendale. It’s round, it’s huge, and it’s very expensive. It’s the University of Phoenix Stadium, where the Arizona Cardinals play football. The edifice features a retractable roof, retractable playing field, seating space for up to seventy-three thousand fans, and a price tag of about $355 million. You don’t even have to squint to notice the resemblance between the stadium and that thing that came down from the skies in Close Encounters of the Third Kind.
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    Egg-shaped buildings pop out of the ground in Oak Creek.




    [image: image]


  




  Walk between the BranchesFlagstaff





  The Museum Club was beset with a diminishing history for years after it opened in 1931. First it was billed as “the biggest log cabin in the world.” Later it was downsized to “the biggest log cabin in the nation,” and eventually to “the biggest log cabin in Arizona.”




  But through it all, one claim has remained unchallenged: The front entryway is still the largest doorway in the world made from a forked tree that was once struck by lightning. It’s the remains of an old ponderosa pine that was split by a lightning blast somewhere back around 1900. Two separate, but equal, branches emerged to form a giant Y. It was chopped down, hauled to the log cabin, and inverted across the building front so it looks like those who enter are walking between the knotty knees of a bowlegged cowboy.




  The building underwent another fall toward oblivion in the 1970s after Interstate 40 displaced Route 66 through Flagstaff and cost the combination nightclub/museum much of its clientele. But in 1978 Martin Zanzucchi bought it, refurbished it, and brought it back to life as the Museum Club. Zanzucchi had to upgrade both the interior and exterior, but one thing remains unchanged—patrons still have to walk between the branches of the old ponderosa pine to get in.




  The club is at 3404 East Route 66. For details call (928) 526-9434.




  Something for the SleeplessFlagstaff





  The annual Flagstaff Toys for Tots Bed Races USA has nothing to do with brushing, flossing, and getting into your jammies. Instead it’s a sporting event that features up to fifty teams of bed-pushing athletes pitted against each other as they race through the streets of the city.




  Each team is composed of five members—four pushers and a rider. Since beds are notoriously bad at staying in the proper lanes, there’s a pusher at each corner. The rider, often a pajama-clad female with a good sense of direction, urges them on. The race is short but tricky. Teams have to maneuver a half-block straightaway followed by an obstacle course. “We don’t tell what the obstacles will be from year to year because we don’t want teams practicing up on them,” said Hal Jensen, an event coordinator. In times past the obstacles have included running with an egg in a spoon and the belly-to-belly football carry.
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    Leo, the Lost Lion




    Charles Lindbergh once inadvertently caused a lion roundup by cowboys in the Mazatzal Mountains. In the summer of 1927 Metro-Goldwyn-Mayer Studios hired stunt-pilot Martin Jensen to fly the studio’s trademark lion, Leo, on a nonstop flight from Los Angeles to New York. It was an effort to capitalize on the publicity surrounding Lindbergh’s success, so the studio duplicated his plane, equipped it with a large cage, and loaded the 350-pound lion on board.




    But the combined weight of the lion, cage, and extra fuel was too much for the B-1 Ryan Brougham plane, and it crashed in Hell’s Gate Canyon on Tonto Creek. Neither Jensen nor Leo was injured, but there was no way the pilot could extricate the lion from the wreckage, so he set out on foot to find help. Almost four days later Jensen stumbled into a ranch house and told his story. After a night’s rest he was taken to Payson, where he called for help.




    In the meantime a couple of cowboys came across the downed plane and determined that the lion was weak but safe in the cage. They eventually led a search party to the crash site and Leo. The cowboys butchered a yearling calf, fed the lion, and then hauled him out of the canyon on a sled fashioned from the door of a small shed.




    Leo stayed in Payson for a few days and was so popular that teachers dismissed school so the children could look at him, and then he was returned to California by truck. The incident generated substantial publicity for the studio bosses, but not the kind they wanted. And shortly after the crash, the Forest Service named the gulch where it happened Leo Canyon. It’s still there, in the Tonto National Forest between Payson and Gisela. And it’s still a tough place to find.


  




  The races are held the second weekend after Labor Day, and proceeds go to the Flagstaff Toys for Tots program. Winners earn a chance to compete in a national competition at pro football’s Super Bowl. For details on how to enter your box spring, log on to www.bedraceusa.com or call (480) 473-9882.




  A Dome on the RangeFlagstaff





  The area north of Flagstaff is dotted with volcanoes, some still active but most simply remnants of past explosions. Although they’ve been quiet for about a thousand years, hundreds of volcanic cones are visible along US Highway 89 as it carries people north in Coconino County. But most of them look more like big bumps on the surface of the Earth rather than potential lava-spewers.




  One, however, still bears all the marks of a real volcano. It’s the SP Dome, a perfectly round and well-preserved cone. The US Geological Survey’s website says it came into existence when “gas-charged frothy blobs of basalt magma erupted as an upward spray” to create a lava fountain. The melted rock flowed north until it cooled and created the dome, which has resisted time and the elements to provide scientists and students the opportunity to explore what probably happened there so long ago.




  To view the SP Dome, take US Highway 89 north out of Flagstaff to milepost 446, just before Hanks Trading Post. Turn west and take a dirt road for seven miles. It’s about a twenty-five-mile one-way trip.




  The Four-State ContortionsFour Corners





  Most people say they visit the Four Corners National Monument because it’s the only place in the country where four states meet. But what they really go there for is to have their picture taken while standing in four states at the same time. Because of that, it’s a paradise for photographers who like to take pictures of people twisting themselves into weird shapes while looking at the camera and saying “cheese.”




  The four states meet at the intersection of a large X drawn in the center of a concrete slab. Through strategic placement of the arms and legs, visitors can stand in Arizona, Utah, Colorado, and New Mexico at the same time, then observe that weather conditions and the scenery in all four are pretty similar.




  Most use the standard four-point squat, placing one foot and one hand in each state. The more adventuresome implement the quad-state plop, a technique in which they simply flop down over the X while flailing both arms and legs like a child making a snow angel.




  Others have been observed making moves like those common to a singles’ dance and the Twister game.




  The monument is located on US Highway 160 in the far northeastern corner of Arizona




  And the far southwestern corner of Colorado.




  And the far southeastern corner of Utah.




  And the far northwestern corner of New Mexico.




  There’s a nominal entry fee, and once on the grounds, visitors may also purchase Navajo artifacts and food. Log on to www.mesaverde.com/femonument.htm for more information.




  Not an Easy Sit-DownHolbrook





  Elks Lodge 2450 bears a resemblance to Elks lodges across the country. But one piece of decor sets 2450 apart from most others.




  It’s the elk-horn chair, a rather scary piece of furniture that looks like it might impale anyone brave enough to sit in it. Edward Leopold crafted it a long time ago from five and a half sets of elk antlers, to sit outside the family establishment, the Pow Wow Trading Post and Motel in Holbrook.




  [image: Those who weren’t afraid of punctured bottoms were once welcome to take a seat in the antler chair at the Elks club in Holbrook, but not anymore.]




  After the elder Leopold died, the chair was passed on to his son, Ken, who used to sit in it and watch the tourists pass by. He later moved it to another motel and then, shortly before his death, requested that it be donated to the Elks lodge.




  Now it sits in its own little room, no longer strong enough to hold those brave enough to risk being stabbed by an elk horn. “Sometimes the new officers sit in it and have their pictures taken for the newspaper,” said Howard Fischer, a longtime lodge member. “But most of the time, it just sits there.”




  The Holbrook Elks Lodge 2450 is located at 714 Elkdom Avenue. Interested in taking a photo? Call (928) 524-6789.




  Tepee for Two or Three or MoreHolbrook





  The Wigwam Motel is a place where memories are born. John Lewis, one of the current owners, says he gets inquiries from people all over the nation, wondering if the establishment is still there. And when he replies that it is, the callers often get teary-eyed remembering the first time they stayed there. “It’s a place you don’t forget,” Lewis explained.




  The motel has fifteen individual units, each shaped like a tepee. Built by Chester Lewis, John’s father, it opened in 1950, and each tepee still has its original furniture, including two full-size beds. There’s also a television set, capable of receiving fifty channels off of cable. But, as a sign of respect for the past, there are no phones.




  The wigwams are twenty-one feet in diameter. And, of course, they’re better built than real wigwams, which were made of lodge poles and animal hide. These tepees are lumber, tar paper, chicken wire, and stucco. “We get some strong winds up here,” Lewis said, “but we’ve never had one blow down.”




  The Wigwam shut down in late 1970, then reopened in 1988 to keep its mission of creating memories on a nightly basis.




  It’s on the corner of Hopi Drive and Eighth Avenue. If you want to sleep in the round, call (800) 414-3021.




  [image: image]




  The Wigwam Motel in Holbrook has been a place to sleep in the round since the 1950s.




  A Gathering of DinosaursHolbrook





  The real dinosaurs that once roamed the area around Holbrook vanished hundreds of thousands of years ago, but several concrete and bronze descendants have taken up permanent positions in this high desert community.




  The most noticeable are the seven in a prehistoric pack that welcomes customers at the indian Rock Shop on the corner of Navajo Boulevard and Joy Nevins Avenue. They range from twenty-five feet tall to baby size. Adam Luna spent twenty years creating them, using only cement, reinforcing rod, and his own hands. On the same side of the street but farther north, a pair of cementosaurs glare at those who pass by Rocks on Route 66 on the corner of California Street and Navajo Boulevard.




  [image: image]




  The real dinosaurs are long gone, but several man-made descendants still roam the streets of Holbrook.




  In between those two groupings, a more frightening monster leers at tourists and locals alike in the backyard of the Chamber of Commerce office at Navajo Boulevard and Buffalo Drive. It was once part of a group of fourteen dinosaur replicas placed along interstate 40 near Holbrook as advertising for a nearby museum. When the museum closed, the dinosaurs were sold off. Eight others from that group have found new homes and new tourists to frighten at Jim Gray’s Petrified Wood Company, on the intersection of Highways 77 and 180 just south of town.




  The lone non-cement member of the herd is a smaller bronze dinosaur that stands in Living West Park on Hopi Drive, just west of the main drag. It was donated to the city by the Lundeen family of Fountain Hills in 1997.




  One Way to Stop ThievesJoseph City





  The folks at Geronimo Indian Store don’t have to worry about anybody walking off with their prize attraction. Most people aren’t capable of picking up a forty-five-ton rock. Even if they did find enough cranes, bulldozers, front-end loaders, and winches to haul it away, then what’d they do with it? Hide it in a dresser drawer at home? Put it in a safe-deposit box until the statute of limitations expires? Probably not. So the World’s Largest Petrified Tree appears to be safe. At least until a spaceship comes along and beams it up for scientific study.




  The tree is a humongous thing, weighing in at about eighty-nine thousand pounds, a factor that holds pilferage to a minimum. Elvera Wiegand, an employee at the Indian Store, says she’s not sure of the total weight but offers the inside information that the trunk weighs 168 pounds per cubic foot, if that makes figuring any easier.




  Owner Carl Kempton dug it up from a gravel pit behind the store, moved it to his parking lot, and buried part of it in a four-foot hole. Only about eight feet of the root section is aboveground, but that’s enough to create a photo opportunity. Several other smaller petrified logs surround the centerpiece. Kempton believes they’re all from the same tree, which measured more than one hundred feet when it was still alive back in the days before chain saws and gift shops.




  The store and old log are at the Geronimo exit off Interstate 40, about five miles west of Holbrook.




  Rock Art CanyonJoseph City





  Several years ago Brantley Baird figured that raising cows wasn’t going to provide him with the lifestyle he wanted. So he turned to petroglyphs as a primary source of income.




  It wasn’t real difficult. His family owns 7,300 acres of what used to be the Hashknife Ranch, a legendary spread that once covered two million acres and was home to as many as sixty thousand cows at a time. The most outstanding feature of Baird’s property is a canyon filled with ancient rock drawings.




  There’s something about rock drawings (petroglyphs) that fascinates people, so Baird decided to capitalize on it. In 1995, in the middle of a slump in cattle prices and a drought, he quit herding cattle and took up ramrodding tourists.
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