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Hello to All: 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Beauty’s Very Own Gypsy 
 
It is still dark and there is a light snow falling. Overnight the gray clouds that had sat 
above the mesas to the west, the imposing Kaiparowits and Aquarius Plateaus, during 
the previous day have moved to 
cover the sky entirely. It is cold 
and bleak and transcendently 
beautiful. It is the first week of 
November in Escalante, Utah; 
and November is a quixotic 
month: sometimes it turns out 
warm to the point of being 
summer-like, and sometimes it 
snows to a calf-covering, slow-
trudging, bone-chilling depth. 
Occasionally it does both. In 
recent years, snow has come early 
and stayed late here, much to the 
joy of spring’s flowering beings.                                   Calf Creek Canyon               
Their dormant selves must be jubilant at what they sense occurring in this dawning day.  
As an increasingly dispirited, but valiantly determined George Washington was 
preparing to divide his ragtag Colonial Army in New York in best-guess anticipation of 
the British General William Howe’s next move with his superior forces – either 
against Fort Washington on the Hudson River, or into New Jersey, or perhaps to New 
England, or all of the above, two pacific Spanish priests, Fray Francisco Antanasio 
Dominguez and Fray Silvestre Vélez de Escalante, were overlooking the west  
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bank of what is now called Padre Creek, within about a mile of the Colorado River’s Glen 
Canyon. On November 7, 1776, they were returning to Santa Fe, having failed with their 
small expedition to reach 
Monterey, California to survey 
the Spanish crown’s new lands. 
What they had accomplished was 
an amazing adventure through 
some of the starkest country of 
the Colorado Plateau that no 
white men had ever seen. On 
their outbound trip they had 
passed far to the north of the 
small town that now bears the 
friar-journalist’s name, only some 
sixty miles northwest of where 
they pause. They seem to me to 
yet be near, two centuries on.                                   Where the Cedars Break 
There is something more that is felt this November morning in Escalante. There is a 
presence that is so palpable, so undeniable, as to be beyond simple explanation. 
It was in the coming week, only scant days from this day, on November 11, 1934, that 
twenty-year-old Everett Ruess, adventurer, artist, and Beauty’s very own gypsy, left 
this village that sits on the antepenultimate tread of the Grand Staircase, where a 
collection of creeks converge to form the Escalante River, leading his two burros, 

Chocolatero and Cockleburrs, and 
walked straight out into oblivion.  
For years after I first knew the 
name Everett Reuss, after 
encountering it as the subject of 
an Edward Abbey poem, in the 
posthumously published Earth 
Apples: The Poems of 
Edward Abbey, who he was 
remained a complete mystery to 
me. In some ways, he still does; 
but the pursuit of that mystery 
has led me to a much greater 
understanding and loving sense 

                     If the Devil Had a Garden                         of connection and appreciation, 
even as the cortege of those curious to know more about his short life and unexplained 
disappearance has multiplied with the passage of time. In the East we have enough of 
our own mysteries without having to go looking along the Colorado Plateau for any 
more, but there is something about the life of this young man that transcends space and 
time and speaks to all seekers in all places whenever and wherever they may be found. 
Perhaps in some ways he represents for me the ultimate vagabond, the seeker’s seeker. 
Whenever I find myself traipsing through the silent forest, as far from human life as I 
can find in which to traipse in these all-too-developed eastern woodlands, Everett’s life  
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comes to me like a whisper on the wind and I see his untold steps across the sparse, 
harsh, and severe outback of the Southwest of the 1930’s that he loved without condition 
or exception, loved all the way to a much-too- 
early death. In his love of the desert I see 
mirrored my own love of the Smokies, and I know 
that I have found a friend. 
Everett Ruess was born on March 28, 1914 in 
Oakland, California. His family was quite avant-
garde and very intellectual: his father, 
Christopher, a summa cum laud Harvard 
graduate and Unitarian minister, and his mother 
Stella, a dancer and gifted artist, whose father 
had migrated to California from New York after 
service in the Civil War and had found success as 
a publisher, in addition to being twice-elected as 
president of the Southern California Academy of 
Sciences. As Everett’s four-years-older brother 
Waldo had been named after Ralph Waldo 
Emerson, Everett’s name was likewise given in 
honor of an admired personage, Edward 
Everett Hale, the New England writer, 
historian, and Unitarian minister who once said, 
“I am only one, but I am one. I cannot do 
everything, but I can do something. And I will       Red Rock Hoodoos, Long Canyon 

not let what I cannot do interfere with what I can 
do.” 
As with all of us, there is no doubt that early 
childhood experiences shaped the outline of the 
young man Everett would become. I have always 
been curious about the particular nature of cause 
and effect in this regard, and I have come to believe 
that much of the “effect” is also dependent on the 
inherent personality, or temperament, if you will, 
that the child brings to a given experience. What is 
profoundly to be regretted in the story of Everett 
Ruess is that we do not have the opportunity to see 
the full result of these experiences in the life of the 
mature adult; and though in many ways he packed 
wisdom and maturity beyond his years into the few 
he was given, a substantial part of the effect of his 
childhood can only be observed through the haze of 
teenage angst through which he, himself, was still 
trying to maneuver at the time he disappeared; and 
any evaluation, pro or con, must be considered in 
that light. The teenage mind remains much of a  

    A Cottonwood in Red Rock      mystery, even to teenagers, even as they often          
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believe otherwise. Having been a teenager once, I think I can remember. 
There seem to be, to me anyway, two groups of 
experiences which form the core context of his 
response to his world; and I offer them for your 
consideration going forward into an examination 
of his short life. First, were the many moves his 
family made during his childhood, as well as the 
additional traveling that was necessitated, or taken 
on, because of family circumstances – and the 
impact that this may have had on his later 
penchant for wanderlust. And secondly, the 
enforced affection of his parents in which a 
familial closeness was not only encouraged and 
expected – parent to child and sibling to sibling – 
but in many ways forced upon Everett and his 
brother. That Christopher and Stella loved their 
children and strove to be ideal parents seems clear 
without question, but that their push to make their 
family a spotless mirror of what they thought a 
family should be and the effect that this may have 
had on their younger son also seems patent to me. 
I’ll leave it for you to decide; for in their pursuit of 
these ideals, they also seeded in Everett the love of                 Talus in the Snow  

nature, of art, and of beauty for which he so richly 
deserves to be remembered and applauded. 
Almost from the beginning Everett seems to have 
leaned toward precociousness and wandering. 
Having such a literary bent as did Christopher and 
Stella Ruess, they had encouraged Waldo and 
Everett to keep a regular diary going almost from 
the time the boys could write. Moreover, Stella 
produced regular collections of work created by the 
foursome, which she mailed out to family and 
friends. On several occasions during Everett’s early 
years she records stories in her journal of tying 
Everett to various objects (as in an early version of 
an infant harness) to keep him from wandering; but, 
even so, having him succeed in his escape attempts 
on several occasions, once being found by a 
neighborhood policeman and taken to the nearby 
precinct station for temporary safe-keeping. Her 
musings seem to take all of this in stride as part of 
her younger child’s budding character and curiosity-
filled nature; and, since no harm ever came to him 

       A Crack in Skutumpah          from it, all turned out well as he grew into youth. 
Exposure to nature, art, and literature for both boys, likewise, began at an early age, 

4 



with frequent trips to places of literary and cultural significance. When Everett was 
about five, Stella wrote this verse in an expression of her sense of her younger son’s 
temperament: The God of Poesy has smiled 
                            On you, my nature-living child. 
                            May you look deep and wide and high; 
                            Your art all nature glorify.  
In light of the coming fifteen years, it would prove to be a rather prescient evaluation. 

The year before this, in 1918, the 
Ruesses moved across the country 
to Brookline, Massachusetts so 
that Christopher could begin work 
with the Chautauqua Industrial 
Art Desk Company, he having 
reached the decision that he could 
not support his family on a 
minister’s salary, as well as having 
felt the need to be supportive of 
his elderly parents back East. 
From their New England base, the 
family made excursions to 
surrounding sites of historic  

                      If Hell Had a Backbone                           significance: Thoreau’s Walden 
Pond; Concord Bridge, memorialized in Emerson’s poem; the House of Seven Gables, 
Hawthorne’s inspiration; the home of Louisa May Alcott; and others. 
Only two years later, Christopher was reassigned by Chautauqua to the New York City 
office, and the family was on the move again, this time to Bay Ridge in Brooklyn. And 
again, in 1922, an assignment to the Palisades Park, New Jersey office and a shorter 
move across the Hudson River, but a move nonetheless. 
Just a year after all of this, Stella’s father, in Los Angeles, became ill; and she, with 
Everett in company, made the 
long cross-country trek to attend 
to his recovery. By now age nine, 
Everett kept an almost daily diary 
of the entire experience, which 
included side trips to the Grand 
Canyon, as well as Yosemite. 
These childhood musings and 
observations may be his earliest 
writings to survive and give early 
indication of the open-eyed 
curiosity of his teenage years. 
It was also during the New York-
New Jersey years that Stella took 
several opportunities to enroll                          Peek-a-Boo San Juan, I See You 
Everett in various art classes, including the Pratt Institute in Brooklyn, where he was 
exposed to drawing, and in Greenwich Village where he was shown pottery-making and 
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wood-carving. 
By summer’s end, 1923, Stella and Everett were back in New Jersey, but it would be less 
than a year before Christopher would be 
transferred again, this time to Chicago. 
Correspondence between father and sons in the 
interval between Christopher’s relocation to his 
Chicago office and his family’s move to join him in 
their new home in Valparaiso, Indiana, is revealing 
of the expectations that both parents carried as to 
how they believed their sons should comport 
themselves as part of the family unit. I offer this 
now without judgment, but merely as an 
observation in support of my earlier assertion as to 
significant benchmarks in the development of the 
character of Everett as he approached manhood. 
On August 5, 1924 Christopher wrote, “Will you not 
send me a postal card every day as Waldo does, and 
on it write your diary entry for the previous day? I 
would enjoy it. I don’t like to have people feel that 
one of my sons does this, but that the other laddie 
forgets his daddy, do I?”  
It is plain that Christopher Ruess loved his sons, 
but his written words also plainly carry an 
undertone of stern expectation that the boys live by           Inspiration in the Snow  

a strict code, both ethically and intellectually, and 
an equally strong expectation that they continuously 
participate in the family dynamic that he and Stella 
have created. And Stella is no less expectant than 
Christopher, though perhaps in a somewhat more 
subtle way. In Valparaiso she enrolled Everett in the 
Art Institute of Chicago. 
During the four years the family remained in 
Indiana it was the natural world, however, that 
caught the young man’s attention with full intensity 
and in a way that it had been unavailable to him 
before. Wildlife and Native American culture were 
the two aspects of the outdoors to which he seemed 
particularly attracted. From remnants of Woodland 
Culture to trails of the more modern Miamis, 
evidence of Indian presence in the American Mid-
west lay all around him. The writings that survive 
him from these four years give some indication of 
his leanings toward the natural world and, perhaps, 
in some ways presage what his biographer, David 
Roberts, calls “the paradox that would lie at the 

    Muley, What’s Your Point?     core of Everett’s being during the wandering years    
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of his late adolescence.” From early on, the boy had expressed a sociable, extrovert 
nature, such as could impel him even in his middle teenage years to go to the door of 
famous artists such as Ansel Adams or Maynard Dixon and introduce himself as a 
budding disciple. Even so, fewer than half-a-dozen years later, as he tramped his burros 
or pack-horses through the desert 
Southwest, he would write, “After 
all, the lone trail is best.” By then 
he had come to see himself as “a 
freakish person” who seemed to 
crave the experience of deep, soul-
level companionship, and yet 
simultaneously sense that it was 
somehow beyond him. 
By mid-1828, the Chautauqua 
Industrial Art Desk Company was 
defunct and Christopher Ruess 
was forced to look elsewhere for 
employment. This, he found as a 
county probation officer in Los                     Between a Rock and Another Rock  
Angeles, and the Ruesses once more relocated, this time to the home where he and 
Stella would remain for the balance of their lives. 
The years between 1928 and 1930 seem to be a blank slate in Everett’s brief life. Of them 
David Roberts in his excellent Finding Everett Ruess, The Life and Unsolved 

Disappearance of a Legendary Wilderness Explorer says nothing. This is unfortunate for 
they represent Everett at ages 15 and 16, in my mind two of the most extremely pivotal 
years in the development of any adolescent. Perhaps no record still exists, for it is clear 
that a significant amount of family documentation was lost later on as Christopher and 
Stella, in their efforts to perpetuate Everett’s name and story, gave original writings to 
more than one alleged biographical author, who not only appropriated the materials, 
but turned out to be either prevaricators, or charlatans, or both. 
What happened in Everett’s emotional universe during that important period? How did 
the abrupt change from semi-rural Valparaiso to urban Los Angeles impact his sense of 
place in the world, or his sense of self? These things we may never know. What we do 
know is that in June of 1930, the summer before his last semester as a student at 
Hollywood High School, Everett struck out on his own, hiking and hitchhiking, often 
with a fifty-pound pack, up the California coast, first to Carmel and a brief sojourn with 
the already well-known Edward Weston, whom he had never met before, to Big Sur, 
and ultimately to Yosemite National Park, before returning home in early-September. 
His diary from that walkabout is also one of those writings that may be lost, and what is 
known comes from sixteen letters he wrote to family and to Bill Jacobs, a high school 
friend, back in Los Angeles. 
Of his pending return to the urban life he now lived, he wrote, “In the morning, I 
shouldered my pack once more, and started down to the valley. The whole atmosphere 
was one of anticlimax. I was returning from the mountains and the solitude to the 
valley, the noisy, uninitiated tourists, and eventually to the city and its sordid buildings 
and business places.” The Summer of ’30 would prove transformative. 
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Following his graduation from Hollywood High in January 1931, it was the hope of 
Christopher and Stella that Everett would enroll in college. Everett, however, had a 

much different agenda. We do not 
fully understand the motivation 
for the quest that ensued, for as 
with the 1930 diary that detailed 
his California excursion, the 1931 
daybook has, likewise, been lost. 
By mid-February he had 
hitchhiked from the City of Angels 
615 miles east to the small village 
of Kayenta, Arizona, less than 
twenty-five miles from the Utah 
border and deep in the heart of the 
Navajo Nation. For the coming ten 
months, not only would he criss- 

       Where the Deer and the Antelope Play          cross Navajoland, he would visit 
the Grand Canyon and Zion National Parks, as well as Monument Valley and the 
complexly beautiful maze of scratches across the red rock of Northern Arizona known as 
Tsegi Canyon, home to some of the most amazing architectural monuments crafted by 
the Anasazi: Keet Seel and Betatakin. He met and befriended the trader, John Wetherill, 
the Anglo rancher and self-taught archaeologist who “found” Mesa Verde and who 
would, on this and subsequent occasions, not only share his extensive knowledge of 
Ancestral Puebloan sites, but 
would also assist Everett in the 
development of his routes and 
travel plans.  
Though he wrote frequently to 
family and friends, he did not keep 
their letters and responses to his; 
and thus, a full understanding of 
his correspondence is not possible. 
Even as he strove for self-
sufficiency, he was happy to ask for 
and receive handouts from family 
and others. And it was on this 
journey that he undertook to use, 
for the first time, a pseudonym,               Divination: Looking for a Water Pocket 
perhaps as another way of signaling his break from the strict family ties that his parents 
had imposed. One might be tempted to look at Everett’s actions, coming as they did 
smack in the middle of the economic nightmare known as the Great Depression, as the 
behavior of a self-indulgent child, who believed he was entitled to what he received. 
Perhaps, there is some justification for that interpretation; but if so, it must be seen as 
having originated in his parents’ treatment of him and in his own ultra-sensitive nature, 
which screamed for independence in the face of a love that was often suffocating. His 
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 letters to his parents show that he was not insensitive to the economic realities of his 
world, nor indifferent to the pressures he placed on them, nor ungrateful to the 
sacrifices they made on his behalf – but coming back around to entitlement is a fair 
summation, though by his own 
writings it seems clear that he 
well-understood his own 
ambitions and goals, and was 
sincerely of the mind that he 
would reach them, or else would 
die in the process.  
In a letter to Bill Jacobs in April 
Everett wrote, “These days away 
from the city have been the 
happiest of my life, I believe. It 
has all been a beautiful dream, 
sometimes tranquil, sometimes 
fantastic, and with enough pain 
and tragedy to make the delights                        A Community of Gambels  
possible by contrast. But the pain too has been unreal.” 
It was the wilderness of Tsegi Canyon, in all likelihood, that inexorably altered Everett 
Ruess’ view of himself in the world; for in its depths he probably experienced an 
isolation and aloneness he has never before known. Given the time he was there and the 
workings of his own anguished teenage thoughts, in general, this would not be 
surprising. Tsegi, even on one of its bad days, is mystery personified.  Even as he clearly 
communicated his joy to Jacobs he expressed a sense of impending doom to his brother: 
“I must pack my short life full of interesting events and creative activity. Philosophy and 
aesthetic contemplation are not enough. I intend to do everything possible to broaden 
my experiences and allow myself to reach the fullest development. Then, and before 
physical deterioration obtrudes, I shall go on some last wilderness trip, to a place I have 
known and loved. I shall not return.” 
It seems that Everett’s long-term plan for the Southwest trip was ultimately thwarted by 
circumstances beyond his control. He had apparently originally thought to be out for at 
least two years, but the heat of an Arizona June was something he had not anticipated. 
On his way west from Cameron, Arizona, fresh from visiting the Hopi mesas, he appears 
to have become so exhausted that when two teenage boys in a pickup stopped to check 
on him, he ended up accompanying them to the home of one and remaining for two 
weeks as he recuperated. This changed his ultimate path and led him to the Grand 
Canyon for five weeks and thence to Zion. There his lifelong nemesis, poison ivy, gave 
him yet another dreadful experience and darkened his mood so that he wrote Bill 
Jacobs, “My friends have been few because I’m a freakish person and few share my 
interests. My solitary tramps have been made alone because I couldn’t find anyone 
congenial – you know it’s better to go alone than with a person one wearies of soon. I’ve 
done things alone chiefly because I never found people who cared about the things I’ve 
cared for enough to suffer the attendant hardships. But a true companion halves the 
miseries and doubles the joys.” Still, near the close of this letter, he recites the first four 
lines of a poem he has been working on: 
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      I have been one who loved the wilderness –  
      Swaggered and softly crept beneath the mountain peaks 
      I listened long to the sea’s brave music; 
      I sang my song above the shriek of desert winds. 
 
He would not finish this effort for another two years, and it would only be published 
posthumously, entitled “Wilderness Song” in 1935. The next to last verse has since 
become somewhat of an autobiographical epitaph: 
       
      Say that I starved; that I was lost and weary; 
      That I was burned and blinded by the desert sun; 
      Footsore, thirsty, sick with strange diseases, 
      Lonely and wet and cold…but that I kept my dream! 
 
Leaving Zion and heading south, Everett was back on the South Rim of the Grand 
Canyon by the middle of October. There, however, he stalled. The two primary 
contributing factors appear to have been a lack of 
money and the breakdown of his faithful pack 
burro, Pericles. In the end, the only solution to 
his predicament was to ask his parents for money 
with which to buy another burro – actually he 
had determined that he would thenceforth travel 
with two burros. 
He had also determined to go from the Grand 
Canyon to Mesa, Arizona where there lived 
friends of his parents. While in Mesa and in the 
nearby town of Superior, he made short trips into 
what is now Tonto National Monument, rather 
bland, it seemed, in contrast to his wilderness 
experiences of the previous months. Toward the 
end of November he had finally reconciled 
himself to going home to Los Angeles, which took 
nearly another month to actually happen. From 
the accounts we have, he arrived home in a sour 
frame of mind, sensing that he had failed in his 
aims and goals. On the other side of the equation, 
he had just spent ten months on a traverse that 
had covered some thousand miles, mostly on foot,        A Veil for a Nature Bride 
and which had shown him more wilderness beauty than many see in a lifetime, and all at 
the ripe old age of seventeen. 
During 1932 and 1933 Everett made separate journeys to completely different locations. 
Oddly enough, the diaries from both of these years have survived intact, and reveal a 
marked contrast between their tone and that of his letters from the same periods, almost 
as if he were writing the latter for public consumption and saving the sometimes dark 
thoughts and moods for his own private eyes.  
The first, a return to Arizona with brief forays into New Mexico and Colorado, seemed 
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almost star-crossed from the outset. This journey began in Roosevelt, Arizona in the 
Mesa-Superior area where the ’31 trip had ended. Due to a series of delays for one 
reason or another, it was May before he actually hit the trail and by June he was still in 
Holbrook, as he worried over trading his burros for horses, both to pack and to ride. 

Twenty miles north of Holbrook, in the last days of 
June, Ruess crossed into the Navajo Reservation 
and he began to locate places which were familiar 
to him from the previous year.  
This renewal of connection gave his sagging mood a 
much needed boost, and it was further elevated 
shortly thereafter when he arrived in Chinle and 
renewed friendships with residents he had known 
before. In July in a letter to his brother he wrote, “I 
have been thinking more and more that I shall 
always be a lone wanderer of the wilderness. God, 
how the trail lures me. You cannot comprehend its 
resistless fascination for me. After all, the lone trail 
is best. I hope I’ll be able to buy good horses and a 
better saddle. I’ll never stop wandering. And when 
the time comes to die, I’ll find the wildest, loneliest, 
most desolate spot there is.” These words would 
become the most quoted sentences that Everett 
ever wrote.  
His jubilation, however, could not sustain itself, 
and after a day of setbacks mainly concerned with 

      Rocket Man and Frog Leg       aspects of his physical health he wrote, this time in 
his diary, “I felt futile. It seems after all that a solitary life is not good. I wish I could 
experience a great love. I find that I cannot consider working, even in art. To be a real 
artist one must work incessantly and I do not have the vitality… More and more I feel 
that I don’t belong in the world. I am losing contact with life. It seems useless to paint, 
when Nature is here, and I can’t paint anyway.” These two outlooks are illustrative of the 
diary-letter disparities that mark the 1932 trek. 
In late July one of his horses, Jonathan, died following a fall and he was forced to 
continue with only a single animal. This marked the start of a string of minor, but 
disheartening, tragedies that punctuated the continuation of his walk into New Mexico 
and Colorado. In the end, his 1932 ramble would last a mere five months and cover only 
half the distance of the ’31 trip. Feeling worn out and somewhat defeated after a stint in 
the wonders of Mesa Verde National Park, where he could not escape the tourists, 
Everett hitchhiked home, all the way from the Four Corners to Los Angeles, in a series of 
rides that were anything but memorable, arriving in early September. 
It would be nine months before he would be back on the trail – the longest lapse of his 
wandering career – during which time he spent a single, soul-wrenching semester as a 
student at UCLA. In January 1933, he dropped out of college and never returned. What 
went on in his inner world during those nine months is generally vague since he did not 
keep a diary and wrote few letters. Somehow in that interim he determined that it would 
be California, rather than the Southwest, where his next adventure would occur, and in 
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May 1933 he was finally on the land. In a March letter to a friend he had already 
indicated a plan that went beyond the current undertaking to the Sierras; he mentioned 
an indefinite stopover in San Francisco to be followed by a return to Navajoland for a 
year of wandering and painting.  
His ’33 journey saw him in Sequoia and Yosemite National Parks, where he groused 
about having to be in constant 
contact with tourists, but did 
little to avoid them, as if 
implicitly he were trying to find 
the companionship he had so 
wished to find. It was a trip of 
ups and downs: one of his burros 
became pregnant, an infection in 
his hand required medical 
attention, and a stinging 
encounter with a bees’ nest put 
him in what was probably at least 
mild anaphylactic shock. By the 
end of September he was ready 
for the diversions of the City by the Bay.     And the Land is Not Level All Day 
Actually, his designs were much more involved, for he had determined that he would 
have a go at creating the life of an itinerant artist, and it seemed that there was no better 
place to try this than in San Francisco. He arrived in early October after hoboing a 
freight train from Merced to Oakland. 
His time in the city extended for nearly six months, and he did make some effort at 
selling his work through various gallery outlets, but eventually became discouraged at 
the difficulty he encountered in making this productive. He did manage to trade prints 
on occasion for necessities, as well as luxuries that included concert tickets and drawing 
lessons, but it soon became abundantly clear that the young artist was still, more so than 
not, completely dependent on the largesse of his parents for his economic survival.  
The highlight of the experience was probably his relationship with the painter Maynard 
Dixon and Dixon’s wife at the time, the photographer, Dorothea Lange. From Dixon 
he received what he described as “the best art lesson I ever had”, but from Lange he 
received what for history’s sake was more important – a series of portraits that give us 
our best visual glimpses of Everett in the months prior to his disappearance. These are 
invaluable to our sense of him, as incomplete as it is. 
In early March 1934 he announced to Christopher and Stella that he had sold a painting 
and from part of the proceeds had purchased a boat ticket from San Francisco to Los 
Angeles. They arranged to meet him at the dock and take him home.  
A month later he was in Kayenta, he having said farewell to his parents, having 
celebrated his twentieth birthday with them, and having declared in a letter to Waldo 
that the visit home had been time very well spent. Waldo had consented – if Everett 
would come to San Bernardino – to drive him to his old Navajoland jumping-off place. 
Those two occasions were that last times his family would ever see him. 
Although Ruess kept a diary of the 1934 trek, it, like the ’30 and ’31 volumes, has been 
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lost to us, and what we have survives from partial transcriptions contained in some of 
the letters he wrote. If these are an indication, both the diary and the letters are wholly 
divergent in scope and tone from those of the ’33 Sierras trek, rising to clear efforts to 

paint the soaring beauty of the 
landscape in carefully crafted 
words and to convey, as much as 
possible, the spirituality of that 
experience for all to feel and see. 
Sadly, we may never know the full 
extent to which he strove for this. 
From what we can piece together, 
this trek seemed to bring out the 
real daredevil in Everett. He had 
described some dicey climbs in the 
earlier Southwest rambles, but in 
1934 he seems to have pushed 
even further: “I had many other 

      A Valley Full of Goblins and Then Some         thrills when I trusted my life to 
crumbling sandstone and angles little short of the perpendicular, in the search for 
waterholes and cliff dwellings. Often I surprised myself when I came out alive and on 
top. I have seen almost more beauty than I can bear,” he wrote in a letter to Emily 
Ormond. And to a friend, Ed Garner, in Los Angeles, he acknowledged that perhaps 
his zeal has bordered on the self-destructive, “Yesterday I did some miraculous climbing 
on a nearly vertical cliff, and escaped unscathed, too. One way and another I have been 
flirting pretty heavily with Death, the old clown.” 
From when he arrived in Kayenta in April until the first of November, Everett planned 
and executed four separate adventures across the Navajo Reservation and Northern 
Arizona. Each appears to have had a separate purpose and each posed its own level of 
complexity and difficulty. To begin with, he headed southeast through Chilchinbito, into 
the Canyon de Chelly and Canyon del Muerto systems and on to the Lukachukai 
Mountains, short of the New Mexico border, before turning north into the Carrizo 
Mountains and back to Kayenta. Of this route only the Carrizos were unknown to him, 
so in some ways it seems as if it may have been a five-week-long warm up for something 
to come. Next he headed northwest across some of the most rugged land on the Rez, 
roughly paralleling the San Juan River, to reach his pre-determined goal, the lofty, 
sacred dome of Navajo Mountain at 10, 388'. To accomplish this he had to negotiate the 
tricky mesas that rose between the desolate Copper Canyon, Nokai Canyon, and Paiute 
Canyon terrains to the east of Navajo. Beyond the monolith of Navajo Mountain he 
ultimately planned to travel another ten miles to reach the monumental span of 
Rainbow Bridge, the longest natural arch in the world. He managed to explore this 
territory and return to Kayenta by the end of the first week in July. 
Then he took a brief respite, so to speak, and joined a group of young archaeologists. 
This group was a small part of a much larger effort known as the Rainbow Bridge – 
Monument Valley Expedition, a multi-year undertaking from 1933-1938 to survey the 
innumerable Anasazi ruins that clung to the canyons and cliffs from Rainbow Bridge to 
Tsegi Canyon to Monument Valley. The new national park envisioned by the survey 
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never came into being, but what did come about was the creation of the much smaller 
parcels of Navajo National Monument, including Keet Seel, Betatakin, and Inscription 
House, as well as Rainbow Bridge National Monument. The balance of the lands 
surveyed remain today as part of the Navajo homeland and continue to be some of the 
most isolated and desolate landscape in our nation. For two weeks in the summer of 
1934 Everett served as cook and roustabout for the team as it explored a remote corner 
of Skeleton Mesa, northwest of Kayenta, mapping a Basketmaker burial cave. The 
Basketmaker period of Anasazi culture was one of the two broad major sub-units, the 
other being the Puebloan. Including its sub-periods, the Basketmaker time range is 

estimated to be from around 1200 
BC to 750 AD, when the use of 
Pueblo-style architecture began to 
predominate. 
No doubt, one of the major 
attractions for Everett in being 
part of this group was the 
possibility of exploring Anasazi 
ruins that no one had ever before 
examined. To what end remains 
ambiguous since he had exhibited 
no compunction about removing 
ancient objects from their sites, 
which, though now inexcusable, 

                    A Cathedral for All Goblins                      was a common practice in his 
day, before the “let lie” ethic was clearly promulgated. 
Leaving the archaeologists, Everett ventured south over Black Mesa and on to the three 
mesas of the Hopi homeland, a completely separate reservation totally surrounded by 
the Navajo Reservation. The story of these two distinct cultural traditions, and the often 
uneasy truce under which they have existed in modern times, is another story 
altogether. For his part, Everett was intrigued by the well-documented annual dances of 
the Hopi, and he had learned that August was the month of the Rain Dance. As he 
records in a letter to his parents, he was not only allowed to watch the Antelope Dance, 
but was invited to participate in it as well. 
By the beginning of the second week in September, Everett had pushed on to the South 
Rim of the Grand Canyon and was camped at Desert View. Just days earlier he had lost a 
burro in the Little Colorado River Gorge; but he had quickly replaced that animal with a 
new, young burro that he eventually came to call Chocolatero. He remained at Grand 
Canyon until the middle of October when he finally headed north into Utah. His route of 
march on this trek is uncertain, but in Everett Ruess, Vagabond for Beauty, author 
W.L. (Bud) Rusho speculates that it roughly followed the trace of present-day US 89 
north through Kanab and ultimately toward Bryce Canyon National Park. 
What we do know is that Ruess did, in fact, reach Bryce and remained there for a short 
period, and that on November 4, 1934 he was holding over in Tropic, Utah at the home 
of the head ranger at Bryce Canyon, Maurice Cope, whom he had befriended on his 
arrival. Tropic lies along the Paria River drainage northwest of the smaller settlements 
of Henriville and Cannonville; and from any of them it was a straightforward jaunt over    
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the Escalante Mountains to the headwaters of the Escalante River and the Village of 
Escalante, where I am standing on this cold, snowy, November morning, seventy-seven 
years, almost to the day, after Everett Ruess was here. 
It is reasonable to conclude that on the night of November 8 or 9, 1934 he was camped 
about a dozen miles west of the village on the watershed between the Paria and 
Escalante drainages. He wrote a letter to Waldo in which he describes a crescent moon 
that would have been visible only 
from November 8-10. Since we 
are fairly certain that he spent at 
least two nights along the river 
closer to town and that he left 
town on November 11, after 
mailing the final letters he wrote 
– the one to Waldo on the 8th 
and one to his parents dated the 
11th – then it is logical to say that 
he would had been along the 
drainage divide on the evening of 
the 8th, and along the river on the 
9th and 10th. 
When Brigham Young and the 
leadership of the Church of Jesus             Valley of the Green River, Hummm 
Christ of Latter Day Saints decided in 1878 that a new community of the Mormon 
faithful was needed in the Four Corners area far to the southeast of the massed 
congregations around Salt Lake City, they dispatched a group of hardy pioneers hand-
selected from some of the southwestern settlements including Parowan, Paragonah, and 
Cedar City, to do the deed. Over the course of the following two years this determined 
band planned and executed one of the most daring pilgrimages ever undertaken in 
western history, by-passing two better-known-but-longer routes in favor of an unknown 
shortcut. The crowning event of their odyssey was the creation of a pathway known as 
the Hole-in-the-Rock which allowed them and all of their wagons and possessions to go 
from the west rim of Glen Canyon to the floor of the Colorado River, a linear distance of 
about a mile that included a nearly five-hundred-foot, almost vertical, drop. And they 
did it without loss of a single wagon, or life. When done, they founded the town of Bluff 
miles to the east on the west side of the San Juan River.  At the time the Hole-in-the-
Rock Expedition was undertaken, the Village of Escalante was barely three years old, but 
its citizens must undoubtedly have given support and what little aid they could spare to 
their fellow congregants.  
Everett Ruess was not Mormon, nor even very much of a believer in anything except 
Beauty, but, from what little the record contains, he got on well with the citizenry of the 
village and they wished him God-speed as he rode off down the Hole-in-the-Rock Trail 
that bright November day. His letters had given no indication that he foresaw a near-
term end to his expedition: he had mentioned going south to the Hopi Country and the 
Grand Canyon, and then, perhaps, wintering around the Kaiparowits Plateau, the 
northern extremity of which rose above him to the west now as he set off. Likewise, he 
had mentioned two possible routes in that direction – across Smokey Mountain to Lee’s 
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Ferry, or else more easterly and above the San Juan. 
 
In the letter to Waldo, Everett had waxed poetic:  
      “I don’t think I could ever settle down. I have known too much of the depths of life 
      already, and I would prefer anything to an anticlimax. That is one reason why I do 
      not wish to return to the cities…. 
      This has been a full, rich year. I have left no strange or delightful thing undone that I 
      wanted to do.”   
 
Of his wandering life he had said, “I have not tired of the wilderness, rather I enjoy its 
beauty and the vagrant life I lead, more keenly all the time. I prefer the saddle to the 
streetcar, and the star-speckled sky to a roof, the obscure and difficult trail, leading into 
some unknown, to any paved highway, and the deep peace of the wild to the discontent 
bred by cities.” 
 
In the next week, at a distance from Escalante of more than fifty miles down Hole-in-
the-Rock Trail, Everett encountered two 
sheepherders, Addlin Lay and Clayton 
Porter. For two nights he shared their company 
and their campsite, and on the morning of 
November 21 he bid them farewell. As far as is 
known, they are the last two people to see Everett 
Ruess alive.  
I do not know what happened to him. I have read 
the accounts of the searches undertaken and of 
the evidence of his disappearance that was found 
and where it was located. I know of the 
inscriptions in pseudonym that have been linked 
to him. “Nemo” has always been one of my 
favorite assumed names, and I find it associative 
that he should have chosen it as well. I know 
where these inscriptions are located and how they 
add to the perplexity. I know the history of his 
parents’, sibling’s, and eventually the extended 
family’s on-going work to keep alive his memory, 
as well as to solve the mystery.  And I know the 
theories that have been advanced over all these         
years as to the fate that really befell the young              The Dance Hall on the Way            
wanderer. They are mostly thoughtful, and each              to the Hole-in-the-Rock 
is certainly possible. It was exciting when, in 2008, David Roberts, with the backing of 
National Geographic, announced that the puzzle had been at long last solved through 
the wonderful science of DNA matching; and it was equally frustrating when the 
elements of their proof were disproven by others, using that same science, who were just 
as concerned that the real truth be found. The overturning of the proof did not alter my 
appreciation of Roberts’ herculean efforts to find an answer, nor my faith in him as a 
writer of deep and abiding integrity. The enigma persists. 
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I am not nearly so much concerned about Everett Ruess’ death as I am his life. It might 
be said of him that he was a 
spoiled, child who became a self-
centered young man who 
bore a sense of entitlement at a 
time of great hardship and 
suffering, which he was willing to 
impose on others for his own 
self-appeasement. That outlook 
could be held; but it might be 
equally said that he was a child 
who was raised to value his own 
thoughts and opinions and to 
express them affirmatively, even 
if it meant asking others to 
support his search for his own truth                               The Guardian 
and meaning in life until such time as he could take over complete responsibility for his 
own well-being. He was certainly aware of the burden his expectations and requests for 
support placed on Christopher and Stella; and his words and actions would indicate that 
what he experienced was a delicate combination of both expectancy and guilt. As with 
most teenagers, he was naively unaware of what it took in practical terms to exist daily 
in the world; denying the validity of that world, even as he was forced to live in it and be 
touched by it. True self-sufficiency is a tricky proposition and very few – if any, except 
the most reclusive hermits – attain it. Of course, few parents are willing to just stand by 
and see their child fail utterly; and I somehow sense that Christopher and Stella, being 
who they were, at least inwardly, if not expressly, admired the dogged determination 
with which Everett pursued his quest and his dreams, and were content, even as they 
were vexed, to lend all the hand they could. 
What is sad is that we will never have Everett Ruess, the man, to see how all of this 
would have ultimately played out. Perhaps in time he would have, indeed, become the 
self-sufficient wandering artist/writer whose expressions of Beauty would have added to 
the delight and enlightenment of all of us. What we do have in the end is the fully-lived 
half-life of a bright young man, an old soul, perceptive beyond his years, wise in his 
naivety, who in his determination to not die an unlived life lived as presently as his 
understanding would allow, and as in constant touch with that understanding as he 
could find it within himself to be, as a reminder to each of us that the search for Beauty 
is never an easy road; and that, if we would travel it fully, we must surely at some time 
along the way be required by it to give everything that we have. 

 

What’s Now?: 

                                                                                                Silent Nights 
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…the artist seeks to close a fundamental gap between the inner and outer world. There 
may be no simpler way to state the commonality between artistic and spiritual practice. 
                                                                                                                         Bandhu Dunham 
                                                                                                                   from Creative Life 

 



Most of the observers with whom I speak, by which I mean most of my photographer-
friends who pay attention to such things, declare, as do I, that it was a strange fall in the 
Southern Appalachians. September warm temperatures and dry conditions produced 
foliage that had difficulty 
remaining on the trees, and so, 
in the higher elevations where 
the change comes earlier, what 
color there was came off rather 
quickly leaving many high 
ridges with bare branches. As 
precipitation picked up toward 
the end of the equinox month 
the color in the mid-elevations 
seemed to perk up a little, while 
the lower foliage lagged behind, 
not only as usual, but perhaps 
somewhat more so. In mid-
October, when color around                       Snow in Soco; Leaves They Go Go  
3500' has been peaking for the past several years, the foliage was promising, but on 
October 20th a sudden snow left 3-4” of white stuff in the higher areas and afterward the 
mid-elevation show was cancelled. In the late days of October the low-elevation change 
seemed to not be able to recover from all the previous traumas, and what color there was 
seemed drab by comparison to most years, and seemed to fade all too quickly. We are 

reminded once again of the 
quirkiness with which Nature 
can often respond to our most 
sincere expectations, 
photographers not exempted. 
Early on the morning of October 
20th I had gone into the Smokies 
High Country and along the last 
section of the Blue Ridge 
Parkway from Soco Gap to 
Cherokee and as I watched the 
quiet snow still falling, I was 
conscious of the ephemeral 
beauty that exists all around, if 

             In Luftee Woods the Colors Grow                 only for a short time. 
Now the leaves are gone; the woods had prepared for the coming of winter. The chatter 
and clatter of the autumnal activity have ceased, and the nights are silent. 
The dry months of July, August, and September have passed and the season of moisture 
has begun. Through October and into November, December, and January precipitation 
increases; and, as we can easily recall, the past several years have seen snow come 
earlier and more frequently. December has become a pivotal weather month for the 
white stuff, so if snow-covered trees, rocks, and ridges are what you crave the last month 
of the year is the time to pay attention to the forecast and to be prepared to act quickly. 
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Clingman’s Dome Road officially closes on December 1st and with it so does access to the 
best sunset location for the next six months unless you are prepared to do some serious 
walking. As most of you know, during the winter and early spring Morton Overlook is 
poorly situated with respect to the path of the sun for it to be a viable sunset location. 
Think mid-April as the next time to think of Morton. Late afternoon light and winter 

scenery with snow and ice from 
this location is an altogether 
different matter; and whenever 
those opportunities are present, 
Morton Overlook is one of the 
places you want to be. 
For sunrise, Luftee Overlook is 
now the prime location. At nearly 
5000', however, you can expect it 
to be chilly – read downright 
cold. The angle of the sun as it 
breaches the Crest of the Smokies 
Ridge is nearly perfect this time 
of year. Of course, the 

                         Looking at Morton in Ice                       drawback is that there is no 
foreground color to work with. The beautiful bare-limbed trees are another matter; so 
get creative, think about black-and-white opportunities, or the appeal of the other 
elements, or just the light itself. 
Sunrise-Sunset times in the Smokies from December 1 – February 28 are: 
                    December 1, 2011     January 1, 2012    February 1, 2012    February 29, 2012 
Sunrise:             7:23a.m.                    7:42a.m.                  7:34a.m.                  7:04a.m.     
Sunset:               5:21p.m.                    5:30p.m.                 6:00a.m.                 6:27p.m. 
 
These times are specifically for the Oconaluftee Visitor Center, and times elsewhere 
in the Park will vary by a few minutes either way; but this will give you a good estimate 
of when you need to be at a given 
location, remembering to add a 
half hour beforehand for 
preparation and light. 
Since the coming three months 
are some of the wettest annual 
periods in the Park, the water 
level in the streams will likely 
recover some of the deficit 
experienced during the past six 
months. Winter water can be a 
magical subject in the Smokies 
especially when snow and ice are 
concerned. These conditions can 
also be tricky – say dangerous – so                                En Garde, Monsieur 
due care is essential when working on slippery rocks and ground litter. The rewards can, 
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however, truly be worth the effort. 
Winter in the Smokies can be a magical time. As I just mentioned, with color so much 
less of a factor, the other elements of graphic design become the prime considerations: 
line, shape, form, pattern, and 
texture. Black and white imagery 
and winter go hand in hand as 
experimentation and fantasy take 
flight. 
Remember that the silent nights 
and quiet days of winter are a 
wonderful season in which to 
photograph the receding blue 
ridges, the Shaconagé, for which 
these mountains are known. Mid-
morning and mid-afternoon are 
the best times and Thomas Divide 
is the premier location for this 
kind of work. If there is a little                                  Morton in Monochrome  
morning fog with which to work, all the better, for this gives the sense of separation 
among the ridges that accentuates the view. 
Winter is also a great time to think about the historic structures for which the Park is 
famous. Cabins/houses, barns, churches, schools, mills, and sheds of all shapes and 
sizes are found from Cades Cove to Cataloochee to Oconaluftee, and tucked away is 
places you’ve never thought of. Mingus Mill in Oconaluftee and Cable Mill in Cades Cove 
are excellent for this kind of imagery. 
The magic of winter is soul-stirring for many reasons. While you are enjoying the images 
you’re creating, you’ll often find yourself quite alone in some of these lovely places. And 
that’s where the real magic happens. To be alone here, to be in that wonderful silent 
space with the opportunity to reflect on the awesome beauty of the natural world is 
more priceless and you can imagine. Enjoy the quiet. 
 

A Tip is Worth…? 
                                            Steps: Becoming Rhythms 
      
 
 
 
 
 
 
Sometimes we have to be reminded that the heart with which we “see” is only a 
metaphorical one; but we can also recall that in metaphor the transference from 
ordinary designation to implied designation is real in the same way that a perceived 
reality is as “real” as an actual reality. As the Proverb declares, “As a man thinketh in  
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Creative photographs don’t originate in the human organ that 
pumps blood any more than small, wild canines tell space aliens 
the meaning of life. Yet we can’t deny that the metaphorical heart 
that we associate with love and compassion must be intrinsically 
connected to original photographic seeing. 
                                        Galen Rowell 
                                        from: The Inner Game  
                                                 of Outdoor Photography 



his heart, so he is.” 
We have been talking in the “Tip…” section over the past couple of issues about the steps 
of mental, physical, and even spiritual consideration that I have come to think of in 
making an image. In the August issue of “Song…” I looked at the first two of these, so 
let’s get to numbers three and four: 
 
3. What are the primary elements of graphic design that are stimulating 
your visual interest: Are they lines, shapes, forms, patterns, textures, or 
colors, or a combination of more than one? 
 
4. Determine the best focal length lens to use to achieve the optimum angle 
of view, background coverage, subject size, perspective, and depth of field. 
 
My heart has been turned on, otherwise I would not be “here”; although if your heart 
stays on, then there are images everywhere you happen to be. Maybe that’s another 
story. Anyway, my heart is engaged and I have determined that the external conditions 
are suitable – the light and the “something” that has attracted me. These are the initial 
“heart” considerations that go 
into the image, and now it’s time 
to go some steps further and 
begin some thoughts that are 
little more mechanical.  
I want to identify the something 
in terms of its being a design 
element, or set of elements, with 
which I can work. Many years ago 
I considered this “something” 
only as some material 
phenomena – a tree, a river, a 
rock, whatever. Now I 
understand better that the 
material world can be reduced to a                           Kodachrome, Oh Yeah  
number of discrete categories and everything in that world can be identified as being in 
one or another of those groupings. These, of course, are the elements of graphic design: 
line, shape, form, pattern, texture, and color. I say this in every workshop, and I 
may as well say it here: “The day I stopped seeing the world in terms of physical 
phenomena and began to see it in terms of the elements of graphic design was the day 
my image creation took a quantum leap forward.”  
The next quantum leap came when I began to realize that the elements do not exist in a 
vacuum and that I must let them be, or do, something. Over time this being and doing 
sorted themselves out to become the “principles” of graphic design; and as I continue on 
my photographic journey I continue to add new principles to the list. But when all is 
said and done there are six of them that always seem to recur: simplicity, balance, 
relationship, contrast, unity/cohesiveness, and rhythm/motion/flow. These 
six describe for me how the elements of an image fit, work, or move together. Every 
image is composed of one, or occasionally some, primary elements, which exist with  
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respect to each other, to one or more secondary elements, and/or to the frame itself 
according to at least one, but sometimes more than one, of the principles. That they so 

exist is my job as an artist to understand, to 
determine, and to reveal. 
The process of revealing, from a compositional 
point of view, must take into account certain 
considerations. These have to do with the 
optimum angle of view, background 
coverage, subject size, perspective, and depth 
of field; and all of them you will note, have 
something to do with my choice of my primary tool 
in this regard – the lens I will use to achieve the 
presentation, and most specifically the focal length 
of that lens. 
A detailed discussion of them – either individually 
or collectively – is more appropriate to a 
conversation on lenses, how lenses see, and learning 
how to see like a lens, in other words, a conversation 
on optics. 
For our purposes here, what is important is that you 
have a basic understanding of these concepts and 
how they work in your creative process. 
Recently I was standing on the rim of Bull Valley 

       Okay, Hombre, Draw              Gorge, an awesomely beautiful slot canyon in the 
southwestern section of Grand Staircase-Escalante National Monument. Looking at my 
feet I saw the remnants of an old pinyon pine limb lying on the broken scree of the outer 
gorge wall. My first thought was that it looked like a pistol-totin’, bow-legged cowboy 
from an old western movie. What I had to decide was how much of the rock litter to 
include with my cowboy – this would determine my angle of view in the image, top to 
bottom as well as side to side. I knew I wanted my subject, the cowboy himself, to be as 
large as possible in the frame without the frame truncating any of the limb; so I chose a 
focal length that would allow me to enlarge the bits of pinyon limb as much as I could 
without chopping any off. I was limited in my choices of background coverage and depth 
of field since my subject and background were essentially one and the same, and it 
would be nearly impossible to have one in focus without the other (depth of field being 
that portion of the image from front to back that appears to be in relative sharp focus). 
This was okay, since I did not find the rock clutter to be a distraction to the cowboy, but 
rather a supporting element. For a perspective I wanted to be as straight on as possible 
and close enough to the subject so that the focal length I chose would give me the 
magnification and background coverage I wanted, in other words I wanted my element 
position, its size, and the space between it and the other (supporting) elements to 
achieve a certain state of being. 
Once I had thought through these considerations it was a simple matter of choosing a 
lens with the focal length range I had imagined would give me the result I wanted. In 
this case my Nikon 80-200mm, f/2.8 telephoto zoom. 
Every image you create will involve this same process of deciding what the elements are  
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that have attracted you in your visual field, what the principles are that are operating in 
context of those elements, how 
you wish to present them, and the 
choice of tools that will allow you 
to accomplish your goal. In any 
given composition, one or another 
of these considerations will carry 
more weight than the others and 
you may often have to choose to 
accomplish one result while 
compromising on another. Such is 
the nature of the creative process 
in photography: to gain 
something, sometimes you must 
give up something else. 
Once you have played with the                    Looking into Bryce from Skutumpah  
process long enough, have seen it in operation in your own work, and have integrated it 
so that it operates without conscious effort, the process itself becomes part of your 
creativity; it flows like a stream of subconscious awareness, like a background rhythm, 
so that in your being present to what is around you, your connection with the material 
world simply becomes the act of creation. 
 

As for EarthSong/Walking in Beauty… 
                                                            

Walking in Beauty 
 

As I walk with Beauty 
As I walk, as I walk 

The universe is walking with me 
In beauty it walks before me 
In beauty it walks behind me 
In beauty it walks below me 
In beauty it walks above me 

Beauty is on every side 
As I walk, I walk with beauty 

 
Traditional Diné Prayer 

 
 
 
 
 
  
 
 
It is hard to believe that another year has almost come to an end. What a wonderful 
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“I have always been unsatisfied with life as most people live it. 
Always I want to live more intensely and richly. Why muck and 
conceal one’s true longings and loves, when by speaking of them 
one might find someone to understand them, and by acting on 
them one might discover oneself?” 
 
                                                                        Everett Ruess 



year it has been. At the beginning of it I could never have imagined some of the things 
that would happen. So before I tell you about some of 
the things upcoming , I’d like to share some of the 
people and places that have figured prominently in the 
success that EarthSong has experienced in 2011. 
I could not do what I do without the love and support of 
Bonnie Cooper. The very idea of doing the thing you 
most love to do in this world, and being able to do it 
with the person with whom you most want to be, is like 
living in an incredible dream. She keeps me on task and 
going in the right direction (metaphorically anyway) 
with all the gentleness and kindness anyone could ask; 
and even when I don’t feel like laughing, somehow she 
manages to bring it out of me and make it fun. I can’t 
imagine a day in life without her optimism and joy. In 
2011 we spent a tremendous number of hours, not to 
mention quite a few thousand miles cooped up in the 
same vehicle, and she’s learned how to ride long-
distance with the best of them. I can only look forward                       Beautiful 
to our adventures yet to come.   
 
The EarthSong Photography website has undergone some wonderful changes in the past 
year and has yet more such changes to undergo. This would not have been possible 
without the thoughtful and dedicated work of Warren Bedell. In the four years since 
we met, Warren has gone from being a workshop participant to a friend to family. He 
and Ginny and Bonnie and I have shared some truly pleasant, rewarding adventures 
outside of website work; and I anticipate there will be many more of those. There’s one 
I’m going to share with you in a moment, but here I want to just say, “Thanks.” 
 
Every now and then a photographer comes my way whose passion for images and nature 
seems familiar because it closely matches my own. Such encounters are always prized. 
Again, what began as a participant relationship has blossomed into something much 
more. Over the past few years I have watched as John DiGiacomo has allowed his 
passion to take him from being in workshops to teaching them, as his photographic 
knowledge and skills have deepened and his realization of the life-path he is compelled 
to follow has become clear. I am thrilled that he and I have decided to join our efforts, 
and I look forward to the work we’ll do together in the years to come. The practical side 
of John’s life is named Michele; and Bonnie and I have more than enjoyed getting to 
know her, and we’re really glad she’ll be part of this new venture. 
 
Of course, I want to say “Thank you” to all the folks who’ve joined us at some time 
during the past year in some beautiful place in the country. We’ve had some great 
adventures with all of you and hope we’ll see all of you again somewhere down the road. 
  
If photography can’t be fun, I’m not sure I’d want to be involved with it; and for the past 
eighteen years it has certainly been a lot of that and a whole lot more. I’ve had the  
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good fortune to meet hundreds, if not thousands, of sincere, dedicated, eager people 
whose love of the natural world and the photographic process has inspired and 
continues to inspire me.  
Recently I’ve had the 
opportunity to share an 
amazing adventure with a 
group of folks whom I’ve 
known for several years and 
who, over that time, have gone 
from being photographic 
acquaintances and workshop 
students to more than friends, 
more like family. 
About a year-and-a-half ago a 
conversation began that led to 
my being asked to put together 
a trip to the Southwest for a                    Looking for Terry Tempest-Williams 
small group. It was quickly concluded that a week was not nearly enough time even for a 
brief survey; so a month was chosen as a more appropriate length, and I set about 
creating an itinerary and making arrangements. It was a logistical lesson for me in itself. 
Ultimately, as the group evolved, there came to be six members in addition to Bonnie 
and me: Warren and Ginny Bedell, Dave and Carol Gorke, Judy Cummings 
(whose husband Bill had graciously agreed to stay home, tending to the farm’s needs), 
and Danielle Federa (who, in Bill’s absence, would be the next best person on the 
planet).  
Six of us left Asheville, North Carolina on October 24th planning to rendezvous with the 
other two in Mexican Hat, Utah on October 30th. The North Carolina branch intended to 
reach Amarillo, Texas as soon as possible; to begin photographing in Palo Dura Canyon 
State Park on the morning of October 26th; and to work their way northwest through 
New Mexico and southwestern Colorado before arriving in southeastern Utah on the 
afternoon of the 30th. From there our journey would describe a wide arc across southern 
Utah putting us in Page, Arizona on the evening of November 15th for a final few days 
before beginning the trek back East. We arrived back in Asheville on November 21st, four 
weeks to the day from when we began. It was way beyond words – almost.  
This trip could never have been as successful as it was – and it was imminently 
successful – without the help of Stan Burman, retired-ranger extraordinaire from 
Glen Canyon National Recreation Area, whose love of the Colorado Plateau is as deep as 
his knowledge of it is wide. Many thanks, my friend. 
For his part, Warren Bedell has created an attractive website dedicated to our expedition 
which will be known to history as the Cousins Tour 2011. The link is 
http://CousinsTour2011.com. We’ll all share some our images of the journey plus our 
stories and insights from the experience. The site will be an evolving entity and the first 
images and words should be up within the next couple of weeks. Enjoy. 
 
 Now it’s time to look forward into what the coming year holds for EarthSong. The  
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website now has the 2012 Weeklong Workshop Schedule posted under the “Workshops” 
tab on the Home Page. I’m going to attach a .pdf of the new 2012 brochure along with 
the newsletter in case anyone overlooked 
it. The big news in the brochure is that 
John DiGiacomo will be joining me as a 
co-leader of the 2012 workshops. I’m very 
excited about that and look forward to 
having John’s passion, enthusiasm, and 
artistry as a part of what we do in every 
event we offer, from Savannah to Bar 
Harbor to Lake Placid to the UP and 
beyond. 
 
The year begins, as usual, with the excitement                       Placid Times 
of the annual Wilderness Wildlife Week in Pigeon Forge, Tennessee, where I’ll be 
doing an hour of “pretty picture” programs on Friday, January 13th from 4:00p.m.-
5:30p.m., and offering a four-hour workshop along with Warren and Kendall 
(Chiles) on Saturday, January 14th from 9:00a.m.-1:00p.m. 
 
The workshop year begins in Savannah, Georgia, March 24-30. This has become 
one of our favorite places and springtime in Georgia’s 
Queen City is purely magical: the squares, the 
architecture, the history, and southern coastal beauty 
all conspire to make this event some of the most 
memorable creativity you’ll ever experience. 
 
We leave Oglethorpe’s Colony and travel a short 
distance north to the equally charming and lovely city 
of Charleston, South Carolina, March 31- 
April 6. The heart of the Low-Country is ablaze in 
azalea fire. The plantation gardens, the majesty of a 
pristine beach, the architectural beauty of the Battery 
and its formal gardens, the march of history across the 
tidal marshes: there’s not much to match Charleston in 
April. 
 
Spring in the South, for us anyway, ends in Great 
Smoky Mountains National Park where we’ll              Look Homeward Angel  
celebrate coming home to the awesome beauty of the Smokies as upland amazement 
and wildflower grace from April 14-20. 
 
Then we’ll follow spring north to experience Acadia and Mount Desert Island, 
Maine, June 9-15, and immediately thereafter renew our love of the Adirondacks 
High Peaks Country, June 17-21. 
 
In July, I’m very pleased to announce that I will be offering one of the programs at the  
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New England Camera Club Council’s (NECCC) Annual Conference, July 13-15, 
2012. NECCC is a non-profit group of eighty-four camera clubs in the six New England 
states, which was founded in 1937. I am 
honored to have been asked to present at 
the upcoming conference, which is held on 
the campus of the University of 
Massachusetts in Amherst, 
Massachusetts. 
 
For more information on any of these 
events contact me at 
don@EarthSongPhotography.com, or at 
(828) 788-0687. 
                                                                                                               The Divide    
Again, I want to express my sincere thanks and gratitude to every one of you who has 
helped make 2011 such a wonderful year in the experience of EarthSong Photography 
and me personally. If I tried to list all of you, the file would be too large for email 
delivery.                                 
It has been a wonderful journey, and I am looking forward to sharing with you as it 
continues. May you all have a blessed and safe Holiday Season and a beautiful winter 
season. 
 

Until next time, may the Spirit of Light guide your shutter release. 
 

This newsletter is being sent only to those people who have expressed an interest in 
receiving it. If you no longer want it, you can get off the mailing list by sending an email 
requesting removal to don@EarthSongPhotography.com.   
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Sunrise, Mesa Arch, Canyonlands National Park, Utah 
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