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Eaton’s Dude Ranch Trip
(ajournal)

Saturday, 08-04-05- Denver Train Station

My headachejournal isgoing to becomemy trip
journal. It sort of fitssincel just took 2 Excedrin.
Didn’t deep much, or very well thenight beforelast
(too excitedto degp) and onthetrain| just sort of
dozed. Sleep deprivationisamigraine breeder, for
sure. Yesterday, | wasableto leave my housein good
order, and | feel happy knowing that the reason for not
getting enough deep accomplished something. | made
itto Lafayetteyesterday with littletimeto spare. The
trainwasontime, arrived and left Chicagoontime. It
left Chicago earlier intheafternoon thanit used to
whichisnice. Therewaslesstimetokill at Union
Station and more daylight hoursto enjoy the scenery
fromthetrain beforeit got dark. We crossed the
Mississippi indaylight, and | never did that before
whengoingtovist Jennifer.

Thetrainwasfull. My seat wasassigned by the
matron on board and my seatmatewas Margaret—a
most interestingindividual. I’ m not suresheowns
much besidesthe clotheson her back which were neat
but not new. Shesaid shehastraveled theworld
looking for “peace”’ and shehasfound it on her 4 visits
to Indiaand saysshewill probably not visit India
again. Sheseemed like shecould beafew years
younger than|. Shewasvery attractiveinano-
makeup, natural way. | thought shemight bean*old
hippy” who never gaveup thelife-style. | saw alot of
themwhen| visited Jennifer in Guatema ayearsago.
But shesaid shestarted thetravelingin 1988. She
didn’t speak of husband, children, college or any
vocation. Shehad just spent 2 monthswith her
parentswho arewell intotheir 80'sand liveinthe
Upper Peninsulawhere shewasraised. Shewason
her way to New Mexico wheresheishelping afriend
pick organic vegetables. She planned to spend some
of thewinter there, then thetwo of themwill goto
Cdlifornia, and may goto Hawaii after that, aplace
sheloves. | didn't havethe nerveto ask how she
supportedthislife-style. 1t wasobviousshewas
capableof livingfrugdly, but fill eating and traintravel
require someinput of funds. | don’t know where hers

camefrom.

Atthetrain stationin Denver, | couldn’t makeany of
thebank of telephoneswork to call Enterprisswherel
wasgettingmy car. Finaly | asked theAmtrak ticket
agentto call themfor me. Enterprise picked meup
shortly after and took metotheir office. | andrivinga
smdll chevy, fireenginered, smilar tomy Focus,
though the Focushasamuch larger trunk.

Sunday, 08-03-05—Guernsey Sate Park

It was easy to get on 1-25 north from the Enterprise
office. Thespeedlimitis75m.p.h. and driversseem
aggressive. Soon | wasinWyomingand | atean early
lunch onthe south side of Cheyenne. Then| droveto
Guernsey State Park near Guernsey, WY wherel
planned to camp for thenight. 1t breaksmy heart to
spend $60 or $70to sleep. The campground feewas
$12. Thepark liesalong alake created by asmall
damthat | drove over to get to the campgrounds. The
campsitesare scattered afew to acluster along the
canyon high abovethelake. Sofar I’'mtheonly
personinthisparticular cluster that hasaniceview of
thelakeand alog shelter made by the CCC. Thisis
wherel amsitting now as| write. Thereisanice
breeze coming off thelakewhichislovely asitis
HOT. Much hotter than | expected. Thelady at the
park museum said theweather istypical. Thecamp
cluster nextto mehasanicefamily group that iswithin
sight and earshot.

Onelast thing—in spite of major differencesbetween
Margaret and me, we had alot in common, too:
organicfood, regret at the materialism of America,
dismay over theunfounded fearsthat peoplelivewith,
the brainwashing and wastel and of the American
media. I’ m happy, however, that | didn’t haveto
travel theworldtofind“peace’. I’veexperiencedit
most of my life, through my faithin Jesus Christ and
Hisplanfor my redemption, and | know that thislifeis
just thestarting point.

Sunday, September 4, 2005, 9:00a.m. IN time,
8:00 Mountain time

Therewere someblustery windslast night. Usingthe
tent’ s pegswas out of the question dueto therocky
terrain; | used largerocksto hold down the corners of



thetent and with some gusts, my body kept the tent
from blowing away. Therewassomedistant lightning
andjust afew dropsof rain onthetent. Thehigh spot
| had chosendidn’t seem asgood aplaninthe
evening, asinthehot, mild afternoon when | erectedit.
It wasanew experienceto hear thewind blow
through the canyon. Sometimesit would takewhat
seemed likeafull minutefromthetimel heardit far
off, until it’sscreaming reached me and shook thetent
up pretty good. Thisshake-up cameat dusk, and |
had anidea (which proved true) than when thetrans-
tion from day to night was completed, thewind would
settledown.

| knitted afew rowsbeforel broke campinthe
morning, then drovedown to seethe Oregon Trail
ruts. It waspuzzlingtolook at thelayout of theland
thereand figurewhy that path over therockswasthe
best routeavailable. 1t1ooked likeit could have been
skirted, but perhapsforest stood in theway of the
wagontrainsat that time. Therewasacircular hiking
trail fromthe parking areaand | walked it counter-
clockwise and came up to wheretherutsfirst appear.
| was pretty amazed by what | saw as| had supposed
they might bebarely visble. However, thetrail afew
hundred feet further brought meto atruly remarkable
rut, several feet deep and ahundred feet long, appar-
ently in solid rock thoughinredity must it have been of
some softer material than it appeared.

At oneof theWyoming Visitor’scenters(l visited the
oneon thesouth end of 1-25 and the north end of |-
25) | saw ablown-up copy of an old, actual photo-
graph showing acovered wagon family and their
“team”. Theteam consisted of singleheavy horsein
front of theline, next apair that appearedto bea
donkey and an ox, the next pair consisted of amilk
cow and | couldn’t seewhat was on the other side.

After afdsestart that consisted of me parking at what
appeared to bethe parking for the Registration Cliff,
taking off onalong cement walk (for wheelchairs, |
supposed) that then ended in ahump of dirt and
proceeding on adirt path from there, | ended up on
theroad that | had just driven, and so walked back to
my car. | gotinthecar andtried again, driving further
to reach Regigtration Cliff whichisalong mesatype

hill with exposed rock at the bottom. Therock isthe
same soft stuff that hasworn down so deeply with the
wagontrains, andiseasly carved. Apparently every-
onewho hasever passed by has scratched their name
inthesde, including someold onesfromtheoriginal
wagontrains. Therewasalso aPony Express marker
near thecliff. Thesesiteswerevery near theNorth
Platte River. Inabrochurel picked up, | read that the
organizersof the Pony Expressadvertised for “400
gray mares’ four to sevenyearsold. | wondered why
they wereto begray and why mares, and then ||
started to wonder about the song “ The Old Gray
Mare SheAin't What SheUsedto Be”. What isthe
mystiqueof thegray mare?

Therest of theday wasadrive of about 200 miles. |
got gasin Guernsey and atein Douglaswherel finaly
got hold of Jennifer and caught up on her news. Gas
i5$2.89-2.99 here.

| should just mention that whilel am hereenjoying this
beautiful western scenery, the compl ete evacuation of
New Orleans hasbeen accomplished from Hurricane
Katrina. Whilel ate supper tonight, | got caught up
onthat tragedy inthe Billings paper.

| am camped northwest of Sheridan at Connor State
Historic Site. Itisnexttothetown of Ranchester and
isvery different from yesterday’scampground —adry,
sere, rocky canyon. Here, I'minavalley, thecamp
ground isin ahorseshoe bend of aclear stream, and |
could push thetent stakesin the ground with my hand.

Monday, September 5, 2005 a.m.

Savefor thetrainsthat passby and whistleevery few
minutes, it wasnot abad night. 1t seemed liketwice
and hour at least. Thenight beforeinthecanyon, |
could hear trainstoo, but they werefar off. And
someone nearby in Ranchester hasarooster.

Monday, September 5, 2005 p.m.
I’mat theranch!

Sheridan turned out to be pretty much abust. 1t being
Labor Day, the streetswereall but rolled up. Two
stores ( J.C. Penney and awestern clothing store)
were open aong withtwo saloons. | walked most of



main street; thetown hasbeenwell preserved. |
thought I d do some antique shops out here, but they
wereall antiqueand crafts, and judging by what |
could seeinthewindows, mostly “crafts’. | think this
neck of thewoods hasn'’t been prosperous or popu-
lated enough to produce muchintheway of antiques.

| cameacrosssignsfor the* TrallsEnd Museum” and
followed those to something that did proveto beopen
for business. It wasn't what | wasexpecting, but was
theKendrick mansion. Kendrick, orphaned and
raised by relativesin TX camenorthon acattledrive,
then bought land and stayed. Hemust havehad a
most successful cattle operation (210,000 acres) ashe
went on to become governor, then U.S. senator from
Wyoming. Thehousewasbeautiful, well maintained
and 80% of thefurnishingswerefrom the Kendricks.
Predicted to cost $45,000, it ended up costing about
$165,000fiveyearslater. Would that beasignificant
cost overrun? The housewas open from thelaundry
inthebasement tothebalroominthe*attic”.

I’ m staying in Storybook cabin. Itisspaciousand
western-quaint. It hasalovely fireplace, stoked and
ready to light amatch. Itissupposed to get intothe
40 stonight and might feel good comemorning.
Getting sodeepy. Will finishlater.

Tuesday, September 6, 2005 at 7:10 a.m.

| think they don’t ring the bell for breakfast so I'll
finish yesterday’ saccount and go up tothedining
roomat 7:30.

Thecabinisneat, tidy, well furnished. It hasafew too
many imitation wood patterns (walls, floors, beds,
dressers, gametable). Thewallshavelotsof small,
framed, dim (old) western cowboy prints. Thecelling
islow andtiled, but it all makesaclean and cozy place
tostay. Thereare over 50 cabinshereand notwo are
dikeineither styleor building materids. My cabinis
log and nestlesalong ahigh bank. Some cabinshave
mowed grass around them, some have whatever
nature provided. | likemy location becausel can see
thetraffic up ontheroad. Eaton’sfeelsremote, but |
notice the UPS man comesevery afternoon asdo
semi’shringing food and other supplies.

Yesterday | arrived at noon intimeto take an after-
noonride. | went riding with two other older women
from Milwaukee and Stephanie, our wrangler. We
went to Chocolate Drop, apeak in the pasture, and
crossed Wolf Creek to get there. Theviewsgoing
and from thetop wereeverything | hoped they would
be. Theranchisat the head of awidevalley and rests
against the Big Horn Mountains and you get agood
view of it from Chocolate Drop.

| decided | don’t have much natura padding between
meand the saddle, but it numbed up somewhat. After
theride, | wondered how long it would be beforel
couldwalk normal again. 1t took about four minutes.
But now I'mready togoagain. ©

Oh, something the cabin doesnot have: no telephone,
no television, no radio, nolockson thedoors.

Tuesday, September 6, 2005 p.m.

I’mbeat. | rodetwicetoday. After breakfast JR. —
my table mateto theright and TheresaaPh.D profes-
sor/cancer researcher from Pittsburg (acrossthe
table), took arideinthe samevicinity asyesterday,
but instead of turning up Chocolate Drop, we contin-
ued east past aprairie dog town, crossed anarrow
creek, thenup and around ahillock. Therearequitea
fewtrail gates, all painted whiteand al abletobe
opened and closed on horseback (they swing both
ways). Wewent back throughthe hay fieldsinthe
valley. It wasabout a2-hour ride. My kneesand
seat bonestook abeating as Jose, my horse, isaslow
walker and urging himto catch up resultsin abone
jarringtrot. After dismounting thekneesdo not care
to support meor bend, but after awhile* normal”
returns.

Breakfastisfrom 7:00t0 8:45. Itisservedlikea
restaurant. Thereisabreakfast specia (today it wasa
cream cheese and chive omelets) or you can order
pancakes, cereal or whatever. Thereisawayssome
kind of fresh made coffeecake. Lunchisat 12:00 and
supper isat 6:00. Somebody beats on ahuge metal
ring to summonyou. Lunchtoday wasdo-it-yourself
tacos. Dinner washalf abaked chickenwith dressing
and frenched green beans. Thereisawaysafresh
greens salad bowl on the supper table.



| debated whether to ride after lunch, but when
everyone el se saddled up, | asked Stephanieif she
wastaking anyoneand shesaid “no” but shewould be
gladtoridewithme. | think theridingislikeeating hot
salsa. It hurts, but | just can't stop.

Wewent up South Red Canyon, aspectacular ride.
Riding up, thereisawall of red acrossthe canyonon
theleft. Part of therideisthrough ahigh meadow and
you get into sweet smelling pines. Thetrail skirtsthe
canyon edge, uncomfortably close sometimes. Itis
not astraight drop off, but still awfully steep. Ahead
of me Stephaniesignaled to meto look at something,

| can hear her, but can’t understand her so | plod on.
Finaly, | seesheispointing at amoose. About that
time her horse seesit and startsto spook which sets
off Joseaswell. He startsbacking off the edge of the
trail, and | can’t stop him. | look back behind me, and
decidethe safest placefor meisgoingtobeonterra
firmasol “hitthedirt”. Herunsoff ashort way then
stops. Steph comesdowntoretrievehimand | crawl
back uptothetrail. | haveamouthfull of dirt and
road (trail) rash on my right arm, but seem to be okay
savefor the pounding of my heart. | remount and we
continue. At one point beforethisincident, I’ d pointed
to what appeared to be anarrow ridge acrossthe
canyon and asked if therewasatrail there. Stephanie
said“Yes, we'll go homethat way”. Frankly, | was
lessthan enthused about thisprospect. However,
whenwegot over thereit turned out to have awider
top than it appear from acrosstheway. | asked
Stephanie about amarker under apinetreeaongthe
rim. Shesaid, “Oh, there are people buried up here.”

So—yesterday onmy ride| saw pronghorn and mule
deer. Thismorning | saw prairiedogs. Thisafter-
noon, amoose. (Jerry and Doriswho have been
coming herefor yearshave never seenamoose.)
People have been reporting seeing abear near the
cabins. | have nowishto seethe bear.

Wednesday, September 7, 2005
Itisinterestingwhat alittlemishapwill do. 1t seems
everyoneknowsmenow. Eventheoldwranglerscall
me by name and thismorning, my horsewasout even
beforel signed up.

Inthedining roomwesit at the sametablewith the
same peoplefor each mea. We have hand made
napkin ringswith our namesonthem. I'mat atable
that hasmostly “oldtimers” atit. J. R Teegardenison
my right. Heisthe octogenarian from New York, who
just started riding 5 yearsago and comesto Eaton’s
for amonth every year. Hedressesvery western, has
longishwhitehair pulled back inaband, sort of Indian
style. Heis 1/64"™ Cherokee, and therest of agreed
helooksmore Indianthanthat. Heisnice, seemsto
beanon-drinker, ismild mannered and saysthatisa
recent changein hisbehavior. He hashad arecent
“God” experience and talksabout God quiteabit. He
isawidower. Hetold meon oneof our ridesthat his
wifehad heart surgery, wasrecovering very well,
when they walked down the hall to call her mother to
say shewas staying in the hospital through the week-
end, and whiletalking onthe phone, shefell back into
hisarms, and wasgone.

Jerry and Doris Cognan (?) sat acrossto my left and
werelrish and from Boston and have been comingto
Eatonsfor severa years. They wereafriendly couple
(especidly Jerry) who went amost overboard making
mefed at homeand telling methat Eaton’swas
absolutely the best of al guest ranches, serving the
best food withthebest trails, in the best location and
the most freedom to ride (no guiderequired, not
requiredto only walk horses). Heisvery proud of
being Irishandisagreat Notre Damefan (imagine
that). They took anall day rideoneday. Whenyou
let thekitchen know, they have asack lunch ready at
breakfast for youtotakewithyou. They wereintheir
mid60’s, | suppose. Old enoughto beretired any-

way.

TheNimicks—Theresaand Tom. Theresaisacancer
researcher with the University of Pittsburghand Tom
told uswith some pridethat shetravelsall over the
world speaking at seminars. | believeheissomewnhat
older than she, and | don’t think it wasthefirst mar-
riagefor either of them. Tom hasbeen comingto
Eaton’ssincehewasaboy inthe30's. Theresawas
an attractivewomaninher 50's, | say. Shewore her
gray hair short and in ano-nonsense stylethat
professor’sseemto prefer. Shehad anice, bit of an



accent, (emigrated from Poland asachild) and wore
hundredsof dollarsworth of turquoiseand silver
jeweler every day. Shehasher own horse (aMissouri
fox trotter) that she boards 20 milesfrom Eaton’sand
bringsto Eaton’swhen sheisin*“residence” Sheand
Tom cometo Eaton’ssevera timesaseason. Thefirst
timel met her shewasmercilessy rudeto Tom,
interrupting him every time heattempted to talk, until
hefinaly gaveup. Shemust have diminated whatever
burr was under her tail because shewasnice enough
to him after that. But shelet usall know that shewas
avery busy woman with no timeto wasteand would
usudly order breakfast, thenleavein something of a
huff beforeit arrived as she had no timeto spare. |
think she spent time each day talking to her “office”.
Tom, ontheother hand, wasalwaysvery sweet. He
used acaneand | don’t think heridesany more. He
told usabout acave up onthemountainthat hasa
lakeinitandif you crossthelake and haveaflashlight
withyou, you can seehisinitilsontheceiling that he
made with smokefrom atallow candle decades ago.

Theday after | arrived the Sempsrott’s, Bill and Linda
came. Hereisa“small world” story. Eaton’smakes
individua napkinringsfor their guests. They look
something likeahorsewith aholethroughthemiddle
wherethe napkin (cloth noless) goes. They are
painted inavariety of colorsand our namesare
painted onthem. Atlunch| saw new napkinrings
next to meand | took note of their unusual name
because Hickman Heights Christian Church (where
my family went for many years) once had apreacher
withthat name. I’d made up my mind not evento
mention it Since any relationship seemed too remote (in
remote Wyoming) to be possible, but when they
arrived for supper and said that they werefrom
Danville, IL, my resolvedissolved. Asitturnsout, Bill
isthe preacher’sbrother. They wereaninteresting
couple. Hewasavery good looking guy. Hesaid he
was6' 6” and | hadn’t guessed himthat tall, but he
wastaller than averageand very nicely put together.
Hewas sort of the Marlboro man, sansthe cigarettes.
| guessone never getstoo old to notice such things.
They werevery “into” horseshaving owned them, and
worked at an Arizonaduderanch themselvesat some
point. Hewasintheburial vault businessthat evi-
dently supported themvery well. Lindawasfriendly

and attractive. They seemed agood match.

Oneother guest I'll mention. Healwaysdid his
afternoonriding “ bareback” by which | meanhe
never woreashirt. Hispantsfell solow onhiships,
that thefirst timel saw himwhich wasfrom the back,

| was somewhat nervous at what | view | be sub-
jected to when heturned around. (It wasokay,
barely. ©) Later, | wasriding and talking to one of
thewranglersabout him. Thewrangler said hewas
therewith hismother and abrother. Themother was
about my age, was scared to death of horses, and had
never been on one, but shedidtakeoneride. The
wrangler said that one afternoon hefound Mr. Bare
Back walking around the barnswearing nothing but a
bathtowel. Theyoungwrangler wasjust amazed. He
said, “Now there samanwho’'scomfortablewith his

W, I’ ve been somewhat critical of my tablemates, |
guess, but it really isalot of fun eating with them.
Beforel went to Eaton’s |’ d thought about taking a 2-
day overnight tripinto themountains. But, evenif my
body couldtakeit (it couldn’t) I’d not give up the
camaraderieof medtimes. | fed fortunateto have
beenwith atableof “regulars’ who have been coming
to Eaton’sfor years and have gotten to know each
other inthe process.

Okay—wheredid | ridetoday? | went with J.R. this
morning to Harry’sgraveonahill top. Harryisa
horsethat served the Eaton’sfor 43 yearsand hasa
regular grave marker. Thenwewent upto Indian
Rocksfromwherewe overlooked the* Duck Pond”.
J.R. brought ushomethrough an adder grove beside
Wolf Creek. Thecreek trail wasall overgrownwith
smdll treesand wasan entirely different ridefromthe
mountainsor the pastures. We saw aflock, maybe
20, of wildturkeys. They wereconsiderably smaller
than Indianaturkeys. From Harry’shill therewere
bunches of muledeer leaving athicket and striking out
for higher ground.

Inthe afternoon | went out with acoupleof first time
ridersintheir 70's, and Stephanie our guide. They
mademefed likeapro—so frightened werethey of
everything. | findly finished aridein something less



than completemisery. | asked Stephanieonthisrideif
shedidn’t think | wasready to trade up to another
horse. Shesaid, “yes’.

Oneof theguestscameinfrom aridein theafternoon
and said therewas an exhausted horse stuck in black
mud upto hisneck along atrail. Fromtheriding!’ve
done, itishard to imagine such aaccumul ation of
water to produce such amud hole, but there must be
onebecausethey rode out on horsesinitially to pull
him out, then came back for atruck.

Each morning and evening thehorsesaredrivena
quarter milefrom pastureto corrals. Itisabeautiful
sight asthey sort of stampedethem from placeto
place. Thereisalodgealongthetrail withaporch
acrossthefront. If you stthereinthemorning, you
can seethewranglersgo out to round up the horses.
Asyou watch you can seethem coming over thehills
inknotsof 2or 3. Finaly they areall behind agate
and one of ridersleadstheway and the horses (prob-
ably around 100 when | wasthere) follow him, trotting
uptothecorral. Thehorseswinter pastureisabout
100 milessouth, and | understand that in they spring
they aredriven (inthe spring there are about 250
horses) the 100 milesand the spectacle makesit way
through thetown of Sheridan.

Thur sday, September 8, 2005 Last night ®

It has been an unforgettable 4 days. Whatever |
dreamed thisplacewould be, it has exceeded my
expectationsby amountain mile, by God' sgracious
providence. | lovemy Storybook Cabin. | likeits
location, just below themainroad. I’ veenjoyed
reading and knitting onthedeck. Itisabigcabinfor 1
or 2 people. Theranch settlement iskind of messy
looking, asthingstend to beinthewest, | think. It
seemslikeall thetreesarehalf dead and where weeds
and shrubs grow, they look more unkempt herethanin
Indiana. Somecabinsactualy have grassaround them
that ismowed and somejust Sitintheweeds, and
havevinesgrowing over them. They still havether
origina row of bunkhousesthat the put up 100 years
ago. If | ever should comeagain, I'dliketo stay in
them. The Eaton homesaremixedinwiththecabins
and not much appearsto be planned EXCEPT the

location of theranchisjust ideal for taking off ona
variety of scenicrides.

Theweather hasbeen super. Not adrop of rain and
the heat has been reasonable. | expectedit would be
cooler, and most al the guests say that too, but |
understand that thisisnormal.

| expected that anything you would buy herewould be
pretty salty and the gift shop itemsaretoo expensive
for my budget. But post cardswere 25 cents, AA
batterieswere 50 centseach, soft drinkswereadollar
which al seemed pretty reasonablefor aresort type of
place.

Lordwilling | will completemy 8" ridetomorrow. |
gtill hurt, but I’ m doing better. Thismorning JR. led
theway to the Badlands, and agentle ascent to the
top of the north Red Canyon. Every trail ridehas
incrediblevistas—sometimes short mountain views,
sometimeslong, wideviewsof thegrasdands. We
came down through North Red, amuch steeper
descent and hard on the knees. | am amazed by what
the horses can negotiate. | ascended and descended
passagesthat seemed to me should have been marked
“For MulesOnly”.

| think J.R. isnot abletodoasmuchriding asinthe
past. He'sonly going out inthemornings. But | think
heispretty amazing to dowhat hedoesat 82. | can’'t
imaginethat I’ ll beinthat kind of condition 20 years
fromnow.

Thisafternoon | caught aridewith aCaliforniacom-
pany retreat group. Therewere probably 12-15 of
them going to South Red Canyon. That’swhere
Steph and | saw the moose, and | figured hewasgone
so | wasn’t concerned with that. However, | wasn't
thrilled to berepeating aride. Asit turned out—it was
not arepeat. Wewent up the East sidethistime, and
returned adifferent way than we' d comedownon
Tuesday. Thegroup washeaded for the cave Tom
had told us about, but one of theridershad ahorse
that had no intention of making thelast legtothecave.
Thewrangler worked with therider (shewasabout as
firm asadead fish) for about 30 minutes, then gave up
and led usthrough aMissouri gate (barbed wire)



down past Chocolate Drop and Windy Canyon and
good 2 hour ride.

| got to talk to the Wrangler abit. Heasked mehow |
liked Tuco, my new horse. I’drequested an upgrade
from Jose. Tucowasgreat. Thewrangler saidhe’d
worked at Eaton’ssince February whenthey hired him
to buildfence. Hesaid heliked to build new fence,
but hated repairing old.

If JR.iswilling, I'll probably do my final ridewithhim
inthemorning. Itwon't beasphysical assome, but
sincel’ll needto getinthecar and drive6 or 7 hours,
agentleridewill befine.

September 10, 2005 9:50 p.m. Denver train
Sation

Best estimateisthat wewill leaveinan hour. We
werescheduledtoleaveat 7:20. I’vebeen heresince
about 2:30. I’ vedonealot of knitting.

Yesterday | did ridewith J.R. Weattemptedtogoto
agrasdand pesk called Bozeman (I think the
Bozemantrail crossed Eaton’s Ranch) but wedidn't
makeit. J.R. wastryingto get therewithout going
through thisbrushy placewe had traversed thefirst
morning and wemissed thetrail. JR.felt bad, but|
had adight headache, and it seemed hotter than the
other daysso | wasn't unhappy to cut it alittle short.
There comesatimewhen you must moveon, and the
time had comefor me. Sowerodetothebarnsand|
settled my bill and hit the road back to Sheridan, then
back downto 125. I’'mnot surewherel atelunch and
got gasat about 2:30. At Wheatland | took WY 34
downtoUS30intoLaramie. Themapindicated a
mountain passon WY 34. It wasavery good road,
and | saw some penned Elk, but never knew when |
crossed the mountain pass. It wasnot what | was
expecting. Laramiedidn’t appear to betoo much, but
theroad (210, | think) I took to get to the Curt
Gowdy State Park, passed through the Medicine Bow
National Forest and wasvery interesting. Theterrain
congsted of hilly grasdandswith great collections of
giant graniteboulders.

Curt Gowdy State Park (yesthefamous sports
announcer—not sure how hegot aSt. Park named for

him) hasmany groupsof camp Sitessurrounding 2
smdl lakesand oddly, all areinview of private homes.
Itisspread out quiteabit with very few sources of
water. | settled on asite, pitched my tent, then went
tothelatrinewith 2 cupsof water towashup. | can
do an amazing clean-up with apint of water, soap and
rag.

An observation on\Wyoming. Itisaclean state.
Streets, public restrooms and park rest roomsare
very tidy. And somebody hasfigured out how to
make pit toiletsthat have no odor. Observation #2:
Wyoming seemsto have adearth of local restaurants,
but every littletown hassevera saloons(yes, in
Wyomingthey redlly arecalled saloons) that don’t
open before 11:00 or so. They servefood, but no
breakfast, of course. Everyone must eat breakfast at
home.

Theground isgetting softer and | had apretty good
night until day break, when aferociouswind broke
loose. If | hadn’t beenlaying inthetent, it would have
blown to Cheyenne. | wasn't surewhat | should do,
but therewouldn’t have been any way totakeit down
inthestorm. | had anideathat thewind would
subsideasday overtook night anditdid. | hada
similar experienceat Guernsey whenthesun set. This
was much worse, however.

Therewasalittlebit of rainwiththewind so | just
spread thetent out inthetrunk todry some. When|
left the park, | drove back acouple milestheway |
had comethe night beforeto take some picturesof the
neat bouldersand | came across 3 big turkeys cross-
ingtheroad. They looked liked thelndianavarieties.

| headed for Cheyenne determined to eat down town.
Cheyenneisn’'t very big, but isvery clean and hasan
interesting, and apparently thriving downtown. There
wasalargefarmer’smarket in the squarewherel
bought alargeand delicious peach for $1.00. At last,
| found the Capital Café, apart of the venerableold
PlainesHotel, and here| had avery good breakfast.

Thereisabig Wrangler storein Cheyenne. | think it
may betheoriginal one. | could havealot of funin
therewith about $2,000. | wouldn’'t have any trouble



at al going “western”. | waited around until 11:00for
afleamarket shop to open. I’ d seeninthewindow
that hehad alot of used boots, hats, belts. But when |
gotinthe store, therewasn't too much elsethat
interested me, so | headed back on 125 and stopped
at the CO welcome station to fold up the tent and
stow my gear. Thenonto Denver. Thetrafficis
horrific north of Denver. | wouldn’t careto negotiate
that very often.

| filled thelittle car with gasand bought asubway
meal, my last for theday. Enterprisebrought me back
tothetrain station. I’ [l have been here9 hoursassum-
ing thetrain doesget hereat 10:20.

Summary—Wonderful trip. I’'mglad | rented thecar
and drovethrough Wyoming as| very much enjoyed
seeing more of WWyoming than Sheridan and Eaton’s.
Eaton’sRanch, however isjust amazing. Itisbelieved
to bethe oldest dude ranch, begun by 3 brotherswho
bought land in North Dakota, then moved to their
present location when they were over run by friends
from the east who wanted to come and ride and work
ontheir ranch. Theorigina 3 brother’soffspring till
work and run the ranch today and the hospitality of the
3till runsthick intheblood of their progeny.

Will | goto Eaton’sagain? Probably not. Itisjusttoo
expensive. | liketo bringmy vacationsin at under
$1,000 and | spent something lessthan $1,500 onthis
one. | wasgone 10 days. However, if onecangoin
the off-seasonwhichisearly June, or mid August
through September, therate of $160-175anightis
really very reasonableasitincludeslodging, 3 excel-
lent mealsaday and all the horseback riding you care
todo. Therewereno“hidden” charges. Eaton’sisa
ranch that catersto horseback riding. If you think you
want to round up and brand cattle, thiswon’t happen
at Eaton’s. But if youwant to do al the horseback
riding you careto do, with aguide or without, walk,
canter or runyour horse, invariety of beautiful sur-
roundings, with hoststhat redlly enjoy having you
around, | don’'t think you could beat Eaton’s.

September 11, 2005 —10:00 a.m. Rolling acr oss
lowa
| dept better [ast night than coming out. For onething

| had 2 seatsto myself. For another, | bought atravel
blanket at Wal Mart in Sheridan. | waspleased to
find one on salefor just $4.00 (Otherswere $16.) On
theway out | waschilly at night; thistimel wastoasty
warm.

September 12,2005 11:00 p.m. Sittingin my
Indianabed.

Homelooksgood and everything isin good order. |
spent most of the day creating adideshow with my
pictures. Then| picked abucket of tomatoes. | was
rather hoping that thetomatoeswould be over by the
timel cameback. Then| wenttovisit Johnand
Debbie. Debbiefed Sally for mewhilel wasaway,
and I’ d bought her some earringsat Eaton’s. Theonly
souvenir | bought myself from Eaton’ swasapair of
luscious, soft deerskin work gloves, that havethe
Eaton’shorselogo onthem.

Thetrain got into Chicago 3 hourslate, but | wastill
ableto catch TheHoos er to Lafayette. Got there
about midnight and homearound 1:00am. Fought a
headached | day yesterday, but itisfinally gone.
Praises be, no headachesto write about on thetrip!

Epilogue: Why did | takeit upon myself to
travel toaWyoming Duderanch at the age of 62
years?

About ayear ago several secretariesand staff mem-
bersfrom work, were standing around talking about
vacationsthey had just taken, and the discussion
turned to “dream” vacations. Inmy turn, | saidthat |
had alwaysthought it would befunto spendtime
riding at aduderanch. They turned to meand said
withsincerity, “Doit.” Their responseamazed me; it
wasnot what | wasexpecting. But | decided if they
thought | could, I could. Thenext step wasto decide
wheretogo. | googled“BigHorns’ (mountains| have
alwaysenjoyed passing by) and “ duderanch”.
Eaton’siswhat cameup and | didn’tlook any farther.
| decided to takethetrain and rent acar becausel
know it may be my last foray into thewest, and |
wanted to seemoreof it than flyinginand out would
provide. Andtherestisnow history, asthey say.



