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TRIP SOUTH - SPRING 1998 
 
March 29   
             In comparison with the last couple of 
years, we were later starting south by about two 
weeks.  By the time we 
got our act together and 
got all of our owls in one 
tree, it was early 
afternoon.  The intent was 
to find a rest stop about 
dark and after a rest, we 
would get off again in the 
very early morning.  
However, as we went 
down 93 then east on I-90 
we passed up one rest stop 
and it turned out to be the 
only one open in 
Montana. So we settled 
into a BLM “No Camping 
Allowed” site near 
Divide - high country and 
very Cold!!  For about a 
year, I have been ignoring 
a weakening engine 
battery with the intent of 
ge t t i ng  somewhere 
warmer and dryer before 
having to deal with 
changing the thing. But 
when it went, it went 
completely… 
 
March 30   
            Had to jump the 
battery in the morning and 
again every time we 
stopped for anything.  The 
next roosting spot was 
Willard Bay St. Park., 
Exit 360, just north of 
Ogden, Utah.  The park 
was partly under water and it shows more and 
more deterioration each year that we stop by.  
Although the main camping area was closed, it 
still costs $10 for a poor site near highway. Very 

few birds on bay.   
            Many errands to do, things to fix:  the 
first priority is the starting battery.  Went to 
Ogden Mall for that and a forgotten bicycle 
cover-up tarp.  Found new thermometer for 

outside of truck.  The 
fridge is not working 
properly, and the heater is 
not working well either. It 
looks like low gas 
pressure, so I finally 
decided that the gas 
regulator was defective - 
but finding one was a 
major chore.  Running all 
over Odgen, and several 
phone calls later - 
nothing. The following 
day we finally found a 
regulator all the way back 
in Tremonton.  Also ran 
all over to find parts to 
build a new radio power 
plug.  After building one 
e discovered the original 
plug stashed inside the 
radio,  Oh well, we now 
have a spare.  Finally all 
the repairs are made and 
the old motor-home is 
again fully functional. 
 
March 31   
            We finally got to 
Bear River Refuge late in 
the late morning.  Saw a 
good variety of water 
birds.  Yellowlegs, 
pelicans, avocets, swans, 
blackbirds, shovelers, 
p in ta i l s ,  redhead s , 
cinnamons, cormorants, 
herons, Eng. Sparrows, 
killdeer, 2 kinds of gulls, 

meadowlarks, yellow headed blackbirds, robins, 
coots, harriers, Canada geese. 
            Had lunch back in motor home then took 
off early afternoon for horrible drive through 



                             Travel Journal —TRIP SOUTH - SPRING 1998                       Page 3 

SLC traffic, Rt. 215, as bad as 
Rt. 15.  Salt Lake City is 
rebuilding their freeway system 
all at once, evidently for the 
upcoming Olympics.  The 
Wasatch front is now 110 miles 
(I clocked it) of urban driving, 
bad enough normally but with 
the added agony of heavy 
construction, traffic bottlenecks, 
and narrow construction lanes.  
As we proceeded southward, we 
also noted that here are so few 
rest areas along freeways now - 
several we used to depend on 

for a break are just plain gone.  The only 
thing left is a couple mere parking strips, 
unheralded.   
            At Fillmore, now well after dark, 
while exiting for petrol, we noted a sign to an 
unmarked Rest Area.  So, we followed the 
signs to a pleasant looking town park and 
shut it down despite a “No Overnight 
Parking” sign.  We figured a few hours rest 
would be fine.  However, soon after we were 
in the midst of angry-sounding, noisy, drunk 
and drugged kids.  Harass, harass.  Feeling 
unsafe, Charlie hitched us into gear (he said 
he felt rested after only a little relaxation) and 
quite a bit we later found a rest stop near 
Patagonia (Utah), and slept till it started 
getting light. 

 
April 1     
            Started out at 6 AM, had lunch at 
Boulder City, parking along the street.  Boulder 
is not endowed with numerous signs to Hoover 
Dam - the continuation of our journey.  Or, at 
least we saw none and took a wrong road while 
hunting for any gas station we could fit our rig 
into (Texaco worked).  It isn’t easy getting lost 
with this rig - sooner or later one winds up 
somewhere where it ain’t easy to turn around  as 
it is impossible to back more than a few feet with 
the car attached.  Later Vegas was the usual 
mess - at least it was only 15 miles of urban 
confusion, not the 100 miles plus of SLC.  Very 
windy and stormy - blowing us all over the road. 

White Pelicans - Bear River NWR, Utah 

Double Crested Comorant - Bear River NWR, Utah 

Coot -Bear River NWR, Utah 
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            The road to and over Hoover dam was 
built in the 30s, now with semis, busses, motor 
homes, and the like chugging up and down, and 
there were the usual swarm of tourists popping in 
and out of numerous confined parking lots. On 
the road upward from the dam we had to slam on 
the brakes for a desert bighorn ewe!  There was a 
group of ewes and young on the roadside, right 
in the middle of touristville. 
            Encountered snow between Boulder Dam 
and Kingman  (this is the low desert!!) and the 
temp went down to 38.  Radio said it was 
snowing hard in Prescott.  Passing through 
Kingman, the golf course had snow on it midst 
large pools of melted snow. (Snow on the ground 
in Kingman in April!!??) 
            The desert was not in bloom as far as we 
could see, though there were occasional patches   
of lupines along the road.  Still have  hopes to 
see many flowers.   
            Several years ago, we found Burro 
Springs BLM recreation area in the desert 

between Kingman and Wickenburg.  Great place 
to spend several days in the desert after the 
hassle getting of there.  It is far enough off the 
busy highway to be fairly quiet, and the 
surrounding area is great exploring country.  The 
temperature at Burro Springs remained fairly 
low -- it went from 40s to 60s, according to 
whether the sun was out.  Clouds came over in 

the eve and it both hailed and rained.  We got our 
old spot, #6; part of camping circle closed for a 
reason we found out later. 
 
April 2     
            Temp 33 as we rose; the fridge is cooling 
down, finally. Now it is trying to do the “freeze 
everything” act.  But we know from experience it 

will get over that, too, after 
some fiddling with the 
thermostat.  We found there was 
going to be a dedication of a 
new visitor display and 
handicapped access at Burro 
springs (the reason that area of 
campsites was closed).  All sorts 
of BLM folks converged on BS 
for this boondoggle, brought 
horse trailers and all.  Engaging 
some of the BLM people in 
conversation disclosed that there 
seemed to be money for these 
sort of special projects, but there 
is none to develop new 
campgrounds, or enhance 
primitive ones. There was an 

hour’s ceremony then they served lunch to all 
(we were included) and a couple wildlife folks 
led bird tours down near the river.  The thrust of 
what our leader said was that this is a very 
unusual area where three deserts converge -- the 
Sonoran, Mojave and Chihuahuan; therefore, 
there are an unusual number of unique plants.  
Also, with this added riparian area, there’s a 

Burro Springs BLM Campground 

At roost in the desert 
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huge variety of birds and fish and animals.  
Before the ceremony we walked down the wash 
by the river and realized how many more birds 
were here this year than last. Evidently we are at 
the peak of migration. Our hummer feeder brings 

Anna’s and Costa’s. 
 
April 3     
            We took chairs down toward the river 
and sat for quite a while, just watching whatever 
was happening there.  We’ve seen an amazing 
number of species of birds so far—about 36.  In 

the afternoon we took the 17 Mile Rd. 
starting south of BS.  We saw only one cactus 
in bloom, whereas last year about this same 
time it was a veritable flowering garden. We 
were to later find that this was true 
throughout south Arizona.  Despite very 
heavy rainfall, the flowers weren’t really out 
as we would have expected.  Everything was 
very green and lush, but few flowers. We can 
only speculate why; perhaps it was still too 
cold.  There were a number of roads we 
intended to explore leading south and west 
from 17 Mile road, but we soon discovered 
that the river was far too high to ford -  so we 
returned the way we came.   
            Back at Burro Springs we met a lady 

from San Luis Obispo, camping here with her 
husband who was ill, and she stopped by in the 
evening came by with magazines to share.  She’s 
an avid birder with many questions, many 
interests. 

 
April 4     
            Walked down the wash to bird and to 
look for Apache tears at a location loosely 
described to us by a man full-timing in a new 
diesel RV. We must have missed the correct 
wash, but had a great walk anyway.  A redtail 
screamed at us constantly as we took a breather 
in the shade of some rocks.  We soon 
discovered its nest. Weather continues to be 
nice, sunny, temp in high 60s.   
            Later went to hills above campground 
and across river to find Apache tears. Apache 
tears are marble-sized pieces of obsidian 
ejected from ancient volcanic vents that cool in 
the air.  They are weathering out of 
consolidated tuff deposits hereabouts.  Charlie 
found some and I just a few smaller ones.  “Not 
duck territory” said C of the steep talus slope 

and falling rocks.  He was right.  Later we again 
took our chairs down by river again but wind 
hindered birding a bit.  We didn’t know it yet, 
but the very strong winds, particularly in the 
afternoon, were to be the defining feature of the 
El Nino weather during the entire trip. 
 
April 5     
            Our last day at Burro Springs.  Walked 

Curve Billed Thrasher - Burro Springs 

The Duty Watch-Vulture - Burro Springs 
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up the wash leading southward once again, and 
then followed a side wash further to the right. 
Same warning from the redtail as we passed her 
nest en route. This time took lunch and watched 
birds as we ate.  Eventually we bushwacked 
cross country back to the campground. Once we 

saw the first ash throated flycatcher - we saw 
many.  Later, we walked along the river down 
from the campground—enormously rocky. 
            $8/night at Burro Springs.  Half that with 

old age card.  Petrol has ranged from $1.00 to 
$1.06/gal. 
 
April 6    Started 7 AM for Catalina St. Park 

north-east of Tucson. It took about 
5 hours with 2 petrol breaks and a 
lunch break.  Just as we arrived, a 
r a n g e r  w a s  p l a n t i n g  a 
“Campground full” sign.  He told 
us we could go and look if we 
wanted - there “may be one site 
left”.  Amazingly, the first non-
electric site was open and we 
grabbed it without our usual 
milling around looking for the best 
spot.  Good thing, too - there were 
several other undecideds wandering 
around and we now had 
possession - and it was one of the 
best campsites.   
            We took time to shop for 
produce and needed stuff at ABCO 
and then drove up to Catalina PO 
where we will have mail sent.  
(Mail later arrived in 2 days.)  For 
future reference, that mailing 

address is:  General Delivery, Contract Station 
#762, 16141 N. Oracle Rd., Tucson  AZ  85737-
9141. 
 

A handful of apache tears 

Bushwacking - not for ducks 

Phainapepla - Burro Springs 
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April 7 & 8    
      This day and next we shopped till we 
dropped.  Needed camera gear/repairs and went 
to numerous places in search of a better scope 
which we had previously decided we would find 
in Tucson.  Amazing how few stores sell 
spotting scopes or how few were in the inventory 
of stores which had them.  None in a large sports 
store, a couple in a gun shop, a few in a bird-
oriented shop.  We finally picked up a Swift 
scope at Audubon and ordered camera gear 
which would connect to Charlie’s camera and the 
scope.  On our return a couple days later, we 
found that we should have asked for a 10% 

discount, being Audubon members; 
they were nice about issuing us the 
check.  I think we got a pretty fair 
deal, considering that we paid no tax 
there, either. 
 
April 9     
            We drove to Buenos Aires 
NWR.  The day was utterly windy 
and the birdies were hiding.  Took 
the new scope to use at the lake area 
but the population there was mainly 
coots and a few cinnamon teals.  At 
a later date we returned and found 
an enormously varied population of 
birds there and also at a separate 
riparian area nearby.  There are free 

dry campsites here and there (the office has 
maps).  Apparently, there have been numerous 
robberies in this area since it is so close to the 
border, but so far, according the office staff 
person, no campers have had such poor luck, 
according to a worker there. 
 
April 10     
            Easter.  We explored some areas farther 
N of Tucson—first, Peppersauce Rd. and 
Canyon.  At the end there’s a campground, not 
good by our standards, and quite crowded.  Then 
went north toward Mammoth and in to the east 
entrance of Arivipa Canyon Wilderness area.  

Great ride in but mostly private land.   We 
had hoped to hike into the canyon a ways, 
but permits were required to go any beyond 
the road end. Leaving there we continued 
southward along the gravel road that 
follows the San Pedro river. Our map 
showed a road that departed the river road 
and went westward back into the Tanque 
Verde valley (Tucson).  But ye Gods, that 
“road” was a true test of car, tires, and 
humans.  It was incredibly rocky, full of 
holes, and it took over 2 hours to go 15 
miles.  We have driven thousands of miles 
on primitive forest service roads, but never 
again on that one.  
 
April 11 .   
            It was a great stay at Catalina State 

The view from Catalina State Park 

Campsite visitor 
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Park.  The weather was at times stormy, and we 
woke up to frost several mornings--very unusual 
for Tucson.  The heavy rains this winter had 
rendered a number of the trails difficult because 
of numerous stream crossings.  We departed at 8 
AM to get early start to Madera Canyon; there 
are only a few campsite available at this popular 
campground.  Luckily for us, there were two 
spots available.  Number 9 made us not entirely 
level but we were okay and grateful. 
 
April 14     
            We returned to Buenos Aires and “did” 
both riparian and lake routes.  This is a 
wonderfully laid-out refuge and I think I prefer it 
to Patagonia Reserve—and it’s quieter.  Birds I 
especially appreciated seeing were a pair of gray 
hawks, common yellowthroats,  zone tail hawks, 
vermillions, and Lucy’s warbler. 
 
April 15     
            Explored Florida Canyon just to the east 
of Madera Canyon, walked up it for a while and 
had lunch.  We heard a strange noise up the hill 
from the trail and couldn’t identify it.  Bird??  
Rattler??  Finally I couldn’t stand the suspense 
and climbed up the hill.  It was water and air 
spraying out of a abandoned small pipe!  What a 
laugh.  The trail led away from the canyon and 
stream, unfortunately.  And a very gray cloud 
made it cold and rain threatened to dump on us, 
so we drove to see Box Canyon instead.  There 
are several dry campsites on it—the dirt road is 
quite passable. 
            Later we went down to the town of Green 
Valley to catch up on shopping, also locating a 
gas station for the following day - one which 
sells propane and which our rig will fit into.  
Back at the campground we met Ruth and Bill 
Dockson from Butte; they had the site next to 
ours and lived in a van.  We saw them again later 
at Patagonia State Park and they raved about a 
private trailer park outside of Patagonia (neither 
of us liked the State Park there).  We later went 
to look this place over and it was simply trailers 
parked near each other all around a circle—no 
trees. Like all too many private campgrounds, it 
was a crowded and expensive parking lot 

Verdin 

Yellow Eyed Junco - Madera Canyon 

Bridled Titmouse fluffed up on a cold morning 
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April 16 & 17    
            We took an early 
AM walk up the canyon 
bottom, starting from 
Proctor Rd., about 1 ½ 
hours.  It was a good time 
for seeing an assortment of 
birds—redstarts, and a new 
one for us, the hepatic 
tanager. 
            Later in the morning 
it was off  to Patagonia 
State Park and, since no 
good spots were available, 

we had to camp in the “inner circle”, 
which was okay for the first night.  This 
is not a great campground for us.  
Overdeveloped, sites are close together 
with little separation, and very crowded 
with the motorboat crowd abundantly 
there on weekends. The following day 
was the beginning of a weekend and 
that night it became a veritable zoo.  
The next morning we packed to leave 
for more peaceful parts.  One neighbor 
man could not seem to talk—he yelled. 
The compensating factor is that the park 
has a good trail around the end of the 
lake with extensive marshlands for a 
desert, and is close to the Nature 

Conservancy Preserve near Patagonia. Great 
wildlife and birding.   
Met Janet and Hutch from 
NC on the birding trail 
and we seemed to have a 
lot to talk about.  Just as 
we were about to pull up 
stakes and leave, a site on 
the good end of the 
campground opened up, 
and I thought it would be 
a better idea to stay one 
more night.  Glad we did.  
In the AM we took one 
more walk down the trail 

and Charlie took scope and camera, trying 
for some pix of soras, rails, a cinnamon/ 
blue wing teal mix, vultures drying their 
wings, and more. 
 
April  18   
            Drove to Sierra Vista.  There are a 
number of interesting things to see and do 
hereabouts,  a number of canyons and the 
San Pedro Riparian area.  The catch is that 
we knew of no accessible public 
campgrounds anywhere in the area. Before 
settling in into the lot in the middle of 
town, we ran down to the San Pedro WLR 
to see if there were any spots anywhere but 
go no help. Carr Creek Canyon was 
mentioned to us, but somehow I didn’t trust 

Arizona Rock Squirrel - Madera Canyon 

Gray Breasted Jay - Madera Canyon 

Hiding in the open - camouflaged Sora Rail 



 Page 10                              Travel Journal —TRIP SOUTH - SPRING 1998                                        

that area.  Private park near Ramsey 
was full. So, we opted for a mid-town 
parking area behind the police 
department.  There are about six 
sites, all sitting on top of one another, 
which are plug-ins and cost $10/
night.  We later learned that we could 
park anywhere on the larger 
surrounding lot for $5. Which we did, 
and no one seemed to care if we 
donated the $5 or not!   
            It is interesting to note that 
the State of Arizona has developed a 
brand-new state park north of Sierra 
Vista at Karchner Caverns.  They 
have spent $11 million on the thing 
so far and ran out of money.  They 
now figure they need an additional 
$11 million to finish it!  $22 
million??!!  Evidently this was 
intended to be Arizona’s answer to 
Carlsbad Caverns but somebody 
miscalculated badly. Good Grief! 
Considering the lack of public 
campgrounds/parks in southern 
Arizona, a more efficient approach 
could have accomplished a lot.  They 
should be able to build quite a 
number of more modest facilities for 
the same money. To add insult to 
injury, the campgrounds have been 
completed for at least two years, but 
the bureaucrats refuse to open it for 
some unknown reason. At least they 
could get some revenue flow started 

and give folks a decent place to roost. 
 
April 19     
            We took off to San Pedro fairly 
early - 7:30 AM - and had a wonderful 
morning walk through desert and large 
cottonwoods. Especially in the grassland 
area there were many and varied birds.  
We found many well-used paths through 
the cottonwoods near the river.  The river 
was smaller than I had remembered, and 
looking at it, we immediately questioned 
its purity, though later were reassured that 

A Sora Rail shopping for his morning’s groceries 

Red Wing Blackbird displaying 

Cinnamon Teals 
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it was actually okay.  We discovered a 
couple of ponds by following loud 
quacks and had lunch around the 
second.  Met a retired couple who 
donate each Monday to cleaning up 
around the trails—surely a great 
random act of kindness.  There were 
many big, fat, green bull-frogs around 
pond, making us, temporarily at least, 
think that all’s well in the frog world.  
We later read that the large bull-frogs 
are actually unwelcome  exotics that eat 
the smaller natives! 
            I got Steve’s birthday gift off on 
time—a great grasshopper puppet and a 
tortilla cookbook.  Then drove to 
Coronado National Monument  and 

rode up to the pass where we then walked 300’ 
up to the very top. At this point, we were less 
than one mile from the border.  On top we found 
an amazing, but somewhat hazy, view of some 
very rugged land of both AZ and deep into 
Mexico.  It was hard to understand how the 
conquistadors in 1540 were able to move 
through such terrain.  They apparently had some 
rigid rules about how native folks “should” have 
treated them and responded to the cross, their 
sign of peace!  Those guys were land grabbers 
and converters, for sure!  
            We’d heard about Miller Canyon, and 
curiosity made us drive there to explore it a bit; 
found a few acceptable dispersed sites for the 

Cinnamon teal / Blue Wing Teal Hybrid 

3 Dudes 

Hangin ‘em out 
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n

Heron rookery in the 
cottonwood trees 

Patagonia, Arizona 

Great Blue Heron  on a 
nest - Just how does 

such an enormous bird 
manage to get up here 

anyway? 

Green Back Heron in 
marsh at the east end of 

Patagonia Lake 
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ext time we come thisaway. Stayed the night in 
Sierra Vista again.  As evening fell, all the ball 
fields lit up and we biked around from one kids’ 
baseball game to another.  The folks there are 
certainly to be congratulated for well-run games 
and fine sportsmanship and calm, caring 
coaches.  It was a definite high for me to 
witness this attitude. 
            Charlie had to fix two flat tires on his 
bike in a couple days.  In one tire there was only 
one tiny thorn which had penetrated. 
 
April 21    
             Dumped (dumper in lot nearby), gassed 
up and left Sierra Vista early, headed for 
Chiricahua Nat’l. Monument.  Arrived around 8 
AM and managed to acquire the best, most 
private site, #18, right on the stream.  ($4/night 
with card.) Campground is amazingly quiet for 
being a Nat’l. Park place—until one thoughtless 
neighbor blasted his engine throughout our 
entire dinnertime! 
            Took trail down to Faraway Ranch.  Met 
a couple enthusiastic about Escapees Club.   
Couldn’t help but be taken by the woman’s 
enthusiasm but realize all the time that our 
tastes are quite different from many. 
 
April 22    
            Woke with jays, then the oriole’s song.  
Took  the hiker’s shuttle bus up to Massai Point, 

then walked the Echo Canyon 
trail slowly, watching swifts 
and violet-green swallows dart 
above and below.  I caught sight 
of a raptor—fairly small with 
long pantaloons—but as usual, 
we couldn’t identify it using our 
books.  Missed seeing the 
prairie falcon this year. 
            Took a few pictures 
around the area in good 
afternoon light. 
 
April 23     
            We crossed over Onion 
Saddle to see how the road was, 
and to try for a site at Sunny 

The rocke of Chiricauhua 
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Flats in Cave Creek Canyon.  The road was 
better than I’d remembered it, but still a long 
and rough road.  Cave Creek was high but we 
crossed over into Sunny Flats and got the last 
site, #5, the one in the open with the 
spectacular view.  Put our chairs out to 
establish our ownership, payed the fee, went 
into town to retrieved the mail, then returned 
back over the saddle back to Chiricahua  
Monument. After a quick lunch, then brought 
both vehicles slowly back over the mountain.  
Fortunately, there was very little traffic.  
Though this is a long rough road, it saves 100 
miles of going around. 
            After dark we sat out on the picnic 
table and looked at the brilliant stars. 
 
April 24     
            We moved into #6, the site we had the 
first time we stayed here, early in the AM.  
Days are getting hot and the new site offered 
shade—and waterfront.  Went for an AM bird 
walk and found a female trogan right in the 
campground!  They are down the canyon 
much earlier this year than last.  Others, male 
and female, have been sighted, also. 
 
April 25     
            Took the Green House trail off Herb 

Martyr Road.  First part 
very stony, and stream 
crossings were hard due to 
high water.  The highlight 
was seeing two red faced 
warblers.  They gave us 
two separate and rather 
leisurely viewings, a real 
treat.  Cave creek continues 
to rise, a result of the recent 
warm weather  and 
snowmelt.  By the time we 
later left the campground 
the weather had cooled 
considerably and the creek 
responded by dropping to 
moderate levels. The first 
few days was about the 
only really hot weather we 

Cave Creek 

Cave Creek Canyon and Campground 
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encountered on the whole trip. 
 
April 26     
            We found that birding down around the 
Portal post office is quite good.  There’s a great 
horned owl nesting in a sycamore tree crossing 
the road.  Folks living along the road’s 
extension seems to attract birds, so there’s a 
whole area with great variety. Discovered a pair 
of cedar waxwings, two western tanagers, cactus 

wren, Lucy’s , etc. 
            An ornithology teacher told us that the 
“thicket” on San Simon Rd. was good bird 
habitat.  Parked between two washes and spent 
part of this day there and will return when it’s 
less windy (temp. dropped around 30 degrees to 
the 60s today).  We rode bikes down to the 
Ranger Station, watched a video while rain 
drops fell. 
 

Acorn Woodpecker 
 

pounding acorns 
into the bark of a 

sycamore tree 

Annie and friend 
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April 28     
            Took a trip southward through Douglas 
then eastward to San Bernardino NWR.  We 
weren’t able to find the headquarters, so we 
started out 
e a s t w a r d 
toward the 
S l a u g h t e r 
R a n c h 
a n y w a y .  

Unfortunately, it’s closed Tues. and Wed., but a 
caretaker lady allowed us to wander around a 
bit.  The immaculate ranch house sits on a 
beautifully manicured and mowed area with 
lovely pond, and many large trees.  The trees 
were full of birds, but it was too breezy for us to 
find them, so we will return one day.   
            The NWR was close by, a desert area 
with some riparian areas that butts up against the 
ranch.  We sat on a log for lunch and were 
continually using our glasses.  Here Charlie 
discovered our first tropical kingbird.  It 
appeared only briefly, but sufficient for a 
positive identification with the help of its song.  
It made itself apparent by raising a ruckus with a 
western kingbird with whom it was evidently 
embroiled in a territorial dispute.  Lucky find. 
            Roads around this NWR are not yet 
finished or signed, we found out, as we followed 
what we thought was an auto tour route which 
petered out into the puckerbrush near a riparian 
area right at the Mexican border fence. In 
retrospect, that auto tour route was probably a 
hiking trail.  Oh well. 

            Decided to find Guadeloupe Canyon. 
Slaughter Ranch, San Bernardino NWR, and 
Guadeloupe  Canyon are all well to the east of 
Douglas on a gravel road.  The last 5 miles or so 

i n t o 
Guadeloupe 
Canyon are 
quite rough.  
The Canyon 
i tself is 
private with 
a locked 
gate, but 
according to 
a l l  t h e 
information 
we had the 
owners do 
allow birders 
on  foo t 
within. So, 
we took a 
chance and 
climbed over 

the fence into an incredibly beautiful treasure of 
an canyon area.  Sycamores by a stream, red 
rocks, desert shrubs.  We found our second new 
bird, the thick billed kingbird, here, too.  Again, 
only one quick showing, and that was it.  A bird 
we thought to be a Lewis’s woodpecker was too 
spooky for us to be sure of his identity.  We 
walked probably a mile down the canyon, fully 
expecting to see a house or have someone kick 
us out, but neither happened.  Someone later told 
us that the canyon goes on for quite a distance 
more.  Campers had been allowed to come in 
there at one time but someone abused the 
privilege and it became closed. 
            On our return, we got groceries at a 
Safeway in Douglas on our way “home” to Cave 
Creek.  This was one of the stores we dealt with 
recently which are dealing in “Frequent 
Shopper” cards, a device which makes you sign 
name, address and phone number in return for a 
card which allows you to buy foods at 
“discounted” price.  It sure looks like those 
prices are now quite a bit higher then 
“discounted” down to where they used to be. 

Cave Creek Canyon - main fork 



                             Travel Journal —TRIP SOUTH - SPRING 1998                       Page 17 

After signing once (the discounts were worth it, 
I thought) I realized how many times my name 
was going to be sold, so I quickly learned to 
become a different personae at each place! 
 
April 29     
            Took this opportunity to walk up 
Southfork Canyon about 2-2 ½ miles.  Coming 
and going, we made 26 crossings in all.  Storms 
have continued to do considerable damage to the 
river bed—in places it has changed enormously 
and is becoming a classic broad, braided, gravel 
stream-bed rather than the meandering woodland 
stream it was.  There has been a lot of forest/
brush fires on the mountain slopes above in 
recent years which has radically altered the 
runoff characteristics of most of Cave Creek 
allowing for much more flash flooding.  
Combined with what seems to be an altered 
climate, the canyons hereabouts are being 
permanently changed.  In the last couple of 
decades there has been record breaking storms 
every couple of years including a hurricane that 
came up the Sea of Cortez last year and made it 
intact into this part of Arizona. 
            Charlie caught sight of a male trogan 
near the picnic area and had a momentary 

viewing.  All sorts of searching up and down the 
stream did not make him appear again --no 
doubt worked against us!  There were pockets of 
birds around the lower trail but few later on.  
We’ve met numerous English groups birding 
here, passed one at Southfork, and from them we 
learned that they had seen a group of willets at 
the “Willow tank”.  Met another couple roadside 
below Portal—they had come across 2 gopher 
snakes—one just dead, another zipped into the 
bushes.  We tried to find the willow tank but 
failed, only to learn later from the folks at Portal 
store that we’d been a stone’s throw from it 
 
April 30     
            This is a day to enjoy closer to home, 
though we did do laundry in Rodeo.  Charlie is 
fooling with his camera and I had lunch by the 
stream.  A walk down the trail produced no 
birds—we keep thinking it’s the hour of the day, 
but in the back of my mind intuition tells me that 
the birds just “aren’t” anymore.  It’s migrating 
season, though, and the bands of juncos which 
were here when we arrived are now somewhere 
else, as are the black headed grosbeaks, finches, 
etc. 
            Finally found the willow tank, a small 
pond 100 yards accross with bullrushes and 
willows. (In southwestern parlance a “tank” is a 
small man-made pond usually intended for 
cattle.) Here we found a nice variety of birds—
warblers, many sparrows, and a rather rare water 
thrush.  But no willets.  Someone told us that the 
same exact number of willets that had been here 
had arrived at Patagonia Lake the following 
morning.  So much of what we see is simply by 
chance.  Sometimes if you don’t look up at the 
right second you miss something spectacular. 
 
May 1    
            After reluctantly saying good-bye to 
Sunny Flats for ’98, we stopped once more at the 
willow tank but there were far fewer birds there 
than the day before.  We did frighten off a huge 
golden eagle. 
            Rt. 9 took us almost straight  east to 
Columbus, NM, and the road was pretty good 
for being out in the boonies.  Columbus is 

Great Horned Owl in an Arizona Sycamore 
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small—we biked abound it in only a few 
minutes.  Pancho Villa State Park. is on the site 
where Pancho Villa attacked this town in 1916.  
General Pershing was sent to punish Villa back 
in Mexico, but failed.  Though large and 
seemingly built for the retired large motor home 
crowd, the park is a cactus garden and quite 
pleasant - for a short stay at least. The border 
patrol is busy here.  I saw 4 Mexican boys, 
guiltily hunched over, furtively dash through the 
campground today, stopping briefly to fill their 
canteen on the way. 
 
May 2    
            Went over the border to Palomas in the 
AM.  Charlie picked up a prescription 
medication or two, and then the opportunity to 
obtain glasses on the same day turned up.  He 
had his eyes examined and we later returned for 
the glasses.  Since this is manana-land the “Half 
hour” waits turned into hours - but still, having 
all transactions completed right then was a large 
plus.  The price was right too.  In the midst of 
the waits we had lunch at a good place—a gift 
shop/gringo-oriented restaurant with live music. 
            Temp in the 90s, nights balmy and 

breezy.  My legs are reacting to the heat—and 
also to the fact that I flat-out fell on an uneven 
sidewalk in Mex. today. 
            Rates $11 w/elect. hookup, $7 without.  
#44 was best site with best shade.  The primary 
birds there were lark buntings. There were 
bunches of them! 
 
May 3    
            Arrived at Bosque del Apache mid-day 
and questioned ladies at Visitors Center about 
where to roost.  Three options:  Birders RV Park 
5 miles up the road, BLM land outside San 
Antonio, and Winter Park Canyon (USFS) sites 
10 miles on Rt. 60 out of Socorro-then 4 ½ miles 
in.  I jumped to the conclusion to stay nearby 
and, in retrospect, I think it was the right choice.  
Casing the BLM land later, we found no good 
spots, no roads off the main thoroughfare.  And 
winter Park was far away and the sites were for 
tenters.  We paid, however $14.50, with old age 
discount, for a treeless spot in this old lady’s 
back yard.  The lady, Jackie, had lost her 
husband only three weeks prior and I think was 
overwhelmed with all she needed to do to keep 
afloat. 

End of day - Cave Creek 
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            Bosque Del Apache has two auto tour 
loops, about 15 miles.  (“Bosque” means 
“woodlands”)  We did an quick overview, saw 
the Visitors Center movie about management of 
the refuge, and then the following day made the 
rounds slowly. One can see much more from a 
car at most of the refuges as the car serves as a 
moving blind.  Most critters won’t panic much 
at the sight of a car, but if you step outside, then 
away they go!   
            We later returned in the evening but the 

Coyotes 
 

 Bosque Del Apache 
National Wildlife 

Refuge, New Mexico 

Great Egrets - Bosque del Apace 
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wind was too severe to be 
able to use the scope well.  
Disappointing, since on 
shore Drive we found 
many short birds in one 
spot but needed a good 
light in which to see them.  
A lady we met had found a 
dunlin and we’d hoped to 
see it, too.  One big treat 
of the day was a pair of 
peregrines along with a 
prairie falcon, at water’s 

edge by a field being filled.  We seemed to 
strike out on tweety birds, though, except of 
orioles and summer tanagers and a few others.  
But our total count was 63—not too bad.  One 
more trip around the loop later brought into 
view a common yellowthroat, Wilson’s and 
yellow warblers, 2 coyotes on the bank, many 
gorgeous pheasants-but none posing well 
enough for a good pix. 
 
May 4    
            After an early AM trip to the refuge we 
headed north, filling the motor home with gas 

and LP, then going to the 
squirt-em car wash in 
Socorro.  Took off 
towards Albuquerque. 
Looking for a lunch stop 
we found that the only 
rest stop along I 25 was 
“temporarily closed” and 
looked like it hadn’t been 
open for quite a time. We 
found another pull-off 
for brunch at a deserted 
road exit, no thanks to 
any highway planning.  
The t r ip  through 

Albuquerque was okay, thanks to good signs and 
the addition of traffic lanes at needed times.  
Arrived at Coronado Monument. State. Park. at 
bit after noon.  It’s 20 miles N of the city on Rt. 
44.  Built in two sections—the “elite” section 
with hook-ups, and, further on, across a wash, 
“those without”.  Quite a difference in 
ambiance!  And in price.  There was at least one 
ramada acting as a house for who knows how 
many folks—pretty slummy looking.  On our 
journeys around this country, in recent years we 
often find campgrounds near cities being utilized 
as a family residence rather than a family outing. 
            After settling in, we unhooked the red 
bomb and backtracked back into Albuquerque, 
to Candelaria St. and then to the Rio Grande 
Nature Center, suggested to us by a nice lady we 
met on a hike in Bosque.  This is a marvelously 
put together center with trails ‘mong the 
cottonwoods, hiking/bike trail along the river, 

Ibis 

So what’s going on here?  We discovered this Turkey 
Vulture feasting on a freshly caught carp (it was still 
very wet) evidently caught from a nearby canal.  Was 
the vulture the fisher-bird? 
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and a viewing room looking out over a large 
pond—with audio emanating from the same  
scene.  The microphone is hidden in the 
bulrushes and picks up the conversation between 
all the waterfowl.  Saw many geese and 
goslings, wood ducks, cinnamons, a muskrat, 
and more.  In built-in cabinets were numerous 
nature books and magazines and other resource 
materials anyone could read. What an asset to 
any city, and a tribute to Albuquerque. 
 
May 7    
            Anxious to move on to a nicer place, we 
headed up through Santa Fe to the Los Alamos 
area and Bandelier National Park.  Found the 
campground much nicer than we’d remembered, 
pinions giving great privacy.  Two of the three 
loops open, and not many folks.  However, 
parking was tight at the Visitors Center.  We 
walked up the canyon at least a couple miles.  
Trail crowded until we passed the last Anasazi 
ruin, then pleasantly quiet. Not many birds but 
we did discover a Lewis’s woodpecker—finally! 
            We went into Los Alamos and got our 
directions royally turned.  As a government 
town, Los Alamos spreads out all over the map 
and there are roads running every damn 
whichaway.  None straight, often turning first 
one way then the other 90 degrees or more. 
Seldom do we find the Post Office where we 
expect it, and we had to ask directions for this 
one.  Then find a parking spot.  Again, our mail 
arrived from MT in 2 days, always a relief not to 
have to wait on it. 
 
May 8    
            Took a couple hour walk around the 
pueblo early in the morning before the tourists 
arrive, and then downstream into the canyon.  
Such a gorgeous time of day and we ran into 
only one other person, a park volunteer.  One 
more bird new to us at Bandelier was the 
Hutton’s vireo.  Each new one is a joy.  Once in 
a while we came across large Abert’s squirrels 
with their ears so unnormally tufted and 
prominent.   
            Juniper Campground $5/ with card.  Park 
admittance $10, without card. 

 
May 8   
            Took off for Great Sand Dunes Nat’l. 
Mon. It is a beautiful drive up the far reaches of 
the Rio Grande then over much high country. 
Again, we got a good site (#39) with complete 
view out over the dunes.  The creek is quite full 
this time of the year and wide enough to 
separate us from the dunes, though several 
young people did ford it as we watched.  They 
really hurried, so it must have been quite cold. 
            Spring not yet here in this part of the 
world—hardly any leaves on the trees, nights in 
the 30s. 
 
May 9   
            Got up quite early to get to Monte Vista 
and Alamosa NWRs.  Took us much longer than 
we’d planned.  Toured Monte Vista by car and 
saw fine variety of water fowl and a few shore 
birds—generally just one pair of each.  Warblers 
not really here yet—yellow and yellow-rumped 
the only ones coming into view. 
            At Alamosa, the auto tour road is still 
under construction, so the best we could do was 
to walk part of it.  Took lunch with us and ate 
along the river.  Later drove the mesa overlook, 
a fine vista over the rambling Rio Grande and 
wetlands. 
 
May 10    
            Had to chip ice from the windshield 
early in AM.  It had rained at night and the drops 
froze.  We did a lot of traveling in high country, 
8000’ and above, en route to Colorado Nat’l. 
Monument outside of Grand Junction. We 
reached the monument later in day and were 
able to get a site in a crowded campground 3 1/3 
miles upward at top of the mountain.  Later we 
found that a third loop had been opened, 
supposedly after every site had been taken in the 
other 2 loops.  Rain in the evening send many 
tenters scurrying. 
 
May 11    
            Drove around the rim in early AM.  The 
light was not the best for shadows but the lack of 
traffic was nice.  Then drove NW toward 
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Vernal, staying in Carmel picnic area at 
Flaming Gorge.  This area is open to campers 
until May 15 - after that it is a picnic area only.  
We got a site down an offshoot road, all alone.  
We chose to ignore FG’s permit system, 
something which makes no sense to us anyway.  
Flaming Gorge, along with many other areas,  
has been designated a “recreation area” with an 
associated user/entry fee.  The snag comes 
when you attempt to purchase a permit - 
evidently the only place they can be purchased 
is at a Forest Service Office (Open only 
weekdays) located in Vernal or Green River - 
60 miles or more away.  Annie’s newly won old 
age card won’t work either - no break for the 
frizzy hair crowd.   
 
May 12-15   
            We departed Carmel at 7 AM and 
reached Seedskadee NWR (Shoshone for 
“Prairie Chicken River”) north of Green River 
Wyoming by 10 AM or so.  The tour road really 
doesn’t go real near to Green River in most 
places, but we did see ducks and a heron 
rookery and were amazed at the variability in 
what a horned larks look like up close! 
            Then we charged on northward to 
Pinedale and were greeted by snow flakes at the 
lake. During our short stay of a couple of days 
the weather remained rainy/snowy and pretty 
much cold the entire time.  Leaving Pinedale, 
we went straight on to Montana, staying 
overnight near Crescent Junction. 
            For many years the Motor-home has had 
an exhaust leak at the junction of the exhaust 
manifold and the heads on both sides.  I have 
been able to see that several of the bolts that are 
visible have sheared off.  It is finally getting bad 
enough that something has to be done.  So I 
took it into the only outfit in Kalispell willing to 
tackle the job and discovered that not only most 
of the bolts have been sheared, but also the 
bosses on the heads are broken out as well so 
the heads and manifolds both will have to 
replaced.  Major bucks - but he old girl has been 
good to us these many years.   
            In discussing this with the repair people, 
I discover that evidently the reason this has 

happened is that Ford, along with other US 
manufacturers, have not got their metallurgical 
act together. European and Japanese 
manufacturers rarely seem to have this problem.  
Also I have been fighting a coolant leak that 
may eventually become another major problem.  
I have found that the front engine cover is 
aluminum and the block is iron - dissimilar 
metals in contact with water (coolant)- and 
electrolysis evidently is eating the aluminum. A 
major problem in recent years.  It shouldn’t take 
a rocket scientist to anticipate that this will 
happen.  When will US manufacturers build a 
vehicle intended for something other than the 
short term?? 
Despite this sour note, it was no surprise. Our 
1998 spring trip otherwise was indeed a 
wonderful journey! 
 



                             Travel Journal —TRIP SOUTH - SPRING 1998                       Page 23 

 


