Winter Wonder
by

Eyes Right

Grand Canyon, AZ  -  I have been to the canyon several times previously, but never in the middle of winter.  No matter what the season, the Grand Canyon is an inspiring scene.  Although the term “awesome” is now one of the most overused adjectives in our language, I can think of no better term to describe the sensation felt as one approaches the rim of this most magnificent piece of terrain.
There certainly was nothing like this canyon in the hills of Kentucky where I grew up.  Even when I left my childhood environs, joined the Navy, and, over the course of the following 20+ years, saw the world, I had never experienced anything natural on the scale of the Grand Canyon.  Having traveled to every continent except Antarctica, I have seen many rather spectacular vistas and attractions, both natural and man-made, but each is far more ‘rather” than ‘spectacular’ in comparison to this Arizona masterpiece.
The best part of this trip was that we essentially had the canyon to ourselves.  It was a very cold day, and the small number of tourists who had made the journey to the South Rim seemed content to remain inside the protection offered by one of the lodges.  No matter where one stopped to view or photograph, there were no hordes fighting for position – the park was virtually empty.  The low winter sun heightened the natural beauty by creating magnificent shadows throughout the canyon.
In spite of some icy segments, we were able to take a hike down the upper section of the Bright Angel Trail.  The mules were operating, but they were far below.  The mule dung on the trail was frozen, making the footing, ironically, much more certain on the snow covered segments.  In thirty minutes walking down into the canyon, we met only two other hiking parties on the way up.  I contrasted this with my prior summer experiences where I spent most of my time on the trail exchanging pleasantries with throngs of fellow hikers.

The lodges on the South Rim are also worth a visit.  The grandest, the El Tovar, is a monument to the ingenuity of our forefathers, and, in particular, its original decorator, Mary Colter, who was the architect of many other Canyon buildings.  It stands now, much as it did then, at the edge of the rim facing the end of the rail line coming north from Williams.  It is one of the original “Harvey Hotels” and is surprisingly inexpensive, given the location and the ambiance. Inside was a large open fireplace crackling with a large stack of burning wood to warm those of us who had been hiking in the cold.  

There are also frequent reminders of the past when visitors would take the Santa Fe railroad west and be served in hotels along the way by some of our countries greatest hostesses, the Harvey Girls.  One of the lodges has a fine exhibit detailing the history of the Harvey Girls, who, literally, brought a sense of civility to the wilds of the frontier from 1883 to the middle of the 20th century.  If you have not seen the movie, The Harvey Girls, I recommend finding a copy of this 1946 classic.
But first, come to see the Grand Canyon.  There really is nothing on Earth like it, summer or winter.
I thought you might like to know.
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