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Cedar Mesa, BLM, UT–  My two hiking companions had suggested that we spend some time during our week touring national parks and monuments in the wilds of southeastern Utah doing some camping in one of the more remote regions away from most hikers and tourists.  Although our adventures in Canyonlands National Park north of here had been interesting, exciting, super...you name the adjective, we had not yet camped in true wilderness far from the madding tourist.  So we headed south toward the Arizona border to Cedar Mesa.  It is a large wilderness area managed by the federal Bureau of Land Management (BLM).  Much of it is open range for cattle grazing.  Once you leave the state highways, roads are dirt, and many require a 4-wheel drive vehicle with good ground clearance.  You have entered the wild.
After surveying several possible camping sites, we chose one off a dirt road off of another dirt road, Cigarette Springs Road [no idea about the source of the name!].  No other humans appeared to be anywhere near, although I immediately suspected that we were not alone if one considers wildlife.  Later the first night I found that my suspicion was correct as we were serenaded periodically by the chilling calls of coyotes apparently not that far away.
Our goal was to locate and explore an ancient ruin in Road Canyon called "The Citadel."  My hiking buddies had been here previously and assured me that it was "reachable."  That first evening I decided to do some exploration on my own before our camp dinner (freeze dried food hydrated with hot water).  I had located signage indicating "Trail," but there was no indication of where this trail headed.  So I started downhill on it by myself, NOT A GOOD IDEA!  However, I felt confident because I always wear a whistle around my neck when hiking to signal for help if a "situation" (bear, snake bite, mountain lion) were to arise.  Of course, this line of thinking is pure fantasy because I would soon be out of range of any human to hear and respond.  Even a grater fantasy involved the small knife I was wearing around my neck….good luck using that on a mountain lion.  

Nonetheless, I proceeded onward and soon came to the western rim of a rather massive canyon.  As I explored along the rim, I stopped occasionally to take photographs of view after view of natural beauty.   Rocky outcrops jutted frequently over the edge - should I risk walking out there or not??  Of course, I did so.  Beautiful flowers were in bloom in bright colors everywhere in the desert around me.  The only noise came from the steady force of the strong wind whistling through the junipers.  
Soon I realized that twilight was now upon me, and that prudence suggested an expeditious return to our campsite.  But as I walked back, I ran into my hiking buddies who insisted that we further explore.  So I reluctantly reversed course to show them “my canyon.”  Not only were they impressed, but they now wanted to hike to the bottom of it.  Again I followed, although I did not want to turn “my canyon” over so easily to these intruders.   Once we reached the bottom, we began heading toward another canyon ahead, possibly the Road Cnayon, to search out some ancient ruins.  As twilight began to diminish, I asserted that I was going to turn back.  My friends kept going and did eventually reach some ruins of an ancient civilization.  Meanwhile I scrambled back up from “my canyon” and was eating dinner at our campsite when they returned using headlamps after dark.  

If I do return here someday, I have no interest in those ruins.  What I will do, however, is erect signage indicating, “MY CANYON.”

I thought you might like to know.
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