Sullivan Richardson’s 1939 Hole-in-the-Rock
Photography and Filming Expedition

Sullivan Richardson of the Detroit News,
who was a member of the Church of
Jesus Christ of Latter-day Saints, and
his Detroit News colleague Arnold
Whitaker embarked on an expedition on
June 22, 1939, to photograph and film
the San Juan pioneers’ route between
Bluff, Utah, and the Hole-in-the-Rock
crevice. After reading of the San Juan
pioneers’ unsurpassed barriers years
earlier, Sullivan and Arnold wanted to
see the pioneers’ challenges firsthand,
and they wanted to share their findings.!

Richardson solicited help from San Juan
area communities to finance the
expedition outfitting cost. The towns of
Bluff, Blanding, and Monticello, as well
as the San Juan County Commission,
made contributions.2

Hired Expedition Outfitter and Guide Zeke Johnson and his assistant Jim Mike
Zeke Johnson Jr. operated a mule / horse outfitting and guide service to Bridges National
Monument from Blanding, Utah. He was hired by Richardson to outfit the expedition and
served as one of the guides.? At that time, Zeke Jr.’s father Zeke Sr. was the ranger /
custodian of Bridges National Monument. Many years earlier, prior to Lake Pagahrit’s
natural dam in Lake Canyon washing away, Zeke Sr. worked as a cowhand for a cattle
operation that used Lake Canyon for winter grazing.4 Lake Canyon was a significant site on
the Hole-in-the-Rock trail. Zeke Jr. likely learned of the Hole-in-the-Rock trail to Lake
Canyon, and possibly beyond, from his father.

Jim Mike, a Piute Indian, was famous for his role in guiding the first white men to Rainbow
Bridge in 1909. At the time of Sullivan’s expedition, Jim Mike was living in or near Bluff,
Utah. Jim was an employee of Zeke Johnson. Jim had spent most of his early life in Piute
Canyon and around Navajo Mountain on the south side of the San Juan River.5 From that
area the Native Americans could cross the San Juan River, connect with the Hole-in-the-
Rock trail, go west up the Hole-in-the-Rock crevice, and continue to the Kaiparowits
Plateau to hunt deer and/or go to the town of Escalante to trade goods. Alternatively, the
Native Americans could go east to Lake Canyon, Clay Hills, the Bears Ears area and
beyond. The trading expeditions from the Navajo Mountain area via the Hole-in-the-Rock
trail to Escalante continued well into the 1940s.6 It is likely that Jim Mike utilized these
routes while living in the Navajo Mountain area and would have become very familiar with
the Hole-in-the-Rock trail. Note that Native American trails in the area predate the Hole-
in-the-Rock trail and the town of Escalante. Substantial portions of the Hole-in-the-Rock
trail follow early Native American routes/trails.



In addition to black and white photos of the trail, Sullivan took 16mm color footage. Outside
of Hollywood, color films were a novelty at the time. Sullivan showed his film of the Hole-in-
the Rock trail to audiences in Detroit, Michigan, and cities in Utah. Sullivan’s black and
white photographs and color film are the first-known images to be taken of the Hole-in-the-

Rock trail.

Sullivan Richardson’s expedition and the Hole-in-the-Rock story was published in the
Church of Jesus Christ of Latter-day Saints publication, The Improvement Era, January
1940, Volume 43, Number 1.

The following pages contain The Improvement Era January 1940 article courtesy of
“Archive Viewer.” The poor-quality images in the article were replaced with scanned images
of Sullivan Richardson’s original photographs. These photographs are in the University of
Utah’s Marriot Library Special Collections. All of the replaced images in the article are
1dentical to the original publication’s images with the exception of the left image on page 21
and the image on the last page. The originals of these two images do not exist in the U of U
collection. However, the images used are the same subject/scene but different poses.

Jim Mike

Zeke Johnson Jr. Sullivan Richardson

Arnold Whltaker

Color images of the Richardson Hole-in-the-Rock expedition personnel, captured from the 16mm Hole-in-the-Rock
footage and enhanced with artificial intelligence technology.
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Availability of the 16mm Footage

In 2000 MacDonald & Associates, a historical film archive based in
Chicago, acquired Sullivan Richardson’s film from the Richardson
family. In 2010 the Library of Congress acquired all 40,000 reels of the
MacDonald historic film collection.

With the help of a research librarian at the Moving Image Research
Center of the Library of Congress, Sullivan Richardson’s film was
located. Sullivan Richardson’s sons, Dave, Sully, and Steve granted
permission to have the Library of Congress digitize the film for the
Hole-in-the-Rock Foundation and for the foundation to make the film
available to the public. The Hole-in-the-Rock Foundation paid for the
digitization process. The film, which is in very poor condition, will be
made available after it is color corrected and enhanced/repaired to the
extent possible with Al technology.

The Hole-in-the-Rock excursion was not the end of Richardson and Whitaker’s adventures.
They became quite famous in 1941 for their “Richardson Pan America Expedition,” driving



a car from Washington, D.C., 14,000 miles to the tip of South America. Then in 1948, they
did an Antarctic expedition. An internet search will lead to more information and videos of
these and other Richardson expeditions.

Overview References

' Statement by Sullivan Richardson, page 19, The Improvement Era, January 1940, Volume 43, Number 1.
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5 Stephen C. Jett, “The Great ‘Race’ to ‘Discover’ Rainbow Bridge in 1909,” Appendix: Personnel and Place
Names, originally published in KIVA Magazine, Volume 58, Number 1, 1992.

6 Oral interview with Escalante resident DeLane Griffin in 2010. The Griffins allowed Native
American trading parties to stay on their property in Escalante.
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pioneer wagon slid cross-lock-

ed into the gaping mouth of a
monstrous crack in the two thou-
sand-foot west wall of the Colorado
River at the base of Fifty-Mile
Mountain in Southern Utah. Shouts
of bearded men and bonneted wom-
en filled the air. Horses snorted and
lunged. The screams of steel wagon
tires on solid rock or against loose
boulders cut the stillness of the great
chasm, and the wagon lurched out
of sight around a bend in the close-
walled crevice far below,

That crack is now known as Haole-
in-the-Rock., That wagon was the
first man-made contrivance ever to
negotiate that perilous descent. And
the man who sat in the driver's seat
still lives in Blanding, Utah!

THE SURVIVORS OF WOLE-IN-THE-ROCK, WHO

STILL LIVE IN OR NEAR SAN JUAN COUNTY,

Humen Jons—Uhe man seated—drome the first

wigen dows through the crack, January 2, 1880,
(See page 56 flor other names.)

SL:{T‘:‘ years ago this January, a
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TW0 THOUSAND FEET ABODVE THE COLORADOD

From this great height the rver below looks almest
marrow  endagh to siep across, while the smooth, sheer
walls markimg Cottonwood Caeyem fade back into miles
and distance like pigmy mole hills in poch-marked stone.

OLE-IN-THE-ROCK

By SULLIVAN C. RICHARDSON

OF the Detroit News
Passing over the “impassable” trail
Avdy. years after makes the stowy
of. scttling the San Quan seem cven
greater., sven. more impossible. !

In the two or three days follow-
ing that eventful morning, eighty-
one more wagons banged, careened,
and slid down the forty-five degree
slope to the switling river. Two-

hundred-fifty men, women, and chil-
dren walked or rode the terrifying
distance. And one thousand head
of horses and cattle crowded, push-
ed. and slid between the narrow




| Comcerning the colored motion pictures and
black and white pictures brosght back From
Hole-in-the-Rock (which may be made avail-
able for private showing) the following com-
ments have come:

""These are magaificent plctares,” — Wesley
mmum Stowt. Bditer The Satorday Evening

A

“"Excellent Pictures.”" —]. R. Hildebeand.
Masocinte BEditer The National Geographic

M, e,

:‘i::uuilng suhject matter and & viry beau-
tiful photographic job."" —Kenneth MacGowan,
Assoclate Prodscer Twentleth Cestury Pox

Ellm Carporation.

“*Mmazing story and remarkable motion ple-
tmures,”"—W. H. Moore, Salea Directar. The
Dietrair News.

M good story and wonderful pictures.’’ =
:alph Peters. Rotogravure Edltar, The Detroit

fe .

“Have never seen better color Ia teavel
pletures.” ~George F. Perriot, Divector World
Adventure Lecture Series, Dietrolr,

“*Unusually ne pictures and color for [6mm
flm.'""—~]. L. Middlewoad. Directar Motion
Pleture Publicity. Ford Motor Co.

“Everybody aatisfied here. The Fact that
the second day's artendance was betrer than
the first is & very emcournging indication From
the standpoint of inferest.” = h Yanker, |
Advertising Director, The J. L. }Eﬂdlﬂn Cou.

Dhetroit.

walls to be disgorged into the boil-
ing current at the foot of the cliffs.
The marks of wheel-hubs still scar
the sheer sandstone faces that wall
the ecrack three hundred feet high
on both sides. The crevice is still
so narrow you can almost touch = °
both sides with outstretched arms. [0
And the achievement itself, of that
crossing of the Colorado, has gone
down in history as one of the most
amazing accomplishments of any
pioneer movement in America, Those
pioneers were Mormons. They were
answering a "Call” from a prophet
of God!

OMETIME ago, Arnold Whitaker
and the writer, both of Detroit,
read the story of that trek written
by a man who said many kind
things about the "Zealots of Zion"
who built a makeshift road through
Hole-in-the-Rock, and many unkind
things about the Mormon leaders
who sent their people over the “in-
human trail.” We wanted to see
what that trail was like: not enly
at the river itself, but across the des-
olate sandstone country that stretch-
es from Cottonwood Canyon up to
Shoot-the-Chute, through the Slick
Rocks, across Lake Gulch and the
deep sand of Sand Wash, over
Clay Hills Pass, and down to Bluff
itself on the San Juan. We hadn't
been on a horse in fifteen years, but
we were Westerners by birth and
we "Bgured we could take it."”

On June 22, last, we were on
the way. Zeke Johnson of the Nat-
ural Bridges Monument took our
lead. Jim Mike, Ute Indian discov-
erer of Rainbow WNatural Bridge,
brought up the rear. Five pack HOLE ti-THE-ROCK
horses, four saddle horses, two
movie cameras, three still cameras.

DUGWAY IN THE SLICK ROCKS
“Where all the wagons got down—but masy in pleces

19
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The horse didn't want 1o swim.  The Girt bry he pulled the Bost
righl back 1o the bank Second iry, he m“.'wnu and round the
Beat 25 the river swepl them far downstream. He was Misally turned
foose 1o keep him from drowning. He gob back to cur side quivering
with extmsstion.  The third try was successful with a different hore

two pack-bags full of flm, tripods,
and other picture-taking impedi-
menta constituted the expeditionary
corps. We were pioneers of 1939,
for the Hole-in-the-Rock road had
been abandoned for wagons since it
had first resounded with the creaks
of heavy wheels and the plodding
of weary oxen six decades ago. For
five or six years pioneers followed
the Clay Hill road leading to the
lake country and only pack outfits
have gone over the trail since then,
The hot dust of "39 rose in choking
clouds from our horses” hoofs as we
struck out for the first water hole
beyond Clay Hills Pass, thirty miles
away.

As we rode along through the
scrub cedar and pinon pine footing
that great red escarpment that runs
all the way from White Canyon
down into the Colorado Country
near Navajo Mountain, Zeke briefly
su:;marizcd the story of the original
trex:

Brigham Young was a great col-
onizer, He had to find room for con-
verts who still streamed across the
plains to the mountains of Zion.
(Zeke had been a missionary for
the Church up in New England.
His converszation was nicely mixed
with cowboy slang, Western idiom,
and good English. )

John Taylor followed Brigham
Young as president of the Church
and adhered to the policy of colon-
izing all colonizable places the
Saints could reach,

In late 1878, President Taylor sent
a scouting party by a sure but scan-
tily known route down into Arizona,
via Lee's Ferry to Moencopie (In-
dian outpost), and back up the
other side of the "V" route to the
mouth of Montezuma Creek on the
San Juan. They had a bad time:
deserts, sheer canyons, high rims
and plateaus, all the way. Tank
water (water which stands, he-
tween infrequent rains, in giant pot-
holes worn deep in solid rock) was
all they could find to drink, and
that tasted as if it had run through

| a sheep corral. Indians were bad.

Later parties ran out of provisions
and had to grind horse feed in hand
mills for bread. “A shorter, easier
route must be found,” said their re-
port.

Bishop Schow, road scout, drop-

' ped southeast from Escalante along

the desert footing Fifty-Mile Moun-
tain to the Colorado. He looked
down through a deep crevice in the
two thousand-foot west wall—Hole-
in-the-Rock—to the water far below,
up through Cottonwood Canyon on

= ‘z‘.i;' L, « ©
AT THE TOF OF THE HOLE-iN-THE-ROCK

Steps cut by hand in solid rock gave the horses surer footlng as the
I‘.l.hﬂ.ﬂ started their cross-locked shide toward the river 2,000 feet
B



ALMOST TOUCHING THE WALLS WITH OUTSTRETCHED ARMS

“Room encagh for & wagon—il yeu greased both sides of the bax,™
sromounced Whitaker,

the other side, onto "Wildhorse
Mesa,” and decided the Saints
could get their wagons down
through the Hole with comparative
ease, foat” the river, and "be on
their way in no time""—in which con-
clusions Schow was more optimistic
than history justifies.

The wagons gathered at Escalante
and started south. They established
base camp at Fifty-Mile Spring.
Here conflicting reports said no road
could ever be built through Hole-in-
the-Rock: that wagons could not
possibly climb the walls of Cotton-
wood Canyon; and that east of that
long Mesa, the country was "abso-
lutely impassable.” But the Saints
had accepteda “Call.” The wagons
pushed on.

Finally at the big crack, men were
lowered in half-barrels by ropes into
the bottom of the Hole, With hand

drills and precious blasting powder

they widened the slit enough to let
a wagon scrape through. Halfway
down, the crevice widened to a huge
ash. . Powder was almost gone.
glir_’k rock, shelving away at about
eighty degrees, stopped progress.
One of the men got an idea. ith
the hand drills, they bored small
holes across the face of the rock,
drove tough oak pegs into the holes,
laid brush against the pegs, filled
loose dirt and rock in behind the
brush—and got a roadway.

“But their trouble wasn't over
when they crossed the river.,” Zeke
continued, squinting sideways at the
sun to see if we were keeping to
schedule on the trail. "'Cottonwood
Canyon was a nightmare. Shoot-
the-Chute was worse. And the
Slick Rocks, well—" he hesitated,
“you'll see it as we go along.”

Disappointment and heartbreak
followed the arrival on the San Juan,
Every irrigation dam built in the
river was washed out almost before
it was completed. Starvation forced
the men to divide and some of them
went northeast into Colorado to
work for wages and provisions, while
the rest remained behind to care for
the women, children, and dying
crops. After three years the "Call”
of the Church was rescinded and
people were free to leave if they
chose. Most of them did. Only
about fifteen families now live at
Bluff, and still no irrigation dam
tames the river, but other colonies in
the San Juan region did grow from
this venture and have produced one
of the most colorful chapters in Mor-
mon colonization history.

(Continued on page 54)

DOWN THROUGH THE HOLE

This Is the way il looked to ihe piomeers a5 ihey bit their ligs,
shouted "Giddap!™ and slid Im, Wheels were crods-locked and men
held back with ropes and chalms tied to ibe rear ends of the wagomt.

|



THE IMPROVYEMENT ERA,

Bee-Hive—
A Worldwide Program

(Concluded from page 50)

This organization is one of the finest aids
to missionary work, Here we have an op-
portunity to show what “Mormonism™ is in
action. (Mola Mae Kerby and Ruth B.
Erikson, Evansville, Indiana.)

The response from the Southern
States proves that in nearly every
section of the mission, the Bee-Hive
work is going forward joyfully.

During this Jubilee year, the girls
will undoubtedly find that they can
increase their own joy and that of
the communities in which they live
by carrying their program forward
actively in the various ways that
have been outlined.
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HOLE-IN-THE-ROCK

(Continued from page 21)
BY THE time Zeke's story was fin-
ished we had picked up the old
trail itself and were well down onto
Whirlwind Desert, working steadily
toward Clay Hills Pass.

It was here the scene really be-
gan. The old roadway was still
plainly visible even after sixty years,
balancing on the crest of a long nar-
row finger of clay as we started the
climb. Farther up the Pass we
found the old dugway so steep the
horses had to stop for breath every
hundred yards, and the Pass was
three miles from bottom to top.

"l see why they had to cross-lock
wagon wheels when they came
down this.” Whitaker surveyed the
steep trail rising above his head only
a few yards on. He wiped his hot
face on his sleeve.

“¥You ain't seen nothin’ vet,” coun-
tered Zeke. We rode on,

The sun was hanging on the upper
rim of the Pass. Bands of brilliantly
colored clay running from burnt-
apple brown through dusty reds into
deep purple, cut the peculiar base
strata of the little canyon. High
above us the ever-present sandstone
finally pushed out of the clay, and
from there to the Colorado, three
days later, we didn't find another bit
of dirt: nothing but bare rock and
heavy shifting sands blown free by
wind from the outcropping bulges,
the sheer walls, and finally from the
vast sea of smooth, pock-marked
sandstone billows that let us down
to the river itself.

The horses had had no water all
day. They were [roth-covered
from perspiration and the intense
climb. Qur own drinking water had
been carried in two two-gallon sacks
over saddle horns. But the sacks
were new and most of the water had
leaked out. WWe were as desper-
ately in need of water as were the
horses. It had been an hour since
we could even spit the dust from our
throats, Owur lips were swelling, our
nostrils stung, and I began to wonder
1f we'd ever make the top of the Pass.

“You fellows need more pioneer
blood in you,” grinned Zeke wryly.

“I'll settle for water,” countered
Whitaker. He didn’t even smile.

At the crest of the Pass we turned
tolook back. Theold road fell away
from us like a ragged string let down
a broken canyon wall. Half a mile
below, the string seemed to bury
itself on end in the steep, colored
knolls and cones of clay that banked

the cliffs, Farther on it broke into
view again, twisting and turning
and seeming to get nowhere, then
finally dropped from sight com-
pletely in the dry gullies and ridges
that ran like colored washboards
down to the foot of the Pass.

Far out on the rough desert floor
—miles and miles to the eye—the
slanting rays of a red sun high-
lighted deformities in the earth,
throwing shadows into hazy blue
relief, finally losing them, too, in a
soft wispy purple carpet which ap-
peared to be tacked right against
the base of turreted rims in Monu-
ment Valley. It was a magnificent
view, but we couldn’t help imagining
how it looked that day, a long time
ago, when wagons wound in and
out among the knolls, and weary
oxen plodded . . . plodded . .. to the
shouts of dusty-faced men and grim,
determined women.

MNext day—beyond Greenwater
Spring—we ran into the sand, heavy
sand, into which our horses sank,
fetlock deep. The sun burned down,
parboiling our legs in our high
boots. We switched them back and
forth along the sides of the sweating
horses, trying to break the heat rays,
but it didn't do much good.

“Must be one hundred twenty de-
rees,” Zeke announced from under
is big, torn Stetson. "Ewen in

April this sand gets hot. Many's the
time old Aunt Deal Perkins told
about her walking alongside their
wagon through tgis stretch. Her
bare feet'd get so hot in the sand
she'd take off her sunbonnet and
stand on it to cool 'em off.”

It was the third day, noon, when
we finally reached the Slick Rocks
leading down off Wildhorse Mesa.
Ten feet below the crest of the u
land wound the shoreline of the
old, prehistoric sea which geologists
say once covered that country and
washed all the top off. From that
line down to the desert floor, eight
or nine hundred feet below, was
nothing but a maze of gullies, small
canyons, and ridges of pock-marked
“Irish potatoes in stone,” carved and
piled there by the ancient waters and
eroded later by the desert wind. Teo
bring wagons down that place look-
ed as impossible as a flight to Mars.

“It was here,” Zeke said, “that
the original scouts almost gave up
finding a way down. After two
days' looking, they finally knelt
down and prayed, and soon after
that some mountain goats showed



up from nowhere. They shinnied
off down the side of the Mesa. The
scouts followed them, and later
when the wagon train finally arrived
from Hole-in-the-Rock, they fol-
lowed down the exact trail set by
those goats. Wait till you see it.”
The wait wasn't long.

We ate a liquid lunch in the scant
shade of a broken cedar—tomatoes,
peaches, pineapple, with lots of
syrup, to avoid excessive thirst in
the middle of the hot day—and half
an hour later we were at the bottom
of the first of the three dugways
which had catapulted the wagons
down off the Mesa. We looked at
the old road in amazement.

The blasted out section was prob-
ably less than a hundred feet down,
but it pitched towards us at an angle
of some forty degrees, banging down
in a series of rough, broken drops
sometimes a foot or more at a time.
To the immediate right of the dug-
way was a glant pothole, dropping
the entire distance in one perpen-
dicular plunge. Scarcely six feet
separated the blasted-out wall from
the dizzy edge, and it seemed im-
passible that anyone would dare
drive a wagon between the two.

“Mormon dugways,” Zeke ob-
served with a wide grin at our
shocked faces, "reminded one old
pioneer of the cowboy's beefsteak:
just done enough to eat raw!”

“He knew his—dugways," said
Whitaker through grim lips.

The other two dugways were just
as bad, the last one even worse in
angle of descent. The horses picked
their way gingerly. It seemed a
miracle they could even keep their
feet on such a trail. (I had Zeke
take the whole train up, then come
back down while I took motion pie-
tures.) When we finally pulled
away from those Slick Rocks, up the
Mesa, we determined if Hole-in-the-
Rock were any worse, we'd be glad
to give the whole trail back to the
pioneers—with emphasis.

We reached the river at noon on
the fourth day. And Hole-in-the-
Rock looked worsel As we stood
at what seemed the bottom of the
world, looking up to the top of those
great walls, which appeared riveted
against the very top of the sky, and
our eyes followed the course of that
gigantic crack which rushed down
at us from the blue sky far above, we
had to stand for a moment in silent
tribute to the courage of people who
would dare drive wagons into such

THE

HOLE-IN-THE-ROCK

RICHARDSON AND WHITAKER
“We slept fm our shirls and befl our razers in
iamding,"

a place. It seemed no wagon ever
made could hold together and come
down that wild slide. But it had
been done: Successfully!

We had made arrangements be-
fore leaving Detroit to have Zeke
put a raft or boat across the stream,
and swim a horse to the other side.
There seemed no other way of pic-
turing on film what it meant to the
pioneers to swim their cattle and
horses across and float eighty-two
wagons over. Now as we looked at

IMPROVEMENT ERA,
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the thick swirling current we quite
lost our enthusiasm for the job. We
found an old tin boat high in the
brush that had a date mack of 1915
on it. We had no idea how it got
there, but Zeke decided it would be
safer than a raft despite the fact it
leaked like a basket. A 1x6 ripped
from the boat floor and split in the
middle, became the paddles. Whit-
taker was to handle them; Jim Mike
was to do the bailing. and Zeke led
the horse. .

The first try was unsuccessful: the
horse pulled them back to the bank.
The second try got them into the
current, but the Eorse still refused
to strike for the other side. He
swam round and round the boat
while the river swept them Far down
stream. He was finally turned loose
to save himself from drowning.
With difficulty the "leaking old tub”
was alzo pulled back to our shore.
The third try, with a different horse,
brought success. He swam like a
duck. But hours later while we stood
around the camp fire with night
settled over us like a satin comforter,
and the moon making ghostly shad-
ows on the great walls, we were
sure we had an inkling of what it
was like on that cold January day,
1880, when the first wagon careened
wildly down that crack opposite us,
and slipped gingerly into the cur-

[Concluded on page 56)
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(Concluded from page 55)
rent that now whined so softly at our
very [eet.

Mext morning we crossed again
and climbed to the top of the famous
Hole. It took us almost two hours
to make the distance, for the sun was
terrific, and the steep grade, strewn

now with huge boulders, made the _. :

going very slow indeed. The nar-
row part of the crack itself was all
Zeke had described: close-walled,
terrifying, scarred by the wheelhubs
of heavy wagons! It seemed impos-

sible to believe that eighty-two of

them had ever made the wild de-
scent. DBut the scars, the small

hand-drilled holes that had held pegs |

anchoring brush, logs, and loose
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rock to the slanting face of the slick- '

rocked turn half way down, and
the stone steps both there and at the
top of the Hole, too, bore mute testi-
mony we could not deny, On the
desert loor above we found part of
an old iron wheel—probably a fiy-
wheel of a smithy's forge—and
broken bits of dishes, to add weight
to that already impressive testimony.,
The whole silent atmosphere seemed
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filled with voices of the past want-
ing to tell us of hercism, courage,
and achievement. And it didn't take
much imagination to listen to those
voices!

Back in Blanding we found ten
survivors of that epic trail brought

together in reunion and for pictures
to finish off the movies we had taken
over the route: Kumen Jones, 83,
the man who drove the first wagon
down Hole-in-the-Rock: Sarah W.
Perkins, 79; Parley R. Butt, 77;
Margaret Adams, 75; Charles E.
Walton, 72; Mary Jane Wilson, 68;
Leona J. Neilson, 67; Caroline C.
Thurston, 66; Caroline Redd, 64;
and Jennie D. Wood, 61. All of
them were "feeling fine” and could
tell stories that made fietion seem
tame and colorless. They did an
old-fashioned dance—the swing
your partner, all promenade, kind—
to commemorate the big dance held
New Year's Eve, December 31,
1879, on the smooth expanse of
slick-rock at the top of Hole-in-the~
Rock. It seemed a fitting climax to
a film dedicated to the courageous
accomplishment of men and women
who found no obstacle too great to
bar them from a path designated by
a prophet of God.

"And they fled Into the wilderness. . . .
And they pltched their tents, and began to
build buildings; yea, they were industrious
and gid labor exceedingly.”—Mosiah 23:3
and 5.



