Road to the Grand Canyon
By:  Dana Poblete

When I see the windmills, it finally feels like I’m going somewhere.  Leaving Los Angeles via the 10 Freeway is a monotonous precursor to the road ahead.  Windmills seem like a highlight - a break from the picture of outlet shops and fast-food chains lining an endless interstate.  The landscape opens to arid terrain – the first intimation of Palm Springs, where LA hipsters and retirees mix on the weekends.  I’m headed to Joshua Tree instead – a little more off-the-beaten-path as Los Angeles jaunts go, and the first stop on the scenic route I’ve chosen to the Grand Canyon.  I’ve gone too long never laying eyes on this colossus of all natural wonders, but I’ll continue to build the suspense by exploring a few enclaves along the way.

It’s not a secret anymore that the American West is one of those bucket-list road trip destinations.  There’s no truer embodiment of American freedom than the open road here, where as long as you have wheels, or at least a pair of legs and the will to find the way, there’s not much standing in your way of adventure and miracles all around.  In every direction there’s a mountain to climb, solitary plains to tromp, blue skies to marvel, all in a sun-blazed dreamscape.  Much of Arizona is so enchanting: saguaros – the most emblematic of all cacti – grow rampantly throughout the Sonoran Desert; the mythic vortices of the beautiful red rocks of Sedona; the vastness of the Kaibab National Forest; and of course, all 4,926 square-kilometers of the Grand Canyon, right in the backyard.  Wind, water, sun, and moon have sculpted these masterpieces over millions of years, and we’re completely free to explore it all.

Gateway into the Wild West

Just shy of Palm Springs, I hang a left on the 62, also known as Twentynine Palms Highway.  Now this looks more like the American road that Hollywood dreams are made of: a narrow highway that rolls across panoramic barren desert spotted with dehydrated shrubs, all framed by a canyon backdrop.  The Old West feeling of it all inspires a detour to Pioneertown, an unincorporated town founded by Roy Rogers, Dick Curtis, and Russell Hayden in the 1940s as a live-in movie set for old Western films and television shows.  Staggering rock formations frame the undulating two-lane Pioneertown Road – the first uncanny glimpse of Yucca Valley.  

I know I’ve reached the town when I spot Pappy and Harriet’s, the main local hangout frequented by the cool crowd that has already moved on from the washed out Coachella Valley scene to the arcane frontier of the Yucca Valley.  This old desert roadhouse is a restaurant and music venue that hosts bikers, the occasional celebrity, and indie rock bands way out in the starry boondocks.  In the village there’s a chicken coop, a pottery shop, and a cowboy outfitter; the music store, bank, and post office appear to be just movie set storefronts.  It’s a virtual ghost town today aside from a photographer, a bedazzled cowgirl posing atop a horse named Zeus, plus his wrangler.  The potter at the shop lets me know that things come alive on the weekends with old-fashioned shootouts.  

Back on Twentynine Palms Highway there are vintage shops and coffeehouses – necessary components to any town looking to attract chic travelers.  I go right on Park Boulevard and enter Joshua Tree National Park through the West Entrance Station.  The $15 vehicle entrance fee – good for seven days – gets me a warm welcome from an extremely chipper lady park ranger.  Driving in on paved road, I behold those ubiquitous Joshua trees, believed to be named by the Mormon immigrants who discovered them in the mid-nineteenth-century, after the biblical figure, Joshua.  This large yucca plant – a type of agave - bears comparison to a Dr. Seuss creation, its prickly silhouette contorting in mystifying ways.  What I discover at the Hidden Valley trail is just as bizarre: thousands of giant boulders stacked high, just waiting to be climbed; and of course, I did climb them. A relatively easy 1.6-kilometer-loop hike, you can spend a good hour wandering and imagining you’re lost on another planet.  But no, this was Earth itself at play, when eons ago, volcanic activity caused magma to rise from underground and intrude the overlying rock.  As the magma cooled and crystallized underground, cracks formed in the rock.  They were shaped further as the magma came in contact with groundwater, and eventually the rock piles eroded into the formations we see now. 

From the car I spot a wild coyote roving through sparse grass, seemingly oblivious to the possibility of running into humans, which they generally avoid.  The road ends at Keys View, overlooking the glorious Coachella Valley diffused in a cloud of haze.  Way in the distance, Salton Sea – once a swinging vacation spot for the Rat Pack, now a desolate beach of fish carcasses and a putrid man-made lake that became toxic when the salinity levels rose too high.  As a side note, I would recommend seeing it on another trip for the sheer oddity – one of those fabled places that caution human intervention on the natural environment for commercial development.  Here at Keys View, there are just a handful of people bathing in the light of the magic hour.  Maybe it’s just the passing of the summer season, or maybe Joshua Tree is still a well-kept secret from most, but it’s refreshing to find a developed place in nature that remains unexploited.  Either way, early fall and early spring bring mild weather and excellent photographic opportunities (with minimal photo bombs).  

After chasing the sunlight through just one-third of the park on the eastern side, Park Boulevard loops back up to the North Station and spits me out in the next town over, Twentynine Palms.  I arrive at the exotic 29 Palms Inn within a few minutes from the park.  Joshua Tree and Twentynine Palms are sprinkled with hotels, motels, and inns with all kinds of Lynchian character, and this is one of the most essential.  Two robust white-and-blonde-spotted desert mutts, Patches and Figgy, lounge in the lobby.  Both are docile, but the girl Figgy snuggles with me while the receptionist – a sort of insouciant character in a peasant top – takes her time welcoming and checking me in.  That offbeat, relaxed desert vibe takes hold of me.  The room key is attached to a flashlight, needed to navigate around the property; very few city lights permeate the night sky here.  

In the Bottle Room - named for the vintage glass bottles lodged into the walls - there is no fancy flat-screen; the pillows and towels are less than luscious; but it’s got oodles of character with its brown washed walls and little claw-foot tub.  Other accommodations include charming 1920s wood frame cabins and 1930s adobe bungalows, each with its own idiosyncrasy.  Walk the grounds and you’ll find an organic vegetable farm, Chemehuevi Indian burial ground, and the Oasis of Mara.  The legend says that the Serrano Indians moved to the Oasis because a medicine man told them they would give birth to many boys here.  They planted a palm tree for every boy born – twenty nine in the first year – giving name to this little town just east of Joshua Tree.  

Dinner at the Inn’s restaurant has been a tantalizing mirage in my mind after hours of exploring this tiny piece of the Mojave Desert region.  A singer with an acoustic guitar is banished to the corner by the bar as the restaurant buzzes with inn guests and Twentynine Palms locals.  Some are lucky enough to snag a table poolside on this balmy night.  The homemade sourdough is dense and delicious.  Seared scallops on a bed of sage and butternut squash risotto are good, but after hearing that this is the best restaurant in town, my mind isn’t quite blown.  Nonetheless, it’s a good meal to replenish you on the road.  

In the middle of the night I hear the screeching howls of wild coyotes in the distance.  They keep me awake for a while, but the primal sounds are captivating.  It sounds like the Wild West out there, but I’m safe behind adobe walls.  In the morning I drive around the sleepy town and find very little aside from the kitschy Jelly Donut shop, an empty drive-in movie theater, and dozens of murals depicting the community’s history and heritage.  One of the most impressive is a tromp l’oeil painting by John Pugh that shows a sleeping artist dreaming of his subject, Hidden Valley.  A bull materializes, bearing the brand of the McHaney cowboy gang, who were believed to have stashed their stolen cattle there in the 1870s – one of many legends that give the area its surreal atmosphere. 

Welcome to Arizona

Eastbound on the 62, back on one of those idyllic two-lane highways surrounded by nothing but sweeping desert and distant mountains.  A butterfly flutters by—what is it doing here?  There are no colors to attract them, no wildflowers to suck sweet nectar from, nothing to even pollinate.  It’s just a wanderer, and I love that about it.  I could stay on the 62 for a while, to be mesmerized by that homogeneous desert road that I truly never tire of, but I’m chasing the sun to Phoenix so I cut down the 177 and meet the faster, though uninspiring 10 Freeway again.  Once I spot the adorable saguaros, I know I’ve left the Mojave far behind and entered the subtropical Sonoran Desert.

It’s close to rush hour in Phoenix so I bypass busy downtown for the Desert Botanical Garden near the city limits.  The sandstone buttes of Papago Park are pretty marvelous, but they are just a teaser as far as Arizona red rock goes; I’ll see plenty of that soon enough.  Bewitching green limbs of palo verde trees lure me into the Ottosen Entry Garden’s glorious collection of cacti and succulents, through the Monarch Butterfly Pavillion (seasonal), and down Quail Run Path, aptly named for the quails scampering about.  I spot an elusive roadrunner, too, and a few jack rabbits.  Saguaros surround the Sonoran Desert Nature Loop Trail, where I hope to catch one of those famed Arizona sunsets that paint brilliant watercolors in the sky.  The sun descends over a hill and I realize this isn’t the perfect spot for psychedelic sunset gazing; but a while later, driving on North Scottsdale Road, I look up and see the sky catching fire in a blaze of coral and tangerine.

Scottsdale is just minutes away, and a more alluring stopover than Greater Phoenix. Those who love to shop and spa will find this to be a prime destination.  Neiman Marcus, Barneys, Louis Vuitton, and Prada are all housed within the Scottsdale Fashion Square, and Hermes and Saint Laurent are coming to town as well.  Those New York socialites who go away to undisclosed spa retreats?  They come here – to Sanctuary, Golden Door Spa, The Centre for Well-Being at the Phoenician, The Four Seasons.  World-class spas dot the landscape here, but the landscape is suburban and kind of cookie-cutter.  You won’t find much in the way of natural wonders aside from the magic hands of your massage therapist or facialist.  

But there is an arts culture that transcends many American cities.  The Scottsdale Arts Festival is renowned and occurs annually in March.  The Scottsdale Arts District in Downtown is home to galleries, studios, and museums that are not at all confined to the Native American and Western-themed art attributed to Arizona, but champion a burgeoning contemporary art scene.  The food scene is not bad either.  I search for the most piquant Mexican food I can find, to compare and contrast Arizona’s regional Tex-Mex style to Los Angeles’ more authentic, home-style kind.   Barrio Queen has a chain-restaurant vibe, but no, it’s local, and cheap.  Scottsdale is not Mexico or even Southern California though, so I keep an open mind, and the carnitas (fried pork), pescado (fish), and camaron (shrimp) tacos are pretty flavorful.  They are really small though, so next time I’ll make it a double.  In fact, might as well just try them all, including the cactus.  

The Scenic Route to Flagstaff

It’s overcast on the 17 but I know it’s going to be one of the most scenic drives of the trip.  I’m going from the Sonoran Desert, along the Tonto National Forest, and into the Coconino National Forest; environments will change drastically, temperatures will drop, and elevations will rise from about 380 meters, to 1400 meters in Sedona, to 2100 meters by the time I reach Flagstaff.  Halfway to Sedona I pull off on Arcosanti Road to visit a place dubbed an “urban laboratory”.  The meaning of it is so obscure to me, and the few hundred yards of dirt road between it and the freeway add to the mystique.  I hit the breaks and back up slowly to see what I almost ran over as it crossed the road: a gigantic, furry tarantula!  Never seen one of these creepy, crawling critters in the wild before.  I get as close to it as I think I can risk – about a meter face-to-face – and I bid it safe travels as it ambles on into the desert weeds.

The idea behind Arcosanti was to build an entire city within an architecture that is functional, sustainable, and beautiful all at once.  People would live and work amongst one another in integrated societies that exist within nature, efficiently reaping resources from the natural environment while making minimal impact on it – a sort of utopia in contrast to the densely populated and polluted urban sprawl we know in cities like New York, Shanghai, London, and Los Angeles.  This was architect Paolo Soleri’s dream.  A disciple of Frank Lloyd Wright, Soleri dubbed his philosophy “arcology” – architecture meets ecology.  Interesting.  

When our guide Ann Marie shows us the model “city”, it’s obvious that the Arcosanti that we actually see today is still in its infancy despite being founded forty-four years ago.  Financially supported by tourist donations and sales of Soleri’s iconic windbells - which are made right here - a lack of funding has impeded construction.  The massive apses are nowhere to be seen yet.  In the open-air Foundry, young artists who have taken residence at this veritable commune work bronze and construct the windbells, vintage folk music echoing into the canyon below.  When they finish their work, theoretically they have plenty of free time to fulfill their own creative pursuits – one of the ideals of life at Arcosanti.  

The aesthetic beauty of Soleri’s architecture is inherent, though the place is still just precisely what it proclaims itself: an urban laboratory.  “Arcosanti is meant to serve as a model, a prototype for how more cities might evolve, integrating us more fully into the ecology of earth,” explains Jeff Stein, President of the Cosanti Foundation.  “We are now in an era in which China’s role in world affairs – and in altering the earth’s ecology – could be enormous.  China has the enviable chance to leap beyond existing Western models as it deals with its own rapid urbanization.  This culture still has the possibility to create a coherent human habitat that avoids the logistical paralysis that afflicts America.”  I’d say it’s awe-inspiring to witness – the community, the open field food cultivation, the passive climate control systems in which the sun and wind are integrated into the architectural design.  You might even come to believe that this utopian lifestyle might be possible, even desirable.  

En route to Sedona, veering off of the 17 onto the 179 is breathtaking, to say the least.  Now these are Arizona red rocks, formed over millions of years when a receding ocean revealed layers of sandstone that became covered in iron oxide, creating the rusty, craggy Sedona skyline.  Right away I’m magnetized by the massive presence of Courthouse Butte, and before I can even fathom more, there’s Bell Rock.  First of all, this is unreal, but second of all, the town has obviously capitalized on its tourist appeal.  I had imagined cruising down a scenic highway with nothing between sandstone and me, but today a steady flow of traffic proves that I’m just another tourist.  Strip malls with souvenir shops and run-of-the-mill restaurants take up prime real estate that once belonged only to this colossal landscape.  Psychic storefronts distract from the epic beauty to advertise Sedona’s metaphysical commodities; in fact, the red rocks themselves are among them.  They are believed to be Vortex sites, where spiritual energy spirals into multiple dimensions.  Whatever I hear or read about these vortices is pretty vague, but in short, they are quintessential meditation spots. 

I purchase a $5 one-day Red Rock Pass from a machine in the parking lot of the Cathedral Rock trailhead; you’ll need this if you’re going to park and hike in the area.  It’s a short hike to a sublime view of Cathedral Rock, and a panorama of everything else.  Vortex or not, being there amidst the crimson cliffs is a sort of spiritual moment.  To reach the vortex in the “saddle” at the top of the trail, it’s a very steep, difficult 1.2-kilometer hike (one-way).  The other main energy vortices are at Bell Rock (moderate, 7 kilometers round-trip), Boynton Canyon (moderate, 10 kilometers round-trip), and Airport Mesa (easy, less than a half kilometer round-trip).  Stay a full day and give yourself a chance to bask in the otherworldly glow of this place.  Stay an extra day and shop the arts and crafts village of Tlaquepaque for a piece of the Southwest to bring home.

Northbound on the 89, I pass through Coconino National Forest campsites, the nostalgic aroma of burning firewood in the air.  The desert is a distant memory as I wind through ponderosa pines, gaining elevation by the minute.  Just shy of Downtown Flagstaff I loop back south on the 17 to the little cabin I’ve rented in Kachina Village.  It’s positively charming, simple, with a mix of modern amenities and old-fashioned details.  I love the knotted wood walls and the dim amber lighting – earthy and Americana in the dreamiest way possible.  I imagine days happily holed up in here by the wood-burning fireplace, when this ski town turns into a winter wonderland around December or January. 

I’m in the mood for Thai food and I don’t expect Flagstaff to hold a candle to Los Angeles in that respect; but considering this is a university town, I expect to find a decent food scene.  Downtown, I’m pleasantly surprised at Pato Thai.  My favorite Thai dish, tod katiam tofu (garlic-fried tofu) is incredibly tasty – maybe a little heavy on the garlic but that is the nature of the dish.  Panang curry and spicy fried rice – both triple-Thai spicy – have me crying mid-meal.  No extra-spicy Thai dish has ever brought tears to my eyes, so I know they don’t hold back here when you look them in the eye and say, “Phet mak mak.”  This is definitely the best meal of the trip.  

I wander the chilly downtown streets and it’s got all the trappings of a vivacious university scene: a vintage shop, kitschy diner, wine bar, tattoo shop, music venue – all within a small grid of six blocks.  It’s Friday night and boisterous co-eds – no doubt, warmed by some libation - pedal by the dozen on a vehicle called a ‘party bike’.  Chic outdoor sports stores characterize Flagstaff as a sort of base camp for Grand Canyon adventures, not to mention the hiking, biking, and skiing opportunities right here in town.  

On the way back to my cozy cabin, I stop at a local supermarket to stock up on breakfast items for the next couple of days.  A cabin rental typically would not offer any type of food service as a hotel would, so you’re left to fend for yourself, but that’s part of the fun.  Back home at the cabin, the central heater has warmed the place nicely.  There’s a flat-screen television with hundreds of channels, shelves filled with hundreds of movies, and dozens of board games, too; but I simply melt into the heavenly queen bed.  The night is pitch black, still and silent as can be, except for the faint white noise of faraway coyotes.

The Grand Canyon

Around mid-morning I make my way to the Grand Canyon, about an hour-and-a-half west on the 40 and north via 64.  I reach civilization in the form of some very generic restaurants and chain hotels that threaten to lead me into a tourist trap.  There is no hint at all that I am actually approaching a gargantuan gorge in the earth; the dense Kaibab National Forest conceals the canyon’s grandeur for miles.  Even once I reach the South Rim entrance and pay the $25 per car entrance fee (good for seven days), I remain on the edge of my seat until I reach Mather Point; and there it is: the Grand Canyon.  

Few adjectives can genuinely describe this vision.  Through today’s haze it looks somewhat two-dimensional, like staring into the most giant Impressionist painting, ever.  The few clouds in the sky cast shadows that create unbelievable contrasts of color over every surface of jagged rock. This particular viewpoint is a bit crowded, but the place is actually not swarming with visitors today; October through April is off-peak here.  The weather is flawless: temperate and mostly sunny, comfortable for a leisurely stroll along the Rim Trail.  One of the park rangers advises that any portion of this 21-kilometer trail offers immaculate and diverse views.  If you don’t have much time at the Grand Canyon, it’s a pretty perfect way to spend a few hours, or just a few minutes.

Brave girls are doing handstands close to the edge of an overhang just below the rim.  I want that view.  But first, a squirrel captures my attention and when I kneel on the ground to get a closer look, the bold little thing climbs right onto my lap – a fairytale wish come true!  (It won’t be the only time today I witness the fearlessness of Grand Canyon wildlife.)  To get to the overhang requires carefully descending slippery rock; I hesitate for a moment, but you only live once, and you might as well live on the edge – literally, in this case.  It doesn’t seem like a dangerous climb down for a person in good physical condition, but I’m hyper-aware of my humanity here.  This canyon is seriously humbling.  When I reach the edge of that overhang, heart racing, looking out into the great lithic abyss, I realize the impossibly tiny radius of space in which those girls before were kicking into handstands. 

Any viewpoint along the Rim Trail has its own unique angle, and shifting light transforms the face of the canyon constantly.  Within an hour, it’s no longer a muted Impressionist painting I see, but a variegated sculpture of multi-layered stone, kissed by the white light of the afternoon.  The North Rim offers a different perspective – not the traditional sweeping panoramas you get from the South Rim, but a more intimate view of the buttes and the Kaibab National Forest.  The North Rim is loved for its dramatic colors and more remote feel, however there are very limited facilities in the off-season (October 16 through May 14).  The South Rim offers a more comprehensive Grand Canyon experience, and year-round.  As diverse as the canyon views are the people who have come here today: young Frenchmen, families from as far as India, lone travelers, and American bikers who have ridden their Harleys from Northern California – strangers all friendly enough to snap photos of one another against the legendary backdrop.  By the time I reach Yavapai Point just one kilometer into the trail, I’ve got to head back, but this won’t be the last I see of the Grand Canyon.  In fact, I’m about to see much more of it than I imagined.

Back south on 64, just a few kilometers outside of the park entrance, I rush to the Grand Canyon Airport for a flight with Grand Canyon Airlines.  I board a Twin Otter C73, which departs hourly for this 40-minute air tour.  It’s the last flight of the day – 4:00 pm, when the sun hangs low and washes everything in an imperial golden light.  Early morning and late afternoon are primetime for this flight.  We take off over the Kaibab National Forest and head east to loop from the South Rim to the North Rim and back.  This is full-blown hypnotic beauty, so boundless that my eyes cannot conceive of it all even when it’s staring me in the face.  All other senses are rendered incapacitated.  The only thing I truly remember hearing from the multi-lingual narrated tour is that when Spanish explorers came upon the Grand Canyon in 1540, they saw nothing special about it, and did not return for over two hundred years.  How could this be?  I guess it’s a shame they never got the aerial view.  I’m breathless, soaring like a California condor over the Zuni Corridor and high above Imperial Point, the canyon’s tallest spire.  Over the course of mere minutes I’m seeing the Grand Canyon in all its splendor.  The elegant, rolling badlands of the Painted Desert sit to the east; the Kaibab Plateau above the North Rim is coated with spruce-fir, ponderosa pine, aspen, and juniper; such an exhibition of divine nature exists right here.  I can’t believe it.  

In my transcendent state the only thing I can think of is to go back up the 64 and re-enter the park.  That’s when I spot a herd of mule deer in the woods just by the main road.  They’re relatively unfazed by a few humans, but once more people start to converge on them, they all trot deeper into the forest.  I head east to see how far along the rim I can go before sunset.  I discover that there are quite a few park-and-view spots right off the road, which might have been a more convenient and easy way to see the canyon from different angles on limited time.  But I wouldn’t trade my slow walk along the Rim Trail and my moment on the edge for anything.  It’s absolutely worth staying a few days here to explore – biking along the rim, hiking into the canyon, or descending to the canyon floor by surefooted mule. 

This evening I lose my race with the sun.  Just a few meters from Desert View Drive, a giant elk, as big as a stallion, grazes, stoically.  I creep dangerously close to him and his formidable antlers – maybe about ten meters - and he looks at me once or twice, but I’m not as interesting as his dinner.  I stay for a long time watching the beast curiously, until the sun has disappeared into the horizon and the Grand Canyon is mostly just silhouettes with vague textures.  Even in the dark, it’s always looming, forever an icon of the great American outdoors and a world beyond our wildest dreams.


Info

Best season
Hit the road anytime from mid-September to mid-November, or mid-March to mid-May, to avoid the unrelenting summer heat and crowds.  Fall and spring bring ideal weather and ethereal light. 

How to get there
Leave Los Angeles via the 10 East and catch the 62 East to Joshua Tree.  To get to Phoenix/Scottsdale, go east on the 62 to 177 South, then straight down 10 East.  From Scottsdale, get on 101 North to 17 North and take the scenic route through 179 North to stop in Sedona.  Catch 89 North for Flagstaff.  To get to the Grand Canyon, go west on the 40, catch 64 North, and it’s a straight shot from there.

How to rent a car
During the fall season, rental car companies such as Avis offer deals in order to move vehicles from Los Angeles to Arizona.  Rent an SUV for better driving around rugged areas, or a convertible to give you panoramic views of the supernatural landscapes. 


Joshua Tree

Stay

29 Palms Inn; 73950 Inn Ave, Twentynine Palms, CA 92277; +1 760 367 3505; www.29palmsinn.com; $105+ per night

Eat

29 Palms Inn Restaurant; Entrees from $15

See

Joshua Tree National Park; +1 760 367 5500; www.nps.gov/jotr/index.htm

Pappy & Harriet’s; 53688 Pioneertown Rd, Pioneertown, CA 92268; www.pappyandharriets.com


Phoenix/Scottsdale

Stay

The Saguaro Scottsdale; 4000 N Drinkwater Blvd, Scottsdale, AZ 85251; +1 480 308 1100; www.thesaguaro.com; $160+ per night

Eat

Barrio Queen; 7114 E Stetson Dr Suite 105, Scottsdale, AZ 85251; +1 480 656 4197; www.barrioqueen.com; Main dishes from $10

Lon’s at the Hermosa Inn; The Hermosa Inn, 5532 N Palo Cristi Rd, Paradise Valley, AZ 85253; +1 602 955-7878; www.hermosainn.com/lons; Entrees start at $28

See

Desert Botanical Garden; 1201 N Galvin Pkwy, Phoenix, AZ 85008; +1 480 941 1225; www.dbg.org; $22 general admission

Scottsdale Arts Festival; 7380 E 2nd St, Scottsdale, AZ 85251; www.scottsdaleartsfestival.org; Annually in March; $12 two-day pass

Taliesin West; 12621 N Frank Lloyd Wright Blvd, Scottsdale, AZ 85259; +1 480 627 5340; www.franklloydwright.org; $36 guided tour

Arcosanti; 13555 S. Cross L Rd. Mayer, AZ 86333; +1 928 632 7135; www.arcosanti.org


Sedona/Flagstaff

Stay

Cabin rentals; www.homeaway.com, www.vrbo.com, www.airbnb.com; $200+ per night

Eat

Elote Café; Kings Ransom Sedona Hotel, 771 Hwy 179, Sedona, AZ 86336; (928) 203-0105; www.elotecafe.com; Main dishes from $18

Pato Thai Cuisine; 104 N San Francisco St, Flagstaff, AZ 86001; +1 928 213 1825; www.patothai.com; Main dishes from $11

See

Red Rock Scenic Byway; Arizona State Route 179; www.redrockscenicbyway.com

Tlaquepaque Arts and Crafts Village; 336 Hwy 179, Sedona, AZ 86336; +1 928 282 4838; www.tlaq.com


Grand Canyon

Stay
El Tovar Hotel in Grand Canyon Village; 1 Main St, Grand Canyon Village, AZ 86023; +1 888 297 2757; $180–$240 standard rooms

Phanton Ranch at the bottom of the canyon; N Kaibab Trail, Grand Canyon Village, AZ 86052; +1 303 297-2757; www.grandcanyonlodges.com/lodging/phantom-ranch; $45–$50 dorm bed; $150–$165 cabin for 4 people (book 13 months in advance)

Eat
Bright Angel Restaurant; 9 N Village Loop Dr, Grand Canyon Village, AZ 86023; +1 928 638 2631; www.grandcanyonlodges.com/dining/bright-angel-restaurant; Main dishes from $10

See

Papillon Grand Canyon Helicopters; Papillon Heliport, Highway 64, Grand Canyon Airport Grand Canyon, Arizona 86023; + 1 702 736 7243; www.papillon.com; $229 Imperial Air Tour

Mule ride; +1 303 297 2757; www.grandcanyonlodges.com/things-to-do/mule-trips; $125.27 two-hour rim ride (book 6 months in advance), $548.84 one night ride including Phantom Ranch accommodations (book 13 months in advance)

Bright Angels Bicycles; 10 S Entrance Rd, Grand Canyon Village, AZ 86023; +1 928 638-3055; www.bikegrandcanyon.com; $40 full day rental

Desert View Watch Tower; Desert View, Grand Canyon Village, AZ 86023
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