Andy Ferris

Narrative

A Disaster in Canyonlands

A few years ago my family and one of my friends went on a trip to Canyonlands Park, in Utah, on the White Rim Road, a 120 mile desert road, which takes three or more days to complete and is desired by 4-wheelers and mountain bikers, who ride their bikes nearly 30 – 40 miles a day.  We hopped in the Toyoda truck and drove there in one day.  When we woke up the next morning, we all went to the visitor center and talked to the rangers for a little while about Canyonlands.  My dad rode in the truck because he didn’t want to bike and he wanted to go 4-wheeling, so he followed us.  When we were done talking, my dad got in the truck and we got on our bikes, ready to go down the really steep hill.  We started down the hill, going 30 then 40 then 50 miles per hour.  On the third day into the trip, my brother, my friend, and I were far ahead of my dad when suddenly he called on the radio saying, “Come back we have a problem.”  So we all turned around and rode back to the truck. When we got back, we all saw, that the truck had broken in half because the dealer had not tightened some bolts enough.  We had to spend the night right there in the road.  In the morning my dad called the ranger to come help us out of there.  When the ranger got there, we decided to sit and talk for a while and told her how the truck had broken in half.  When they were done talking, we all got on our bikes, and rode up to our other car while my dad went in the ranger’s car.  After that experience we haven’t been back to Canyonlands, but I really want to go back. 

