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Westward Ho!

by winifred hawkridge dixon

In summer 1920, the National Park Service was a growing four-year-old, born August 1916.
American women still lacked the right to vote, but suffrage would be coming in August 1920.
Cars were mostly unenclosed; in 1919, ninety percent of those sold were still open to the
elements. The Cadillac Eight, however, that two intrepid Bostonians drove into the
Great American West had a sheltering bonnet—as well as a hood the shape of
a Jazz Age flapper’s bobbed hair and white-walled tires soon to be rouged
with 13,000 miles of road dust. Following is chapter one of what happened next. . .
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s ojou r ns

T

oby’s real name is Katherine. Her
grandmother was a poet, her father is
a scientist, and she is an artist. She is
called Toby for Uncle Jonas’s dog, who
had the habit, on being kicked out of the
door, of running down the steps with a
cheerful bark, and a wagging tail, as if he had entirely left of
his own accord. There is no fact, however circumstantially
incriminating, which this young doctrinaire cannot turn into
the most potent justification for what she has done or wishes
to do, and when she gets to the tail wagging stage, regardless
of how recently the bang of the front door has echoed in
our ears, she wags with the charm of the artist, the logical
precision of the scientist, and the ardor of the poet. Even when
she ran the car into the creek at Nambe—

At top is a plate from
WInifred Dixon’s
Westward Hoboes.
Facing page:
Visitors arrive at Zion
National Park in a
Buick in 1924.
Courtesy of ZNHA.
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