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" THE LEGEND OF THE RED CLIFFES

Long ago, at the beginning of time, according to the
old Navajo legend, the Red Cliffs were not red, but
gray. A great stag, seriously wounded in an encounter
with a large, evil demon, fled across the gray rocks.
The crimson life-blood, flowing from bis side, colored
the rocks and hills red. Finally, exhausted, be fell

dead at the east end of the cliffs. The remaining blood
flowed from bis wound and congealed forming the
black rock formation which we know today as the

“lava beds.”
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example of weathering and erosion. Few stretches in
the world can show such warmth of color along with
such massive and tremendous formations of rock.
Under the blue New Mexican skies with shadows
playing, or shortening or lengthening on the rocky

- expanses, the red of the cliffs turns from bright to

dark, from scarlet to magenta, from blood-red to pink
almost before your eyes as your Santa Fe train crosses
the Nazmyolamd; of western N ew Mexico.



