
The Final Journal of Everett Ruess Page 1 
 

The Final Journal of Everett Ruess 
By Ian “Sparky” Cummings 

 

The following is a journal entry recently recovered from a dig in Escalante canyon. It 

appears to have been owned by artist Everett Ruess, and if it is authentic it sheds some light on 

his mysterious disappearance and death. The veracity of the journal is in question, but the 

contents of the final entry have been presented below for research purposes.  

April 1935, I’ve forgotten the exact day. 

It is doubtful that any will find this journal where I write my final confession. More likely 

it will be swept away in a flood or destroyed by the inexorable passage of time. And then I will 

have truly left no trace. Still, hope persists that someone will find these pages, and so I write, 

even as I feel my final hours drawing near.  

The sickness has been dogging me for some time now, my skin burns and blisters even in 

the shade, my head hurts all but constantly, and food has lost all taste. None of the Navajo can 

offer any explanation, and I doubt a doctor back in California could do better. And now I am 

alone as tremors seize my limbs and writing grows more difficult. My hair is falling out and I 

expect I look ghostly by now. And it is a strange illness, I’ve not eaten anything unclean, nor 

taken water from a tainted source. I wonder sometimes if it doesn’t come from the ground itself, 

from that strange metallic rock back in Monument Valley. 

Still, there is no good way to die I suppose, but at least here I am under the stars rather 

than a roof. No automobiles are driving along nearby to interrupt the stillness, in fact it is silent 

tonight in the canyon. And I shall die as I lived, alone in the wilderness free of the trappings and 

falsehoods of civilization. Sometimes I wonder, I cannot be the only one to feel this way. What if 

those like myself were to band together? What a sight that would be, throwing off civilization 

only to create a new one. We would tear ourselves apart in weeks. But I suppose that is moot 

now, just an idle fancy. Death comes for me by degrees and he will have me in short order.  

If I have a regret I suppose it is that I could have crafted more. The woodcuts always 

seemed a pleasant aside as I travelled, easier than painting on the trail, that much is certain. And 

I should like to see Monument Valley again. Something about it seems… iconic. It IS the west, 

done in five square miles. I hope it is preserved, rather than built over like the mountains to the 
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north. Otherwise my poor representation will be nothing more than a relic of a lost age. And that 

other’s may yet go to see it and experience some ghost of the freedom it offered me.  

If this journal is found, do not mourn for me. As I have said before, Say that I starved; 

that I was lost and weary: That I was burned and blinded by the desert sun; Footsore, thirsty, sick 

with strange diseased; Lonely and wet and cold, but that I kept my dream! And I have kept it. Let 

others cry for the downfall of civilization, the return to barbarism or wail that doom comes for 

us.  I found peace in the wilderness and no man can take that from me now.  

I just ate the last of the food. The water won’t hold out much longer. Then it will just be a 

race to see which gets me first, dehydration or this illness. I’m betting on the illness. To say I am 

unwell is to put it altogether to mildly. And increasingly I think it was those strange metals, or 

rocks perhaps, back amongst the peaks of Monument Valley. I could not tell you why I feel this, 

but I suspect it all the same. Something was odd about them. I wonder if a use for such an odd 

material may be found in the future. Well, if there is then I maintain hope that it’s mining will 

not damage the place overmuch. I should like others to see the area. Who knows, perhaps my art 

will one day inspire them. Oh I should like to see that dearly, but it seems unlikely now, barring 

a miracle.  

There were people here once, living in stone houses cut from the mountainside itself. I 

wonder who they were. Heh, listen to me, my hand shakes such that I can barely write and yet I 

wonder after the ruins around me. I wonder when they will look for me? To late I expect, the last 

letter said I would be gone for ten weeks. I suppose I could try to make it back to the burros, ride 

back to a town. But I am comfortable here, among the red rocks. And I doubt I have the strength 

now anymore than I did yesterday, or the day before that. No, all that is left to me is to wait 

patiently for the arrival of that grim finale. And now my arm shakes and the pen quavers in my 

hand. This rambling entry shall have to serve then, as my last testament. I have also made a 

headstone for myself. No dates on it, but my name is on one side clear as day. The other, a poor 

replica of the original but it will serve. I have cut, with as much care as I can, a relief of 

Monument Valley, the source of my illness and my freedom. 

Should any find this, then I ask that rather than mourn me or puzzle at my affection for 

this place and other wild spaces, instead marvel at where you are. Go south some ways and you 

will find the vista’s that I rendered, in my poor way, in woodcut blocks. Stand in wonder at the 

majesty of nature. Pledge yourself to the wind, as I have, to travel and in that find peace. Endure 
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what may come and see the land, away from the artifice of the modern world. Though, perhaps, 

be wary of strange stones. The light is fading now, the aches receding. Goodnight, and goodbye 

to my beloved world. I have kept my dream to the very end. 

The final lines are rather notably poorly written, with the author’s handwriting degrading 

as his limbs became to fail. Evidence suggests that the cause of death was in fact acute radiation 

poisoning. No body was found to test this hypothesis, but uranium could be the strange mineral 

he uncovered. And the presented symptoms do tally with acute radiation sickness. The 

headstone, a woodcut relief image, was discovered some distance away, badly weathered and 

just barely visible. It had apparently been swept between two rocks and nestled there for some 

time, protecting it from the worst of sun and moisture damage. 

 


