Have You Ever? By John Cromshow M-P 03/19/2015

"On the Goat Trail"

"Was it an oil spill?" one of my students asked. A few weeks ago she was coming to class from Rancho but found it impossible to get to Victorville. I had a similar experience, but was lucky because I discovered the Goat Trail. No discovery to those residents who have explored other ways of getting to Wrightwood when the highways are blocked. I let Google be my guide. "Avoid Highways" was easy enough. Following the directions wasn't.
Google Maps on my not-too-smart phone gave me three choices to avoid the I-15 bottleneck. I decided against the SR-138 alternatives because I wanted to try a different and unfamiliar route. What I now call the Goat Trail proved to be just that. Was I foolish to chance it in a car? It wound through Lytle Creek, past houses that looked solid, others that looked shaky, and lots of open space. I could imagine this dirt passage through mountains used by only sheepherders and goatherds. 
The next day in Wrightwood I was eager to share my experience. “I drove it in a Cadillac,” one woman said. Another woman told me she was a “four-by girl” and had travelled the Goat Trail many times. Her advice - never go there in a car that doesn’t have good clearance and, “It’s not the place you want to take a rental.” One man told me he turned the corner on the Goat Trail only to encounter three skinny cows looking into his car window. Another talked about how he took the Goat Trail in the snow. To that my friend shuttered. She told me her father made her promise never to travel on the Goat Trail at night or in a snowstorm. She offered to draw three maps, which I could pass along to adventure seekers.

Another friend disputed the name. He had been in Wrightwood many years, travelled on that road a number of times, but never heard anyone call it “The Goat Trail.” He and his friends prefer to use letter-number designations. He may be right, but it will always be the Goat Trail to me. Here’s why.
One look down the steep drops, on a dirt trail made by goats skirting the mountain’s edge, reminded me of a passage from Dante’s Inferno, “Abandon hope, all ye who enter here.” That’s another story.
Have you ever travelled on the Goat Trail? Please email jcromshow@yahoo.com

