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or Charley Tracy, taking over the Wagon Rod Ranch
in 2009 is “all about heart” The responsibility gives
him butterflies, but it doesn’t deter him from taking
it on. Ranching is all the 37-year-old Utah native has ever
wanted to do. And, with his wife, Kim, by his side, he has no
question about his life choices. “She is my rock, she has been
beside me all the way,” he says with emotion in his voice.
After much arm-twisting, his dad, Guy, convinced him
to go to college and get a degree “just in case.” Charley got
his vocational agriculture teaching degree from Utah State
University in Logan, seven hours away. “I wouldn’t stay
away, says Charley. “I made the trip nearly every weekend.”
Relieved to be back on the ranch after graduation, Charley
lived in Montezuma Canyon where his mother’s family
had homesteaded in 1915. The canyon is the Wagon Rod’s
winter ground for 250 head of commercial cows and 160-
acres of hay ground. Charley and Kim lived in the canyon
until 2002. Then, 17 miles of dirt road, a steep grade and
tight switchbacks out of the canyon on the 22-mile trek to
Monticello for school and activities each day became a
challenge. Grudgingly, they bought a home in Monticello
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and spend weekends at the ranch with the kids.

Monticello is surrounded by mountains on all sides and
sits high on the Colorado Plateau at 7,069 feet. It is the
county seat of San Juan County in the Four Corners area,
where the Colorado, Arizona, Utah and New Mexico
borders meet with geometric precision. San Juan County is
significant to the history of the West. It was the ancestral
grounds of the Navajo, Ancient Pueblo Peoples, Ute and
Paiute Indians. Montezuma Canyon was home to many Utes
and Navajos, where Navajo herders roamed the land with
their herds of sheep in search of water and feed. Skirmishes
between the Utes, Navajo and cattlemen continued in the
area until 1923 when the “Posey War” officially ended the
fighting. Though it wasn't until 1933 when allotments were
settled and a more gentile life could continue.

Charley Tracy is the oldest of the Tracy bunch, but the
shortest at 6’6”. Kim and their three children are very
involved in the ranch with Charley and his parents, Guy
and Ginger Tracy. Charley is grateful for the women who
make the Tracy family complete. “Playing cowboy
wouldn’t be as fun without Kim and my mom. They




Charley Tracy

support the cowboy life because they love it, too, even
though it means endless meals, washing clothes, making
sure the bills are paid.” Nell Dalton, Charley’s 87-year-old
grandmother, is spry, witty and “never sits still” Her
favorite hobby is “moki pokin” or, in layman terms,
arrowhead hunting. She and her friends get out with their
canes, find a promising patch of ground and go to pokin’
around. “She used to walk to town from the canyon when
there wasn’t a horse available,” says Charley with
admiration. “She’s tough.”

Charley’s grandfather, Nell’s husband Max Dalton,
grew up on the homestead in Montezuma Canyon. Until
his death in 2007, Max was an active participant in the
ranch that his son-in-law Guy had taken over in 1986. Guy
was raised in Colorado on a pinto bean farm and when his
father-in-law offered him a job on the family ranch in
1970, he jumped at the chance. He learned how to run
cattle on the tough ground and grow hay in the meadows

Guy with Pard sorting cows

in the canyon. “He is a master just like Grandpa Max,” says
Charley of his dad’s irrigating. His shovel is worn thin and
always has a shine. Hours upon hours of coaxing water
from the fickle Montezuma Creek over the stand of alfalfa
necessary for winter survival taught him every nuance of
the land. With water enough for only one round of
irrigation, not a drop could be wasted. Guy’s careful
tending and hardy alfalfa has proven a good mix. There has
only been one year since the fields were planted that they
did not get a crop. That year was 2002, when the drought
was at its peak and little snow fell on the mountains. The
green shoots started to take hold into viable plants then
yellowed, shriveled and dried to a crisp. That was the first
year the Tracys had to buy hay and the first in Max’s
memory that the creek hadn’t run.

That year, semi loads of hay inched their way through
tight switchbacks to the lower, and consequently, milder
winter ground of the Wagon Rod Ranch and the cows
made it through winter with good ol Tracy ingenuity,
artesian water and a hay grinder. At 5,000 vertical feet,
Montezuma Canyon is at a much lower elevation than
Monticello. Wagon Rod cows summer on the Abajo
Mountains to the west on BLM and Forest Service leases.
They are close enough to town that when a bull has had
enough he’ll head home. Home sometimes means
detouring through town and making Charley’s phone ring
incessantly. That's when Charley grabs Nez, his faithful
Appaloosa, and pushes the bull off the icy streets of
Monticello to the ranch where he belongs.

Charley has the best help a father could ask for: his
children. Guy, the oldest (who by family tradition is always
named after his grandfather), is “100% cowboy,” says his
dad. He and his siblings, Karson, 10, and Kiley, 8, go to
school in Monticello where, amongst the 300 kids, he wears
his hat with pride and hangs it in a special place in the
classroom each day. Karson has dibs on all the new horses —

Karson with Dex
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Guy Tracy gets ready to feed “‘down below”

“Usually, interjects Dad. He tops them off, making sure
they are fit for everyone else. And, Kiley, who is, much to
their surprise, quickly outgrowing her brothers, has her
mind made up, “Daddy, I am going to be a dental hygienist
and on weckends, I am going to help you.” Proud as punch
is this fourth generation rancher that his family enjoys the
life as much as he does. “The kids love to go,” he says. “They
want to be a part of it as much as possible. They enjoy the
lictle things — feeding, fixing fence, picking peaches.”
Everyday when they are not with him, they ask the same
question, “What did you do today, Dad?” And he is

Grandpa Max and Grandma Nell in 2003, At the time both were
still very much a part of the daily operations of the ranch

expected to give a full report. They even beg their parents to
“sell the house in town and move to the Canyon.”

Riding and working cows are favorites for Charley and
his family. He recalls many wonderful memories on the
mountain, though some have proven hairy. One that stands
out in his mind is when he sent Guy one way to move a cow
off a ledge while he went the other. As Guy made an effort
to move her, she bobbed her head and Charley thought
there might be trouble. The next thing he knew, Guy was
yelling, “Dad! Dad!” with the cow in full pursuit on the
narrow ledge. Guy ended up hanging upside down by his

Hay caves that can hold up to 3000 bales, blasted into canyon walls
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