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WELCOME KARA DOHRENWEND...
I was a resident of Moab, Utah for more than 30 

years. I had every intention of spending the rest of 
my life there, but over a period of three decades, 
Grand County changed so dramatically that I felt 
like a stranger. I wanted to live in a small rural town 
in the West. But Moab, even a decade ago, was fast 
becoming a mini-urban population center, with a 
shifting demographic and a dwindling rural atmo-
sphere.

Eventually, I fled south. I simply couldn’t bear the 
changes that were happening to Moab at a speed 
that, even then, was faster than my worst fears. But 
I still know and admire brave souls and kindred 
spirits from those ‘Golden Moab’ days who chose to 
stick it out in their beloved home town. Their love 
and dedication to the community survives the up-
heaval of change. Clearly, they are a lot braver than I 
could ever hope to be.

One of them is Kara Dohrenwend. She and her 
husband Ray have lived in Moab and Grand County 
for more than two decades and Ray’s family has a 
rich history in southeast Utah, going back a century 
to the legendary Doc Williams.

As Grand County’s citizens have debated and 
quarreled over the community’s future, I’ve looked 
for honest, sincere, and intelligent voices, and most 
of the time, I’ve been stymied in my search. In the 
Age of Facebook, we’re all able to offer a public voice 
and during the last Moab election cycle, many of 
its citizens revealed their very darkest and pettiest 
sides. But there were a few bright lights as well. One 
of them was Kara.

I came to have a greater appreciation for Kara’s 
comments and observations, each time she offered 
them, usually on the more politically driven face-
book pages. Her articulate examination of the issues 
and her passion and genuine concern for the future 
of her community meant a lot to many, including 
this Moab expatriate.

And she has always possessed an inclination to be 
even-handed and fair-minded, when it might have 
been easier to follow the hot-headed flow of local 
politics. Rubbing against the grain is not usually a 
popular road to take, but Kara does it with grace and 
gentle candor. It’s for these reasons that I asked if 
she’d like a regular column in The Zephyr, and I am 
honored that she accepted.

Kara and I both share a certain cynicism for the 
future, but like I noted earlier, I’m the one who 
fled--she continues to add a thoughtful voice to the 
conversation as she contributes to the effort to make 
Moab and Grand County a better place to live for 
everyone.

Thanks Kara, welcome to The Zephyr.

I pondered my options. I’m reminded of the lyrics 
of an old country song---

“East or west on Main Street.
That’s the choice that I make every day.
And I don’t know which one takes more courage,
the stayin’ or the runnin’ away.”

“IT’S THE SCIENCE, STUPID!”
But for Conservatives and Progressives 

Alike, the ‘Science’ has to FIT.

Climate change ‘deniers’ are a never-ending source 
of frustration and dismay to those who believe 
that global warming is real and already having an 
adverse effect. To them, the time for debating its 
existence is over and the conclusion inescapable---
human-caused activity is altering our world in ways 
we never dreamed possible. Unless a comprehensive 
global plan to combat these effects is implemented 
very soon, the future of our earth, as we know it, is 
in peril.

It’s no longer a debate because the evidence, 
studied and analyzed and critiqued by scientists the 
world over, overwhelmingly supports the conclusion 
that human activity, specifically the use of fossil fu-
els to power almost every component of our society, 
is altering the planet’s climate in adverse way.

It’s the science.

Efforts to discredit the scientific evidence are 
often financed by the fossil fuel industry and multi-
billion dollar corporations with a vested interest in 
maintaining the conventional energy industry. Con-
sequently, the ‘denial’ movement is most often ridi-
culed and criticized for either its greed and self-in-
terest or its ignorance and stupidity. Science is not, 
and should not be, a political football, to be altered, 
modified, or ignored, to suit anyone’s preconceived 
beliefs or prejudices.

There is an inference in this debate, that if one 
wants to find the heart and soul of backward, un-
informed, uneducated, anti-scientific thought, one 
need not look further than the right-wing Christian, 
conservative political movement in America.

But those who invoke science as the last word can-
not pick and choose its application, any more than 
a conservative can reject the science out of hand. 
While ‘progressives’ mock their conservative cousins 
for their climate change denial tendencies, there 
are some inconsistencies and contradictions--even 
hypocrisies--- that need to be explained by them as 
well.

For example, one of the most respected climatolo-
gists in the world is NASA’s James Hansen.  He is 
to many, the Father of Climate Change. Hansen 
believes we must end our use of fossil fuels soon or 
face catastrophe. But Hansen also believes that the 
best way to meet our ever-expanding energy needs 
is to embrace nuclear power on a massive scale. In 
fact, most of the scientific community believes that 
the latest technology can make nuclear power safe 
and economical and help drastically reduce green 
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house emissions. But most opposition to nuclear 
power comes from the same constituency that cites 
the science as proof of global warming.

There’s more.
Most scientists believe that GMOs---genetically 

modified organisms--as a food source of the future, 
are safe and, indeed, essential for a world popula-
tion that may exceed 10 billion by mid-century. But 
opposition comes mainly from progressive environ-
mentalists.

that ‘fits’ their particular philosophies, and rejecting 
the ones that don’t, both sides run the risk of dumb-
ing down any intelligent, fact-based discussion of 
the issues, and their own credibility as well.

SOURCES:
CLIMATE SCIENTISTS SUPPORT NUCLEAR 

POWER
http://www.theguardian.com/environment/2013/

nov/03/climate-scientists-support-nuclear-power
AMERICANS’ INCREASING DISTRUST OF SCI-

ENCE--AND NOT JUST ON CLIMATE CHANGE
http://www.washingtonpost.com/blogs/the-fix/

wp/2015/01/30/americans-increasing-distrust-of-
science-and-not-just-on-climate-change/

VACCINE DENIERS STICK TOGETHER AND 
NOW THEY’RE RUINING THINGS FOR EVERY-

More...The recent outbreak of measles across the 
country has exposed a growing irrational opposition 
to vaccinations that can prevent this kind of child-
hood disease. The scientific community overwhelm-
ingly, almost unanimously, believes that the resis-
tance to these vaccines borders on insanity. Some 
have even suggested that parents who fail to provide 
vaccinations for their children should be held crimi-
nally responsible.

But where is the resistance coming from? Not 
from rural Mississippi. One of the lowest vaccina-
tion rates in the country can be found in Marin 
County, California. It is one of the most affluent and 
educated areas in the United States and one of its 
most liberal--it cast 78% of its votes for Obama in 
2008.

In Portland, Oregon, one of the most progressive 
and open-minded cities on the West Coast, its citi-
zens recently voted to ban the fluoridation of its wa-
ter supply. Science says fluoride is safe; Portland’s 
progressives say ‘no.’

Clearly, when it comes to science, both sides of the 
political spectrum are inclined to pick and choose 
their ‘proof,’ depending on their own political and 
ideological beliefs. By embracing only the science 

ONE
http://www.washingtonpost.com/blogs/wonk-

blog/wp/2015/01/22/vaccine-deniers-stick-togeth-
er-and-now-theyre-ruining-things-for-everyone/

PORTLAND, OREGON REJECTS FLUORIDE 
FOR DRINKING WATER

http://www.usatoday.com/story/news/na-
tion/2013/05/22/portland-fluoride-wa-
ter/2350329/

CORE TRUTHS--10 COMMON GMO CLAIMS 
DEBUNKED

http://www.popsci.com/article/science/core-
truths-10-common-gmo-claims-debunkedBut Hansen also believes that 

the best way to meet our 
ever-expanding energy needs 
is to embrace nuclear power 

on a massive scale.
But most opposition to 

nuclear power comes from 
the same constituency that 
cites the science as proof 

of global warming.
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Watching SOUTH DAKOTA GROW... 
A Century After Wild Bill, the Boom &Bust Continues

I know the drive back home intimately. Coming 
from any direction, the Black Hills are a forested 
island, rising out of the dust-sea of plains. The hills 
are old and carry all the legends of old age. Harney 
Peak, where the Seven Sisters rose into the stars to 
form the Pleiades constellation, lies in the South; 
Wind Cave, home to the Buffalo Lady, a few miles 
down the road. Just outside Sturgis, my home-
town, Bear Butte stands as testimony to centuries 
of spirit quests, to the boyhoods of men like Crazy 
Horse and Sitting Bull, and also to the continuing 
saga of greed. When climbing the Butte, it’s always 
disheartening to know General Custer stood in the 
same spot in 1874, surveying the land South and 
West, and he imagined himself master of everything 
he saw.

To those moving into the area, the Black Hills 
are an oasis, a “fairy-land” as journalists described 

them in Custer’s time. It’s true that the hills are beautiful, thick with Ponderosa Pine 
and Black Hills Spruce, whitetail deer, mountain lions and coyotes. The snowmelt each 
spring lets loose waterfalls and rushing streams down through the hills. And, in the fall, 
the leaves of the few deciduous trees, fluttering brilliant red and yellow off their branch-
es, blanket the forest floor. With winter comes the snow. It falls in a fury, thick, erasing 
roads, vehicles, even entire homes, and then, after hours, or even days, departs suddenly 
and quietly. In the wake of such snowfall, the earth lies still. The hills are hushed. Those 
who can still open their front doors do. They look out into the white, breathless.

I was never surprised that people wanted to live in the Hills. People are drawn to 
mythological places, and the Black Hills, as I knew them, were choked in their own 
mythology. I was raised five miles from Deadwood, witness to the death of Wild Bill 
Hickok, and the mourning of Calamity Jane. Both are buried above the town in Mount 
Moriah Cemetary, where they can peacefully watch over the telling and re-telling of their 
memories. Gunshots from the re-enactments of Wild Bill’s death, and trial of his killer, 
Jack McCall, echo through the Deadwood streets on summer afternoons. Among the clat-
ter of fake bullets, saloon girls pile on makeup and flouncy satin costumes to charm the 
tourists and lead them into casinos, where out-of-towners and seniors bussed in from the 
local retirement homes sit reverent, with identical frowns, at the rows of machines.

Some people were making good money from the flashy saloons and casinos lining 
Deadwood’s Main Street, but I didn’t know any of them. The owners were typically from 
somewhere else. “California,” locals would practically spit, seeing a New Ownership sign 
on the front of a casino, or a new mansion rise along Interstate 90. Wherever all that 
money went, not enough of it was trickling down to the people I knew—the people who 
cleaned the tables, mixed the drinks, vacuumed the motel floors.

In Sturgis, where my sister and I attended school, most businesses were only open two 
weeks a year. While Deadwood had slot machines, we had Harley Davidson—and bars. 
Lots of bars. For two weeks a year, Sturgis was either hell or heaven, depending whom 
you asked. Most locals fled town while two to five hundred thousand people descended 
on the town, decked out in leather, motorcycles humming, purring, screaming through 
the streets. The smart locals rented out their basements, extra rooms, even made camp-
sites of their front yards, charging visitors $1000 or more a week for a couple square feet 
of grass. Most every young girl in the area worked the Rally at least once. We vied for 
two-week positions at the local bars, campgrounds, street vendors, bike washes. If you 
looked good in a bikini, you were pretty well assured a gig. Guys worked the Rally too, 
but since they weren’t working the string bikini jobs, they didn’t make the same kind of 
money.

The rest of the world, witness only to those two weeks, painted my home town, Stur-
gis, as a biker metropolis—but the other fifty weeks of the year, Sturgis was a ranching 
town. Quiet, empty, and very poor. Most of the men in town worked construction. Most 
women were waitresses or, if they were lucky, secretaries. Teenagers loitered in front 
of the grocery store after school. Ranchers gathered mornings at Bob’s Restaurant to 
talk shop. As a child, I often begged my parents to take me into Bob’s, and sometimes, 
despite their concern for their cardiovascular health, they did. As the child of two profes-
sionals, both of whom worked in nearby, relatively sophisticated Rapid City, I under-
stood nothing about cattle prices or feed costs—but I loved the rhythm of the ranchers’ 
talking, the words they used. These were words understood by my classmates, many 
of whom were ranchers’ kids, whom I envied for having horses and cowboy boots. As a 
child, I would have traded all my toys, (and probably my older sister,) for a horse.

All in all, Sturgis was a typical dying town. We had 
no industry to speak of. The few shops remaining 
on Main Street slowly closed down as more families 
traveled to Rapid City’s bigger franchises. And the 
ranching community dwindled with every prolonged 
drought. I heard jokes over the years—how the only 
thing remarkable about Sturgis, other than the 
Rally, was the teen pregnancy rate. But, Lord knows, 
we still had it better than the Indians.

It never ceases to amaze me that, in South Dakota, 
the Plains Indians Wars are taught as “history.” The 
outright violence on the reservation only died down 
in the late 70s—replaced by a quiet hostility and 
tension. In 1980, the Supreme Court ruled that the 
Black Hills had been illegally taken from the Lakota. 
But the tribe wouldn’t accept the $100 million of-
fered by the government as repayment. Accepting 
the money would mean accepting that their axis 
mundi is lost—like asking Jews, or Palestinians, to give up on Jerusalem. In elementary 
school, I was told by Indian friends that I was living on borrowed land.

It is easy to understand why the Indians would dream of their past. The world they 

General Custer’s dream, and the industry which gave birth to Deadwood, was gold—
though no one’s seen much of it in South Dakota for quite a while. When I was growing 
up, the Homestake Gold Mine in Lead, South Dakota hadn’t enjoyed a boom year since 
1877; and, though it didn’t fully close operations until 2002, business lagged all through 
the nineties. Fathers of friends lost their jobs, families moved away, more houses 
lay empty. Stray cats roamed the worn down residential districts. Rumors circulated 
through the hills of chemicals leaching into Lead’s water supply. Too many people had 
cancer. Too many women couldn’t have children. By the early years of the new millen-
nium, Lead could have been a ghost town

inhabit today, on the reservation, pales in comparison. The poverty experienced among 
the Indians on the Pine Ridge Reservation is so debilitating that most of the rest of 
Western Dakota resorts to pretending it isn’t there. Pine Ridge was only an hour or so 
drive from my middle school, but I hardly knew it existed. I certainly never saw it. Nei-
ther did any of the other white kids I knew. Who can blame our parents for not taking 
us there? The life expectancy of a Native American growing up on Pine Ridge is roughly 

THEN & NOW: The ‘Slime Plant,’ a gold processing mill, in the late 19th 
Century, and now, the ‘Deadwood Mountain Grand Resort.’
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the same as that of a Ugandan, around 47 years for a male and 52 years for a female. 
And the unemployment rate on the reservation is over four times the rate in the rest of 
the country. This extreme poverty leads to crime, alcoholism and a general lack of hope, 
which pervades not only the reservation but also the Northern, predominately Indian, 
side of Rapid City.

Driving through the nice side of Rapid City, it is always hard to believe there are 
homeless people around at all. But, when I used to walk around the downtown, it wasn’t 
unusual to see a few men passed out drunk against the sides of buildings. A few lingered 
under the big trees by the creek, or under the bridges. If they were drunk, then they 
weren’t accepted into the shelter, even in the winter. And many were drunk. In the first 
light of morning after the deepest chills, police gathered up the frozen dead.

What I notice most every time I drive back to South Dakota are the changes: a new 
subdivision has replaced pasture; a new stoplight has replaced the four-way stop; the 
old highway, which had two lanes, now has four. Tourism brings more affluent people 
every year, who proceed to build mansions on the hills overlooking I-90 or buy 16,000 
square foot cabins which lie empty 9 months a year. In the pursuit of money, the small 
poverty-stricken towns have cleared pasture-land for subdivisions. Ranches owned for 
generations are sold each year and they become “Ranchettes.” The new inhabitants 
don’t move to South Dakota to run cattle, or to join in the rural communities. They move 
for the scenery, the rock climbing, and the skiing. And so they may not even notice that, 
while the towns welcome the revenue from espresso shops and mountain bike stores, 
the communities are disintegrating.

It’s a common tale across the West—the lament of the native-born. The authenticity of 
a Western town usually lies in its poverty. Communities are banded together by shared 
fears—that cattle prices will fall, feed prices will rise, groceries will be more expensive 
or jobs will disappear. When an opportunity for growth and wealth arises, who could 
turn it down? The scenery of the Black Hills has fed the souls of Indians and pioneers for 
hundreds of years. But, until recently, the land was only valued for its worth to agricul-
ture and industry—and that value was minimal. Paradoxically, now that the land is be-
ing valued for its organic worth and beauty, it is at the most terrible risk for destruction. 
Like the other “beautiful” places in California, Utah, Colorado, that incredible beauty is 
becoming the commodity of developers, bartered for every-rising prices.

So here’s my prediction: like every other “boom” the area has known, the New West 
boom will bring a lot of money to very few people—most of whom arrived in the area 
with plenty of money already. The people I grew up with, waitresses and construction 
workers and ranchers, will all stay poor. Most likely, they’ll get even poorer. The reserva-
tion and the Indian neighborhoods will continue their steady decline. In time, the only 
economy will be tourism. New Westerners will hang windcatchers in their windows and 
decorate their living rooms with cowboy paraphernalia. And all the lives which built the 
myths of the Hills—the lives of Indians, Miners, Ranchers— will fade into the past.
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JOHN   D   E   P   U   Y 
“His work is unique and strongly individualistic, though, at once indigenous to this land. For he has probed, with 

his cutting mind, beneath the deserts and mountains, into the bare  bone of the rock of this land and has dared to 
seek the secrets of its womb.”

                                                   -----Stan Steiner

http://www.galeriedepuy.com/biography-john

“The two greatest influences on my work have been Expressionism and the Southwest. Expression-
ism has influenced me as a tradition, beginning with Van Gogh and continuing through the German 
Expressionists. In this tradition, I translate visual experience into an inner expression.  The Southwest 
landforms and its native people are the immediate source of my work. This land speaks of another time 
sense than our Western European lineal time. It is the land, its myths and dreams of wholeness, that 
nourish me.”

John De Puy

(left) #35810 FREMONT FIGURES   38 X 32 OIL
(above) #42807 SLOT CANYON, UTAH   49 X 40 OIL
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“DON’T 
WORRY,

BE HOPI” 
T-shirt

A unique selection of traditional Hopi arts, crafts, and 
cultural items including over 150 Katsina dolls 

done in the  
traditional style, 

as well as baskets, ceremonial textiles,
jewelry, pottery and more.

We also have complete visitor information (including 
connections for knowledgeable & articulate guides)

to make your visit to Hopi 
a memorable & enjoyable one.

We are located 1 1/2 miles east of the 
Hopi Cultural Center at MP 381 on HWY 264, 

in the heart of the HOPI REZ

928.734.2478  POB 234  SECOND MESA, AZ  86043

In Notes on Paper, 
Falke walks us through 
the landscape of one man’s 
mind, which contains both 
his past and an aware-
ness of our common future. 
From within private memo-
ries the narrator reaches 
out to us with ‘we’ and ‘you’, 
and each spare line invokes 
the hope that we, like him, 
are worthy of return to our 
most longed for places. And 
if to return is not our fate, 

and really it never can be, the narrator bids us survey 
our own memories, taking time in the present for the 
winds, and the words, that move the world.

N O T E S  ON   P A P E R
DAMON FALKE

FROM SHECHEM PRESS
http://www.shechempress.com

SIGNED 
COPIES OF
Brave 
New 
West
are now 
available  

directly from
The Zephyr
PO Box 271
Monticello, 

UT 
84535

$20.00 postage 
paid,, checks 

only at 
this time

“Jim Stiles holds up a 
mirror to those of us
living in the American 

West, exposing issues we 
may  not want to face.  We 

are all complicit in the 
shadow side of growth. 

His words are born not so 
much out of anger but a 

broken heart.
He says he writes elegies 

for the landscape he loves, 
that he is  “hopelessly 
clinging to the past.”

I would call Stiles a  writ-
er from the future.
Brave New West is a 

book of import because of 
what it chooses to expose.”

Terry 
Tempest Williams

83 N. MAIN ST.   MOAB, UT 84532
435.259.5154

www.backofbeyondbooks.com

The Lost World   of the Old Ones: 
Discoveries in the 
Ancient Southwest
By Roberts, David

For more than 5,000 years the Ancestral Puebloans Na-
tive Americans who flourished long before the first contact 
with Europeans occupied the Four Corners region of the 
southwestern United States. Just before AD 1300, they 
abandoned their homeland in a migration that remains one 
of prehistory’s greatest puzzles. Northern and southern 
neighbors of the Ancestral Puebloans, the Fremont and 
Mogollon likewise flourished for millennia before migrating 
or disappearing. Fortunately, the Old Ones, as some of their 
present-day descendants call them, left behind awe-inspiring 
ruins, dazzling rock art, and sophisticated artifacts ranging 
from painted pots to woven baskets. Some of their sites and 
relics had been seen by no one during the 700 years before 
David Roberts and his companions rediscovered them.

In The Lost World of the Old Ones, Roberts continues the 
hunt for answers begun in his classic book, In Search of the 
Old Ones. His new findings paint a different, fuller portrait 

of these enigmatic ancients thanks to the breakthroughs of recent archaeologists. Roberts also recounts his 
last twenty years of far-flung exploits in the backcountry with the verve of a seasoned travel writer. His ad-
ventures range across Utah, Arizona, New Mexico, and southwestern Colorado, illuminating the mysteries 
of the Old Ones as well as of the more recent Navajo and Comanche.

Roberts calls on his climbing and exploratory expertise to reach remote sanctuaries of the ancients 
hidden within nearly vertical cliffs, many of which are unknown to archaeologists and park rangers. This 
ongoing quest combines the shock of new discovery with a deeply felt connection to the landscape, and it 
will change the way readers experience, and imagine, the American Southwest.”

We’’ be hosting DAVE at our store on APRIL 11 at 7PM...
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A few weeks ago I was surprised to find a message in my Facebook inbox from Jim 
Stiles asking me if I would be willing to contribute to the Zephyr.  My initial reaction 
was to laugh.  While I do not read it as often as I did 20 years ago when it was a paper I 
could stuff in my grocery bag, The Zephyr is a paper I have always enjoyed reading.  The 
Zephyr was an essential monthly supply when I was a caretaker living 30 miles from 
town with no electricity or telephone – if the articles weren’t interesting enough to read 
5 times, the cartoon ads were always worth more than one close look.  Me, write for The 
Zephyr, that was a laughable thought.

I asked my husband, Ray, what he thought about this.  Ray’s first reaction was “wow, 
you’d better have a pen name!!”  That got me thinking, and then little nervous.

I now have lived in Moab longer than I have lived anywhere in my life.  I call it home.  
I own a business here.  I try to stay informed about the events and people in and out 
of town that impact us.  But I don’t get out much, so my world is largely influenced by 
growing plants, the river, hiking with my dog, conversations with friends, and reading 
news when I can stomach it. 

My opinion doesn’t matter more than anyone else’s.  I expect I will write things people 
I know and respect may disagree with, possibly strongly.  Hopefully it will be different 
people each time.  Hopefully I can write with clarity and not offend people who I know, 
have worked with, and certainly who I respect.   I hope that by putting my opinions out 
there I will think and learn more as well. 

One thing I have noticed in common with everyone who stays in Moab – native born 
or exotic transplant – we all love it here.  For different reasons, sure, but we all love the 
red rocks, the river, the mountains, and the community.

leaving, not moving here. 

Moab has changed a lot since then.

When I first arrived here I often heard “we don’t want be like Aspen”.  Well, Moab, we 
have become….a while ago, actually.

I spent a number of years on the Moab City Planning Commission, before Moab had a 
Burger King, or an Arby’s or Taco Bell (which are now gone).  I was appointed when City 
Hall was a small collection of offices around a few windowless rooms where the Council 
met.  USU Moab now uses that space.  Affordable housing was a hot topic then – and I 
remember talking at length about what we could do about it.  In the end, a decision was 
made by not making one. 

I don’t remember many of the details of those conversations.  What I do remember 
was the feeling of helplessness.  The feeling that this problem is bigger than us.  The 

* * *
 FINDING HOUSING IN MOAB – 1994 and 2014: 
IT GETS HARDER EVERY YEAR
Have you looked for a place to live in Moab lately?  I have been noticing lots of posts 

on social media looking for a place to rent.  It seems rentals are in short supply.  If you 
need rent under $1000 it looks nearly impossible to find one.

This is not a new problem.  Moab has never had a plethora of housing options.  For 
various reasons there are few apartments here.  Moab housing construction, as in many 
rural areas, exemplifies the “American Dream” of single family detached housing with 
space between houses. 

Developments in Moab match national patterns and trends.  In several courses in col-
lege we walked through neighborhoods in surrounding cities learning how the exterior 
layout of the homes and buildings told when the neighborhood was built; detached ga-
rages came in the 50s or were added on later, attached garages in the late 70s and 80s; 
house sizes in the 1930s were much smaller than in later decades; front porches came 
and went and are sort of back again.   Back alleys at one time were the norm. 

I moved to Moab in 1993.  Few homes had garages, or if they had them they were add 
ons, usually car ports.  It didn’t dawn on me then, but it does now, that nearly no homes 
were built here in the 1970s and 80s.  As I have grown to understand Moab’s history this 
makes sense.  No one had any money here to build anything at that time – people were 

feeling that nothing we could do would help. 
And in a democratic capitalist society where the Market is considered the great leveler 

perhaps there really wasn’t much we could do.

Housing is a tough issue for local government to influence – especially ensuring there 
is affordable housing.  Many people see local government’s role as providing for public 
safety and health.  This usually is interpreted to mean infrastructure: things like roads 
and streets, water and sewer systems.  Housing is perceived as the job of the private sec-
tor to provide and to build.  In this view, government’s only role in housing is providing 
necessary infrastructure, and drafting and adopting planning and zoning requirements 
to assure development of homes or commercial business do not impact the safety or 
well-being of citizens.  I am not so sure that this is the whole role of local government.

IT ISN’T JUST MOAB…..
A recent article in The Atlantic (Rural America’s Silent Housing Crisis, Jan 28, 2015.  

Gillian B White) highlights that a lack of affordable housing is a nationwide problem 
that is particularly challenging in rural communities.

Only 1/5 of the population of the US population lives in rural areas, which means 
programs that assist with housing often skip over these areas since there is little political 
fat to gain.  According to the article in The Atlantic “funds for rural housing provided by 
the USDA via the 502 Direct Loan program — one of the government-aid programs for 
purchasing or rehabilitating homes in rural areas…— have decreased over the past few 
years”.  From 2010 to 2013 funds allocated for the direct loan program have reduced 
by over half (and it was a tiny program to begin with).  Keep in mind, this fund is a low 
interest loan fund.   Loans are given to individuals and families who may not be able to 
get a traditional bank loan.  This is not a handout – this is a hand up.  This kind of hand 
up is vital in a community with minimal apartment and rental housing stock, and lots of 
low paying jobs.   And this program is all but dead. 

The Market has not taken care of it; not in Moab and apparently not anywhere else.  
According to the City of Moab Affordable Housing Plan, in 2000 the gap between units 
available at affordable rents and demand was about 50.  Fifty units seemed doable to 
build; a couple of apartment complexes could eliminate that gap.  Allowing mother-
in-law units on large lots in certain zones could have helped.  Increasing densities in 
residential zones that are close to downtown could have meant that small infill could 
have begun to meet that need.   We talked about these things, but none of those things 
were done.  At planning commission meetings, and subsequent city council meetings, 
any efforts to change densities were met with protests of “we’ll lose our rural character”.  
Well, it’s ten years later and we lost it anyways.  And I, for one, wish the loss had gone to 
houses for residents rather than only temporary housing for visitors.

In 2009 the gap between rentals needed and rentals on hand was projected to top 224 
by 2012.   I suspect it is even wider today.  The Market is not taking care of the problem.

Have you looked for a place to live in Moab lately?  
I have been noticing lots of posts on social media 

looking for a place to rent.  
It seems rentals are in short supply.  

If you need rent under $1000 
it looks nearly impossible to find one.

I asked my husband, Ray, what he thought about this.  
Ray’s first reaction was 

“wow, you’d better have a pen name!!”  
That got me thinking, and then little nervous.
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IT ISN’T FOR LACK OF BUILDING….
Ironically, over the last 15 years Moab has had a housing boom of sorts.  I know, I 

made a living from designing and installing landscapes for some of them.  Some of the 

as well as needs looking at least five years into the future”.  And it is a pretty good one. 
But a plan does not build affordable houses.  A plan for affordable housing has action 
steps that encourage the Market to build housing that is affordable.    Unfortunately we, 
as a community, have not taken action based on that plan.

Just because the Market thinks Moab needs more hotels doesn’t mean that we do.  
And the City and County could, as suggested in the Affordable Housing Plan, modify 
rules so that there are incentives for building moderate housing so that those projects 
could actually cover costs and be sold or rented for lower prices.  Perhaps this is social-
ism, but I consider it taking care of your neighbors and community.  There are limited 
large parcels of land in town where town homes, co-housing or apartments could be 
built.  Should all these parcels become hotels or could these places house workers who 
keep those hotels, and other businesses, in business?  The City or County cannot man-
date that apartments, townhomes, co-housing or some other affordable housing options 
are built.  But they could take a look at modest density increases, at impact fees, and at 
other incentives that might help those who may have a parcel of land that they are think-
ing of developing decide to build modest, affordable units rather than nightly rentals.

 
CENTRAL BUSINESS DISTRICT RESIDENTIAL DILEMMA
An example of this is the zone where I live.  I tell this story because I know it to be 

true, not to bash the City or any individuals who work there.  I tell this story because it 

intricate and larger landscape installations cost more than it would to purchase a mod-
est house.  Many of these homes, while they vary in size and location, have something in 
common.  They are empty much of the year. 

The Market builds this way because it makes money – and makes it relatively quickly 
with few strings attached.  No tenants to deal with, no maintenance complaints, no 
damage to fix, no cleaning up after pets.  With housing stock that was marginal in 1990 
and most new construction being houses selling for $300,000 or much more, not much 
is available for those who live here making under $15 an hour.  Even if Moab’s economy 
diversifies to include higher paying job opportunities, the hospitality industry is here to 
stay.  There will always be a high demand for workers in positions that are not high pay-
ing.  And there are not enough teen agers in this town to fill all those positions.

In my opinion, part of local government’s job is to ensure that we have affordable, 
moderate housing available in quantities that allow a workforce to live here.  A work-
force that, at least a portion of which, likely will be earning a modest wage.  A clean 
healthy home (rented or owned, small or large) is a foundation for safe and healthy 
residents; residents who make up a safe and healthy community.

The Moab community has complied with a 1996 Utah State law mandating that we 
have an affordable housing plan “that addresses the current need for affordable housing, 

illuminates some rules to consider changing.  I do not know exactly how to change them 
for the better, to figure that out needs more conversation and creative thinking.  But 
there definitely are things that can be done.

My house sits in the C-3, or central business district.  It started as a one room home 
that was moved to this location in 1908 and was the home of Moab’s first doctor.  Even-
tually two more rooms were built – a bedroom and a kitchen of sorts.  At one time, dur-

With housing stock that was marginal in 1990 
and most new construction being houses selling 

for $300,000 or much more, not much is available 
for those who live here making under $15 an hour. 

   In my opinion, part of local government’s job is to 
ensure that we have affordable, moderate housing 

available in quantities that allow 
a workforce to live here.

continued on page 36
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(from the 1989 Zephyr Archives)

Toots McDougald’s HISTORY OF MOAB
by Jim Stiles

For the last four years, I’ve been Toots McDougald’s next door 
neighbor. On the day I signed away my life to First Security Bank, 
I drove over to Locust Lane to survey the ruins. As I walked 
around my dilapidated house, wondering if I’d truly lost my mind, 
a gravelly voice interrupted my doubting thoughts.

“Are you buying this place, or just renting it?”

It was Toots McDougald, standing shirtsleeved in the March 
weather, a cigarette dangling from the corner of her mouth.

“Well,” I replied, “I may be crazy but I just bought it.”
“I hope you paint that roof,” she replied, pointing to the bare 

aluminum shingles. “The glare off that thing into my kitchen in 
the late afternoon in terrible.”

The next week I bought five gallons of aluminum paint and 
covered all that glaring aluminum. Toots and I have been good 
friends ever since.

Toots.” Even today, the Grand County phone book lists: Marilee 
Toots McDougald. “Without the ‘Toots’ in there,” she explains, 
“I’d never get any calls.”

So, what was it like to grow up in Moab in the 1920s?

“It was wonderful. We went on picnics, and hikes and chicken 
fries. And after we got older, we stole chickens and had chicken 
fries. We had great watermelon busts; in fact, a man named Olie 
Reardon planted a field of watermelons, just for us kids to steal. 
He said we could steal from that patch all we wanted, if we left his 
other patch alone.”

“We’d go up and over the Lion’s Back, clear to the river. We 
jumped a crack once, and we decided to come back the same way. 
When we got back to the crack, it had become twice as wide as 
before. Some fisherman across the river kept yelling, ‘Don’t jump!’ 
But we did it anyway. That was Madge Duncan and Maxine Foster 
and me.

“Everything was so free and easy, no pressures, no traffic. We 
didn’t know anything about drugs. We thought we were pretty 
wild if we got us a sip of homemade beer. My friend’s father was a 
bootlegger.”

And who was that?
“I’m not saying.”

Moab looked a lot different then than it does now. Main Street, 
beyond Center, didn’t exist. The road south turned left on Center 
to 4th East and Mill Creek Drive. “City Park,” remembers Toots, 
“was the Grand County Fairgrounds. There were grandstands, 
and corrals and bucking shoots. Before that, the whole area was 
a swamp. Just a grassy, murky area. The first fairgrounds were 
where the baseball park is today, across from the Middle School.”

Toots knows a lot about Moab. She should; she was born here 
in 1915, in the same house on First North that Ron Pierce lives in 
today. Her grandfather, M.R. Walker, built that house around the 
turn of the century. She grew up in and around Moab, spending 
some time in Thompson and Cisco, where her mother cooked at 
the hotel.

For all those who have wondered why my neighbor is called 
Toots, here at last is the explanation. She was born Marilee. A 
man by the name of Albert “Ab” Wats, whose sister was married 
to Bish Taylor (Sam’s dad,) said for some unknown reason to little 
Marilee, “You’ll always be my little tootsie-wootsie.” The first 
part stayed with her, and by the time Toots was in school, nobody 
knew who Marilee was anymore.

Two teachers at her grade school, Miss Penfield and Miss Pe-
terson, insisted on calling her by her proper name and she some-
times got in trouble for failing to respond. But, like Toots says 
now,”Hell, I didn’t know they were calling me. I only responded to 

And here, according to Toots, is where Moab’s dreaded plague of 
goatheads first established a beachhead. “As I recall, we’d get cir-
cuses in here and rodeos, and a lot of the time, these people would 
bring their own hay and feed for their animals. Well, that stuff 
must’ve been mixed up with the hay, because pretty soon those 
nasty little goatheads were popping up everywhere. I’ve got no use 
for goatheads at all.”

I can personally attest to Toots’ lack of fondness for goat-

Toots knows a lot about Moab. 
She should; she was born here in 1915, 
in the same house on First North that 
Ron Pierce lives in today. Her grandfather, 
M.R. Walker, built that house 
around the turn of the century. 

“Everything was 
so free and easy, 
no pressures, 
no traffic. We 
didn’t know 
anything about 
drugs. We thought 
we were pretty 
wild if we got us 
a sip of home
made beer. 
My friend’s father 
was a bootlegger.”
And who 
was that?

“I’m not saying.”
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heads. Periodically, I’ll get a phone call from Toots in the after-
noon. She’ll say, “Do you like chocolate cake? Meet me at the 
fence.” Toots will be there waiting with the cake, but there’s a 
catch...”Now Jim, before I give you this, reach down there and 
pull up those goatheads, there by the fence. Here’s some more 
over there”...But it’s worth it for the cake.

As slow and peaceful as Moab could be, it had its traumatic 
moments as well. Toots got caught in the middle of a particularly 
dangerous situation when she was just ten or twelve.

“I was living on Center Street then, across from Starr Hall. One 
day, I was out on the front porch, when I heard these shots com-
ing from the jail. I thought for sure that it was a breakout, and 
that they’d shot the lock off the door. I saw a guy running, and so I 
ran over to the jail. I found the sheriff, Dick Westwood, dead. My 
friend Helen Foster was walking along the other side of the street 
at the time, and the man who shot Dick Westwood ran right past 
her, with the gun in his hand.

Mostly though, life in Moab was peaceful, beautiful and simple. 
Toots’ stepfather, Marv Turnbow, ran the ranch that is now in 
Arches National Park and named for its original owner—John 
Wesley Wolfe. She would spend a week to ten days at a time up 
there. “We’d ride our horses up Courthouse Wash and then along 
the cliffs to Balanced Rock and then down to Turnbow Cabin. We 
had a great time up there. We did some riding, a little branding...I 
never cared much for that part. I just couldn’t stand to hear those 
little calves cry.”

She spent summers at the ranch until she decided she “was too 
big to be cowboyin’ anymore.” Toots still vividly recalls her Junior 
Prom of 1932. “We decorated a hall where the Energy Building 
is now. I burned down a long time ago. But back then, they had 
movies in there, and after the movie was over, we’d push back the 
benches and have a dance.

“For the Prom, and other dances too, we’d have a band. They’d 
play jazz and waltzes. We had great Charleston contests. I still 
remember the parade of the Junior Class...the promenade of the 
Juniors. I marched with Jim Winbourn. It was really something to 
get dressed up in a prom dress. In fact, we thought we were really 
something if we had store bought clothes. My Aunt Ida made most 
of my clothes. I had one pair of overalls made out of Cretone, a 
drapery material.”

How do you spell that, Toots?

“C-r-e-t-o-n-e; I think. I haven’t had to spell that in about a hun-
dred and fifty years.”

That was 57 years ago and Toots remembers every detail and a 
few more she won’t reveal. I still can’t get her to tell me who the 
bootlegger was, and she refuses to admit whose chickens she stole. 
I’ve advised her that the statue of limitations has run out on a 
chicken theft in 1925, but Toots is not convinced. Maybe someday 
I’ll get the details along the backyard fence line—Toots telling the 
story, while I pull goatheads. The truth always comes at a price.

Toots died in 2001
“There was quite a search. Albert Beech was coming from Mon-

ticello when he spotted him. He captured him and hauled him 
into town, holding an unloaded .22 rifle on the guy the whole 
time...of course, the guy didn’t know it was unloaded.”

“For the Prom, 
and other dances 
too, we’d have a 
band. They’d play 
jazz and waltzes. 
We had great 
Charleston contests. 
I still remember the 
parade of the 
Junior Class...
the promenade of the 
Juniors. I marched 
with Jim Winbourn. 
It was really something 
to get dressed up 
in a prom dress.
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“The kids, like all kids, loved the dog and I just want to say this, right now, 
that regardless of what they say about it, we’re going to keep the dog.”

Richard M. Nixon

In the autumn of 1995, I made a gallant attempt to get arrested by the 
National Park Service during the show-
down between President Clinton and the 
Conmgress which led to the big federal 
shutdown. I drove all over Arches National 
Park and could not find a ranger to place 
me in custody.

During the second shutdown in Decem-
ber, my good friend Dr. Geoffrey Woods 
arrived from Wales and knowing how 
much he loved Arches National Park, I 
decided to break the rules again. Jeff was 
accompanied by his 110 pound dog Bruce; 
the two of them are inseparable (although 
Jeff insists they’re “just good friends”), 
and I didn’t feel like arguing with him, 
so we loaded Bruce into the back of my 
Yuppie Scummobile and made our way 
illegally into the park via the Old Entrance 
Road.

But this time, I was luckier and I owe 
it all to Bruce. I am convinced that, had 
we not brought the dog along, we would 
have escaped unscathed yet again. But you 
see...rangers hate dogs. They can smell 
them. Even from a distance. It’s some kind 
of instinctive thing with those people. It’s 
weird.

We were exploring the area near the 
Delicate Arch Viewpoint. I wanted Dr. 
Woods to see all the good things the NPS 
had done for (and to) Arches since his last 
visit. After all, the new 1.5 mile road and 
associated viewpoints, bridges and park-
ing lots only cost $4 million. Meanwhile, Bruce was doing what dogs do best; 
he was frolicking and exhibiting the kind of unrestrained happiness that all of 
us long for....as happy as a pig in a wallow...that was Bruce. I believe he had 
just put his nose in an antelope ground squirrel hole and snorted a couple of 
times when a voice cracked the stillness of this lovely winter day.

article about my attempts to get arrested, the park people sort of expected me 
to try again.

But the dog. The DOG! That was going too damn far. Some of the other law 
enforcement rangers were furious that a real citation hadn’t been issued. With 
a FINE by golly! Even the normally mild-mannered, even-tempered Superin-

tendent Noel Poe was steamed under the 
collar. “If it had been me that caught them,” 
he is alleged to have muttered to a friend 
of mine, “they wouldn’t have gotten off so 
easy.”

Maybe they should have just burned us at 
the stake and been done with it.

But seriously, how is it possible that an 
animal like this can cause such outrage? 
It’s time we took another look at dogs, the 
way they deserve to be looked at. In fact, 
the question is, who really deserves the 
free reign of our national parks? Dogs or 
humans? Going further, who deserves a 
free reign of Mother Earth herself? Who 
ultimately will treat the planet and us, for 
that matter, with more respect, compas-
sion, and kindness than a dog?

“Let dogs delight to bark and bite, for 
God hath made them so.”

Isaac Watts, 1715

To be specific so as to make my point, 
let’s look at the Park Service’s irrational 
hatred of dogs. Their complaint is that dogs 
are not a part of the natural park environ-
ment. They disrupt wildlife and trample the 
vegetation. They sometimes bark at night. 
And they crap on the trail when their own-
ers thoughtlessly (and illegally) allow their 

dogs on the trail. That is the sum total of their grievance.
To each one of these complaints, I plead on behalf of my canine brothers and 

sisters: Guilty as charged...what’s your point?
I mean...seriously...is that the best you can do? It reminds me of the song ‘Al-

ice’s Restaurant,’ when the sergeant asks Arlo if he’s “moral enough to join the 

“YOU CAN’T GO WRONG WITH A DOG.”
EXCEPT FOR THOSE DAMN POMERANIANS, BECAUSE WHEN THEY GET UPSET, THEIR EYES POP OUT.

JIM STILES

It was Ranger Karen McKinley Jones in full combat gear and she’d caught us 
dead-to-rights. She was still more than a hundred yards away when she ordered 
us to return to the parking lot and we considered making a run for it, but then 
thought better of it. We met Karen face-to-face a few minutes later. Bruce came 
bounding out of a ravine ready to slobber all over Ranger Jones’ loden green 
pants, not to mention her standard issue, Browning 9 mm leather gun belt 
(complete with gun).

To her credit Ranger Jones was as tolerant and patient as we had the right to 
hope for. She was, in fact, downright pleasant (and besides I may, in the future, 
very well break park rules again, so there was nothing inappropriate about 
doing a little “sucking up” at this point). Karen issued me a “courtesy tag” for 
entering a “closed area,” in this case the entire park. And she gave reggie a ver-
bal warning about the dog. We left humbly, promising that if we ever did return 
to the park while it was closed and let a dog run freely, we’d be more discreet 
about it.

 In the days that followed, my Deep Throat inside sources told me there was 
quite an uproar over the incident (God, those rangers need some new hob-
bies). No one was particularly upset about the illegal entry; since the November 

Army” after being convicted of throwing garbage in an undesignated area. Arlo 
replies, “You wanna know if I’m moral enough to join the Army, burn women 
and kids’ houses and villages after bein’ a litterbug...you gotta lotta damn gall.”

So here are the dogs, doing what comes naturally. After all, they’re a hell of a 
lot closer to the natural world than we are. But dogs don’t throw their beer cans 
out the window or carve their names on rocks. They don’t plow 4-wheel drive 
vehicles across cryptobiotic soils, they don’t whine about the cost of camping, 
and they don’t plug up the toilets in the campground at 1 AM and then com-
plain to the ranger to fix it.

They didn’t ask anyone to pave the park with miles and miles of asphalt so 
they could see it quicker, nor did they demand a visitor center or comfort sta-
tions. And they sure as hell didn’t want to spend $4 million dollars on a new 1.5 
mile road to the Delicate Arch Viewpoint.

I sometimes overstate my case...Am I making my point here?
If not, then let me be more succinct...who’s more deserving of having their 

butts kicked out of Arches National Park: The Dogs? Or we sorry-ass humans? I 
think the choice is quite clear.

It’s time we took another look at dogs, the way they deserve 
to be looked at. In fact, the question is, who really deserves the 

free reign of our national parks? Dogs or humans? 
Going further, who deserves a free reign of Mother Earth 

herself? Who ultimately will treat the planet and us, for that 
matter, with more respect, compassion, 

and kindness than a dog?
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“Heaven goes by favor. If it went by merit, you would stay out and your dog 
would go in.”

Mark Twain

The simple fact is, dogs are better than 
we could ever hope to be. And smarter 
too. I can personally attest to that fact. 
When I moved away to college, my parents 
replaced me with a twelve pound Wes-
thighland Terrier named...may the Great 
Hairy Thunderer forgive them...Duniwas-
sel. I was unprepared for the shock when 
I went home unexpectedly one weekend 
and was viciously attacked by my furry 
successor. He went right for my ankles 
and I screamed, “For the love of God, take 
out its batteries!” as my mother rushed in 
from the den.

Ma scooped up the little rat dog and 
held him proudly for me to inspect. The 

dog relaxed smugly in my mother’s arms, secure in the notion that, in a few 
short weeks, he was held in higher esteem than their first born son, despite the 
fact that he never showed a consistent interest in house training himself and he 
had bad breath.

Duniwassel’s superiority complex annoyed me and left me feeling inadequate 
at times. But it wasn’t until I came to know my own dog, some years later, that I 
truly appreciated the genius of dogs.

Muckluk was a husky-shepherd mix and could have done anything in the 
world if she’d just had opposing thumbs. In her early days, I worried that she 
would eat herself to death before she ever reached her full potential---not just 
massive quantities of food, but hats, the front seat to my car (she ate the arm 
rests for hors d’oeuvres)...whatever was handy.

But with age came maturity and a wisdom that I had never observed in a dog 
before. It became apparent after a while that my dog was a freakin’ genius.

One day we were exploring canyons in Arches near the Fiery Furnace. We 
came to a narrow, twisting slot canyon; Muck peered in to its dark and gloomy 
depths, sauntered over to an old juniper tree, stretched out in its shade and 
went to sleep. I commanded her to follow (she always thought that was pretty 
funny...me commanding her.), but she merely raised an eyebrow, shrugged 
apathetically, and rolled over on her side. I started up the canyon alone, only 
to discover it boxed out less than a hundred yards up the dry wash. When I 
returned, Muck rose wearily and moved on.

As time passed I learned to watch Muckluk’s assessment of a canyon before 
I attempted it on my own, because somehow she knew...the damn dog knew it 
boxed out. How did she do that? She never told me

He leaned over to pat her on the head. Muckluk glanced over her shoulder at 
the great Redford, devastated him with her scornful look (much more devastat-
ing than the look he gave me) and walked casually into the shade of my car. I’m 
surprised she didn’t pee on him, just for added effect.

While I admit, not all dogs are as intelligent as Muck was, they are still, from 
everything I’ve been able to observe over the years, a far superior species to the 
bi-pedal creatures that claim to be dogs’ masters. Therefore I can only con-
clude that human attempts to restrict dogs and deny them freedoms taken for 
granted by us are nothing but sad examples of petty jealousy and a manifesta-
tion of our own insecurity.

And yet it continues. I don’t mean to keep picking on my former employers 
the National Park Service, but they continue to provide such good examples of 
the kind of discrimination I’m talking about. Recently the NPS established a 
new rule that says park visitors cannot take pets in a car on any gravel, dirt, or 
4-wheel drive road. Even if the dog stays in the car. Even if the owner only lets 
the dog out to take a leak. Even if it’s on a leash. Even if the road is miles and 
miles away from the nearest hint of civilization.

It’s okay for the vehicle to be there, burning gas, belching fumes, and making 
noise. It’s okay for the driver and a load of human passengers to come along 
for the ride. They can jump out of the vehicle and howl like coyotes, but they 
can’t bring their pup along who can howl a lot more effectively. You see what I 
mean?

I’ve spent a lot of time thinking about this dilemma. I’ve been trying to think 
of a way the Park Service could admit their mistakes and do it without losing 
face...they hate to do that. I think I have the answer.

Dogs are needed in national parks to maintain the balance of nature and al-
low the continued evolution of the many species that reside there.

Consider Arches National Park in its most pristine state, free from human 
intrusions. Deer and antelope and desert bighorn roam the canyons and val-
leys. Rodents of all kinds scurry in and out of shadows in the sandstone cracks 
and crevices. But predators wander the park as well---mountain lions, bobcats, 
coyotes, foxes---all maintaining the natural balance of things.

But what happened? Predator populations have been decimated over the 
years. Trappers, subsidized by another agency of the federal government, 
Animal Damage Control, are known to trap right to the boundary of the park. A 
few years ago, a local trapper claimed to have trapped and killed four bobcats, 
fourteen kit foxes, and too many coyotes to count, along the northeast edge of 
Arches in just a few weeks. Some of them were trapped literally within sight of 
boundary signs.

Now consider the animals that these victims prey upon. Let’s consider the 
cottontail rabbit, for example. The rabbit’s natural defense against predators 
is speed. It can outrun its pursuer most of the time. That’s why the species has 
survived. What if you removed the rabbit hunter from the environment? What 
would happen to the evolutionary process that gave the rabbit this defense 
mechanism?

Without coyotes and lions to chase rabbits, they’d have no need to be fast. 
They’d lose that edge. They’d start watching tv and eating snack foods. They’d 
become big, fat slobs. Tourists would start mistaking rabbits for Rush Lim-
baugh. And there would be so damn many of them.

What’s the solution? That’s easy. Until we can restore predator populations 
to their natural levels, we must find a way to keep their prey in shape. And what 
better way to do that than to turn the dogs loose in national parks to harass the 
wildlife to their hearts’ content? In fact, we can’t even call it “harassment.” We 
can feel good when we let dogs chase rabbits because we’re helping nature by 
allowing dogs to serve as surrogate predators. It’s a good thing.

Are there historical examples that could confirm this theory? Look at the 
Hereford cow. Isn’t it possible that at one time the Hereford was a sleek, grace-
ful, agile creature that could prance rings around a gazelle? Until, for unknown 
reasons, the predator that pursued them was eliminated?

And yet discrimination against dogs is rampant in contemporary society. 
Dogs are required to go to a separate doctor (although if the truth were known, 
I’d prefer to be examined by a vet), they’re not allowed on airplanes...they 
have to fly freight, for cryin’ out loud. FREIGHT! Even environmentalists hate 
dogs. I remember the Earth First! Rendezvous a few years ago. They banned 
dogs from the festivities. Here was a mob of remnant hippies...beer-swilling, 
bearded, hairy-legged eco-freaks, chanting obscene slogans and urinating on 
Ponderosa Pine trees, but dogs were not allowed because they weren’t a part of 
“the natural scene.” Indeed.

Something should be done on behalf of the dogs...something must be done.

And that’s it. End of pro-dog diatribe. If none of this has moved you, if you 
still consider dogs to be nothing more than slobbering inconveniences, if you 
still regard yourselves the intellectual and moral superior to the lowly canine, 
then at least remember these words by the immortal Mark Twain when he 
observed:

“If you pick up a starving dog and make him prosperous, he will not bite you. 
This is the principle difference between a dog and a man.”

And Muckluk was not impressed by celebrity. She managed to maintain her 
dignity even when I flushed mine down the toilet. Once, I met Robert Redford 
in a cafe’ in Hanksville. All I could manage to say to the man was, “Next to the 
Wizard of Oz, Jeremiah Johnson was my favorite movie.” Redford looked at me 
with utter disdain. He was about to walk away when he saw Muckluk.

“That’s a beautiful dog you have,” said Bob.

And Muckluk was not impressed 
by celebrity. She managed to maintain 
her dignity even when I flushed mine 
down the toilet.
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HERB RINGER came West from his home in 
New Jersey in 1939. Camera in hand, Herb cap-
tured the American West, from the Canadian 
Border to the Rio Grande and from the Big Sur 
coast to the High Plains.

We believe Herb’s collection of Life in the West 
is one of the finest. His work has been published 
in The Zephyr for 20 years. I am pleased final-
ly, to offer Herb’s photographs in color. We are 
also building a new ‘album’ of his work, else-
where on this site.

My dear friend died on December 11, 1998...JS

HERB’S AMAZING 
LIFE...

“...in the blink 
of an eye.”

With his father JOSEPH RINGER,
in Cincinnati, Ohio, 1913

COLORADO SPRINGS, 1917. Joseph was 
a musician and was employed to play a 
summer concert series at the city park. It 
was Herb’s first trip West

A visit to Kentucky. Herb 
and his mother near HIGH 
BRIDGE on the kentucky 
River. Summer 1922.

Note the locomotive train 
passing over the bridge.

Herb’s first job in the grocery 
business. 1937.
Ringoes, New Jersey
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HERB, JOSEPH & 
SADIE RINGER. 
Ringoes, NJ

1935

Herb in 
Nevada, in
full cowboy
regalia.
1941

Atop MT EVANS
in Colorado.

Late 1960s.

HERB & JIM,
Fallon, Nevada.
1994

ARCHES 
NATIONAL PARK.
Devils Garden
Campground.
site #21
Summer 1981

JULY 1998.  My last image of Herb, at his trailer in Fal-
lon, Nevada. His home for more than 40 years. He died four 
months later, on december 11, 1998.
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Willie Flocko’s.....COUNTRY KITCHEN

Our buddy BILL BENGE died
in 2006.

One of my favorite incidents in sports history happened at a boxing match 
several years ago between Michael Spinks and Mike Tyson. Tyson ended the 
fight in about 50 seconds of the first round by knocking Spinks out. Spinks 
remained unconscious for several minutes; when he recovered, he was asked 
by the doctor and his handlers if he was ok...Spinks replied, “I like eggs.” A few 
minutes later, when asked about the fight, he again replied, “I like eggs.”

I like eggs too, which is truly a blessing at this time of year because I always 
have several dozen Easter eggs in the refrigerator following the annual Flock 
Easter Egg Coloring Extravaganza. Yes, I still dye Easter eggs every year, even 
though all of the little Flockettes have flown the Flocko nest. When I dye Easter 
eggs, I always use about 3 times as much dye as is called for, or 3 tablets instead 
of one, as the case may be. This produces dark, vibrant colors, unobtainable by 
following the directions on the box.

So what do I do with all of my colored eggs?

Asparagus and Easter Egg Salad

Chop several Easter eggs; add mayonnaise to desired consistency; add a 
touch of Dijon-style mustard. Stir in briefly blanched, fresh asparagus tips. 
Serve as a salad.

Deviled Easter Eggs with Foie Gras

For this one, you will really want to splurge. This is a Flock family favorite.
2 Easter eggs, hard-cooked
2 slices of canned Foie Gras (Go for the gusto. Use real “Foie Gras,” not “pate 

de Foie Gras.”
1 tablespoon minced onion
1 teaspoon milk
½ teaspoon bottled mustard sauce
minced carrot
salt and pepper to taste
minced green onion or fresh chives

Cut eggs in half lengthwise and remove yolks. In small bowl, mash yolks 
and Foie Gras with fork. Add onion, milk, mustard sauce, 1 Tablespoon carrot, 
salt and pepper; blend well. Stuff whites with mixture. Garnish each half with 
minced carrot and green onion. Makes 2 servings.

Deviled Easter Eggs  (Basic Deviled Easter Eggs)

8 hard-cooked Easter eggs
¼ cup salad dressing or heavy cream
½ teaspoon dry mustard
Salt and pepper
Paprika

Cut eggs into halves. Remove yolks, mash, and mix with next 4 ingredients. 
Stuff egg halves with the mixture. Sprinkle with paprika. Chill before serving.

Deviled Easter Eggs with Anchovies

Use basic deviled Easter egg recipe, adding 1 can (¾ ounce) anchovy fillets, 
drained and crushed, or 1 Tablespoon anchovy paste to egg yolks. Garnish with 
capers.

Deviled Easter Eggs with Deviled Ham

Use basic deviled Easter egg recipe, adding 2 or more tablespoons deviled 
ham to egg yolks. Garnish with parsley.

Pickled Easter Eggs  
(Izzy Nelson’s Pickled Easter Eggs)

This is a recipe given to me some time ago by long-time Moab resident Izzy 
Nelson.

Save all of the “juice” leftover from various pickled products, e.g. dill pickles, 
sweet pickles, pickled peppers, pickled vegetables, etc. Pour all this leftover 
“juice” into a gallon jar and add the “juice” from one can of pickled beets. Add 
as many peeled Easter eggs as will fit. Let this marinate in your refrigerator for 
a few weeks and then start eating them.

Roger’s Pickled Easter Eggs

This is probably the easiest recipe of all.
Take one fifty cent piece or two quarters and go to Roger and Lynn Travis’ Fat 

City Smokehouse. Give Roger the fifty cents. He’ll give you a pickled Easter egg.

Easter Egg Salad with Dill

8 hard-cooked Easter eggs
½ cup finely chopped purple onion
1/3 cup chopped fresh dill
½ cup mayonnaise
¼ cup daisy sour cream
¼ cup prepared Dijon-style mustard
salt and freshly ground pepper, to taste

 Peel the Easter eggs and quarter them. Place in a mixing bowl with the onion 
and dill.

 In another bowl, whisk together the mayonnaise, sour cream, and mustard 
and pour over the eggs, onion, and dill.

Toss gently, season to taste with salt and pepper, and toss again.
This can be used as a salad, but is especially good served on dark rye or black 

bread.
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“more poets. fewer lawyers...”  Ed Abbey

---Amy Brunvand

Amy Brunvand is a librar-
ian, writer, and part-time 
nature mystic from Salt Lake 
City, Utah.  She agrees with 
Edward Abbey that the envi-
ronmental movement needs 
more poets and fewer lawyers 
(even though some of her best 
friends are lawyers).

Cheatgrass 
When the too-great herds and flocks chewed and trampled 

the hide off the foothills, something had to cover the raw 
eroding earth. --Aldo Leopold

You don’t expect such prettiness
From grass with such a hot pith
Of hellfire, this girlish lavender shag
Carpeting the canyon bottom
In soft-focus greeting card sentiment.

Seeds tickled like wind chimes,
Sharp prickly awns that knit
Into the cuffs of your socks,
Puncture grazing mouths, scatter
And wait for a kindling spark.

You don’t anticipate such malice
From impressionist pastels;
Spring green, purple haze, wheatfield gold,
Flare to blaze orange, the fire season
Begins with all the horror 

Of a carefully watered lawn,
Ends in a prophecy of burning
Sagebrush, a rainbow alchemy
Of water transformed to wildfire,
Jack rabbits without rabbitbrush

Desert tortoises incinerated
In underground burrows,
Earth and the works in it pierced
By darning-needle seeds stitching 
Blackened seams of the fire next time.

The Consciousness of Willows 
Sometimes when I sit quiet by the river
I can hear them among the dizzy buzz
Of insects, the white noise of flowing water,

Not songs exactly, unvoiced thoughts,
Of greenness reaching towards the sun,
A longing carried by summer heat

For roiling water of spring floods,
The thrash of rushing waves washing into
Eddylines writhing with debris and driftwood, 

For graceful bending, roots in damp sand
Sinking intentions deep to hold on tight;
They reach up to beckon songbirds 

Invited to perch on swaying branches,
In return for keeping down the pests,
They contemplate the reedy heron who fishes 

In calm still water slenderly disguised
By its supple willow-like neck
Until it rises on startled wings, unmoored, 

Without disappointment, joy or sadness
They hold fast to water, Earth and sky
Though they acknowledge nothing but willowness.

The artwork is by Sandy Brunvand, 
part owner of SaltGrass Printmakers 
which  is a non-profit collaborative 
printmaking studio in Salt Lake City. 

Sandy’s website:http://www.sandy-
brunvand.com/

SaltGrass Printmakers: http://
www.saltgrassprintmakers.org/

“PetiteCode 3”  
(2010)

“Simple Chaos 6 Revisited” (2010)
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THE ‘UNITY MONUMENT’
THE ‘HOLE N” THE ROCK CREATOR’S TRIBUTE TO FDR & WILLKIE...& ITS AWFUL DEMISE

Jim Stiles
Albert Christensen loved stone, Jesus and Franklin Roosevelt. He was an 

artist from the time of his birth and was driven by an almost primal need 
to express himself. He created his own kingdom at “Hole n’ the Rock, a few 
miles south of Moab and filled it with his inspirations. A tour of Christensen’s 
famous home today is an exploration of his art and his passions; his many 
renderings of Franklin Roosevelt are everywhere, in oils and acrylics and 
watercolor, but it almost seems as if Albert was searching for a grander way to 
express himself. That he felt he just hadn’t got it right yet.

The medium he needed, he would soon discover, was all around him.

In the summer of 1940, all of Europe was at war. The Nazi Blitzkrieg had 
overwhelmed France and most of western Europe by June. The swastika of 
Hitler’s Third Reich flew over the capitols of Belgium, Holland, Norway and 
Sweden. Now Britain’s Royal Air Force fought a desperate battle for the skies 
above the English Channel with Goerring’s Luftwaffe. Prime Minister Churchill 
turned to the United States and President Roosevelt for help. Roosevelt knew 
England’s survival hung in the balance and was determined to do all he could 

to honor Willkie as well. Later he would write, “The more I thought of this hard 
fought battle by these two Great Politicians, the more of a great story it became 
and the more eager I became to make this Concrete History for posterity’s sake. 
Why? Because, had anything such as this taken place in any other country other 
than the United States, I am convinced that one of these men would have been 
assassinated, or perhaps both of them. And that, to me, expresses our Ameri-
can Unity. An Expression of our Unity by two great leaders should have been 
brought to the attention of our youth...”

The notion that FDR’s adversary would rally to the side of the man who de-
feated him touched Christensen deeply. And so he determined to pay tribute to 
FDR and Willkie in a way he deemed worthy. Albert turned to the magnificent 
sandstone cliffs that surrounded him.

In the April 17, 1941 edition of the Times-Independent, a front page story car-
ried the details of Christensen’s project:

The Unity Monument, located just off the oiled highway a mile south of Cane 

to save.
But FDR faced a crisis of his own at home. His second term as president was 

fast coming to a close and no president had ever run for a third. There was 
nothing in the Constitution to prevent it, but it was a tradition with roots as far 
back as Washington, who strongly believed eight years were long enough for 
one man to serve.

Roosevelt was inclined to agree. “All that is in me longs to return to my home 
on the Hudson, “ FDR lamented. But a growing isolationist movement across 
America worried the president. Roosevelt was convinced that a Republican 
presidential victory would not only spell disaster for Great Britain, but ulti-
mately catastrophe for the United States as well. Roosevelt broke with tradition 
and tossed his hat into the Third Term ring.

At the Republican convention in Philadelphia, Governor Tom Dewey and 
Senator Robert Taft battled fiercely for the nomination. But on the sixth ballot, 
the delegates abandoned the favorites and turned to the dark horse candidate, 
Wendell L. Willkie.

Willkie wasn’t much of a back room politician; he wasn’t, in fact, much of a 
politician at all. Until recently, he been a registered Democrat. Throughout the 
campaign, the Republicans waged a bitter campaign against FDR, but Willkie 
preferred the high road and often distanced himself from the rhetoric that 
came from his own party. On election night, Roosevelt prevailed, though by a 
much smaller margin than his 1936 landslide and Willkie, gracious as always, 
conceded, FDR “is still the champ.” After the election, and with a new mandate 
from the people, FDR pursued new ways to assist the besieged Britains. On De-
cember 16, 1940, he introduced legislation to the Congress—HB 1776. Roosevelt 
called it Lend Lease. In exchange for armaments, Britain would give the U.S. 
long term leases on British-held islands in the Atlantic.

The bill was controversial and faced stiff opposition in the Congress, but 
Willkie testified in its behalf. “It is the history of democracy,” he said, “that 
under dire circumstances, extraordinary powers must be granted to the elected 
executive.” Willkie’s support insured Lend Lease’s passage. Later, FDR sent 
him to England to analyze the benefits.

None of this was lost on Albert Christensen. Two thousand miles away, in the 
remote red rock deserts of southeast Utah, he took note of both men’s patrio-
tism and honor. His devotion to FDR was already well known; now he wanted 

Springs on the Moab-Monticello highway, is under construction and will be 
completed this year...Albert Christensen is the sculptor and the sculpture is 
being prosecuted under the direction of Ben H. Jackson.

The monument itself consists of the busts of President Franklin Roosevelt 
and Wendell Willkie, surrounded by the American Eagle. The following in-
scription also appears:

UNITY
With God We Stand

All For One
One For All

The monument is being erected, according to the sponsors, in honor of these 
two leaders of America for the example they are setting for our people in the 
way of unity and preservation of American rights and liberties. Those behind 
the project feel that it is right and fitting that the American people should 
show appreciation to the two great political leaders while they are alive for 
the effort they are making to safeguard American democracy.

The work of the monument is being carried on by popular subscription and 
the ground upon which it rests has been turned over to the Department of 
Interior for maintenance upon its completion.

Christensen’s plans were “monumental,” to be sure. The final version, what 
Albert himself called “colossal,” was to be built on a massive sandstone wall in 
an alcove about a mile north of Hole n’ the Rock. According to the Times-Inde-
pendent story, it would be “located so that 100,000 people could easily gather 
in a natural amphitheater below and in front of it.”

He set out to remove thousands of tons of rock and debris from the cliff face 
where the Unity Monument’s Colossal would be carved. The project, when fin-
ished, would feature 15 foot wide likenesses of Roosevelt and Willkie. The eagle 
would embrace both of them and measure 45 feet from wingtip to wingtip. Near 
the site of the final carving, Christensen went to work on a 1:6 scale model. By 
May it was almost complete.

On August 28, 1941, just four months after Christensen’s 
plan was revealed, another Times-Independent article 
chronicled its startling and sudden demise. 
The headline, “Unity Monument Passes Into History,” 
hardly prepared the reader for the bizarre story that followed...
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Christensen’s enthusiasm was contagious. Soon Moabites were making the 
15 mile drive to the site to check Albert’s progress. And in late April, a group of 
Moab’s most prominent citizens invited Willkie to attend dedication ceremo-
nies at the Unity Monument, tentatively scheduled for May 24, 1941. In part 
they wrote, “We wonder if it would be possible for you to be present and speak 
to this great western group of people who will be gathered in this vast natural 
amphitheater at the base of the monument.

“It will be an opportunity for the advancement of ideas of true patriotism, 
genuine unity of democratic peoples, whether American or British, and the 
holding of the torch of liberty and the principles for which this country has 
stood and defended in both peace and war.

“We covet for you this great single opportunity to present these cherished 
standards.”

The letter was signed by 18 Moab citizens, including Mayor D.E. Baldwin, 
Bish Taylor, publisher of the T-I, Sheriff J.B. Skewes, and LDS bishop W.R. 
McConkie.

However, there is no evidence that Willkie ever replied. And then, Albert 
Christensen’s dreams were blown to bits.

On August 28, 1941, just four months after Christensen’s plan was revealed, 
another Times-Independent article chronicled its startling and sudden demise. 
The headline, “Unity Monument Passes Into History,” hardly prepared the 
reader for the bizarre story that followed...

The Unity Monument near Cane Springs...has been ‘obliterated.’ N.F. Wad-
dell, special agent in charge of the U.S. Division of Investigations, reported 
last week in Salt Lake City.

Mr. Waddell, who explained that the Department of Interior had done the 
obliterating, commented that ‘some of the work was wrong.’ ‘I believe the 
eagle was facing the wrong way,’ he remarked.

The special agent said the monument, destroyed several weeks ago, had 
already been damaged by someone before the Department of Interior stepped 
in.

The monument, intended as a gift to the U.S. Department of Grazing, re-
portedly had the sponsorship of the Department of Interior earlier this year.

In explaining the ‘obliteration,’ Mr. Waddell remarked that his department 
‘has certain rules. We don’t give out much information.’

With that strange account, the Unity Monument disappeared from the pages 
of the Times-Independent. But Albert Christensen would not forget. Recently 
discovered documents reveal Christensen’s deep sorrow at the loss of his be-
loved project...

“I must make clear the things which meant so much to me, the terrible thing 
which happened to my work before my very range of vision...

“The ‘Unity Monument’ was not just some chisel marks on the ledge. In-
deed it was not. ‘Unity Monument’ spoke out louder and more clearly than 
the words any great elocutionist could have ever uttered, except Franklin D. 
Roosevelt, and he was in my opinion, the greatest. However, he was one of the 
Great Faces that I was cutting in relief...Why did I begin this work? And why 
was it so great? And why would our posterity be guided by inspirations given 
them though the observing of this Sacred work. The work of a master, educat-
ed and forever guided by the greatest educators, professors. Yes the criterion 
of human excellence”

Later, Christensen tried to organize his thoughts more succinctly for what 
appears to be a demand for compensation from the federal government. In a 
typed document, but addressed to no one in particular, Christensen grappled 
with the reasons his sculpture had been destroyed. “To me,” he complained, “it 
was one of the greatest expressions (of unity) because it showed no greediness. 
It showed only each man’s desire to win, and Americans are that way. Were 
they out for revenge after the election? I cannot think so.”

Finally, Albert pleaded, “That my friends and supporters of the Obliterated 
UNITY MONUMENT, our then Secretary of the Interior Department Shall 
Never Never be understood by the poverty-stricken Sculptor. I worked with a 
God Inspired ambition–quite unfair to my family, barely food enough to hold 
our bodies together–two minor children my wife and myself–because of a God. 
And a God Inspired obsession....If I had been in error in my filing, it seems the 
general land office would have tried to explain where I was in error and per-
haps attempt to help me straighten the thing out, but they did not.”

According to the typed note, Christensen filed a $50,000 claim against the 
U.S. government, “for the cruelfull act by the Department of the Interior...I 
pray this allowance for damages from the United States Congress.”

There is nothing to suggest he ever received a reply.

Some believe that the obliteration of the Unity Monument marked the begin-
ning of an animosity between the federal government and longtime residents 
of rural Utah that exists to this day. But there is no record of any formal protest 
by southern Utah residents, other than Albert’s demand for compensation and 
Albert never attempted to revive the Unity Monument plan.

He did, however, create a lasting tribute to one of his heros. On the sandstone 
cliff adjacent to Hole n’ the Rock, Albert carved a likeness of FDR that remains 
to this day. And up the canyon from Albert’s home, the obliterated Unity Monu-
ment can still be found. Two nubbins of rock are all that remain of the like-
nesses. But if you look very closely, Wendell Willkie’s right ear has somehow 
survived the government vandal’s chisel and the passage of time.

One thing is certain: Willkie, Roosevelt and Albert Christensen deserved bet-
ter.
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AUTHOR’S NOTE: This is a story about two remarkable artists who lived within miles of each 
other in southeast Utah the 1930s, who ‘followed the beat of a different drummer,’ and whose ar-
tistic obsessions brought them great heartache and misery. This tale is merely an addendum, an 
addition to the historical record.   For a more complete record of Albert Christensen and Aharron 
Andeew, I refer you to these excellent accounts, the best anywhere by Buckley Jensen, from the 
San Juan Record, and by Robert Dudek, in the classic “Stinking Desert Gazette.”    JS

THE KING of the WORLD by Robert Dudek
http://www.riverguides.org/SDG/SDG1-4.pdf

GIANTS OF SAN JUAN by Buckley Jensen
http://sjrnews.com/view/full_story/18104677/article-San-Juan-County-s-famous-man-made-

wonder-and-the-pioneers-who-built-it?

Albert Christensen was a native Utahan, 
whose love for art, and especially sculpture, not 
only defined his passion but broke his heart. 
In the 1930s, his family  moved 40 miles north 
from Monticello, to the land near Cane Springs 
and it was here that the Christensens made 
their home.

During the depression, they tried to augment 
their meager earnings by bootlegging liquor; 
eventually they were caught, but somehow 
only Albert did hard time for his ‘crimes.’ Upon 
his return, Albert took an interest in art—in 
oil paints and in sculpture. After all, he was 
surrounded by some of the most extraordinary 
sandstone in the world. His father had shown 
him how the softer rock but could be blasted 
out and excavated. In fact, as a boy his father 
had created a summer room for his boys, using 
dynamite and chisels.  Albert took his father’s 

rudimentary work and made something remarkable.
Beginning in the late 1930s and for the next 12 years, Christensen would create his remarkable 

5000 square foot home—his ‘Hole ‘n’ the Rock—from the surrounding Entrada sandstone. But 
his most impassioned work, and the project that was to cause such profound disappointment and 
heartbreak, was his ‘Unity Monument,’ his grandiose effort to honor President Franklin Roosevelt 
and his opponent, Republican Wendell Willkie. He planned a massive bas relief tribute in a sand-
stone amphitheatre near his rock home, but the federal government claimed he’d built his scale 
model on public land and completely obliterated his efforts. Albert was devastated. (The complete 
story appears elsewhere in this issue)

ranch house (now Moab Springs 
Resort), Andeew found the per-
fect canvas for his hammer and 
chisel. On a large flat boulder, 
he created an extraordinary re-
lief rendering of, many believe, 
himself. In full military regalia, 
he sits in profile astride his 
magnificent horse. The detail 
is amazing—upon his cossack 
hat, he intricately depicts a map 
of the northern hemisphere; 
even the buttons on his coat 
are shaped like small globes. 
And on the flat stone surface 
between the horse’s head and 
Andeew’s is this strange inscrip-
tion:

ALBERT CHRISTENSEN & AHARRON ANDEEW:
Eccentric Sculptors...& Kindred Spirits? The Mystery of a Second ‘King World’ Inscription

Jim Stiles

But there was another sculptor in southeast Utah in the mid-1930s, though his time there was 
limited, his origins unknown, and his life after his brief stay in Moab, tragic. His real name is not 
known, but he called himself ‘Aaron Andrew,’ or ‘Ahrron Andeew,’ or simply, ‘King America/King 
World.’ He may have been of eastern European ancestry but no one can say with any certainty. 
What I know of ‘King World’ comes from listening to the Moab oldtimers when I first arrived in 
town, in the late 70s.  Aaron was an eccentric artist who dressed oddly, created copper ‘medals’ 
that he wore on a chain over his tattered great coat, and who was often seen marching up and down 
Main Street on Sunday mornings, as if on patrol.

And he was a sculptor. Amid the broken ledges north of town, just a stone’s throw from the old 

M.C.F. HHAESUS
AMERICA

AHARRON
ANDEEW

KING AMERICA
KING WORLD

He chiseled the date:1935. It supposedly took Andeew just a few months to carve out the relief 
sculpture, and in 15 months he was gone, never to return. Though he never threatened or harmed 
a soul, some of Moab’s most prominent families considered him a threat, merely for his unique 
behavior and he was urged to leave town. Within months, he found himself incarcerated at the state 
mental hospital in Provo.

The Parriott family, who had provided Andeew with a place for his camp, north of Moab, and 
who had genuinely liked the man, were the last familiar faces  to see him alive. The Parriotts 
stopped at the hospital on their way to the state fair to visit their friend. Chained and in tears, 
Andeew spent a few moments with the family and was led away. He presumably died there, though 
there are no records to confirm it.

* * * *

Albert Christensen and Ahrron Andeew were both dedicated artists who were, in many ways, 
consumed by their work. The art defined them. Both men were regarded as eccentrics, though 
Albert was able to at least find a way to make a living from it. Christensen saw his greatest accom-
plishment, his Unity Monument sculpture, blasted from the cliff face and the dream of a grander-
scale, ‘Rushmore-esque Monument crushed by government bureaucracy.

Andeew was not allowed to stay in Moab long enough to receive even a hint of recognition for 
his work. He died alone, never dreaming that almost a century later, his sculpture would still be 
admired and discussed. And that the scant details of his own life would even be remembered and 
puzzled over.

But is it possible their lives are entwined? Could they have met? Did they possibly know each 
other? It’s possible...

Last winter, I stopped at ‘Hole ‘n’ the Rock’ to photograph some of the historic inscriptions that 
can be found just west of the main entrance to Albert Christensen’s old home. Several recognizable 
names can be found, including ‘Loren Taylor,’ the longtime publisher of the Moab Times-Inde-
pendent and Sam Taylor’s father. But as I walked the wall, looking for and recording the grafitti, I 
could barely see a partial inscription, obscured by a thicket of desert holly. Trying to read the words 
proved to be difficult but finally, I could see the deeply carved letters and realized I’d seen them 
before, in a very different location. It was another work by Ahrron Andeew.

The top date inexplicably appeared to read ‘1925.’ The next two lines bore an uncanny similar-
ity to the Moab work, but beneath his name was a series of symbols that stumped me. (Check the 
photo to interpret them for yourself). And finally, another date: 1934. Here, as best as I could 
decipher it, was Ahrron’s message:

1925
M.C.F.HHAESUSS. AMERICA
AHARRON. ANDEREW

1o iy 29
1934

His father had shown him how the softer rock but could 
be blasted out and excavated. In fact, as a boy his father 

had created a summer room for his boys, 
using dynamite and chisels.  Albert took his father’s 

rudimentary work and made something remarkable.
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The words were almost identical to his Moab carving. Here he added an ‘r’ to his name to cre-
ate “Anderew,” and again, he included his mysterious reference to “M.C.F.HHAESUSS,” spelled 
slightly differently here. Many have speculated on its meaning and most of it stays beyond the 
reach of my understanding. But I did find an obscure reference to the word ‘Haesus” in a 19th 
century (1828) book with the remarkably long title, “Illustrations of the History of Great Britain: 
An Historical View of the Manners and Customs, Dresses, Literature, Arts, Commerce, and Govern-

ment of Great Britain; From the Time of the Saxons, Down to the Eighteenth Century. Volume 1.” It 
was written by Richard Thomson. In a chapter about the Druids, Thomson wrote:

“The Supreme Being was worshipped under the form of an oak, and called Haesus, or Mighty. 
In their representation of this Divinity, the Druids, with the consent of the whole order and 
neighbourhood, fixed upon the most beautiful tree they could discover, and having cut off its side 
branches, they joined two of them to the highest part of the trunk, so that they extended like the 
arms of a man. Near this transverse piece was inscribed the word Thau, for the name of God; 
whilst upon the right arm was written Haesus, on the left Belenus, and, on the centre of the trunk, 
Tharanis. Towards the decline of Druidism, however, when a belief in the unity of God was lost in 
Polytheism, Haesus is sometimes said to have been identified with Mars, who presided over wars 
and armies, though it is also believed that he was adored under another name, in the form of a 
naked sword. To him were presented all the spoils of battle.”

Is this the Haesus that Andeew was referring to? Considering the militaristic aspect of his art and 
his wardrobe, it could be the source of Ahrron’s inspiration. It would also suggest just how widely 
read and informed he might have been.

Ahrron apparently didn’t stay at Cane Springs long enough to attempt a sculpture similar to his 
‘King World’ relief carving in Moab, but even his inscription required a lot of time and effort.  What 
led Andeew south over Blue Hill? He must have camped in that shady grove of cottonwoods for a 
considerable time. To this day, it remains a shady rest stop for travelers. The Christensens were liv-
ing there by now and their father may have already blasted out a room for his boys. But none of the 
excavation work that would form their future home had begun.

Still, did Aharron Andeew meet Albert Christensen? Did they discuss their artistic inclinations 
and did perhaps Andeew share his plans to create a “King America/King World’ sculpture just a 
few miles north in Grand County? Did they discuss the permanence of stone and the sculptors’ 

notion that their works would last for centuries? Was it Aharron Andeew himself who put the idea 
of sculpting into Albert’s fertile and creative mind? Did Albert ever travel to Moab to see the ‘King 
World’ relief carving? Was he on the site while Aharron labored lovingly to finish his project?

All these questions...but no answers. But the romantic in me would like to think that they did 
indeed meet, that they found something of themselves in each other, and that their passion for 
finding expression in stone made them kindred spirits. Yes, many of their fellow residents probably 
thought both men were a bit odd, spending so much of their lives hammering and chiseling away 
at sandstone, but at least perhaps not to each other. And I’d like to believe that even now, they 
know–finally–that their efforts are admired and appreciated, many decades after they left us.

POSTSCRIPT:  This is a story without an ending. If there is anyone in Grand or San Juan 
Counties who has any memories of Albert or Aharron, and especially information that they have 
met and known each other, please contact me. (Jim Stiles, cczephyr@gmail.com)

LINK TO: “Illustrations of the History of Great Britain: An Historical View of the Manners and 
Customs, Dresses, Literature, Arts, Commerce, and Government of Great Britain; From the Time 
of the Saxons, Down to the Eighteenth Century. Volume 1

https://books.google.com/books?id=BHpVAAAAYAAJ&pg=PA12&lpg=PA12&dq=HAESUS&so
urce=bl&ots=Jiz0eso2wg&sig=PLptf27rD5qkAfZl47bfue_UqgI&hl=en&sa=X&ei=JG_vVM2BBov
BgwTkm4TgBw&ved=0CCYQ6AEwADgU#v=onepage&q=HAESUS&f=false

Haesus is sometimes said to have been identified 
with Mars, who presided over wars and armies... 

Hole n” the Rock, in the late 1940s. photo by Herb Ringer
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A photograph is effective when the chosen moment which it records 
contains a quantum of truth which is generally applicable, which is as 
revealing about what is absent from the photograph as about what is 
present in it. 

From “Understanding a Photograph,” an essay by John Berger

I had not seen red rocks or canyons 
prior to my family’s move to Moab.  I am 
not confident I had ever heard of them, 
either of red rocks or of canyons.  What 
little experience I’d had in the west be-
fore coming to Moab was spent with an 
uncle in southwest Colorado.  We didn’t 
look at canyons, my uncle and I.  Instead, 
we went fishing. 

Uncle Lloyd took me fishing on a creek 
above a ghost town in the San Juan 
Mountains.  He did not take me fish-
ing above a village or an undiscovered 
community.  He took me fishing above a 
town of ruins, of remnants, of no people.  
The dilapidated sheds and buildings 
sat quiet in the little valley, keeping the 
peculiar silence of a place abandoned.  
Old blankets, all of them dusty and 
stained, stayed on the few iron beds 
still in the cabins.  Drinking glasses and 
deer mounts were left hanging in what 
had been a saloon.  The place was quiet.  
The place was full of ghosts.  Today the 
same village and its managers remind us, 
pathetically, that they are a resort, fitted 
with the now commonplace billings of 
“luxury,” “partnerships and rewards” and 
“highlights.”  But, as mentioned, Uncle 
Lloyd and I went fishing.  We caught cut-
throat trout and later we returned to the 
ghost town and flipped through stained 
calendars of Charles Russell paintings 
and anonymous sketches of buffalo.

All landscapes invite a way of looking.  
The red rock country and canyons near Moab invited me, as a boy, to 
look up and to see a world that was in every sense above my head.  The 
country appeared vast and splendid and in a way, impossible.  I was en-
tranced, naturally, by the landscape, which for a boy can extend beyond 
country and into his imagination.  So for me, then, there were wise old 
men and horses and hermit huts somewhere in the rocks.  Jeremiah 
Johnson was indeed up there still.  And I wanted to climb the Moab rim. 

From the valley to the top of the rim seemed far.  For a boy coming 
from the flatland of East Texas, the distance from our house in the north 
end of the valley to the top of the rim seemed like a miracle requiring 
another miracle to cover so much ground.  We had been just two weeks 
in town when I tried to hike the rim.  I remember the day of the walk as 
being a Saturday and hot, even though we were not long into Septem-
ber.  I blistered my feet.  I didn’t bring enough water.  I didn’t reach the 
top.  I even lost a pocketknife my father had given me as  a present.  I 
don’t remember why I had taken the knife out of my pocket.  I know I 
set it on a boulder when I did.  Probably I picked or scraped at some-
thing, maybe at a twig or plant, or maybe I tried to sharpen the blade on 
a boulder. 

I did manage to walk halfway to the top.  These days I prefer to believe 
I reached a sort of middle country, with tremendous domes of Navajo 
sandstone overhead and the Moab valley below where I sat.  I could 
see the sloughs.  There were no houses there.  Orchards grew in sepa-

rate parts of the valley.  I could see what people called Johnson’s Mesa.  
There were no developments, no progress to speak of.  I could see bright 
crops of alfalfa pressed against the rim to the southeast of the valley.  
Then below me was the start of Cane Creek road.  I cannot recall a sign 
informing me that the road was called Cane Creek.  That was something 
I had to learn from locals.  But all that country was going out and above 
me, and I was sure of their permanence then.

 
Perhaps I cannot escape the senti-

ment of my own experience.  Such a 
point may be obvious, but there are 
particular angles contained in our mo-
ments of looking and seeing.  Those 
angles shape our comprehension.  
They also reveal things that are true.  
In other words, we are not necessar-
ily blinded by what we prefer.  Some 
things, in fact, are and some things 
are not anymore.  However, to value 
one thing over another becomes the 
stickier ground—both literally and 
metaphorically.  Yet the ground is 
there to walk on, to become informed 
about and then to decide where we 
might go, if anywhere, and why.  Ad-
mittedly our steps into a future can 
be humdrum, but why do we accept 
circumstances so casually in which we 
are told our routes are a given or al-
ready determined?  That’s like eating 
shitty food over and over again and 
deciding there’s nothing else to eat.

 
Where I went thirty years ago was 

halfway up the Moab rim.  I was 
dehydrated, captured by the view.  I 
wondered where I had lost my pock-
etknife and how long it took someone, 
on average, to die of thirst.  Probably 
my father was in town, I thought, 
sharing a cup of coffee with a priest.   
Yet I survived, obviously.  I even tried 
to hike the rim again the following 
spring.  I took the same way for no 
reason other than it was the way I 

remembered.  Then I found my pocketknife.  The knife was precisely 
on the same rock where I had stopped in September— untouched and 
unscathed.  Still, I wiped off the blade.  Then I went on again.            

R  E  D     R  O  C  K     C  O  U  N  T  R  Y
Damon Falke
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“......according to an engineer-
ing website tracking China’s coal 
conversion projects, across the 
nation, at least 16 coal-to-liquids 
plants, with a cumulative produc-
tion capacity of over 22 million 
tons, have been built, are under 
construction or are in advanced 
planning stages.”

“According to industry estimates, 
it takes about 10 tons of fresh water 
to produce 1 ton of coal-derived 
fuel, while most of Chinese coal-to-
liquids projects are or will be built 
close to large coal reserves in the 
country’s dry northern and west-
ern regions.” (Scientific American, 
excerpts)

http://www.scientificamerican.com/article/chinese-plans-to-transform-coal-would-
worsen-global-warming/?WT.mc_id=SA_Facebook
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News Flash: Right Wing Fires Scientific Tradition
By Scott Thompson

“An honest read of climate science doesn’t provide answers that society 
wants to hear.” – Doug Meyer

A danger we may face with the new red-state led Congress is that over time 
we’ll become so tired of their banality and the din of their rhetoric that we’ll 
tune them out, progressively ignoring their destructive initiatives on behalf of 
the most privileged people anywhere; especially regarding our climate. So let’s 
look at what the red-state kids have stirred up in their first month on the job 
leading Congress. Right out of the chute they haven’t been kidding around.

The new Senate has voted against confirming that human activity is “signifi-
cantly contributing” to climate change, even though that’s what credible climate 
scientists overwhelmingly believe and it’s also what informed people virtu-
ally everywhere know (if you ask me, I think the aliens know it, too). This vote 
means that our Senate, the most powerful legislative body on our blue Earth, 
refuses to take a leadership role on the most crucial issue of our time. I hope 
people everywhere remember this vote and don’t 
forget the indifference it reveals.

   There is of course more. Guess who the new 
Chair of the Senate Committee on Environment 
and Public Works is? None other than Senator 
James Inhofe from Oklahoma. Inhofe is remark-
able for his self-chosen mission as a layman to 
refute the scientific evidence that climate change 
is human caused. And I’ll give him this much: he 
may be sincere and he has energetically cobbled 
together a case that sounds credible to a person 
who doesn’t know the relevant science from a hole 
in the floor. In the past he’s functioned as a kind 
of colorful side show in the Senate, where he’s 
worked earnestly to inform people (thereby misin-
forming them).

Now, however, the red-state Republicans have 
stuck him in the center of their three-ring circus 
with the following bizarre dynamics: those who 
have a decent grasp of climate science know that 
his claims are absurd, while those who are deep in 
denial or don’t know much may unwittingly believe 
him. The message from the Republicans here is 
simple: don’t bother to bring any serious testimony 
about climate change to the U.S. Senate; this place 
is a circus now.

What are people outside these narrow rings of 
right wing influence supposed to make of such a 
gesture? Consider the countless frightened people 
across Asia who are dependent on the melting 
glaciers in Tibet for their river water, and in Africa 
and elsewhere who are justly fearful of losing their 
crops to ever widening droughts. Or the distraught 
farmers in California who are drilling out their own 
ground water to keep their crops going. They are bound to feel cruelly mocked 
by our illustrious Senate.

And of course there is the Keystone XL pipeline. Within days after convening, 
the House of Representatives passed a bill approving the pipeline by a vote of 
266-153. Then on January 29 the Senate passed an approval bill of its own by a 
vote of 62-36. President Obama is expected to veto the final version of the bill 
(he may or may not approve the pipeline later on).

There couldn’t be a clearer signal about where the red-led Congress is com-
ing from than its rapid-fire vote on the Keystone XL. The pipeline would bring 
crude oil from tar sands being mined in the vast boreal forests of Canada across 
the central U.S. to ports on the Gulf of Mexico, where it could be refined and 
shipped worldwide. (See the photos of the Athabasca tar sands mine in Alberta 
from the NASA Earth Observatory taken in 1984 and in 2011).

People who favor the Keystone XL think of it as bolstering our energy inde-
pendence and strengthening our energy industry and providing more jobs, at 
least during the construction phase. So to them it all seems good. What they do 
not know, or what they choose to ignore, is the story climate science is telling 
us: that humans have already discovered more than enough conventional fossil 
fuel reserves - oil, gas, and coal - to ruin the stability of our climate if they are 
burned. And that if in addition we discover and burn unconventional reserves 
of fossil fuels, i.e. tar sands and shale oil, which we are already doing to some 
extent, the devastation from climate change will be immensely greater.

How much greater? In 2009 the eminent climate scientist James Hansen 
concluded that if humanity burns all conventional fossil fuel reserves, and in 

addition all the unconventional fossil fuel reserves, a gigantic feedback loop 
of greenhouse warming, “runaway” warming, would in time destroy all life on 
Earth, eventually turning our planet into another Venus (See his book Storms 
of my Grandchildren, Chapter 10). In 2013 he revised his conclusion: that 
burning all such fuels would merely leave us with an ice-free Antarctica and 
make Earth into a desolate planet with no surviving humans (See “Climate 
Sensitivity, Sea Level and Atmospheric Carbon Dioxide,” 26 September 2013, 
on Dr. Hansen’s website: www.columbia.edu/~jeh1.)

Could Hansen be off base here and if so how?  Well, he could either be 
mistaken or perhaps just more clear about the timescale for all this, but he’s 
less likely to be wrong about the eventual end result. We can be confident that 
burning unconventional fossil fuels is a serious, serious matter.

That is why people who understand the climate science realize that complet-
ing the Keystone XL pipeline would be the functional equivalent of turning on 
the spigot for unconventional fossil fuels; that as a practical matter once that 

spigot’s turned on others will be too, and once 
they’re turned on they won’t be turned off un-
til they run dry. If anything approaching that 
scenario happens, the habitability of our planet 
for humans and countless other species will be 
at grave risk. With that in mind consider the ef-
ficient and chilling deliberation with which those 
Republicans voted en masse to ram the Keystone 
XL pipeline through.

What the hell is going on in those people’s 
minds?

I’ll tell you this: as frustrating as President 
Obama’s waffling on the Keystone XL has been 
over the last three years, it’s been much easier 
for me to understand where he’s coming from. 
I can imagine the endless weighing of low-brow 
political concerns versus doing the right thing, all 
the prevarications of power that weigh on a chief 
executive. Although I think he should have nixed 
that pipeline as soon as he could get his hands 
on it, I can infer that at least the guy’s got a heart 
and he thinks things through.

But it’s no simple matter to comprehend why 
those Republicans are marching in lockstep 
straight toward a holocaust.  At this crucial time 
in history we need to look into the psychology of 
their behavior.

***

So here goes.
I began by pulling out my world civilizations 

textbook and reading up on the Enlightenment. I 
wanted to know what it was about the Scientific 

Revolution that so changed the way people look at the world. A big hint came 
from the pen of Francis Bacon, who lived during the time of Galileo: “Bacon…
linked science and material progress in the public mind…Bacon also believed 
that the pursuit of new knowledge would increase the power of governments 
and monarchies…his thought in this area opened the way for the eventual 
strong linkage between governments and the scientific enterprise.” (Albert M. 
Craig et al, The Heritage of World Civilizations, 2006, pp.643).

There it was: the promise thatscience would bring prosperity and along with 
that enhance the stature of govements. That was the deal, and for a long time 
science seemed to hold up its end of the bargain. But in recent decades the find-
ings of climate science have put a crack in this relationship that is widening it 
into a chasm. Science is no longer promising the prosperity that the privileged 
countries of the world have come to expect and the “developing” countries have 
assumed they could have. It’s also making the governments of those privileged 
countries look regressive if not ridiculous for their failure to respond to the 
climate crisis.

The findings of science are now pointing humanity toward a different and 
more humble way of life that many regard as a bleak and insufferable prospect. 
I’m beginning to wonder if many Americans aren’t on the verge of walking away 
not just from the findings of the climate and environmental sciences but from 
the authority of science itself.

Certainly for many of us, I hope most, science remains the lodestar of our 
culture. While we don’t necessarily believe it can explain everything that is of 
value, such as spirituality, we do accept what it can explain, and we also accept 
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that whatever direction science takes us in, that is where humanity will ulti-
mately go.

To a degree walking away from science - regressing to a pre-scientific world 
view - isn’t a new phenomenon in America. Over a century ago our religious 
fundamentalists, chiefly evangelical Christians, embarked on their own march 
away from science, objecting to the evidence it had amassed in favor of evolu-
tion, which discredited a literal reading of the biblical creation story. And the 
fundamentalists are still around in large numbers, providing a solid foundation 
of support for, guess who, the right wing Republicans. These believers pervade 
the Bible Belt South and lots of them live in the fossil fuel states of Texas, Okla-
homa, West Virginia, Kentucky, Louisiana, and Wyoming.

My personal experience is that fundamentalist Christians, despite certain 
unfortunate biases, are generally nice people who are often helpful to others in 
need. They’re convinced that their biblical worldview gives their lives meaning 
that a life immersed in what they see as godless scientific materialism cannot. 
Obviously I believe they are mistaken in this, but I can’t argue with their sincer-
ity. Sadly, however, their denial of evolution sets them up for denial of climate 
change and its ultimate effects. And also sets them up to be manipulated by the 
right wing politicians who don’t have their best interests and the best interests 
of their families at heart.

***

If I want to do it and I figure I can get away with it, it must be okay…the ego is 
easily led to indulge in the…lust for power and its wishes to gain total control 
of the world…this hubris is reflected in the various social and political catas-
trophes of the twentieth century…the ego can consider unlimited possibilities 
of action. This does not mean all modern people are sociopathic, but the doors 
for such a development are wide open. And the worst cases might be those that 
look the most reasonable – the ‘best and brightest’ who think they can calculate 
an answer to all questions of policy and morality.” (Murray Stein, Jung’s Map 
of the Soul, 1998, pp.183-184).

I suspect that the talented, intensely ego-centered people Jung described 
are drawn to the centers of power in Washington, D.C, and New York City like 
nowhere else: to Congress, to high positions within the Executive branch, to 
influential lobbying firms, to Wall Street, and to top executive positions within 
multinational corporations. These are all places that are aglow with power. 
These are people, nominally of both parties, who are driven to acquire and then 
to protect and preserve a base of power within these elite institutions. Once 
acquired, they see this base of authority and influence as an enormous personal 
achievement and identify their egos with it; they don’t possess the modesty to 
view it as a blessing that they may need to relinquish at any time.

The dictates of their egos easily overrule any scientific findings that prove in-
convenient. They don’t much care what will happen 50 years from now or even 
ten years from now if it’s not about them. Although they do love their own fami-
lies and try to accumulate enough wealth to protect their children and grand-
children come what may, they don’t focus much on what will actually happen to 
their fellow citizens in the future, much less to vulnerable people world-wide. 
Nor have they internalized a moral obligation to surrender their own interests 
in order to take care of such people.

While there’s no way to know how many of the people in top positions are in 
this ego state, my guess is plenty of them. And here is the thing: if enough of 
them simultaneously think that their authority is under threat, as seems to be 
the case with climate change, then they’re fully capable of making catastrophi-
cally unwise decisions in order to preserve their own interests, decisions that 
do untold harm to billions of people and countless creatures and ecosystems 
worldwide.

Now for the Congressional Republicans specifically. I suspect that a critical 
mass of them now in control of Congress, despite the religious rhetoric many 
spout to their constituents, are devoted only to their own turbo-charged selves. 
And that they have enough clout to whip the others in their party into line. 
Although some of them may be sincere in their climate change denial, those 
with the gargantuan egos are too smart and educated not to know how danger-
ous climate change is. This means that their propaganda strategies, designed 
to engender doubts within their own constituents as to whether climate change 
is human caused, are largely disingenuous. And I would not be amazed if a 
number of those self-possessed Republicans who hail from fossil fuel states 
have no intention of ever cooperating with any federal effort to phase out fossil 
fuel emissions, because they figure that enough of their constituents are ready 
to walk away from the scientific tradition right along with them.

I hope I’m mistaken in what I’ve just said regarding these people; I’d like to 
think better of them than this. But if I’m correct we need leaders who know how 
to be selfless and idealistic in an urgent situation: precisely the qualities these 
people do not possess.

Other sources: Puneet Kollipara, 1/21/15, “”Wrap-up: U.S. Senate Agrees 
Climate Change is Real – But Not Necessarily That Humans Are Causing 
it,” news.sciencemag.org; Emily Atkin, 1/22/15, “New Senate Environment 
Chair Gets His Gavel, Goes on Rant Arguing Climate Science is a Hoax,” 
thinkprogress.org; Coral Davenport, 1/29/15, “Senate Approves Keystone XL 
Pipeline Bill, Testing Obama,” www.nytimes.com.

To write about what motivates a group is an uncertain endeavor. I admit that 
what I say here about certain powerful people is speculation. However, the typi-
cal explanations we hear for maladaptive responses to climate change, namely 
psychological denial, cognitive dissonance, and simple greed, have become 
inadequate.

In the late 1920s and 1930s the psychiatrist Carl Jung (1875-1961) spent 
much time exploring and then describing the emergence of a new and troubling 
ego state that he was finding in modern people. Jungian analyst Murray Stein 
gives us a summary of Jung’s thinking: “Thus the ego is radically inflated in the 
modern person and assumes a secret God-Almighty position…The ego becomes 
the sole arbiter of right and wrong, true and false, beautiful and ugly. There 
is no authority outside the ego that exceeds it. Meaning must be created by 
the ego; it cannot be discovered elsewhere. God is not ‘out there’ anymore, it’s 
me!…

“Jung believed this…to be an extremely dangerous state of affairs for the 
obvious reason that an inflated ego is unable to adapt very well to the environ-
ment and so is liable to make catastrophic errors in judgment…Anything goes! 

There 
couldn’t 
be a clearer 
signal about 
where the 
red-led 
Congress is 
coming 
from than 
its rapid-
fire vote on 
the Keystone 
XL. 

The message from the Republicans here 
is simple: don’t bother to bring any 
serious testimony about climate change 
to the U.S. Senate; 
this place is a circus now.



THE ZEPHYR/ APRIL-MAY  2015

28

KEN SLEIGHT REMEMBERS the 60s...
“”UNSCREWING THE LOCKS””THE SIXTIES
- Ken Sleight

Once again I reminisce and search my memory of past years and lay down a few meandering 
thoughts. The eventful Sixties surely stand out in my mind. Ralph Waldo Emerson’s book Nature 
became the bible of his own era’s Cultural Revolution movement. At that time, Americans were 
more interested in the gold in California and the building of railroads and factories. Emerson 
didn’t much like what he saw. So he invited his generation to leave their past behind and to enjoy 
an original relation to the universe. “Build your own world,” he wrote. In the Leaves of Grass, 
Whitman urged his readers to become “undisguised and naked:”

“Unscrew the locks from the doors! Unscrew the doors themselves from their jambs!”

And we in the Sixties took their advice. Weird bands and singing groups came from out of no-
where: The Grateful Dead, Jefferson Airplane, the Fugs, the Beatles, the Rolling Stones, and others 
grated on our senses. Chubby Checker’s “Twist” started a dance craze that allowed the kids to let 
go of their tensions and fears. Psychedelic music filled the air---with long instrumental solos and 
weird electronic effects. And Rock music, with its brilliant and swirling colors and hallucinogenic 
imagery, defined the new hippie aesthetic.

Democrat John F. Kennedy beat Republican Richard Nixon. Being a dedicated Republican, I 
voted for Nixon. Kennedy’s “New Frontier” team included a great choice and friend of the environ-
ment Stewart Udall as his new Secretary of Interior. He named his own brother, Robert Kennedy, 
as the attorney general. I was conducting trips most of the summers. The river and canyon wilder-
ness gave me the isolation and solitude I longed for. On returning to civilization and seeing all hell 
breaking loose I wanted to run back to the canyons.

American aerial surveillance revealed that the Soviet Union had secretly deployed 100 nuclear 
warheads in Cuba raising the specter of a nuclear war. Kennedy threw a naval blockade around 
Cuba. After a week of tense confrontation, the Soviets capitulated and ordered their dismantling. 
Kennedy lifted the blockade. Those were perilous days. As a news junkie, I became quite fearful for 
the future, especially of nuclear weapons. France had just exploded her first atomic bomb over the 
Sahara and joined the exclusive “atomic club” of nations. So began a series of atmospheric nuclear 
tests that would continue for many years. Our President persuaded the Soviets to sign a limited test 
ban treaty and the U.S. ended nuclear testing in the atmosphere. We were heartened.

I read a lot during those days while boating down the rivers. Henry David Thoreau was a great 
read. His essay Civil Disobedience describes how he went to jail rather than pay taxes to support 
the Mexican War and the slave system. His essay also influenced Mahatma Gandhi, Leo Tolstoy, 
Martin Luther King, Jr. and other civil right leaders with its defense of non-violent civil disobedi-
ence against an unjust state despite persecution and imprisonment. Mahatma Gandhi convinced 
me of the occasional need for non-violent civil disobedience to rectify wrongs when needed. How 
else to counteract the appetites of greed and power when all else fails?

And Ed Abbey continued the course. His Desert Solitaire, published in 1968 is a classic. After 
writing him a fan letter telling him how much I enjoyed his book, he wrote back inviting me to 
ruminate over a beer---and we did at Lee’s Ferry, an ideal locale for the beginning of yet another 
classic---his beginning thoughts of The Monkey Wrench Gang.

In 1963, the gates at Glen Canyon dam closed. The water quickly rose behind the dam and began 

The Sixties brought us the hippies, and we wondered who the hell they were and what they 
wanted. The girls dressed as peasants and wore psychedelic stuff. The boys wore long hair and 
scroungy beards. They seemed a bit dirty, drugged, and disrespectful of us elders. The psychedelic 
Sixties brought us the Summer of Love flower power and love-ins, acid tests and rock-n-roll. Many 
dropped out of college, started up rock bands, lived in communes, and traveled to the far reaches of 
the planet.

It was mystifying, hilarious at times, and inexplicable. The new generation proclaimed “you can’t 
trust anyone over thirty!” At the beginning of Sixties, I was 31 years of age so I suppose that mantra 
included me too. Though a bit old for the movement, I was surely influenced by it as I equated with 
Thoreau, America’s famous “drop out.”

There was old Allen Ginsberg attending political and social events wearing white robes and 
playing Indian drums. There was Gary Snyder influencing the Beat aesthetic with his devotion to 
Zen Buddhism and preaching a simple Spartan lifestyle. There was Jack Kerouac and William Bur-
roughs. Blasted out of their heads, the novel Naked Lunch soon followed.

Boutiques opened up and sold cheap and colorful clothing. Girls wore tantalizing mini-skirts, 
leather boots and fake eyelashes. Boys wore ugly shirts, velvet trousers, and high collared jackets 
and grew their hair long. They had redeeming qualities though---every festering injustice and every 
perceived inequality lay ripe for examination and protest.

So in this atmosphere I continued my employment---taking people down the Green and Colo-
rado Rivers. To supplement my river-running business, I took what extra jobs I could. When not 
on the river, I cut pinion-pine fireplace logs for delivery to the wood-buying public. I taught school 
in Salt Lake City during the winter months. While teaching, I made the acquaintance of some East 
High School kids: Art Fenstermaker, Ron Smith, and Art Gallenson who would soon make their 
mark as river guides. I spent most of my time keeping the river company afloat. In the early days, 
I catered mostly to youth and church groups. To promote my trips I put on slide shows, gave lec-
tures, and showed my 16mm Glen Canyon film to various groups, mostly explorer scouts.

I’d transport my guests in an open truck from Richfield to Hite and return after the river trip. 
We’d drive to Hanksville, stopping at Sylvia Ekker’s café for lunch, and then drive down the rough 
North Wash to the Colorado River and then to Hite, the historic site of the old Chaffin Ferry. The 
next morning we’d set off for a six-day trip.

On the trip we’d visit the famed Mormon Hole-in-the-Rock, Lake Canyon with its well-preserved 
Indian ruins, Hidden Passage, Music Temple, Cathedral in the Desert, Forbidding and Bridge 
Canyon, and top it off by climbing to the top of Rainbow Bridge. We’d leave the river at Kane Creek. 
Then transport out to Kanab and then back to Richfield.

But we couldn’t run the river all the time. Other things ruled the docket. Election time rolled 
around in November 1960. The issues centered on the missile gap, the Soviets forging ahead mili-
tarily, civil rights, and the state of the economy.

its horrendous act of destruction. Anguish upon anguish! This was the most terrifying and destruc-
tive event in all of Utah’s environmental history. To destroy such beautiful canyons was unconscio-
nable.

Each day the reservoir rose higher. Beautiful 
side canyons and grottos, thousands of ancient 
Indian ruins and writings, Music Temple, Hidden 
Passage, Cathedral-in-the-Desert, and Gregory 
Natural Bridge all became buried. It was a horrid 
nightmare---the way they took Glen Canyon from 
us. As the reservoir waters rose I pledged myself 
never to stop fighting to take down the dam and 
to allow the river to flow free again. When not 
exploring, I spent time advocating for civil right 
causes and opposing the war in Vietnam.

In 1963, Martin Luther King, Jr. delivered his 
famous, “I have a dream” speech at the foot of the 
Lincoln Memorial in Washington, D.C. More than 
200,000 Americans marched to demonstrate 
civil rights support. I wish that I could have been 
there too. His work helped persuade Congress to 
enact the Civil Rights Act of 1964, which prohib-
ited discrimination in employment and the Civil 
Rights Act of 1968, which prohibited discrimina-
tion in housing and real estate.

Folk singers Joan Baez, Judy Collins, Woody 
Guthrie and Pete Seeger had an enormous 
influence on modern folk music and many of 

us.. Their “protest songs” are among my favorites: “Where Have All the Flowers Gone?” “We Shall 
Overcome,” and “Blowin’ in The Wind.” Bob Dylan’s songs became symbolic of the civil rights 
movement and hippie culture. Native Americans had civil rights problems too. The National 
Congress of American Indians met in Chicago and declared the nation’s “termination policy” the 
greatest threat to Indian survival since the 1800s military actions. Utah’s Senator Arthur Watkins 
had been a leader of that 1953 legislation. In New Mexico, the Indian people finally gained the right 
to vote in state elections. These rights had yet to be given to Utah’s Indians.

Many of us got caught up in supporting civil right causes because it was the right thing to do. The 
spirit of the movement took the cause of racial justice and equality to heart, and often to the streets. 

Emerson didn’t much like what he saw. 
So he invited his generation to leave their past behind 
and to enjoy an original relation to the universe. 
“Build your own world,” he wrote. 
In the Leaves of Grass, Whitman urged his readers 
to become “undisguised and naked:”
“Unscrew the locks from the doors! 
Unscrew the doors themselves from their jambs!”

ED ABBEY & KEN SLEIGHT with their friend MILO McCOWAN
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“Keep-on-walkin’” and “keep-on-talkin’” became the mantras of the day. Civil rights demonstra-
tions increased despite many arrests, and Martin Luther King, Jr. led marches in Selma, Alabama 
and Chicago. He well deserved his 1964 Nobel Peace Prize for his work for racial equality. Under his 
leadership civil disobedience and non-violent tactics, like the Washington March in 1963, brought 
about the Civil Rights Acts of the Sixties.

The women’s liberation movement began in earnest. Mama surely was “leaving home” now. 
Congress had already voted to guarantee women equal pay for equal work. And feminist Betty 
Friedan published The Feminine Mystique, which argued that women suffered from discrimination 
and the illusion of self-fulfillment through their husbands. This led to the formation of the National 

Organization for Women (NOW), led by Betty herself.
Fateful news spread across America marking the horrific assassination of our President John 

F. Kennedy on November 22, 1963 in a motorcade through Dallas, Texas. As the years proceeded, 
the military step-up in Vietnam grew as Red China supplied arms to the Vietcong. In a short time 
large areas had fallen under Viet Cong control. After North Vietnam allegedly attacked U.S. naval 
destroyers in the Gulf of Tonkin, Congress passed a Gulf of Tonkin Resolution that authorized 
President Johnson to “take all necessary measures” to repel other such attacks. The Marines landed 
and a full-scale offensive began in June 1965.

In the election of 1964, President Johnson was elected president of the United States in a land-
slide victory in his own right. Goldwater won only six states. Though I found myself increasingly 
supporting a more progressive agenda, I retained my past political roots and voted the Republican 
line. Johnson pushed through extensive liberal legislation to build the “Great Society,” including 
the Medicare program and the Voting Rights Act. He pushed his “War on Poverty.” And in 1964, 
Congress finally passed the Wilderness Act. The long years of labor paid off. President Johnson 
signed the legislation on Sept 3. The definition of a wilderness was defined as: “A wilderness is 
hereby recognized as an area where the earth and its community of life are untrammeled by man, 
where man himself is a visitor who does not remain.”

Martin Luther King, Jr. was assassinated in April 1968 in Memphis motel room. Race riots in 
scores of cities followed. In the 1968 elections, Nixon beat Vice-president Hubert Humphrey by the 
narrowest margin after pledging withdrawal from Vietnam if elected. Senator Robert F. Kennedy 
who served as the U.S. attorney general under his brother’s presidency also ran for president. He 
became a popular leader of the liberal wing of the Democratic Party. I had a great admiration and 
respect for him. He was assassinated in June 1968, on the evening of his victory in the California 
primary.

At the time, I was taking a boating trip in the Grand Canyon, and after a hard day’s work. My 

guests were tucked away for the night and all was quiet, I had a desire to check the news. And 
through the radio earplug, I heard the horrid news that Kennedy had just been killed. I could not 
sleep that night.

At decade’s end, did America evolve as a better nation? Were the Sixties the best of times or 
the worst of times? The questions still rage. For better or worse, this dynamic, controversial, and 
exciting time has indeed become a part of our history. It was one crammed with expressions of 
peace and war and love and despair. The Sixties clearly succeeded in changing the face of American 
society. A Cultural Revolution had indeed taken place.

ROBERT F KENNEDY. June 1968

NEXT TIME...REMEMBERING GLEN CANYON
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MY PERSONAL HISTORY
Life & Times in Southeast Utah...part 6

Verona Stocks

MY LIFE AS A SHEEPHERDER (continued)
For five years I lived and thought one way; now almost over night all that was 

changed. My husband had died, my baby was one year old, my daughter was 
four, and my partner in the sheep business was  56 and very sick; Mary Dun-
can, Dad’s sister.

    My uncles took care of the shearing and the lambing. Dad was sick and 
Aunt Mame was operated on for breast cancer. I helped Dad and the kids 
daytimes and while Aunt Mame was in the hospital, I sat up with her nights. As 
soon as I was not needed at the ranch, I took my two children back to the sheep 
camp. Uncle Otho was having a bad time with muscular rheumatism. He could 
not herd the sheep but he could tend the kids. As soon as school was out, Dad 
brought Felicia to the sheep camp to take care of Vee and Bob for me. It was 
painful for Otho to move so he went home.

I had another problem too. There was $300 in the bank account, enough to 
pay the men for shearing the sheep, but the only lawyer in town said I could not 
touch the money because I had two young children. The lawyer paid himself 
my $300 and got that much 
from the welfare for me to pay 
what expenses I could. April 
30, 1930 the depression really 
hit us. The company we had 
consigned our wool to did not 
want it because they could 
barely meet the freight charge.

    My two youngest sisters, 
Felicia and Josephine, stayed 
with me all summer. Jose-
phine did not like to live in 
a tent and she did use more 
water to keep cool and clean. 
Water was a problem for me 
as I only had two five gallon 
water kegs and two water bags 
to take care of the camp water 
supply. I put the kegs on the 
pack horse and hung the water 
bags on my saddle horn.

    One morning I brought 
the water to the sheep camp 
and when I came in that eve-
ning there was no water left. 
Josephine gave both kids a 
bath and took one herself and 
kept the tent floor damp all 
afternoon. I was upset because 
it was at least two miles to a 
good spring. It had been so 
hot all day and I was tired and 
hungry. It was almost sun-
down and I had to hurry to get that water.

    I could not lift a keg of water. I had to carry the water from the spring in a 
bucket, then pour it into the keg. By the time the kegs were full it was dark. It 
did take time but the pack horse was patient. We used the water carefully after 
that and I did take the kids to the creek almost every day so they could play in 
the water.

    
We moved the camp to the north side of Looking Glass. A spring was about 

1/2 mile from camp but I still had to take the sheep to Goodman Canyon 
because the spring was too small to water about 900 head of sheep. I left at 
daybreak one morning and let the sheep graze toward Goodman. I usually let 
them spend two or three hours around the water. This day I did not. I hurried 
them back toward camp. When I got out of the canyon, I looked to the south. 
All along the ridge there was nothing to see but cattle. No cowboys in sight. The 
cattle was grazing, but me and those sheep were sure in a hurry to get out of 
their way. We had not gone far when the sheep began going around something 
up ahead. When I got closer I saw it was my 19 month old son coming to look 
for me. A cowboy arrived and slowed the cows down so we got safely to camp. I 
was sure wishing I had taken time to catch up a horse that morning. There was 
over a thousand head of cattle in that herd. Indian Creek Cattle Co. was driving 
to Thompson to ship.

    While we were camped at Looking Glass, Bobby came up behind a horse 
that was blind in one eye. He had to be close when the horse kicked him. He 
went into a chappral bush, doubled up, bottom first. His overalls protected him 
from the thorny leaves. I had a time getting him out. We both got scratched up 
some, otherwise he was unhurt. School started a week later, and all the kids 
were taken to Moab. Vee and Bobby had to go too. Mary took care of them.

    
I spent a month alone. If you are alone when you have a herd of sheep, a 

horse and the coyotes are willing to sing all night. I thought what would a man 
do while the sheep were grazing? Of course, build up a pile of rocks, whittle on 
a stick, have a smoke? Only I was not a man. I explored some canyons, climbed 
slick rocks, watched birds, walked more than I rode.

    Dad came to move the camp to my place on Pack Creek, west of the 4M 

ranch which belonged to Boyde Hammond then. Jack Pogue and my brother 
Felix cut out the lambs to be sold. They were put in Boyde’s herd and Jack 
drove them to Thompson. Our lambs were light. We would have been unable 
to sell had we not been with Boyde Hammond. When Jack came back I had 
enough money to pay a little on my bills and the interest on the money Bob had 
borrowed from John Jackson to buy more sheep.

    
Jack was working for Boyde on the 4M ranch. Mary was with him and they 

were taking care of the kids. After I had the sheep on the bed ground I could 
ride to the ranch to see them. The sheep camp was moved toward Blue Hill. 
The snow came early; it was deep on the north hillsides. The sheep just had to 
explore them because they knew I had no overshoes, I guess. I tried wrapping 
sacks around my oxfords; maybe it helped, but my feet were cold all the time. 
Mary sent for felt boots that fit inside rubber shoes. Before I got them it snowed 
again. Those sheep just had to see what was going on in Mud Spring Hole. Of 
course, if I had been watching instead of trying to warm my feet by a nice fire, I 
could have stopped them.

    Camp was in a little cove east of Blue Hill. I started the sheep up the trail 
on the south side of Mud 
Springs. It was a steep hill 
for about 200 feet. When 
I got to the top, I found a 
young ewe caught in a trap. 
I got hold of her to take her 
foot out of the trap. That 
was the fastest ride I ever 
took to the bottom of a very 
bumpy brushy trail. Mat-
ter of fact, she went down 
the trail, I took a short cut. 
The trap chain was wrapped 
around my leg. I sailed over 
brush and rocks. It was 
lucky for me the snow cush-
ioned them some. I felt them 
all right. My overalls were 
not new, but by the time I 
reached the bottom of that 
hill there was not much seat 
left in them.

My felt boots came. The 
days were warmer, but the 
nights were cold. Every 
morning some of the sheep 
would need help. Their wool 
was frozen down. I was busy 
herding sheep, cutting wool, 
cooking at night and I was 
able to read a little when I 
was not too tired. Some of 
the sheep belonged to Aunt 

Mame so some of my uncles decided they should herd the sheep for awhile.
I spent Christmas with Mary and Jack and got acquainted with my two chil-

dren. That is when Mary discovered I had blood poison in my hand. She cured 
that. I wondered sometimes if the cure was going to do as much damage as the 
blood poison. She put epsom salt in hot water and made me hold my hand in it 
several times a day. My hand was not blistered as I was sure it would be. When 
Mary was sure I was alright she went back to the Pack Creek Ranch where Jack 
worked, and I stayed in the house they were renting across from the Murphy 
ranch. My arm bothered me for quite awhile but when it was better I moved to 
Dad’s place.

    
That winter of 1930 and 1931 was bad for us all. Aunt Mame’s operation was 

not a success. The cancer was spreading all over her left side in open sores. 
Dad was sick a lot that winter and yes, I was really needed there on the Murphy 
ranch. I took care of Dad, his young children, and Aunt Mame. She was living 
with grandma across the street from Dad’s place. Uncle Felix did the cooking 
and the cleaning at Grandma’s.

Uncle Felix decided to make a trailer house for me so the kids and I would 
not have to live in a tent at the sheep camp. He had an old car chassis and I 
bought the canvas, screen, linoleum, plywood, and other material he needed 
and did not have. I had a screen across the back and a screen door. The thing I 
disliked most about the old days was the flies. After living in a 8 x 10 tent most 
of the last 4 1/2 years that sheep camp wagon was a mansion.

    
1931--The people in southeast Utah were really feeling the depression. The 

stockmen were having troubles. We had a hard time finding a buyer for our 
wool. Uncle Felix, Jack Pogue and Tom did the shearing. Tom had taken over 
Aunt Mame’s sheep but I did pay the others a little as neither Uncle Felix or 
Jack Pogue would not take a full payment. I paid Annie for the cooking, bought 
the food, and paid her husband, Tom Hudson for herding the sheep while the 

PHOTO ABOVE: L-R Front: Robert “Bob” Muir, Verona “Vee” Muir, John Martin, Cora 
Mae Martin...Back: Pete Stocks, Verona Stocks, Earl Martin, Neva Martin, Josephine Martin, 
Jack Pogue
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shearing was in progress. Tom Murphy did not offer to help out with any of 
that. Buck (Carl) Murphy, Grandma’s adopted son helped around the shearing 
pens and with the sheared sheep.

Jack, Otho, and Buck stayed with the sheep until most of the lambing was 
done, then, because Otho’s rheumatism was giving him such a bad time, they 
had to take him home. Jack had to go back to his job; Buck was just a kid. I 
had paid him a little but thought he could earn more elsewhere. I went back to 
the sheep camp leaving Otho and Uncle Felix to take care of Aunt Mame and 
Grandma. My kids stayed with Dad until school was out, then they came to the 
sheep camp in the new camp trailer. Felicia and Jo (Josephine) came to take 
care of them.

I never got along with Tom Murphy and I did not want him as a partner. He 
did pay Aunt Mame’s doctor bills, paid the doctor, and he got her things she 
needed but he never could see why a woman should have any money when he 
sold her steers. She wanted him to kill a beef. He wouldn’t, but when Dad killed 
a beef which belonged to him and Mother, Tom was right there for some of the 
meat.

Dad and Tom owned about 75 head of cows so Dad traded his interest in 
the 7M cows for Aunt Mame’s sheep. Aunt Mame went along with the trade 
because she knew she did not have long to live and she knew Tom would be an 
extra burden for me. Dad needed my help.

Dad wanted to move his family away from Moab and off the Murphy ranch, 
so he traded some of his cows for a down payment on the Herb Day place in La 
Sal. Then the move started and it did not take long. The kids were very enthusi-
astic.

Dad had a good wagon and a team of mules and 20 head of cattle that had 
been Mother’s from her milk cows. Dad and Nick moved the household goods 
and farm equipment. Felix drove the cows. It took him two days and he camped 
out one night. When he got back, of course, he had to help Dad and Nick some. 
From the time Dad left the Murphy ranch, Felix was the sheep camp mover and 
often the sheep herder.

I owned a car, wagon, and the camp wagon, which we lived in now. The camp 
wagon had a trailer hitch so we could pull it behind the wagon. I had a good 
gentle team but when we were moving, no saddle horse. I did not mind walk-
ing.

When the move to the ranch was finished, Felix took my car and Dad’s two 
youngest children, Josephine and Ray, to the ranch. Jo was 11 years old and she 
did the cooking and kept the house clean, and did the washing on a wash board. 
Washing machines were for the future. Felicia stayed with me and took care of 
my kids. Felix and Nick got the corn and potatoes planted and Dad put in a big 
garden.

 Aunt (Mame) Mary Murphy Duncan died June 28, 1931, age 56. We all felt 

bad about that. She was such a spe-
cial person. That was the only time Dad went to Moab that summer.

When Felix was in the sheep camp he killed cottontail rabbits for supper 
every night. He seldom missed a shot. We kept moving closer to the ranch at 
La Sal, finally coming close enough so Felix and Nick could herd the sheep day 
times while I helped Jo at the house, and I did need to do some sewing and 
patching for the family.

We all worked hard for so long and no one at La Sal was doing anything for 
July 4th. We decided to invite a few people to our place for dancing and music. 
Uncle Felix would not be there, but Jack Stocks was very good on the violin. I 

continued on next page...

Uncle Felix
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had heard him play with Uncle Felix. Dad and the kids invited the people they 
knew so I got acquainted with our neighbors.

Jack got tired of playing and asked me to play awhile. I had played with him 
and Uncle Felix before. Jack’s brother Pete Stocks, whom I did not know played 
the guitar. He was talking and did not notice Jack leave. Their brother Bill was 
there and he played the guitar. Pete was startled when I started to play and 
handed the guitar to Bill. I heard him say, “I can’t play with her.” I felt some 
surprise as I had played with many people. Played the guitar or violin with 
Uncle Felix since I was 13 at many such dances.

Most of the dances we went to from then on, when I played the violin, Bill 
played the guitar. I taught my brothers and sisters how to play the violin and 
the mandolin. They could play by ear better than I could. Felix and I played 
together when we were at the same dance, but usually one of us had to be with 
the sheep.

    
That fall we moved the sheep back to Spanish Valley. Felicia, Nick, Jo and 

Ray went to school at La Sal. Dad would not let Felix go to school in Moab. The 
La Sal school only went to the 8th grade.

There was a lot of work to do on the ranch, cutting and hauling corn, putting 
fences around the hay stacks, and hauling winter wood. Dad was never well or 
very strong after Mother died, so Felix had to do a man’s work. He was 15 and 
did not mind that kind of work, but chores such as chopping wood, milking 
cows, and feeding the stock was all left up to Nick.

Earl and Neva left Moab and moved in with Dad. They had two children. 
Earl’s sister came to visit him and stayed. She had 4 kids. I was alone at the 
sheep camp so Dad had Vee and Bob. Seventeen people living in a five room 
house. Eight children under six years old. That summer we had used all the 
money Bob and I had saved in Vee’s and Bobby’s piggy banks. About $25.  We 
were feeding too many people, so Dad talked to Leland Redd and got some 
child support for me. $10 for Vee and $5 for Bob. That was for one month. I 
bought school clothes with it. But $15 a month - at least it helped.

Boyde Hammond took our lambs to Thompson again and Dad was gone from 
the ranch for a week, leaving the kids with Neva. We did not get much for our 
lambs but paid John Jackson interest on the loan and some on the store bill.

NEXT TIME...Verona meets Pete Stocks

Verona Stocks’
MY PERSONAL
HISTORY...continued

Thomas “Tom” Murphy, Otho Murphy, Verona Murphy (music with her uncles)
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V L A C H O S’   V I E W S
America through the lens of PAUL VLACHOS

Copyright © Paul Vlachos 2015
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by Paul Vlachos, visit our home page.

South Lake Tahoe, CA - 1998
There’s not a lot of neon in this photo, but there’s enough artificial in-

candescence to make up for it. At Doc’s, every day is a holiday. I’m not sure 
if it’s still there. I do remember making the run through this high altitude, 
mountain resort town that night. I pulled in with my friend, Peggy, after 
a long day of driving, and this was when I was truly obsessed with motel 
signs. I guess I still am but, on this trip, the first thing we did upon pulling 
into any town at night was to cruise up and down the whole strip and shoot 
signs. And, since this was in the day of slow films, we had to drive, stop, 
set up our separate tripods, shoot, and then keep going. Doc’s was just 
one of about 7 places I shot that night. This photo has always looked and 
felt to me like some joint out of a late ‘40s film noir. And, being in Tahoe, 
it might as well have been one. I can see Robert Ryan pulling up in an old 
coupe and desperately trying to find a room for the night so that he can 
just straighten out his mind and then tend to the guy who got shot, the guy 
who’s bleeding all over the back seat of his Plymouth. Yeah, Doc’s has seen 
a lot of action.

Susanville, CA - 2007
If I’m in Susanville, it usually means I’m going to take that long, dirt back road up 

to the Black Rock Desert, the fast gravel road that dead-ends into the pavement near 
the Sheldon Wildlife Refuge. That’s usually why I’d be in Susanville. There’s an old 
theater in that town with some amazing old neon.This bar is across the street, as I re-
call. It says “Pioneer” and you can just barely see the martini glass that says “Drinks” 
on it. A friend of mine and I once agreed that a broken motel sign was an absolute 
reason to not stay there, to keep pushing on until you found a new motel. For a bar, 
though, I see no reason why that prohibition should apply.

Flagstaff, AZ - 2000
There is so much to like here. So why is it not one of my favorites? Don’t get me 

wrong, I like the sign, I just don’t look at  it much. Maybe it’s the covered wagon? 
I don’t know. By far, the most compelling thing for me is “European Hostess.” 
What is going on here? Why is that supposed to resonate anywhere, but especial-
ly in Flagstaff? I guess it’s aimed at foreign tourists who are headed to the Grand 
Canyon. Yeah, I guess that’s it. This sign is strange - it seems like a lot of parts 
that should not fit together, but they somehow do.

Winnemucca, NV - 2002
This is one of my favorite motels 

and, the last I saw, it was up for sale, 
which saddened me greatly. Once I 
discovered the Shady Court, there 
was no other place in Winnemucca 
I ever wanted to stay. The time-cap-
sule rooms from the late ‘50s, the 
space-age theme on the main sign, 
and old man who used to say, without 
fail, “Have a safe trip.” every time I 

checked out. This is NOT the main sign, but a large sign at chest height at the 
end of the parking lot. The highway was on the rear of this sign, and this was 
meant for people on the main drag in Winnemucca. You see, the Scott Shady 
Court sits about 4 blocks OFF the main drag, so the management needed to 
find a way to get people to venture down to it. Once you check in the first time, 
of course, you are hooked. I need to get back up to Winnemucca, one of the 
crossroads of the hot spring universe. Shhhh! Dont’ tell anybody. It’s a secret.
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BEFORE & AFTER

Moab, Utah: 1992 & 2014
photo above by Stiles...below courtesy Google Earth
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ing the uranium boom, my understanding is that the entire block around my house was 
trailers.  Our shed out back was built as a shower house for the trailer park.  My office 
used to be a chicken coop that was expanded into a small house.  There were trailers in 
the front yard.  The last of these trailers is still out back.  

When the City defined zones, the C-3 became the central business district.  Our home, 
and quite a few others, were in this zone at the time.  Per City Code the C-3 is “a district 
in which the primary use of the land is for business purposes.  The area covered by this 
zone is now and it is intended that it shall continue to be the dominant shopping and 
financial center of the city and surrounding territory...”  A list of permitted uses follows 
this definition, and includes the following: “Dwellings and apartment houses are permit-
ted on the ground floor only when constructed in conjunction with, and as an accessory 
to, a commercial use.”  By definition and permitted uses, nightly rentals are fine, but in 
the center of town it is illegal to live on the ground floor.

This made sense once upon a time.  At the time the City decided it would not levy 
property taxes, but rather would rely solely on sales taxes for revenue to run the city, it 
made sense to designate an area to focus this kind of development over all others.  This 
revenue was needed to cover water distribution, sewer conveyance, streets, a police 
force, and other necessary governance.  It was meant to encourage a shop front below 
with a residence above, or buildings that were solely commercial in use.

In 2007, when my husband and I began to remodel our home, a home that has been 
in his family since 1908, we found that we could not get a building permit.  We could 
continue to live in the house with no insulation, cracked windows, a roof that needed 
replacing, and floors with holes.  The City wouldn’t kick us out of our house as long as 
we continued to use it as a permanent residence as the use was “grandfathered”.  But 
non-conforming uses (the policy term for “grandfathered uses”) are merely tolerated, 
not permitted.  So when a land owner wants to improve, add on, or renovate their home 
(which includes re-roofing it) in the C-3 zone in Moab City, they cannot get a permit to 
do so.  When I realized our situation I spent a day walking the C-3 and counting ground 

citizens, and change definitions to meet the new challenges that a growing and chang-
ing place faces.  I realize zones can’t change frequently, otherwise land owners have no 
security.  However, keeping a zone defined with the same language as when it was writ-
ten over 50 years ago, long before the advent of tourism as an industry base, long before 
hotels outnumbered apartments, is perhaps not in the best service to the community. 

NOW IS NOT THEN
Planning is not hanging onto what was; planning should examine where we are, 

consider what we have become, and think about what we may likely turn into.  The C-3 
prohibition on ground floor residences is merely one example of possible code modifica-
tions that might nudge the development of affordable housing units in a positive direc-
tion.   The minimum house size in the Grand County Code is another example of this, 
and there are others.  These are not quick fixes, and they require time and effort.  Time 

floor dwellings within the zone.  I counted around 100 that cold November day.  There 
are fewer now.

My education is in city planning and landscape design.  I understand zoning.  I was on 
planning commission at the time we started our renovation.  Yet somehow it never sunk 
in that a house that had been there pretty much since Moab has been a city (probably 
before it officially was a city) could not be renovated and stay our home.  I suddenly 
understood better why the old homes in the downtown were all slowly falling apart and 
vanishing.  Not only was I impacted by this, this seemed a real disservice to the City as 
a whole.  So my husband and I set about to change that, in a limited way.  We worked 
with City Planning staff on a code addition to allow homes to be declared historic by the 
City.  Then those owners of homes in the C-3 could be granted building permits to repair 
and renovate them as permanent residences.   These old homes in the C-3 are not only 
moderate homes (most small) but they are affordable homes.  And they are a visible part 
of Moab’s history that is slowly vanishing, or turning into more nightly accommodation.

This is how zoning works.  And changes and additions to City Code need to be a slow 
and deliberate process.  There are good reasons for that.  In my opinion, however, it is 
important for a city or county to periodically revisit zone definitions and rules – and 
make changes where these definitions and code restrictions may no longer serve the 
community well.  To make sure that growth has proceeded in the orderly way intended, 
that it has proceeded in a manner that does not threaten the health and safety of its 

and effort that is hard to find with high priced projects with paid designers and engi-
neers demanding fast turn-around on permit approvals coming into planning offices at 
a steady clip.

While it is politically risky to change, the City and County owe it to their citizens to 
critically look at whether we as a community are meeting the needs for health and safety 
of our residents.  In my opinion, the health and safety of our residents includes having 
enough housing that residents can afford.  After all, the tourist dollars that fund Moab 
City will dry up if service declines because good hard workers can’t afford a clean, stable 
place to live.  I don’t see the owners of many the new homes built in the past 15 years 
taking jobs as housekeepers, bussers, servers or retail staff. 

We’re coming up short for the people born and raised here.  We are coming up short 
for the people who moved here to live and work in this beautiful place because they love 
the place.  We are coming up short for the people who are here now, who found their 
way here by birth, who found their way here by river, on foot or by highway, people who 
are here for whatever reason wanting to stay and be a part of this community and who 
don’t have a pension or a 401K.  We need to decide what it is we want to be – a town and 
community who invite the world to come play in our back yard? Or a bedroom vacation 
community where everyone travels 120 miles to get what they need and there is a con-
stant stream of Fed Ex and UPS trucks bringing in items ordered online?

It is time to take some intentional action before the lack of action results in another 
unconscious decision with consequences that we don’t want to live with.

GROUND ZERO...
continued

Planning is not hanging onto what was; 
planning should examine where we are, 

consider what we have become, 
and think about what we may likely turn into. 

While it is politically risky to change, 
the City and County owe it to their citizens 

to critically look at whether we 
as a community are meeting the needs 
for health and safety of our residents. 

KARA DOHRENWEND is a regular contributor to The Zephyr. 
She lives in Moab.


