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BOOK CLIFFS HIGHWAY UPDATE
& SOME THOUGHTS ON 
“PRODUCTION v CONSUMPTION

Four months ago,  the Grand County 
Council presented a proposal to build an 
“energy transportation corridor” via Sego 
Canyon, through the Book Cliffs, to pos-
sible oil development sites in the northern 
tip of Grand County. The plan included 
the creation of a paved 
highway, for energy 
transportation and tour-
ism, that would have 
linked Vernal, Utah with 
I-70 and other recre-
ation destinations in 
southeast Utah.  It also 
proposed a corridor for 
energy pipelines.

Sego Canyon is nar-
row, isolated, and un-
developed, accessible 
only by an unimproved 
dirt road. It ends at the 
Ute Indian reservation 
boundary. A gate was 
constructed by the Utes 
in the mid-80s and the 
completion of the pro-
posed transportation 
corridor would require 
the construction of at 
least ten miles of new 
road, through some of 
the most rugged terrain 
in the American West.

I drove the Sego Canyon road twice this 
summer and it was obvious that the con-
struction of the kind of paved highway 
and pipeline right-of-way a project like 

this requires would be devastating. I can-
not overstate how much destruction would 
occur if this project went forward. It would 
require the removal of every plant and tree, 
from one edge of the canyon floor to the 
other, for 20 miles, to accommodate the 
scale of the proposal.

Last month, Grand County Council Chair 
Lynn Jackson, who helped spearhead the 
Sego Canyon plan, suggested that the fea-
sibility studies being performed for Grand 

and Uintah Counties broaden their focus. 
He wants to include another north-south 
route through the Book Cliffs—the Hay 
Canyon route. This was the same corri-

dor promoted in the early 90s, which was 
vigorously opposed by many Grand County 
citizens.

Now, Jackson has predicted that the on-
going feasibility studies will indeed con-
clude the Sego Canyon route is not viable. I 
hope he’s right, because to build that road, 
via that route, would prove to be one of the 
greatest environmental disasters since the 
construction of Glen Canyon Dam.

But if Jackson’s 
prediction holds 
true, that leaves 
Hay Canyon and 
we’re right back 
where we were 20 
years ago. It should 
be recalled that the 
Hay Canyon road 
proposal was heav-
ily scrutinized and 
that the BLM spent 
years developing 
its “Draft Envi-
ronmental Impact 
Statement: OURAY 
to INTERSTATE 70 
HIGHWAY.” The 
EIS was released 
in September 1992 
and fortunately, be-
cause I never throw 
anything away, I 
still have my copy.

The proposal then 
was to “construct 
an 83 mile-long 
roadway to Utah 

Department of Transportation (UDOT) and 
Federal highway standards...A 200 foot 
ROW (Right-of-Way) would be required 
along the entire route.” The highway would 
have mostly followed existing dirt roads 
and jeep tracks, but the terrain would have 
been dramatically altered by the expanded 

highway. The Proposed Route would have 
descended the Book Cliffs via Hay Canyon 
to its confluence with East and Middle Can-

Now, Jackson has predicted 
that the ongoing feasibility 

studies will indeed conclude 
the Sego Canyon route is not 

viable. I hope he’s right, 
because to build that road, via 
that route, would prove to be 

one of the greatest 
environmental disasters since 

the construction of 
Glen Canyon Dam.
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yons, then south to I-70.

The BLM rejected the plan; its “agency 
preferred alternative” was called “Paving 
Existing Alignments Alternative.” It called 
for paving part or all of the existing roads, 
but an expanded ROW was rejected. Any 
paving would be required to stay within 
the current rights-of-way and the idea of a 
tourist highway, built to UDOT and federal 
standards, between Vernal and Moab was 
rejected.

“Nine federally-listed candidate plant 
species would potentially be affected by 
construction along the Propose Route.”

4.2.1 Wilderness
“The Proposed Route could not be ap-

proved or constructed under the BLM’s 
Wilderness Management Guidelines be-
cause the quality of wilderness values in 
both WSAs would be reduced.”

4.2.14.1 Cultural Resources
“Adverse impacts to significant cultural 

resources may occur as result of several 
project-related activities.”

4.2.19 Irreversible/Irretrievable Com-
mitment of Resources

“Construction of the proposed high-
way would involve the commitment of a 
range of natural, physical, human and 
fiscal resources that could result in the 
irreversible or irretrievable commitment 
of these resources. Irreversible is a term 
that describes the loss of future options. 
It applies primarily to the effects of use of 
nonrenewable resources such as cultural 
or paleontological resources, or to those 
factors, such as soil productivity, that are 
renewable only over long periods of time. 
Irretrievable is a term applied to the loss 
of production, harvest, or use of natural 
resources...The disturbance of cultural and 
paleontological resources would be an ir-
reversible and irretrievable loss.

These references reflect just a portion 
of the EIS. So today, as Grand and Uintah 
Counties (hopefully) move away from the 
Sego Canyon option, they must still con-
sider that their alternative, Hay Canyon, at 
the scale they are proposing, was examined 
and studied more than two decades ago, at 
a cost of hundreds of thousands of dollars, 
and the conclusion in 1992 was that the 
proposal was untenable.The BLM considered “Environmental 

Consequences” of the proposed route in 
Section 4 of its EIS. They were many and I 
include just some of them here...

4.2.2 Geologic hazards
“Areas of the proposed route underlain 

by the Douglas Creek Member of the Green 
River Formation are considered to have a 
potential for landsliding if large volumes 
of material are excavated and filled to 
form road grades.”

4.2.5.1 Terrestrial Wildlife
“Adverse impacts to big game following 

completion of the highway would include 
increased traffic and human use resulting 
in disturbance and displacement...in-
creased hunting pressure and harvest; in-
creased poaching mortality; and increased 
mortality from vehicle-animal collisions.

“Following construction, the proposed 
highway would increase disturbance in the 
bald eagle wintering areas..there is also 
the potential for bald eagle mortality die to 
increased motor vehicle collisions.

“Mule Deer mortality from motor ve-
hicle collisions can be significant where 
highways cross important deer ranges...
The Proposed Route bisects key big game 
ranges and migration routes.”

4.2.6.3 Threatened, Endangered, or 
Other Sensitive Plant Species

keeps people alive, and has facilitated a 1% 
growth rate. Grand County is the 4th slow-
est growing county in Utah.”

I realize that the intention of the Grand 
County Council is to find new ways to 
generate revenues for its citizens. As the 
population of Grand County expands, so 
will demands for services. Tourism and the 
amenities economy will not generate the 
kinds of revenues required to satisfy its citi-
zens’ needs, especially as their demand for 
services keeps growing.  Even former Coun-
cilman Chris Baird (now running again), 
agrees that tourism can’t generate the kind 
of revenues needed to sustain its popula-
tion. In a long email conversation with 
Baird in August 2012 about tourism, he 
said, “You make it sound like the recreation 
industry in Moab is some kind of unstop-
pable juggernaut. However, it just barely 

With that kind of understanding, even 
from one of its most aggressively anti-en-
ergy politicians, Grand County must either 
submit to more energy development, just to 
pay its ever-expanding bills, or learn to live 
with less. Grand County’s budget last year 
topped $12 million. In 2013, seven of the 
top ten taxpayers were tied to energy or the 

transportation of energy. Their combined 
contribution to the tax base exceeded $2.7 
million—almost a fourth of total tax reve-
nues. If environmentalists and progressives 
in Grand County want to oppose energy 
development in their home county, they 
should consider ways to downsize their 
expectations for the community. For years, 
I’ve talked about the issue of “production 
vs consumption.” I cannot offer a better 
example than the conflicted and sometimes 
hypocritical values you see here.

I hope the Book Cliffs Highway dies—yet 
again–and stays down. But I’m predicting 
that energy development will expand, and 
Moab will continue to grow, dramatically, 
and  local progressives and environmen-
talists will continue to complain about the 
destruction. They will strenuously object, 
not realizing or willing to admit the connec-
tion between energy extraction and a com-
munity that saw the issuance of building 
permits valued at $16 million, just in the 
first quarter of 2013. 

They’re living proof that Pogo was right—
‘We have met the enemy and they is US.”

But if Jackson’s prediction 
holds true, that leaves 
Hay Canyon and we’re 

right back where we were 
20 years ago

Baird said, “You make it 
sound like the recreation 
industry in Moab is some 

kind of unstoppable 
juggernaut. However, it 
just barely keeps people 
alive, and has facilitated 

a 1% growth rate. 
Grand County is the 4th 
slowest growing county 

in Utah.”

For years, I’ve talked about 
the issue of “production vs 

consumption.” I cannot 
offer a better example 

than the conflicted and 
sometimes hypocritical 

values you see here.
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HILLARY CLINTON in the MASTER’S HOUSE

I am so sick of 2016. It’s two years away yet, but the Cable News talking heads 
and internet political forecasters just will not keep their Presidential predictions 
at bay. Regardless of the midterm elections this Fall, the crumbling Domestic 
infrastructure, the disintegrating situations in Gaza, Ukraine, Libya, Iraq, et 
al, these “News” professionals have set their eyes two years into the future and 
refuse to sway in their dedication to prognosticating the Challengers-To-Be.

On the Republican side, I’ll grant you, there is enough variety among the 
frontrunners to maintain public interest. Will it be another “Establishment” Re-
publican, after the disasters of McCain and Romney? Could it be an Easterner, 
like Christie, who will terrify the Christian base with his Moderate positions? 
Or it could be Union-busting Walker from Wisconsin, whose personality ranges 
expansively from dour to tepid. But one thought surely terrifies the RNC above 
all others: Rand Paul.

What would they do with such a candidate, who is moderate on drug policy, 
Isolationist in foreign policy, and skeptical of the Surveillance State? Where will 
a George W. Bush Neo-Conservative find himself in a Rand Paul nomination? 
The talking heads who led us into Iraq, who wanted to lead us into Syria, and 
Iran, and God knows where else—where will they find safe haven and a steady 
income if international detachment is the modus operandi of their party’s can-
didate? Jacob Heilbrunn, in a recent New York Times column, suggested they 
may just switch sides and support Hillary.

myself among the Pro-Hillary camp. To buy the T-shirt, attach the bumper 
sticker, and chortle knowingly to myself whenever Karl Rove says something 
inescapably stupid and sexist about my candidate.

But I just can’t step in line. I am too pained by the knowledge that, with Hill-
ary as nominee, our first woman President would likely be no improvement on 
her male predecessors, and would possibly be even worse.

This is going to sound like bad feminism. It sounds, I know, as if I’m hold-
ing a woman to a higher standard than her male counterparts. And, in a way, I 
am. Not because I believe that women ought to be, by nature, “gentler” and less 
hawkish than their male colleagues—that would be unforgivably sexist. What I 
do believe is that a woman, by virtue of a lifetime spent on the fringes of power, 
should have learned from her experience the terror wrought by the “Hawk” 
mentality. She should have witnessed, from the outside, the failings of those 
men who came before her—the endless displays of macho preening, the fight 
for physical dominance played out on a global scale—and she should, when 
granted her moment in the seat of power, set aside that tired mentality and try 
something new.

If she doesn’t, then, much like Obama, her historic presidency will disinte-
grate into, yawn, more of the same.

Let’s talk, now, about Obama. As a candidate, Obama seemed to be precisely 
what I’m championing—an African-American, a member of a group whose 
numbers had been shut outside the doors of power for centuries, who was 
seeking “change.” He was anti-war, anti-income inequality, anti-racism. Yes, 
he scared the crap out of a segment of the population, but he inspired so many 
more. He had been watching the powerful from the outside, as so many of us 
are, and this would be his chance to take the reins of power and CHANGE the 
system. He carried the hope of everyone who felt powerless, the hope that he 
would bring a fundamental change to the systems that had disenfranchised 
them.

And then he took office.

Six years later, where are those hopes? Where is the power that was meant 
to have trickled down to the dispossessed? Regardless of what conservatives 
might believe, there are no Kenyan Socialists roaming the halls of the White 
House. Obama’s economic policy differs not even a little from that of his prede-
cessors. And life for the average African-American is no better.

What’s worse, Obama’s become a bully. Unlike the thuggish Bush who came 
before him, Barack always seemed calm, intellectual, almost gentle. But some-
one on his team, either himself or some public relations “expert,” decided that 
gentleness was a disadvantage. So Obama bulked up. He “manned” up, to use 
that horrible phrase, by murdering wedding parties in Pakistan, families at 
home in Yemen, funeral mourners in Somalia. He became the “enforcer” Presi-
dent, who placed a desire for vengeance above the requirements of justice.

And it absolutely more demoralizing for a Black President to be responsible 
for those innocent deaths than a White President. Not because Black people are 
“better than that.” But because he has seen what it means to be unfairly tar-
geted—to be in the wrong place at the wrong time, and to end up on the wrong 
side of a bullet. We know this from his statements about Trayvon Martin. This 
President has seen the moral failings of the system—the system that values 
brown-skinned lives less than white-skinned. And he has used his substantial 
powers to continue that system, to rain down drone attacks on the homes of 
other brown-skinned men, women and children—many of whom, like Trayvon 
Martin, could have looked like his kin.

The ability to question the prevailing systems of the powerful does not come, 
simply, from being a woman, or from being Black or Hispanic, or Gay or Trans-
gender. It comes from the experience of being “outside.” It comes from having 
been told, “no,” when knocking at the doors of power and having been turned 
away from the halls of commerce for centuries.

And here is where we are failing: we focus so much attention on getting mi-
norities and women across the boundaries of power, into the houses that once 
held their masters, that we forget to instruct them on what to do when they’ve 
arrived. That entry, on its own, feels like victory. We’re in! And we fail to notice 
the terms of our entry, which are to behave and speak just the same as those 
already inside. Because it is not so much our “womanness” or our “Blackness” 
which would make us so abhorrent. It is, rather, the threat that those “othering” 
qualities may pose to the business of lining the pockets of the wealthy.

And the system has evolved to recognize this. Sure, a woman can be the CEO 

Can you imagine this? If Hillary Clinton does in fact secure the Democratic 
nomination, she could pull from the Republican Party some of its most ab-
horrent members and align them in the so-called “liberal” cause. And what a 
Liberal cause that would be—continual intervention overseas, ever-expanding 
surveillance by the NSA, CIA agents running amok in the affairs of whatever 
countries they fancy...Sound familiar? It should. I’m describing the Execu-
tive Trend, as set by Reagan (or arguably earlier—Nixon, Kennedy, McKinley, 
Jackson?) and continued nearly unabated under every President since, both 
Democrat and Republican.

So you’ll excuse me if I don’t rise and cheer at the thought of a Clinton nomi-
nation.

It is an uncomfortable position for me, as a woman, to be opposed to the first 
nomination of a woman for President. It would be much more pleasant to count 

Can you imagine this? If Hillary Clinton does in fact 
secure the Democratic nomination, she could pull 

from the Republican Party some of its most 
abhorrent members and align them in the so-called 
“liberal” cause. And what a Liberal cause that would 

be—continual intervention overseas, 
ever-expanding surveillance by the NSA, CIA agents 
running amok in the affairs of whatever countries 

they fancy...Sound familiar?
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Help us restore a masterpiece.
THE GLEN CANYON 

INSTITUTE
www.glencanyon.org

REMEMBER
All of the web site links in The Zephyr

are HOT...Simply drag your cursor over the URL and
CLICK!

You will go directly to that site.

WE’RE YOUR FRIENDLY
GREEN DOCUMENT

SHREDDERS!

...AND WE RECYCLE 
WHAT WE SHRED...
EVERY TON OF RECYCLED PAPER
REDUCES CARBON EMISSIONS
BY FOUR METRIC TONS!

Our new, smaller
PEA SHOOTER
trucks are more
energy efficent!

SCOTT FASKEN
970.464.4859

fasken@bresnan.net

www.coloradodocumentsecurity.org

Tonya Stiles is the 
co-publisher of the 
Canyon Country Zephyr.

of a Fortune 500 company. A few of them have done it now, and that’s a nice 
marker of some progress. But could a woman reach that position while also 
demanding living wages for all employees, free childcare, paid maternity or 
paternity leave and all the basic tools required to lift her more disadvantaged 
sisters into a better life? I think not.

The message relayed to the newly powerful seems to be, “Welcome in, Lady. 
And lock the door behind you.”

What is the value in gaining power for individual women and minorities, 
if they then use that power to oppress others? For the already powerful—the 
corporate boardrooms—putting a female face on their company is the easiest 
way to make their war on the poor more palatable to the public. It’s the same 
for politics. Just imagine how the Republican party salivates when an African-
American joins their ranks. “Look!” They can say. “We aren’t racist! Clarence 
Thomas agrees that poor people are just lazy!”

As the Audre Lorde once said, as a Black woman facing down a crowd of 
white faces at a Feminist conference, “The master’s tools will never dismantle 
the master’s house. They may allow us temporarily to beat him at his own 
game, but they will never enable us to bring about genuine change. And this 
fact is only threatening to those women who still define the master’s house as 
their only source of support.”

There is some value in being a “loser” in our society. As a member of the 
powerless classes, you can see clearly how the system works to keep 99% of 
the population out of power. Historically, as a woman, or a homosexual, or an 
African-American, or a Hispanic, you have been the “other.” And, as an “other,” 
you were in a position to question not just the specific methodology of your 
own oppression, but also the insidious and inhumane ideology that undergirds 
ALL oppression, and perpetuates a society with delineated “winners” and “los-
ers.”

Now, in our Brave New World, which selects from among the “others” a few 
choice members to elevate into power, questioning that ideology becomes more 
difficult. If there is a chance you might be elevated to the ranks of the power-
ful, you’re far less likely question the means of your elevation. And once you’ve 
been accepted into the ranks of the “winners,” you become comfortable among 
the mindset of the powerful, and those voices of protest diminish until they just 

ring in your ears as background noise. You 
are a part of the fabric of society, and so you 
now have a vested interest in maintaining 
the status quo.

Audre Lorde, in the quotation above, 
was speaking of the tendency among White 
Feminists, and wealthy feminists, to dis-
regard the experiences of minority women 
and the poor. She saw that these white 
women were very much concerned with 
their own struggles, the barriers to their 
ability to seek a career, the tendency of men 
to treat them like delicate flowers in need 
of constant protection. And she saw that, in 
the pursuit of eliminating their own barriers 
to success, these white women ignored the 
lives of the millions of women who had been 
working their entire lives, out of necessity, 

in thankless jobs for little pay. Lorde was reminding the wealthy conference at-
tendees that poor women and minority women had never been treated delicate-
ly. Rather, many had spent their lives mired in violence and exploitation.

And, much as it pains me to say it, these are precisely the same women who 
will continue to be ignored if Hillary Clinton wins the presidency. In America, 
these are the women who will not be “lifted” into the middle class by the same 

Clinton economic policies that devastated poor, Black women in the 90s. They 
will see their families destroyed by the same drug war that imprisoned their 
sons and husbands under the previous administrations. Internationally, these 
are the women who will continue to suffer the terrible effects of the wars Hill-
ary Clinton supported in Afghanistan and Iraq. They will continue to suffer the 
effects of the destabilization of Libya. They will suffer the effects of the Ameri-
ca-supported coup in Egypt.

Hillary Clinton has lived among the ranks of the powerful for so long that 
she cannot hear the voice inside herself that might have led her to question 
those around her. In truth, she has been so successful in politics because of 
that ability to suppress that desire for true change. She is a good politician, as 
good as any man who has held political 
office. And, as a good Feminist, I can tell 
you Hillary Clinton would be just as good 
a President as any of our male Presidents 
have been. Which is to say, she wouldn’t 
be much good at all.

As Audre Lorde once said, as a Black woman 
facing down a crowd of white faces at 

a Feminist conference, 
“The master’s tools will never dismantle 

the master’s house.”
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BRENT SWANSON

Idaho Falls ID

LISA KILLEN
Springdale, UT

MATT 
ROBERTS
Austin TX

Alan Joslyn
Highlands Ranch, CO
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San Diego, CA
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Stephen Trimble
Salt Lake City, UT
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Sedona, AZ

Kathleen Raffoul
Houston, TX

Gary OBRIEN
TUCSON, AZ

Craig L. Rainey
Tulsa, OK

Rex Peters
Cottonwood, AZ

Matthew Haberman
South Jordan, UT

Michael Blomberg
Fenton, MO

Toni McConnel
Flagstaff, AZ

Nancy Kurtz
Columbia, MD

Kay Knouff
Moab, UT

david wegner
alexandria, VA

JEFF FOSTER
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The home 
of the

“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  writer from the future.

Brave New West is a book of import because of 
what it chooses to expose.”

-- Terry Tempest Williams

Bates Wilson was a force of nature, 
like a river. Or a flash flood. And the 
course he carved through the desert 
landscape is still apparent today. 
Though he never received a high 
school diploma, Bates became one of 
the most respected men in the Nation-
al Park Service. Canyonlands Nation-
al Park today stands as a testament 
to his singular love of place, and his 
ability to transcend political parti-
sanship, and his damned good dutch 
oven cooking. Anyone who ate with 
Bates in Canyon Country was made 
a believer in its worth and beauty. 

Anyone who ate with Bates became his friend.
He was admired by a certain young ranger named Edward Ab-

bey, and developed a life-long friendship with Secretary of Interior 
Stewart Udall. This is the man responsible for the enduring wildness 
of Needles, Maze and Island in the Sky. This cowboy-cum-diplomat 
is the father of Canyonlands.
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The Zephyr Chronicles...pt 3
The “Fork in the Wilderness Road’ & ‘Time to Look in the Mirror’

Jim Stiles

I always loved wild, open country, from the time I was a kid. I spent much 
of my youth on a canoe or lost in some forest. It’s why I came West.  In 1982, 
I heard about a new grassroots group called The Southern Utah Wilderness 
Alliance, I signed right up. Later I briefly became a board member. The idea of 
“saving the West’ via my involvement in environmental organizations seemed 
like a good idea to me and in those early years, we were all driven by the same 
motivations.

Going back to 1989, I stated my own reasons why I valued wilderness. In the 
November issue of The Zephyr, I wrote:

“The concept of wilderness is most troubling to many because it is a radi-
cal departure from the traditional American ethic of work and utility. We 
have been taught that everything has a utilitarian function and if it can’t be 
used for something, it has no value. But the fact is, more Americans do see 
a value and are willing to make a sacrifice to see that those wild places are 
preserved. Whether they get to explore them is irrelevant. And it doesn’t mat-
ter if the creation of wilderness areas produces economic benefits to nearby 
communities, because that is NOT why they were created.”

I really believed this, and my environmentalist colleagues agreed. Our 
preservation work had nothing to do with ‘selling’ wilderness, it was about 
saving it. I thought we were on the right side of history. In the same way the 
civil rights movement in the 50s and 60s had been fired by moral and ethi-
cal concerns, I thought our justifications for wilderness followed that same 
philosophy.

Two years after I started The Zephyr, I was contacted by SUWA’s new staff 
attorney for Moab, Scott Groene. We became instant friends and I admired 
his dedication and honesty. He was working for about $18,000 a year, but it 
was clear that, like me, he wasn’t motivated by the pay. We were both a bit 
over-zealous, I think, but our intentions were good. He asked if he could con-
tribute to the ‘Canyon Country Watchdog’ page. Until then I had carried the 
load mostly, so I welcomed his help. Within a few months though, it was his 
(and SUWA’s) column. In sheer space, over a decade, I gave SUWA more than 
$20,000 in free advertising and I was more than happy to do so. On their web 
site, SUWA proclaimed The Zephyr, their “favorite newspaper.” (The link has 
since been removed)

called, “The Bloody History of ADC (Animal Damage Control),” and was an ex-
pose’ on the horrific practices of trapping, torturing and killing wildlife deemed 
“undesirable.” The lead story was written by Clarke Abbey, one of the leaders of 
the recently created Wildlife Damage Review and it included many graphic im-
ages. But most of The Wilderness Society donors did not want to see the photos 
and were offended that I would publish them.

When we talked about the need to keep wilderness remote, by keeping access 
to them primitive, i.e. un-paved, the Big Donors were appalled. “How can we 
use wilderness if we’re stopped by bad roads in the first place?” We thought 
that was the point–that you had to work hard to see wilderness, and that even 
getting to the edge of it should be primitive.

Neither of us was comfortable with the encounter; they seemed to me like a 
bunch of very wealthy people who wanted to embrace a ‘cause,’ but who didn’t 
have a clue what they were supporting. Nor did they want to. They simply liked 
the idea of being ‘benefactors’ and adding another layer to their self-manufac-
tured persona.  Again, MY opinion. I had already expressed my concerns about 
the gentrification of the rural west in an article called, “New West Blues,” which 
first appeared in The Zephyr in 1990 but which I re-printed in 1993.

‘The intangible aspect of the West is as vital to its survival as the resource 
itself. It’s the solitude, the silence, an almost pleasant loneliness that this coun-
try evokes in the souls of those that love it. These are an integral part of the 
West as a state of mind. Abbey could not describe this land without references 
to the “strange and mysterious” country that he loved so much…”the voodoo 
rocks.” Even the inhospitable aspect of the West itself became a quality to be 
admired and respected. You loved the West on its terms and made the sacri-
fices that were required to be a part of it. Solitude was not something to avoid, 
it was something to love and respect, and even to depend on.’

Link to New West Blues:  http://www.canyoncountryzephyr.
com/2013/12/02/new-west-blues-by-jim-stiles/

But a hint of what lay ahead came in October 1993, when we were both in-
vited to be the entertainment of sorts, for a group of wealthy donors who were 
being wined and dined by The Wilderness Society. For their significant finan-
cial support, TWS had brought these people to Pack Creek Ranch. We got a 
free PCR dinner out of it, but our conversation with these people left both of us 
bewildered. Even then, these wealthy patrons supported a massive campaign to 
create a booming tourist economy, including more paved roads, more recre-
ational use of the backcountry,  and the creation of ‘Gateway’ communities, like 
Moab, to stimulate a Great American West “tourist/amenities” economy.

I had been asked to bring along copies of the current issue, but when I dis-
tributed them, the group was collectively horrified. The October 1993 issue was 

In the December 1993 issue, Scott would offer his own views when he wrote:

“Abiogenesis (the natural process by which life arose from non-living mat-
ter such as simple organic compounds) does not cause Moab tourism. People 
are drawn here by advertising, guidebooks, and publicity created through 
travel films, newspaper features, outdoor magazines and the like. And be-
cause of the large numbers of people being drawn to the Moab area, frequent-
ly, and justifiably, federal land managers now lament the damage being done 
by too many recreationists. Recreation is like any other public land use: too 
much in the wrong place can be bad”

Groene’s concern was about a film permit that the BLM had granted to Na-
tional Geographic for a segment of its “Explorer” TV series, “including rafting 
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in Westwater Canyon, climbing, hot air ballooning, a visit to an archaeological 
site, and a horseback ride; the Moab travel council could not hope for more.” 
SUWA wrote to the BLM questioning whether the show “will draw more visi-
tors than the land can handle.”

Scott concluded, “The BLM will continue to wring its hands about overuse by 
recreationists. But unless managers get the spine to say no to the causes of too 
many users, agency staff will get stuck treating the symptoms.”

I cannot overstate how gratifying it was to have Scott Groene as an ally 
in those early days. We both shared a blinder-free view of the West and the 
imacts that could diminish it, whether the damage came from an oil rig, a jeep 
or a bike. Or too many motels and second homes. Scott’s denunciation of the 
National Geographic program proved his willingness to see all sides of an is-
sue, even the ‘motorized’ vs ‘non-motorized’ component of the tourism debate.

especially, is at times and places overrun 
with recreational users...Difficult questions 
are raised with allocation of diminishing 
wildlands.” Scott noted, “The race serves 
merely as a promotional tool for certain 
products. Race promoters say sponsors 
include Hi_Tech Shoes, MTV, Jansport, 
ESPN (and) GT Bicycles...Look for Hi-Tech 
‘Eco-Challenge’ shoes and Jansport ‘Eco-
Challenge’ packs.”

But Scott and SUWA put up enough of a 
fight to convince its creator, Mark Burnett 
(of ‘Survivor’ fame) to never come back. 
Burnett later told the Salt Lake Tribune that 
“uncompromising environmentalists cost us 

hundreds of thousands of dollars and most of our energy,” and said he wouldn’t 
come back in a million years. Further, Burnett claimed that his race avoided 
any environmental degradation, and even concluded that they “left the desert 
in better shape than they found it.”

We all thought that was pretty funny and there was some comfort in believing 
(or at least hoping) that we’d never see their ilk again. SUWA had  publicly op-
posed the recreational commercialization of wilderness, loud and clear.

In Eco-Challenge’s aftermath, Groene even took on ‘Outside Magazine.’  In a 
Watchdog segment called “Outside is off-base,” Scott wrote:

“I quit buying Outside magazine a long time ago, when it transformed 
into little more than a plug for the over-consumption of expensive and un-
necessary gear and silly “gonzo” activities. I do still read it, standing at the 
newsstand, to learn which “secret” places have been doomed by irresponsible 
publicity (unfortunately, southern Utah sites are frequently targeted). Some 
federal agency staff have also commented about the magazine’s practice of 
“Outsiding” little known places.

“The August issue reported that SUWA had “threatened to booby trap” 
the race route for the Eco-Challenge race. I called the magazine to ask for a 
retraction of the false statement, and they agreed to do so and to publish a 
SUWA letter to the editor. But when Outside discovered SUWA’s letter was 
critical of the Eco-Challenge event, it reneged, and said it would not run the 
letter. It appears the magazine prefers not to risk upsetting any of their ad-
vertisers.”

Again, it was comforting to have allies like these guys. In the January 2000 
issue of The Zephyr, I listed Scott as one of my real heroes, a man “who could 
be making the BIG Bucks with some prestigious law firm, but who instead 
chooses to work long and frustrating hours fighting for something he truly 

THE SUWA BAN ON GUIDEBOOKS & ‘ECO-CHALLENGE’
A year later, Groene and SUWA impressed me even more. The Salt Lake Tri-

bune reported on the growing number of backcountry/wilderness guidebooks 
being sold and the way different Utah environmental groups were dealing 
with them. “Within conservation groups,” the Tribune reported, “where-to-go 
journalism has become a contentious issue. While organizations like the Sierra 
Club sell trail guides, the Southern Utah Wilderness Alliance will not endorse 
any guidebook. The decision apparently came after a SUWA official allowed his 
accolades to be printed on the back of a guidebook. The book revealed details of 
several little-known hiking destinations in Utah’s San Rafael Swell.”

According to the story, Groene explained, “We have not actually come out 
yet and started burning guidebooks, but given our goals of trying to protect the 
land, we felt we had to adopt this policy to be consistent in our position.”

That said it all and should be as true now as it was 20 years ago. And it’s 
worth repeating, in BOLD type...

“...Given our goals of trying to protect the land, we felt we had to 
adopt this policy to be consistent in our position.”

Other local environmentalists weighed in. Moab’s Bill Hedden, now the 
Grand Canyon Trust’s executive director, said this on GCT’s behalf in 1998:

“Throughout the region...visitation has grown by more than 400 percent 
since 1980. This surge of interest has coincided with a proliferation of new 
recreation technologies--some exotic like modern ATVs, humvees, mountain 
bikes, climbing gear, jet skis and hangliders; and others prosaic like water 
filters, sunscreen and dry suits. Armed with these new toys, today’s legions of 
visitors can exploit every niche in familiar areas and enter terrain that previ-
ously was protected by remoteness...And though it is common to blame the 
destruction on a small percentage of lawless visitors, my experience brings to 
mind the old joke that a mere 99 percent of users give a bad name to all the 
rest. Make no mistake--we are in this together.”

Hedden concluded, “Everywhere we looked, natural resource professionals 
agreed that industrial-strength recreation holds more potential to disrupt natu-
ral processes on a broad scale than just about anything else. It’s a very tough 
problem affecting all of us.”

In 1995, SUWA would even try to stop a non-motorized event, “Eco-Chal-
lenge,” a massive cross-country race across remote areas of southern Utah, 
that aired on MTV. But the BLM approved the permit anyway. In the May 1995 
issue, Scott wrote, “It is no secret that the Colorado Plateau, and the Moab area 

believes in.” And the following July, I called Bill Hedden one of Moab’s ‘Top 10 
Highlights,’ when he filed for a County Council seat. I wrote, “He served bravely 
and honestly for four years and now returns to the political ring. Anywhere else 
in America, Bill would be our U.S. Congressman--he’s that talented.”

A TIDAL WAVE OF CHANGE...
But somewhere along the way, our philosophies diverged. For decades I 

didn’t  know why, but the wilderness road that we had all been traveling, sud-
denly forked. They went one way and I went another.

As the years rolled on, and we moved into the late 90s, I became more 
alarmed by the effects of the recreation/amenities economy.  I also realized 
how little attention SUWA and other conservation groups were giving to the 
inevitable impacts that this “new economy” was creating. Each contribution 
to The Watchdog was a repeat of the issue before it—the targets were, with-
out exception, about oil and gas, mining and grazing. Their one concession to 
recreational impacts was their non-stop reporting of ATV abuse, a serious issue 
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to be sure. But the changes being wrought by the new amenities economy went 
far beyond the tracks ripped by fat tires. And they knew it. It was as if they were 
stuck in 1985. Nor could they see the connection between energy exploration 
and development and a tourist/recreation economy that demanded energy just 
to get them here.

I first found myself at odds with my SUWA allies almost 15 years ago, but 
it would be two more years before I shared our differences with my readers. I 
kept hoping we’d find common ground but it never came.

The first crack in our shared philosophy seems minor, relative to what’s come 
since. But it marked the shape of things to come. One day in late 1999, I was 
having coffee with a friend and she described a ‘backcountry tour’ she’d taken 
with a new ‘canyoneering’ company. She talked about a remote area in Arches 
National Park, where she’d hiked with a small group to an unnamed arch that 
perched on the edge of a deep canyon. The “tour” included a rappel to the bot-
tom of this deep crevasse and cost $160. My curiosity was aroused; it sounded 
so familiar and the next day I confirmed my worst fears, when I hiked out there 
myself and found the riggings and ropes and hardware that had been left be-
hind but in place for the next commercial tour.

I reported the illegal tours and the climbing gear to the Park Service and later 
I learned that the equipment had been confiscated. But incredibly, the NPS 
simply advised the tour company, Desert Highlights and its owner Matt Moore 
to obtain an “incidental business permit” and he could continue his tours.

For the entire story:
ARCHES, LOOPHOLES & the NPS
A weak climbing policy and a non-existent commercial permitting 

system do a disservice to the Arches backcountry...by Jim Stiles
 http://www.canyoncountryzephyr.com/oldzephyr/aug-sept2002/arches-

loopholes-nps-html.htm

Even if the NPS refused to see the problem, I was sure SUWA would. I 
contacted Moab’s most recent staff attorney, an affable fellow named Herb 
McHarg. We met at the Red Rock Bakery and I told him about my discovery. I 
expected him to blow a gasket. But instead he smiled and said, “Well....look. We 
can’t be against everything.”

I was surprised. It never occurred to me I’d need to convince Herb or anyone 
at SUWA that there was a problem with this kind of activity. I argued that if 
SUWA picked and chose its issues, they’d lose credibility. Later, I noticed that 
Desert Highlights had become a “proud business member of the Southern Utah 
Wilderness Alliance.” I contacted other SUWA staff, sure that somebody would 
be incensed once they got the details, but they could not have been less inter-
ested.

Other events came along that would have drawn SUWA’s ire, just a few years 
earlier. The ‘24 Hours of Moab’ bike race, a carnival-like event that involved 
thousands of bikers on land just inches for SUWA-proposed wilderness, would 
have caused SUWA scrutiny just a couple years earlier, was all but ignored. In 

THE VIEW FROM ABOVE: 24 HOURS OF MOAB
http://www.canyoncountryzephyr.com/2012/04/01/the-view-from-above-

24-hours-of-moab-bike-race-by-jim-stiles/

Still, despite the continued lack of concern, I remained  tenacious–annoying-
ly so, I suppose--- and when I persisted, I could see the bewilderment on their 
faces. My friends at SUWA were shocked; it was as if I had turned on a friend. 
Their cheery email replies to my hard questions almost bordered on the surreal. 
It was as if I’d attacked the infallibility of the pope, and rather than deal with it, 
they’d just pretend I hadn’t said it.

What they couldn’t understand was that, as a journalist, I felt it was wrong to 
let friendships sway an objective analysis of the facts, regardless of the conse-
quences. Further, I could not understand why honestly disagreeing with these 
people that I believed to be true fair-minded liberals might jeopardize our 
friendship in the first place.

But that’s what happened. Their initial bewilderment gave way to annoyance 
and then open hostility. For me, it was one of the most discouraging times of 
my life. I had for years believed we were all on the same team, and clearly we 
were. But somewhere along the way, the mainstream environmental ‘move-
ment’ moved away from the moral high ground and chose a different path. It 
had to do with money.

Within years everything changed. In 1994, SUWA staffers had adamantly 
opposed guidebooks and Groene had publicly worried about overexposure 
from television promotions that might “draw more visitors than the land can 
handle.”  But later, the SUWA board reversed the ‘no guidebooks’ policy and 
the staff went along. 

SUWA even got into the guidebook act itself when it sponsored and promoted 
a number of slide shows by “legendary backcountry explorer and prolific guide-
book writer Steve Allen.” (Redrock Wilderness Newsletter).

Allen called his show, “Canyoneering Chronicles” and he took it to nine dif-
ferent cities in Utah and Idaho, as well as New York City. In a related Salt Lake 
Tribune story, titled “Canyoneering Allen Says More People Should See Wilder-
ness to Save It,” Allen insisted that a mass influx of non-motorized tourists to 
wilderness areas was the only way to preserve our threatened wildlands.  “We 
need more people out there, not less,” he said. “Right now, the wilderness lands 
are in flux. They’re embattled. We need as many supporters as we can get...If 
places get too crowded, we can take appropriate steps (to limit access).”  Again, 
no one in the environmental community stepped forward to challenge Allen’s 
strategy. Groene’s fears of “overexposure” were a thing of the past.

TIME TO LOOK IN THE MIRROR...
In April 2001, the first issue of The Zephyr’s 13th year was called “It’s Time 

to Look in the Mirror.”  I’d been working on this story for almost two years and 
I knew it would be a seminal moment for The Z. I was finally talking publicly 
about the growing differences between me and the Utah mainstream green 
community. It was not, as they would later claim, a matter of me waking up one 

fact, after the first race, in 1994, SUWA did comment negatively in its Zephyr 
‘watchdog’ column, but within a few years, SUWA failed to even send a moni-
tor. When I emailed the SUWA rep in Moab, she’d even forgotten the race was 
taking place.

Later, a careful study of the race map and of SUWA’s wilderness proposal 
even proved that, in the early years, the race was executed ON SUWA’s pro-
posed wilderness lands. They angrily denied my assertion until they finally 
looked at the maps. Later, SUWA actually removed the contested land from its 
proposal but insisted the change had nothing to do with ‘24.’

The story is recounted here, in this 2012 Zephyr essay:

A comparison
of SUWA 
proposed
wilderness and
the route of the
“24 Hours of
Moab” bike
race...
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day and ‘trashing’ them. I had worked behind the scenes to create some kind of 
conversation but it went nowhere. Finally I was ready to talk about these issues 
in a public forum.  Here is just a short excerpt from my Page 2 editorial from 
April 2001...

‘Recently...the Salt Lake Tribune suggested that, “...while they (environmen-
talists) were battling the cattle ranchers, oil drillers and loggers, they over-
looked another threat that can wipe out an area’s wild character as effectively 
as a clear-cut: Themselves.”

‘To me, it at least offered an opportunity for some honest soul-searching. 
But the Southern Utah Wilderness Alliance’s response was, to me, discourag-
ing. “While we agree that all of us have an impact on the land,” SUWA’s news-
letter replied,  “the difference between hiking and clear-cutting is profound. 
Implying otherwise suggests deep-seated, dogmatic opposition to the efforts 
of environmentalists.”

‘Of course, we all know the difference between a clear-cut and a footprint. 
But how about a billion footprints? Or ten billion? How about well-inten-
tioned, self-proclaimed environmentalists moving by the millions into the 
ever-dwindling habitat of the ever-encroached wildlife? How about the 
exploitation of wildlands by a whole spectrum of non-motorized recreational 
entrepreneurs who can gain absolution from environmental groups by mak-
ing a generous donation or by paying lip service support to a particular piece 
of environmental legislation?

‘Or how about a funky little bi-monthly publication that complains about 
all these abuses and yet survives on the advertising revenues of some of those 
very same companies?’

Finally, I asked this...
“Environmentalists can no longer ignore the invasion around us and 

pretend it’s still 1975. The times have changed and the culture has changed. 
“Wilderness” is still just as important as it ever was, but saving this land is so 
much more than that. One of my friends put it best: “When the population of 
Utah grows so much and changes so much that its Senators actually want a 
big wilderness bill, it’ll only be because we yuppies moved in and took over the 
state...and that’s when I’d have to leave.”   Isn’t that weird? And I’d be right 
behind him.”

Follow these links to read stories from that issue:
THE CONTRADICTONS OF OUR LIVES...Jim Stiles
http://www.canyoncountryzephyr.com/oldzephyr/april-may2001/

takeitorleaveit.htm   
IT’S TIME TO LOOK IN THE MIRROR...Jim Stiles
When Will Environmentalists Acknowledge Their Own Contribu-

tion to the Destruction of the Wilderness They Claim to Love & Want 
to Protect

http://www.canyoncountryzephyr.com/oldzephyr/april-may2001/mirror.
htm

In April 2001, 
the first issue of 
The Zephyr’s 13th 
year was called 
“It’s Time to Look 
in the Mirror.”  
I’d been working 
on this story for 
almost two years 
and I knew it 
would be a semi-
nal moment for 
The Z. I was final-
ly talking publicly 
about the growing 
differences be-
tween me and the 
Utah mainstream 
green community.



THE ZEPHYR/ AUGUST-SEPTEMBER   2014

12

The Zephyr Chronicles
Part 3 continued

IT’S THE NUMBERS STUPID...Jim Stiles
As the U.S. Population Approaches 300 Million, Guidebooks & 

TourGuides Have the Potential to Turn the Backcountry Into a 
Nightmare. And It’s Only the Beginning

http://www.canyoncountryzephyr.com/oldzephyr/april-may2001/num-
bers-stupid.htm

NOT ALL PIMPS WEAR PLATFORM SHOES...Dirk Vaughan
How does a recreation-based company honor its commitment to 

environmental values?
http://www.canyoncountryzephyr.com/oldzephyr/april-may2001/pimps.

htm   

In the next issue, the response to the “Mirror” edition was phenomenal. I’d 
never received so many intelligent, thoughtful, self-scrutinizing letters from 
readers. They weren’t all supportive but they were all constructive. Missing 
however was any comment from the mainstream environmental community. 
Nothing at all. It was my last gasp at opening a discussion

Here is a link the ‘FEEDBACK’ from the June/July 2001 issue:
http://www.canyoncountryzephyr.com/oldzephyr/june-july2001/feed-

back.htm

A year later, SUWA produced a special “Wilderness and the Economy” issue. 
The feature story was called “The Local Economic Impacts of Protected Wild-
lands: Enhanced Economic Vitality.” It was written by Thomas Michael Power, 
a Professor of Economics at the University of Montana.  Power and his data 
asserted that protecting the rural West’s wildlands did not damage local econo-
mies; on the contrary he believed that “protected landscapes are often associ-
ated with enhanced economic vitality.”  But he followed that declaration with a 
curious caveat, considering the  intent of the article, that was all but ignored by 
environmentalists. Power warned:

   
“This does not mean that those seeking to preserve natural areas should 

base their case for preservation on the economic expansion it will stimulate. 
That could be a dangerous strategy in the long run and one that may not be 
very convincing besides. In fact, in the long run, ongoing economic growth 
may well threaten the ecological integrity of wildlands as growing popula-
tion, human settlement, and commercial activities and their accompanying 

we’re seeing in rural Utah as a good thing. As a real plus instead of any kind 
of liability. The section on the economy said exactly that, and without hesita-
tion or qualifications. It was citing the same sources to PRAISE the growth and 
changes in rural Utah that I used to express alarm.”

Young’s reply was quick and  personal. “I think I sleep more peacefully as 
Executive Director of SUWA than I would as Publisher of the Zephyr. Why? 
...the cumulative advertising within each issue of the Zephyr constitutes a far 
more aggressive call to intensive recreational use of southern Utah, a far more 
aggressive celebration of the yuppification of southern Utah, etc. That doesn’t 
mean that the Zephyr lacks a conscience or the capacity to do good. But it is 
difficult for me to see how you can be more disappointed by SUWA than by 
yourself.”

I was amazed. I pointed out that The Zephyr had, in fact, a paucity of recre-
ation-based ads, about THREE, simply because I’d made most of my potential 
ad base mad with my “anti-development” editorials, that I didn’t accept cor-
porate ads at all, that I wasn’t funded by billionaires, and I even proposed that 
I publish The Zephyr’s and SUWA’s IRS 1040 tax statements, so that readers 
could judge for themselves.

Young backpedaled, conceding that, “This is something many of us in the 
conservation community are aware of --and one of the reasons I have always 
had a great deal of respect for you.”

He added, “I wasn’t attacking the Zephyr or the folks who advertise in the Z 
(as I said in my last email, some of your advertisers are friends and I greatly 
value the support that many of them give SUWA). In fact, I love the Zephyr and 
I think it serves an absolutely critical function.”

Young agreed that, “SUWA should engage in the kind of self-examination you 
are calling for. I will feel like I have failed if I don’t help us do that in a newslet-
ter within the year. We are already doing some of that in board and staff meet-
ings. Still, we aren’t doing enough.”

It was a start, but it was just words; nothing came of it and a year later Young 
left SUWA. His replacement would be my old friend Groene.

Before he’d even returned to SUWA (Groene worked briefly for the Greater 
Yellowstone Coalition), I’d sought his advice. Frustrated with SUWA’s refusal 
to deal with these kinds of growing recreational impacts and even the hostil-
ity that my persistence had caused, I turned to the one person I thought and 
assumed would see the bigger picture. I sent him a copy of a story I’d written 
about the canyoneering controversy and waited for his response.

But his reply was vague. “This is good, “ he said, “and something The Zephyr 
should be writing about.” But when I pressed him about the canyoneering 
debacle and SUWA’s lack of interest, he gave me an answer that I didn’t see 
coming.

“I gave you a non-committal answer,” he said, “because I could see you were 
just fishing for a chance to beat up on SUWA. Like a pitcher that licks his fin-
gers with every curve ball, you tend to signal in advance upcoming anti-SUWA 
tirades. We’ve trod that ground, over and over, without satisfaction on either 
side- I like them as individuals and as an organization, and have no interest in 
trashing them.”

I explained that I wasn’t on a “tirade,” or trying to “trash” or “beat up” on 
anyone. I thought that I could disagree, without becoming an enemy. It made 
no sense.

But by 2003, when I wrote about the “24 Hours of Moab” race that sent 5000 
bicyclists within inches of proposed wilderness, Groene’s intractability was 
complete and he was now back at SUWA. While he offered, on one hand, an 
olive branch that proposed we simply stop talking about these issues, he wrote, 
“Let’s be honest: this email you’ve sent is nothing but part of your effort to 
demonize SUWA... I would have never thought that I would get fairer treatment 
in the San Juan Record than the Zephyr, but sadly that’s become the case.”

Groene and others insisted that I had suddenly “changed,” that I had awak-
ened from a dark vision and decided my single goal in life was to “demonize” 
my old friends. But it just wasn’t true. As I’ve re-read these old emails and 
Zephyr issues from the past 25 years, it’s clear that somewhere in the early 
2000s, a strategy emerged that shifted the quest for wilderness from a moral 
and ethical issue to an economic one. It required the almost total abandon-
ment of recreation/tourist/amenities concerns that might hinder or restrict an 
unchecked recreation industry.

More than a decade later, I would accidentally stumble upon an ancient web 
site called, “The Wilderness Mentoring Conference of 1998.” It filled in the 
missing blanks and explained finally why there had been such a sudden shift in 
strategy.

I learned that on Memorial Day Weekend in 1998,  according to the docu-
ment, “sixty-three people active in (or suffering a tenuous retirement from) 
wilderness advocacy met at the Rex Ranch in Amado, Arizona, for the first 
Wilderness Mentoring Conference.”

pollutants isolate and disrupt natural areas. Even though wildlands may 
be good for local economic vitality, local economic vitality may not 
be good for the ecological integrity of those wildlands. (Emphasis 
added)”

   
The remainder of Power’s essay moves away from that warning. Using the 

data he had gathered, Power struck several blows in support of the amenities 
economy. He noted that “higher percentages of county land protected by na-
tional park, national monument, and federal wilderness status were associated 
with higher rates of employment.”  He discovered that population growth in ar-
eas near wilderness areas was higher than state averages. And Power observed 
that Wilderness “protection was associated with growth rates two to six times 
those for other non-metropolitan areas.”

   Power concluded, despite his early warning, “It is not clear why wildlands 
advocates would not want to meet the economic critics of wildland protection 
on their own ground, while also continuing to make the ethical, cultural, and 
environmental arguments. After all, if you can take away the only powerful 
argument the anti-environmentalists have, why would you not do so?”

I emailed then-executive director Larry Young to express my concern. I 
wrote, “...after reading the latest ‘special edition’ of the SUWA newsletter, it 
seemed to me that the environmental community embraces the kind of growth 

Power concluded, despite his early warning, 
“It is not clear why wildlands advocates would not 

want to meet the economic critics of wildland 
protection on their own ground, while also 

continuing to make the ethical, cultural, 
and environmental arguments.
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It included participants from national and regional environmental organiza-
tions coast-to-coast, including The Sierra Club, Montana Wilderness Associa-
tion, Alliance for the Wild Rockies, Friends of Nevada Wilderness, Southeast 
Alaska Conservation Council, and National Audubon Society. And it included 
representatives of the Southern Utah Wilderness Alliance (SUWA), including 
its then-Executive Director, Mike Matz. Matz would also preside over the con-
ference as one of its mentors.

I wrote this about the conference:

‘It brought together, the introduction explained, “the last generation of 
‘closers,’ those who know how to take an idea and run with it all the way to 
the president’s desk, with a new generation of eager, thoughtful wilderness 
advocates. The younger generation was encouraged to think critically and 
to identify strategies, tools, and tactics for developing and leading successful 
wilderness campaigns.”

‘A prominently displayed quote by Michael Carroll, now of The Wilderness 
Society, established the tone and direction of all that would come later:

“Car companies and makers of sports drinks use wilderness to 
sell their products. We have to market wilderness as a product 
people want to have.”

‘That, in its most succinct essence, was the theme of the conference.  While 
the organizers of the event paid tribute to the wilderness activists who had 
come before, clearly the purpose of the meeting was to propose a new ap-
proach. “Although it is important to pioneer new wilderness strategies,” the 

report explained almost as an afterthought, “we must do so with knowledge 
of what has come before.”  With that token nod to the “importance of history” 
and to the “philosophical and political contexts” of the wilderness movement, 
the conference explored the new territories of salesmanship, marketing and 
media manipulation to win the legislative wilderness battle. One might think 
you were being taught how to sell a new Buick.’

Here is a link to the story I wrote about it:
“Thoughts on the Wilderness Mentoring Conference of 1998”
http://www.canyoncountryzephyr.com/2013/06/02/take-it-or-leave-it-15-

years-later-thoughts-on-the-wilderness-mentoring-conference-of-1998-by-
jim-stiles/

And excerpts:
http://www.canyoncountryzephyr.com/2013/06/02/when-everything-

changed-the-wilderness-mentoring-conference-1998/

Almost 15 years later, I’d finally understand what happened, or at least what 
started the transformation. It might have been less painful if SUWA et al had 
just admitted the strategy shift and moved on. Instead they insisted that noth-
ing had changed at all.  It’s like the kid who gets caught with his hand in the 
cookie jar, evidence in hand, and insists, “I don’t know what you’re talking 
about!”

The Zephyr’s biggest sin was reporting the facts. We’d never called anyone 
names, never attacked them personally.  Our quotes were accurate and so were 
our facts.

In the future I’d run into the same problem when I confronted  mainstream 
environmentalism’s growing dependence on some of the wealthiest bankers 
and capitalists on the planet who support their conflicted causes. The money 
often gave these rich people undue power as well, via positions on boards of 
directors. The environmental groups insisted there was nothing wrong with 
their billionaire-funded largesse, but were furious that I’d reported it. It was the 
other ‘missing link’ in understanding why everything had changed so quickly. 

It was clear to me, for better or worse, this little rag had chosen a road less 
traveled. One thing was certain—we weren’t doing this for the money.

NEXT ISSUE: “Money Matters—Grassroots Environmentalism goes 
‘GREEN’”

Some of the
participants 
at the 1998 
Wilderness
Mentoring
Conference.
A seminal
moment...
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The Mystery of U F O Hill

THE MYSTERY OF ‘UFO HILL’
EXTRATERRESTRIAL? BEINGS FROM BEYOND?

For decades, I was convinced I’d found an alien landing site.
More 20 years ago, I wrote this:

‘Alien visitations? The proof is here, on an isolated ridge in the 
northern part of Grand County. We call it UFO Hill. In a 300 foot 
circle, near the summit of a rocky ridge, every juniper tree stands 
dead—singed, as if by some intense heat or radiation, but NOT by 
fire. What occurred here? One can only imagine...

‘It was a clear night, full of stars. The Anasazi hunting party could 
not have had a more successful day. Weary but pleased with their 
good fortune, they set up camp along the ridgeline.

But it was the night the sun came out. The brilliant orb appeared 
out of nowhere, blinded some of them and terrified thm all. The 
Light hovered for more than an hour and one of their party vanished 
before their very eyes. When the Light finally disappeared into the sky, the men, desperate with fear and in agonizing pain, made their 
way to the great river and the cool relief it provided them.

‘But the Light became their new god. And to pay homage to their god, the hunters carried hundreds of river stones to the ridge. They 
built a monument here...to the Light.

Today the dead trees recall the night. And the pile of river stones, still there after all these centuries, marks the place where the Light 
appeared.’

AND THEN...

YouTube spoiled my fantasy. Searching for old films shot in the Moab area, I recently stumbled upon a video of the movie “Rio Con-
chos” opening credits. There it was...my dead forest. And in another scene no longer on YouTube, the footage shows a group of Native 
Americans burying their chief under a large pile of...you guessed it, RIVER STONES.

Another alleged alien encounter bites the dust.
Here’s the YouTube link:

http://www.youtube.com/
watch?v=GJq3QRQInnO
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THE ZEPHYR WILDERNESS PROPOSAL OF 1991
updated & revised...by Jim Stiles

For decades, since the Wilderness Act was passed by Congress in 1964, citizens of 
this nation have waged war with each other over the need for wilderness and the size of 
the wilderness we need. The differences of opinion are staggering, the area of disagree-
ment as wide as the Grand Canyon. Consider the views of Earth First! and the Western 
Association of Land Users (WALU.) The radical environmental group (so called) once 
proposed a 16,000,000 acre reserve for southern Utah which would turn our end of the 
state into one vast roadless area—Southern Utah before the uranium boom.

WALU, the anti-wilderness/pro-development group, considers this proposal to be 
utterly absurd, too restrictive and an affront to the productivity ethic and the American 
Way. In fact, they are opposed to 
all wilderness designations, regard-
less of the beauty or opportunities 
for solitude that the area provides. 
They believe that nothing legislated 
by politicians and administered by 
bureaucrats from the BLM can lead 
to any good at all.

Pro- and anti-wilderness advocates 
cast a wary eye at each other. If you 
talk to  pro-wilderness advocates, 
they’ll tell you that the people who 
oppose wilderness area bunch of ig-
norant, selfish greedheads who want 
to exploit, develop, mine, ranch, 
timber, and eventually ruin every 
square inch of wildlands left in this 
country. They have absolutely no ap-
preciation for beauty—they wouldn’t 
recognize beauty if it fell on their 
heads. They have no vision, no sense 
of responsibility to the future, to our 
grandchildren. They’re slobs.

If you talk to an anti-wilderness advocate, he will tell you that people who support wil-
derness are a bunch of ignorant, selfish greedheads. All they want to do is “lock up” the 
wilderness for their own private playground. They say they oppose oil and gas develop-
ment but all of them drive down here in gas guzzling cars and trucks. They say they care 
about the environment but they throw their garbage everywhere, and crap wherever they 
feel like crapping, and drive their bicycles where even motorbikes fear to tread. They’re 
slobs.

Both pro- and anti-wilderness advocates despise the BLM.

up” wilderness for their own selfish purposes. You’ll find no private playground here, 
because I propose that all human beings be banned from wilderness areas. That includes 
roustabouts and eco-freaks, cowboys and orgo-boys, miners and meditators. No BASE 
jumpers in squirrel suits...squirrels? YES. Squirrel suits. NO.  If you are a homo sapiens, 
you are not welcome.

We keep saying that we want to preserve the last remnants of the primal Earth, the 
land that lay untouched before human hands fell upon it. To accomplish that goal, and 
to show that our motives are pure, we must all make a sacrifice. Aldo Leopold once said, 
“To what avail are forty freedoms without a blank spot on the map?” We must set out 
to turn these wilderness areas into “blank spots.” To steal an idea from that Earth First! 

wildman and fire-brand preacher 
Dave Foreman, our first step 
should be to eliminate wilderness 
areas from all maps, guidebooks, 
brochures, handbooks, and govern-
ment reports.

Descriptions of trail routes, 
features and springs, warnings of 
hazardous terrain and poisonous 
snakes should be obliterated. Even 
topographic maps should delete all 
information, even elevation lines. 
Remember the first incomplete 
maps by early explorers? They were 
liberally sprinkled with two words 
that sound like music to my large-
lobed ears--”Unknown Territory.”)

And while it’s easy for me to pro-
claim that all of the prolific Michael 
Kelsey’s guide books should be 
withdrawn from bookshelves, it is 
painful, but necessary, to insist that 

all photographs of wilderness areas be withdrawn as well. That includes the great works 
of Phillip Hyde, Eliot Porter, and Tom Till. (Thank God Till pre-paid for this month’s 
ad.)

The temptation to illegally enter these wilderness areas will be great. Too great for 
some to withstand. Obviously, some type of enforcement will be necessary to ensure 
human-free wilderness. But the last thing we need is a bunch of government weenies, in 
polyester uniforms, packing over-sized firearms, and roaming the perimeters in search 
of violators, so they can write a ticket. And now, even drone patrols in search of malefac-
tors is feasible. This cannot be allowed to happen either.

In fact, these new wilderness areas should be taken out of the jurisdiction of the Bu-
reau of Land Management, U.S. Government altogether.

In its place, I propose a citizens’ council, composed of different segments of the popu-
lation. Since we’ve greatly simplified the rules and regs, i.e. no humans, period, there 
shouldn’t be much disagreement. To enforce the one rule in effect, I’d like to see a joint 
team of googly-eyed butterfly chasers and redneck mofos to team up, work side by side, 
and patrol the boundaries, making sure all the critters are left in place and arrogant 
interlopers driven from the wilderness edge..

Still, the idea of sneaking past the guards may be irresistible to an adventuresome 
few. I can understand the attraction myself. And so, to those who actually succeed, they 
deserve to be rewarded, not punished. I would like to suggest that anyone who can pen-

etrate the perimeter 
of a wilderness area 
without getting 
caught be allowed 
to return there for 
no less than one 
month. But only by 
the terms and con-
ditions set down in 
Alternative #2...

ALTERNATIVE 
#2...BAREFOOT 
IN THE PARK 
(COMPROMISE 
#1)

OK. Perhaps I’m 
being too misan-
thropic. As Bu-
kowski once said, 
“It’s not that I hate 

In the end, it is the accusation of greed and selfishness that both groups fling at the 
other with such self-righteous passion. Self-interest is the prime motivator, as viewed 
across the trenches by both camps.

What are we to do? What is the answer? How do we untangle the two sides so we can 
move ahead and resolve this issue, once and for all? I have studied the wilderness debate 
for decades now, ever since I moved to Moab and discovered that Ed Abbey’s views on 
nature were not shared by a majority of Grand County’s population. Many years have 
passed since an angry mob of Moabites followed a flag-draped bulldozer up a canyon 
and defiantly punched a hole in a wilderness study area. And now, in the second decade 
of the 21st century, we are seemingly no closer to a resolution.

But at long last, I believe I have developed a series of proposals which should stop all 
the fussing. They eliminate the greedy, self-interest angle. They eliminate the double 
standard. They are remarkable in their simplicity.

I am pleased to present “The Canyon Country Zephyr Wilderness Alternative,” first 
presented in this publication in 1991, almost totally ignored by the special interests on 
each end of the squabbling spectrum, and offered yet again for your consideration...

Alternative #1   EVERYBODY OUT (NO COMPROMISE)
This should put an end to the argument that environmentalists are trying to “lock 

This should put an end to the argument that 
environmentalists are trying to “lock up” wilderness for 

their own selfish purposes. You’ll find no private 
playground here, because I propose that all human beings 

be banned from wilderness areas. That includes 
roustabouts and eco-freaks, cowboys and orgo-boys, 

miners and meditators. No BASE jumpers 
in squirrel suits...squirrels? YES. Squirrel suits. 

NO.  If you are a homo sapiens, you are not welcome.
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people. It’s just that I feel a lot better when they’re not around.” Perhaps it’s an unwork-
able idea. So consider this possibility.

Wannabe wilderness explorers arrive at one of the several designated points of entry 
into a wilderness area. A member of the citizens’ council, assigned to this checkpoint, 
explains the wilderness concept. You must accept nature on its terms, not yours. To be a 
part of nature, you must assimilate with nature. You must be like the bird, the bear, the 
whiptail lizard. You must breathe freely and uninhibited through each and every pore of 
your body, in absolute harmony with the natural world.

You must be naked. That’s right. Strip off the camera and binoculars. Unbutton that 
shirt. Unzip your trousers. Remove those stylish lavender briefs. Unsnap that sport bra. 
Bare your chest and bare your soul. Hidden splendors await you. Why not reveal your 
own?

You will have no use for Patagonia in a wilderness area. You can leave your JanSport 
pack at home. We came into this world naked, and we can go into wilderness areas the 
same way. However, once inside the wilderness, all restrictions cease. You have entered 
the primal world as a primal man and you are allowed to do whatever is required to sur-
vive. If you can “grin a bear to death” as Davy Crockett is reported to have done, more 
power to you. There are no bear seasons in the wilderness.

Within these wild places, Man and Woman  will re-discover the skills, the talents, the 
link to the land that we lost so long ago. We will find them or we will perish, for there 
are no search and rescue teams in wilderness areas, no helicopter LifeFlights. The Grand 
County Search & Rescue Team can rest easy—this is out of their jurisdiction.

There are those among you who will believe this alternative is grossly unfair. Some 
will argue that it favors the exhibitionist types who like to run around naked, who are 
always the first ones to strip bare at a hot tub party.

I have considered this argument carefully and decided it has its merits. Being some-
what modest myself, I believe it is necessary to deal directly with the problem. There-
fore, I propose that a catalpa tree be planted at each wilderness area point of entry. The 
catalpa leaf is very large and very durable. Several well-placed leaves should cover every 
part that anyone might want to conceal, and allow the shyest of of the shy to walk freely.

ALTERNATIVE #3...FALLOW WILDERNESS (COMPROMISE #2)

Farmers long ago discovered the value of letting cultivated fields lay fallow for a peri-
od of time. They learned that when they planted crops year after year on the same piece 
of ground, they sucked the nutrients right out of the soil and eventually left it barren and 
unproductive. They good earth needed a rest, a chance to recover and recuperate.

The same can be said of wilderness. How many years have passed since it was first 
suggested that, by our sheer numbers, we were loving our favorite wild places to death? 
This alternative suggests a compromise of the first two options set forth in this essay.

Instead of banning all humans for all time, let’s open them up for periods of a few 
years, and then close them for awhile. Let the rocks and trees and critters take a breath-
er. We’ll set up the openings and closures of the different areas on a rotation basis. But, 
if the rush to any one wilderness reserve becomes excessive, the EARTH FIRST!/WALU 
Team will be on hand to control the crowd and boot them out if necessary.

As for the “wilderness in the buff” proposal, we can perhaps modify that idea to allow 
clothing that was made by hand from natural fabrics, (please, no synthetics.)

One thing you will not see in these proposals is any claim of “economic benefit.” I’m 
not particularly interested in economic benefits when it comes to wilderness. Neither 
was the United States Congress when they passed the Wilderness Act. Some environ-
mental groups have claimed that wilderness designation will be a great boon to the 
fortunes of nearby communities. That’s a pretty lame reason.

Wilderness, if we can get past the rhetoric, both for and against, is a very simple pure 
idea. It is a savings account for the future. But not OUR future...for ITS future. For no 
better reason than it is the right thing to do. That some places on this ever-shrinking 
planet deserve to be left alone. How many of us wish we could return to the homes we 
grew up in, and could find them just we way we left them?  The same yard, the same 
trees, the same forsythia bush by the fence. Even if we couldn’t enter the yard or go 
inside? They would be like old friends that never change.

To me, that’s what wilderness is all about.
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Willie Flocko’s
COUNTRY KITCHEN

SUMMER SALADS
Editor’s 1993 Note: Mr Flocko, at last report, was vacationing in Scotland, and on 

the verge of a nervous breakdown. This office received a scratchy trans-Atlantic phone 
call from our hapless food editor, who was having a difficult time of it, learning to 
drive on the left (or “wrong” side of the road, as he put it.)

The agency from which he rented his car has required him to triple the liability in-
surance, and there is some question if he will be allowed to continue driving.

Hopefully, Flocko will be able to complete his vacation without further incident and 
return safely to Moab and the Zephyr in the near future. Meanwhile, here are some 
recipes he prepared for you, his loyal readers, before departing.

Next month: Lock Ness Stew

Flocko’s Cold Cucumber Soup
This recipe is exceptionally easy, very refreshing and is as useful in dieting as it is fill-

ing...very low in calories.
Pour one quart of buttermilk into a bowl. Grate one (1) cucumber into the buttermilk. 

Add black pepper and a sprinkle of either dill or mint. Chill and serve.

To make the vinaigrette: Place the shallots in the reserved wine and bring to a boil 
over high heat. Boil until liquid is reduced to 2 tablespoons. Place in a large bowl and 
cool to room temperature. Using a wire whisk, incorporate small amounts of the olive 
oil, whisking all the while. Slowly add the grapefruit juice and vinegar, whisking all the 
while to form a smooth emulsion. Add the peppercorns; mix well and season with salt

Place the endive in a bowl and dress with half of the vinaigrette; mix gently. Arrange 
endive in a mound in the center of the lobster and grapefruit. Drizzle the lobster and 
grapefruit with the remaining vinaigrette, and serve at room temperature.

Note: To cut citrus fruits into fillets, use a very sharp paring knife to first peel the 
fruit, taking care to remove all the pith. Then cut between the fibers that separate each 
section in order to remove the pulp, leaving behind the white membrane. Gently lay 
each fillet on a flat surface as you remove it from the whole fruit.

Makes 4 to 6 servings.

Gazpacho with Corn and Zucchini

2 to 4 ears of corn on the cob
2 pounds fresh, red, ripe tomatoes
1 onion, preferably a red onion, coarsely chopped
2 cloves garlic, finely minced
2 cups peeled, coarsely chopped cucumber
1 ½ cups tomato juice
salt and freshly ground pepper to taste
½ cup olive oil
¼ cup red wine vinegar
½ small zucchini, peeled
1 cup finely diced cucumber
3 tablespoons finely minced fresh basil or 1 teaspoon dried

Drop the shucked corn into boiling water to cover Cover and when the water returns 
to the boil, remove it immediately from the heat. Let stand 5 minutes, no longer. Drain. 
Let the corn cool. Cut off the kernels. There should be about 1 cup.

Drop the tomatoes into boiling water to cover. Let stand 12 seconds and drain imme-
diately. Pull the peel from the tomatoes, using a paring knife. Cut away and discard the 
core. Coarsely chop the tomatoes. There should be about 4 cups.

Put the tomatoes into the container of an electric blender. It may be necessary to do 
this in two or three steps. Add the onion, garlic, the coarsely chopped cucumber, and 
tomato juice. Blend thoroughly in one or two steps, depending on the blender. Add salt 
and pepper to taste.

Pour the mixture into a bowl and add the olive oil and vinegar.
Cut the zucchini into fine dice and add it. Add the corn. Add the diced cucumber and 

basil. Add more salt and pepper to taste. Chill thoroughly.

Yield: 6 to 8 servings

Cold Garlic Soup

1 quart rich chicken broth
2 large cloves garlic
2 cups heavy cream
4 egg yolks
Salt and freshly ground black pepper
¼ teaspoon grated nutmeg or to taste
1 ½ cups garlic croutons (see recipe)

Pour the broth into a 2-quart heavy casserole.
Peel the garlic and crush each clove slightly. Add it to the broth. Simmer 10 minutes.
Blend the cream and yolks and add the mixture to the broth, stirring rapidly. Bring 

just to the boil, stirring constantly, and remove from the heat. Add salt and pepper to 
taste and the nutmeg. Serve very cold with a garnish of croutons on each serving. (Can 
also be served piping hot.)

Yield: 6 to 8 servings.

Garlic Croutons

2 cloves garlic
4 tablespoons butter
1 ½ cups bread cut into 1/2-inch cubes

Peel the garlic and crush each clove slightly.
Heat the butter in a heavy saucepan, and when it is hot, add the garlic and bread 

cubes. Cook, stirring and shaking the skillet, until the cubes are golden brown all over. 
Drain the cubes and discard the garlic.

Yield: 1 ½ cups

Lobster-Grapefruit Salad 
With Green Peppercorns

4 lobster tails (about 1 pound each in the shell) if unavailable, jumbo prawns may be 
substituted

1 cup white wine
2 large pink grapefruits, cut into fillets (see note)

Vinaigrette:
2 shallots, peeled and thinly sliced
1 cup olive oil
2 tablespoons grapefruit juice
2 tablespoons champagne vinegar
2 ½ tablespoons green peppercorns, bruised
Salt, to taste
2 firm heads endive, trimmed and slivered

Using kitchen scissors or a very sharp knife, remove the lobster meat from the shells. 
Save the shells for making stock or discard. Place the lobster meat and the wine in a 
shallow saucepan. Bring to a boil over high heat, reduce the heat to moderate, and cook 
for 2 to 3 minutes or until the lobster is just done. Do not over cook the lobster meat. 
Remove with a slotted spoon and cool to room temperature, reserving the wine.

When the meat is cool enough to handle, slice it into 1/2-inch rounds and arrange 
around the innter edge of a large plate. Arrange the grapefruit fillets between the slices 
of lobster.
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LIFETIME
BACKBONER

STEVE RUSSELL
Moab, UT

Avocado Salad

3 pkgs. Lime Jello
4 tablespoons lemon juice
2 cups hot water (boiling)
1 cup whipped cream, after whipping
1 cup mayonnaise
1 cup diced cucumber
½ cup sliced olives (stuffed)
1 cup sliced avocado
1 cup avocado pulp
½ teaspoon salt

When liquid cooks and begins to thicken, put in solids.
Serves 12.

Burgundy Punch Sherbet

Mix in a blender four each of peeled oranges, lemons, and limes, two large cans of 
frozen orange juice concentrate, one small bottle of Rose’s lime juice, four small cans of 
frozen cranberry juice concentrate, a fifth of Burgundy, and half a quart of black cherry 
soda. Whip it all together, let it freeze, whip it again, and place it back in the freezer for 
another hour or two until it freezes up. Serve in Burgundy glasses.

Summer Snow

Mix in a blender the meat from one melon (cantaloupe, honeydew, or Cranshaw,) 
one cup of cran-apricot juice, half a cup of Rose’s lime juice, the juice of two lemons, 
and about a cup of honey. It should not be too sweet, but on the tart side. Blend until 
smooth, pour into trays, and freeze. Serve scooped into champagne or Burgundy glasses. 
Serves 6.

Lime Applesauce Sherbet

Put into a blender one whole lime, one small container of frozen orange juice concen-
trate, two small containers of frozen limeade concentrate, a pinch of sweet basil, about 
a half a cup of honey, one cup of milk, a small bottle of Rose’s lime juice, and the juice 
of two lemons. Puree until smooth, blend it into eight cups of applesauce, and freeze it 
for about two hours. Take it out, whip it again, and refreeze until it’s time to serve. The 
amounts given will make enough sherbet to serve at least 8 people. It should be very 
tart—this sherbet is wonderful with cold pork or cold smoked fish, or as a relief to any 
dinner, or by itself.
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THE ZEPHYR INTERVIEWS...from 2005

PATRICK DIEHL & TORI WOODARD

On May 5, 2003, Erica Walz conducted a lengthy interview with Tori 
Wodard and Patrick Diehl at their home in Escalante, Utah. Both Woodard 
and Diehl are actively involved in Utah public lands issues and have been vo-
cal opponents of public lands ranching. They were key players in the creation 
of the Glen Canyon Group of the Sierra Club and Patrick ran for the US Con-
gress in 2002 on the Green Party ticket.

The interviewer, Erica Walz, lives in Escalante, Utah

Tori and Patrick, what are your backgrounds and what led you to 
move to one of the most remote rural communities in Utah?

Patrick: The reason I moved here is because of Tori’s health. At the end of the 
eighties she developed Multiple Chemical Sensitivity syndrome, and could no 
longer live in urban areas. I lived in the Bay Area and she couldn’t. We knew 
what would work for her as far as not getting worse: high desert and clean air. 
We talked about where we could find those things, and where we could also 
hike year round; there aren’t many places in the West that met our criteria, and 
we settled on Escalante. I’m trained as an academic. I’ve been a political activist 
for 20 years, an anti-nuclear activist, and now I do a lot of free-lance work with 
words, essentially. My favorite place when growing up was in southwest Texas-
-my grandparents’ ranch. So there actually is ranching in my background. I like 
the West.

Tori: I was raised on a ranch in the San Luis Valley in Colorado. I have an MA 
in clinical psychology from Antioch University in San Francisco. I was working 
on an internship to get my license when I got sick, and since then I’ve sup-
ported myself pretty much the same way Patrick does summarizing testimony, 
writing grant proposals for a number of organizations. I was an anti-nuclear 
activist for the same period of time Patrick was--that’s how we met.

aware of as a kid. Total life support. I also learned that we’re not feeding the 
country on cows raised on this land. It’s negligible. So I feel like the cost is so 
high compared to what we get out of it. And I get so upset about the rancher 
attitude toward wildlife, mountain lions, coyotes---they want to kill them all. 
They persecute these animals. That’s another cost. My family really didn’t know 
about ecosystems. I think families lived that way because they didn’t know, 
but there’s no point given what we know now to not do better. I think it’s really 
wrong. There are ranchers that try to do the right thing, to develop conserva-
tion easements. So I do think there is a spectrum. But what we have here is an 
extreme, and it’s polarizing---it’s polarized me. If I hadn’t moved here I’d prob-
ably be somewhere in the middle.

Patrick: I’m convinced that domestic livestock do not belong on public land 
in the intermountain west, period. Cattle, sheep and goats don’t belong here. 
The ecosystems did not evolve to tolerate that kind of pressure from ungulates 
and grazers.

What are your objections to public lands ranching?
Tori: Since I’m the daughter of a public lands rancher maybe I should go first. 

My dad and his family, going back five generations, were ranchers including 
on public lands since the 1860s. We had a large base: 26,000 acres private and 
100,000 acres on BLM & Forest Service. That amount of property supported 
a herd of 1,000 cows. It’s a lot of land for that number of cows, and there was 
a lot more grass there than here. But I didn’t really think about public lands 
ranching until I got here. I learned about cryptobiotic soils, and hiking around 
here I could see that the ecosystem is in better shape where the cows can’t go. 
And then I began to learn about all the subsidies that ranchers get that I wasn’t 

Is there a value in keeping people connected to land and in agri-
culture?

Patrick: Having grown up around my uncles around the ranch in Texas, the 
connection to the land was kind of qualified. They were connected to the busi-
ness of running the ranch and to killing predators, and they knew about the 
plants they liked and didn’t like, but they didn’t have a connection as far as a 
love of the land and an interest in how it functions as a whole. I see that here. 
I don’t have the impression that the people in this town know very much at 
all about the land around them. They have a very narrow knowledge of a few 
things that are of practical relevance in their lives, so I’m not convinced that 
family ranching and family farming fosters a valid connection to the land. It’s 
just as rare for ranchers and farmers to be passionately interested in the land 
around them as it is for the general population.

Tori: Patrick and I are talking about a land ethic. Another thing I’d like to add 
is I think we all need to grow our own vegetables. But when you begin to try 
to make money off the land, extracting something from the land, that perverts 
the whole process. If you have to make your living at it, you’re going to look at 
everything you can to increase yields, such as use pesticides, and it becomes 
exploitive.

Define, from your perspective, the” highest and best use” of water 
and land. For example, if 100 condominiums on 100 acres of land 
use half as much water as it takes to water that much alfalfa, does 

I don’t have the impression that the people in this 
town know very much at all about the land 

around them. They have a very narrow knowledge 
of a few things that are of practical relevance 

in their lives, so I’m not convinced that 
family ranching and family farming fosters 

a valid connection to the land.

But what is the specific 
content of a rural lifestyle? 
If it’s quiet you want there 
are lots of quiet places in 
the city. Go up into the 
Berkeley Hills. It’s really 
quiet there. Except for 
the freeway noise. 
There are plenty of quiet 
places in large 
metropolitan areas. 
So I’m trying to get 
what it is that constitutes 
the rural lifestyle. 

I’m not coming up with much of a list.
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that make condominiums a higher and better use?
Patrick: Well, I’m not in a position to control land that someone might want 

to put 100 condos on. It’s up to the local community to either stop it or not, and 
I could perhaps campaign to return the water that was used for that land back 
to it’s natural role as a support for ecosystems, but I’m not interested in 100 
condos or an alfalfa field. Neither is an acceptable use.

 You’ve said that you’d like to “eliminate every alfalfa field in 
southern Utah.”

Patrick: Did I say that? I don’t know about every alfalfa field. But alfalfa 
farming in desert conditions requires heavy subsidies and should stop. Alfalfa 
fields are competing with the streams, and I’m interested in getting in-stream 
flows back up. We don’t need the alfalfa that’s produced. Society doesn’t need 
it. It simply is not an important contribution. We need to assess the costs and 
benefits of a lot of our society’s activities, and this is one that needs to be chal-
lenged.

If there isn’t alfalfa farming, what do you see as taking its place?
Tori: It really depends on the place. What is the best and highest use---what 

land are we talking about? Some land is obviously good agricultural land...bot-
tom land. You can divert some of the water for crops for human consumption, 
but it shouldn’t be for livestock consumption. Another thing I’d like to see is 
native hay grown instead of alfalfa. It doesn’t take as much water.

You’ve talked about a “New Economy” for rural Utah. What do you 
mean by that?

Tori: That idea was from a few years ago.
Patrick: The “amenities economy” idea that the Wilderness Society was put-

ting out is what I think lies behind that. There’s still a fair amount of merit to 
this concept. Between the extractive economy and the purely touristic economy 
is a third way in which you have people moving to an area to live there and be 
part of the local society and perhaps the local economy--in many cases bringing 
their jobs with them and telecommuting--and the reason people come there is 
because it’s a beautiful place to live. It’s not going to be healthy and beautiful 
if you degrade it through logging and mining and grazing. It involves replacing 
some of the extractive economies. But I’m much less confident in the future 
of this economy than I was four years ago when we moved here, and I also see 
that the savagery of the local resistance exceeded even my expectations. People 
will go very far to make their area be extremely unattractive to outsiders. It has 
to do with political power. If you let outsiders in, if you allow them to organize 
and voice their point of view you can easily lose control. These small towns 
have a lot to lose from a political standpoint if there’s much influx from outside. 
So the chances of actually getting an amenities economy going in southern 
Utah is very bad in the short run because of the political situation.

    You’ve also said that one possible job created by this New Econ-
omy would be putting people to work cutting and eliminating tama-
risk. Do you see rural Utahns going to work on projects like that?

Both: Oh sure. If they were paid for it.

You’ve said that Southern Utah is “grossly underpopulated.”
Patrick: “Grossly?” Maybe “somewhat.” I think a lot of these qualifiers are 

Jim’s. (Stiles)
Tori: I think you did say that. That sounds like something I remember you 

saying.
Patrick: I think this town needs to double in size. If we’re going to have more 

towns in this part of the world they should be more self-sustaining. They’re 
really untenable. Not just in economic terms but as cultural units. Maybe 50 or 
100 years ago when they were cut off from the outside world they had to create 
their own culture, but right now it feels like the further reaches of Provo to me--
it’s nothing, in itself.

What about people who enjoy it the way it is?
Patrick: I can’t imagine enjoying it. I really loathe this town, and you can 

quote me. Socially it’s a really loathesome place. You can put that in the paper. 
Absolutely. It’s the worst place I’ve ever lived, and I’ve lived quite a few places. 
So some people like it--it’s like there’s no accounting for taste. But I didn’t 
move here because I wanted to live in a small town like this. I moved here for 
Tori.

    A “rural” lifestyle implies a working relationship with land. Do 
you see any value to this kind of life, as it is in towns like Escalante?

Patrick: No I don’t. I said earlier that from my point of view there isn’t a 
genuine connection to the land, that the connection to the land is unfortunately 
an exploitive one and therefore I don’t value it because of its negative effects 
on the environment. Ideally, I would probably like to see no towns in areas like 
this, to see human beings withdraw and cease to be an occupying force in areas 
with extremely low carrying capacity. And I’d rather see a lot less people out in 
parts of the landscape that suffer greatly from human presence. In the mean-
time, Tori and I are here for health reasons and as long as cities are poisonous 
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there will be people that take refuge from the cities and live in the country. That 
doesn’t mean that I endorse the sort of thing that’s going on here at all.

    Despite the damage that grazing can cause, at least the land is 
still open. Doesn’t open space have value? Isn’t it, in effect, still ca-
pable of being restored at some later date, and isn’t that still prefer-
able to seeing urbanesque development?

Patrick: We’re activists on the public lands grazing issue. Unless the right 
wing gets its druthers and we privatize all the public lands, they’re not going to 
get developed.

Tori: My ideas about things have changed since moving here. I hadn’t even 
thought about the condos vs. cows thing until moving here. And when I moved 
here I got all panicked that there would be subdivisions all over those green 
fields. And I thought to bring the Grand Canyon Trust here to help people put 
easements on their land--I was into it. And then I realized the whole cow prob-
lem on public lands and that those fields are feeding those cows.

Patrick: I look back to August of 1998 when we moved here, and shake my 
head at how many assumptions I made about the future, and how optimistic 
I was about a lot of things. Given what’s happening on a national and global 
scale, it’s very hard to worry about what’s going to happen in Escalante.

    There’s a growing movement in the Southwest where ranchers, 
environmentalists and scientists are getting together and explor-
ing the best available practices for restoring and maintaining eco-
logically healthy and productive rangelands. What’s your thought 
on this movement?

Tori: Bogus.
Patrick: Yup.
Tori: There probably are some small ecosystems where you can graze a few 

animals and not destroy the land. But in general, in the intermountain west, it’s 
too arid, and they shouldn’t be here. You cannot support enough of them on the 
land to make a living. So I don’t think it’s going to work. Public lands should be 
for wildlife. Where else is wildlife going to go, but on our public lands?

    There is still a rural culture in the West, albeit dwindling. It 
represents a distinctly different lifestyle. Rural westerners are 
willing to do without certain amenities to enjoy other qualities of 
life that can’t be found in an urban environment. If people choosing 
this kind of life can’t feel their future is safe in an isolated part of 
the West like Escalante, where can a rural westerner feel confident 
that this lifestyle can endure? Is there anyplace?

Tori: What have they given up? I don’t feel like they give up a lot. People have 
most of what’s available in other places. But, since I grew up in a rural town, I 
do feel there were values imbued in me that were perhaps “rural.” One of them 
was fair play, and I don’t see it here.

Patrick: The real thing people give up around here is medical care. But what 
is the specific content of a rural lifestyle? If it’s quiet you want there are lots 
of quiet places in the city. Go up into the Berkeley Hills. It’s really quiet there. 
Except for the freeway noise. There are plenty of quiet places in large metro-
politan areas. So I’m trying to get what it is that constitutes the rural lifestyle. 
I’m not coming up with much of a list.

This might include open space, not always locking your doors, knowing your 
neighbors, parents feel like they can let their kids move around more freely, 
people waving at each other when they drive by.

Patrick: They don’t wave at us; they don’t talk. I can come up with lots of 
things that you don’t have in a rural lifestyle, but I can’t come up with many 
things that you do get that you wouldn’t have in the city. The one thing that you 
don’t have here is constantly polluted air.

Tori: We enjoy being able to go out and hike, and others like to hunt, fish. So 
that’s part of rural life. Then there’s the cowboy/rancher lifestyle. Personally 
I think that is mostly a negative, because people abuse the animals. As a child 
I was encouraged to participate in that and I don’t think it’s good for kids to 
learn that. I find the cowboy lifestyle to be violent, very macho, very non-femi-
nist. I don’t like it. I didn’t like it as a child. I hated Country Western music--it 
was my parents’ music, I was not of their generation, I wasn’t ever going to 
listen to that. I still hate it. And it’s gotten worse.

Patrick: But I have to admit there are a few really good country-western 
songs.

I really loathe this town, and you 
can quote me. Socially it’s a 

really loathesome place. 
You can put that in the paper. 

Absolutely. It’s the worst place I’ve ever lived,
and I’ve lived quite a few places.
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from May 2010

KEN SLEIGHT...In His Own Words
The Legendary ‘Seldom Seen’ speaks his mind...

It’s almost looking like Spring at Pack Creek Ranch. The lawns are green-
ing up. The horses are looking like they’re feeling their oats after a long hard 
winter. Splashes of color—flowers! Dot the landscape. But where’s Sleight? I 
check the house but he’s not where he said he would be. Sleight on the move. I 
wander the grounds for few minutes, hoping to catch a glimpse of him wres-
tling with an irrigation sprinkler. No sign of him.

Finally I get back in the car and drive up the road to the incongruous sight 
of a steel Quonset hut set back in the trees. I see his truck, then I hear “Seldom 
Seen,” even with my windows rolled up.

“Goddamn computer!”
I know how he feels.

There’s my old friend 
of almost 35 years. He 
had been hunched over 
his desktop, frozen by 
frustration. But now, 
he unwinds his legs, 
props them across the 
desk and leans back in 
his ragged chair. Ken 
cups his hands behind 
his head and grins, 
“Stiles! How the hell 
are you?”

I met Ken Sleight at 
the Arches National 
Park visitor center 
almost 35 years ago. In 
the intervening years, 
I don’t think he has 
ever failed to greet me 
in just that way. And 
incredibly, always with 
a hint of enthusiasm.

“How you doing 
Ken?”

“I’ve been sitting at 
this damn computer. I 
don’t like all this com-
puter shit but I have to learn how to do it. I don’t really want to learn how to 
do ‘new stuff’ anymore. They tell you there’s all this new stuff that a computer 
or whatever will do. But then you get it and you have to learn HOW to use it! 
I’m sick of updates! And the damn computer is always freezing up and I have 
to turn the whole damn thing off. You either have to be a computer whiz or 
have somebody around who is. .and the money to pay them. And then you’re 
broke so what’s the point?”

the horses, cooked the meals. Ken didn’t really want any “assistance” when he 
cooked. The more his customers tried to “help” the less likely they were to eat. 
Ken used to take a stick and draw a circle around him as he prepared the meals.

“This is my kitchen!” he hollered, pointing out the crude circle to his custom-
ers. “Don’t dare step inside it!”

Pack trips were no more complicated than that—stay outside Ken’s circle!

“The biggest problem in the world today is that everything is so complicated. 
You have to go through so many things. There’s just too many damn people and 
as a result, you have to be so organized it takes the fun out of living. Abbey and 

I used to talk about 
where we’d go once 
this place is totally 
ruined. We’d just close 
our eyes to the changes 
and figured we’d go 
where we want. We 
talked about going to 
the Yukon once. Just 
keep moving. Keep 
moving.

“But really I don’t 
know that that’s the 
answer. I have Jane 
and my family and I 
couldn’t just drag ev-
erybody along. But just 
me talking?  I wouldn’t 
be here.

“But I am here and I 
like it. I’ll stick it out to 
the end, whether there 
are parts of it I don’t 
like or not. We can 
still…maybe…protect 
some of it…eliminate 
some of the stuff we’ve 
screwed up. Maybe 
restore some of it. I 
always felt we could 

restore Glen Canyon.  The older I get, the less I feel we have much impact. It 
bothers me to no end to know you can fight like hell, we can organize little 
groups of activists, you put all your heart and soul into that, then here comes 
other mainstream groups who can overrule you.”

In the late 1990s Ken Sleight and others tried to organize a “Glen Canyon 
Group” of the Sierra Club. Its sole purpose was to advocate the decommission-
ing of Glen Canyon Dam, a subject dear to Ken’s heart. But Sierra Clubbers 
from the Utah Chapter hierarchy took issue with the groups’s goal, even though 
the national organization had passed a resolution in support of decommission-
ing. Ultimately Sleight was drummed out of the group. It was the last time he 
would actively involve himself in a “mainstream” environmental organization. 
Here’s Ken…

Ken isn’t too pleased with the state of the world these days. Ken spent most of 
his life running rivers and leading pack trips. He never hesitates to note that he 
was a small businessman. It’s BIG business that gives him heartburn that leads 
to heartache. He liked being ‘small.’

“I used to think I could do it all myself. Even when I was running the river, I 
wanted to do it all myself. I never liked to spend a lot of money and if it all got 
too big, then I wasn’t really in a business that I wanted to be in. I didn’t like to 
send out pack trips or river trips when I couldn’t go myself. What’s the point if I 
can’t go? So I kept it real low level…I’d hire an assistant or two but that’s about 
it. If you’re a small outfit, you get to be the creator. It’s like The Zephyr. If there 
was anybody to blame it was you!

Ken did it all back then. He was the marketing man. He put together hand-
made brochures that he printed on an old mimeograph machine. He did the 
folding and stuffing, he licked the stamps. On trips, he drove the truck, led 

“That Sierra Club deal really taught me a lot. One of the basic goals was to re-
store Glen Canyon. Our little group fought like hell to get established. But here 
comes the powers-that-be from Salt Lake that opposed our group. Then the na-
tional people say, ‘Let’s do it another way.’ The group pulled away from serious 
Glen Canyon restoration…they thought going after restoration looked silly.

“Nowadays, there’s no major project. They do clean ups and things. They did 
a fine job on moving the tailings at Atlas, but I don’t see the green fighters in it 
that there used to be. It’s a feel-good deal, the Sierra Club.

“What the large environmental groups don’t want to get into is that they load 

But now, he unwinds his legs, props them 
across the desk and leans back in his ragged chair. 

Ken cups his hands behind his head and grins, 
“Stiles! How the hell are you?” “I always felt we could restore Glen Canyon.  

The older I get, the less I feel we have much impact. 
It bothers me to no end to know you can fight like 

hell, we can organize little groups of activists, 
you put all your heart and soul into that, 

then here comes other mainstream groups 
who can overrule you.”
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their boards of directors with people with lots of money and those people with 
lots of money seem different than we are. Some of them are doing good jobs…
not letting their interests get in the way.  But others…how in the world can they 
NOT let their interests get in the way? So as a result, some of these groups, like 
the Grand Canyon Trust..SUWA…I think they pull their punches. They won’t 
take on some issues. White Mesa. Nuclear waste. Glen Canyon… Anyway I 
think it is legitimate to question the big money on these boards.

“I’ve thought a lot about this. After they got all their money in the first place, 
whether it’s by oil or gas or uranium or plastics, they’ve created these monsters. 
Then they come back and want to donate. Are they trying to make amends? 
How are they making amends? If these big outfits and people want to make 
amends, then REALLY make amends. From a standpoint of conscience, if they 
say, ‘I want to do everything I can to atone for my past sins,’ then okay. But 
most of it is, ‘I give so much to charity,’ and it makes them look great. But if 
they are really repentant, they ought to get their shovels and go right to work.”

the leases though he had no money to pay for them. In effect, he successfully 
killed the sale and a month later, the Obama administration voided any future 
sales of those lands near Moab. But DeChristopher was charged with two felony 
counts anyway. On June 21, DeChristopher goes to trial.

Ken gets hot just thinking about Tim…

“Here is a case of an unjust action..the oil and gas leases…and they’ve shown 
it was the LEASES that are unjust. The government itself has said it was wrong. 
The law suit from SUWA shows part of this. But here was a young guy who saw 
all this and said, ‘nobody is doing anything…this is unjust,’ and rightfully he did 
something about it.

“What a glorious thing, acting against an unjust action. Then the BLM and 
the Justice Department takes him to task. He acted. What a wonderful thing for 
him to do.

“It’s haunting to me that nobody, no environmental group is commenting 
on it. I talked to Groene (executive director of SUWA) and to Liz Thomas and 
I said, ‘Where’s your support?’ No support. QUIET!  They said, ‘Well he was 
doing all these things and we were doing this thing and his actions interfered 
with our actions..in the name of the environment. And I said, ‘where is the 
grassroots.’ I know that SUWA’s lawsuits were beneficial but SO WERE HIS 
ACTIONS!  

In the same way. The same fervor. Law suits are so slow and DeChristopher 
accomplished his purpose. He won!

“But I don’t think any of these big outfits like SUWA will even send a delega-
tion to the trial to protest.  Groene says he’s not going to do anything or make 
a statement. They’re afraid it makes them look like they condone that kind of 
stuff. But for me, the most important thing to realize is an unjust law. That’s 
what this is about.”

Ken gets frustrated at times. He blames his age more than anything else. The 
fire is still there, but…

“The older you get, the less sharp you are. You feel all your aches and pains 
and you don’t quite have it like you used to. I can blame it on people not listen-
ing to me. Well maybe the problem is, I’m not putting the word out appropri-
ately.  Maybe there comes a time like ol’ Governor Lamm said a long time ago, 
that it’s time to let the ranch go…I think there might be something to it. I’m 
still going to fight to the end, but I was much better at fighting for things in a 
younger era than I am now.”

Ken stands up. “Let’s get out of this damn office and breathe some real air.”
For once we have a breeze not a gale as we walk into the Springtime and 

the trees and gaze across the horse pasture to the old Pack Creek lodge, now 
Ken and Jane’s home. It looks much the same to me as it did 25 years ago, but 
change is underway. The ranch is administered by a homeowners association 
and all the owners, including the Sleights, share the commons. Ken ponders the 
future…what will it be like, Ken?

“Pack Creek Ranch and Moab will be plastic,” Ken says sadly.  “Nothing but 
plastic, and Pack Creek with it. Civilization is already headed that way. It IS 
that way. Plastic is a good word. Plastic individuals.  Not really individuals any-
more. People will go where they’ve been trained and taught. Control.  Wilder-
ness is supposed to be having the space to be free. When we fought for wilder-
ness, we thought it meant big empty places. I really don’t want to be around for 
what’s coming and I won’t of course. I’m 80 years old. I’ve turned the corner I 
guess.”

Ken stares down the valley to the towering red wall on the far side of Span-
ish valley and beyond to the tablelands and mesas and  cliffs that have been his 
home for a lifetime.

“Sometimes the fever goes out….But not all the time. It comes back. I may not 
change the course of anything  but I  feel better about it when I try.”

More than anything, Ken worries about too many people. When Sleight was 
running tourists down Glen Canyon in the 1950s, he never dreamed the recre-
ation industry sleight2010-cwould become what it is today. And if it’s this bad 
now, what will it be like in another 20 years?

“They keep trying to bring more people here. That spells doom for wilder-
ness. More people. More people. How many times have we talked about that? 
More parking lots. More of everything. We keep building and building. Down at 
Zion they’re about to build a bigger tunnel for the east entrance road. ‘Improv-
ing’ it! Adapting to handle ever increased numbers, all for the comfort of the 
people. Now everybody associates that with preservation. We’ve got to ‘im-
prove’ it so we can get more people in. And that’s what even Obama is saying. 
I’m an Obama fan in a lot of ways but not this. And look at the offshore drill-
ing now! It’s too much compromise. And nobody is talking about reducing the 
number of people.”

And what about wilderness?  It is the biggest environmental battle in Utah 
and has been for 20 years. Why do we save wilderness? Ken has some opin-
ions…

“Now its how can we use IT…wilderness that is. Not wilderness for its own 
merits. I’ve got an idea for wilderness. Lets carve up a big section and NOBODY 
goes in there. Leave it to the animals and nature. NOBODY! Goes in there. I 
admit I’d be the first to want to go in there and I’d probably get caught. Why 
not just have places on the earth where nobody can go in. Not even scientists! 
They’re not going to allow that. I always like Dave Foreman’s idea to even take 
wilderness off the maps. Big blank spots. JUST LEAVE IT LONE! That sounds 
good to me.”

If there’s one subject that riles Ken more than anything else these days, it’s 
the case of Tim DeChristopher. In December 2008, DeChristopher attended a 
federal oil and gas lease auction in Salt Lake City. He found himself bidding on 

“Pack Creek Ranch and Moab will be plastic,” 
Ken says sadly.  “Nothing but plastic, and Pack Creek 

with it. Civilization is already headed that way. 
It IS that way. Plastic is a good word. 

Plastic individuals.  Not really individuals anymore. 
People will go where they’ve been trained and taught. 

Control.  Wilderness is supposed to be 
having the space to be free.
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Teddy Roosevelt and Carl Jung: Rendezvous Out in the Badlands
By Scott Thompson

“As far as technological culture is concerned, we lag miles behind America. But all 
that is frightfully costly and already carries the germ of the end in itself.” 

– Swiss Psychiatrist Carl Jung, 1909

On Valentine’s Day, 1884, when he was in his mid-20s, Theodore Roosevelt’s mother 
and wife both died. In his grief he sought refuge on a cattle ranch in western North 
Dakota that he had invested in the year before. To comprehend the depth of the place’s 
remoteness when he was there we have to think of vast stretches in Alaska or Nunavut 
in far northern Canada. And he could not have had a more improbable background for 
such an adventure, being Harvard educated and from a wealthy New York family. Yet to 
his enormous credit he dug in and stayed out on that strange land for much of the next 
three years.

And in the process he lost over half of his sizeable investment in the ranch due to the 
terrible weather for cattle. In spite of that, being out on that landscape changed him: “I 
have always said I would not have been President had it not been for my experience in 
North Dakota…It was here that the romance of my life began.”

Consider how he described being in that immense place: “Nowhere, not even at 
sea, does a man feel more lonely than when riding over the far-reaching, seemingly 
never-ending plains; and after a man has lived a little while on or near them, their very 
vastness and loneliness and their melancholy monotony have a strong fascination for 
him…The farther one gets into the wilderness, the greater is the attraction of its lonely 
freedom.”

ing about with quivering wings and warbling a loud, merry song with some very sweet 
notes. They were a most welcome little group of guests, and we were sorry when, after 
loitering around a day or two, they disappeared toward their breeding haunts…Now and 
then we hear the wilder voices of the wilderness…the coyotes wail like dismal ventrilo-
quists…” 

As well as his sorrow at what the hand of man could do: “The extermination of the 
buffalo has been a veritable tragedy of the animal world.”

Roosevelt left North Dakota acutely aware of the vulnerability of wild country to hu-
man destruction: “We are prone to speak of the resources of this country as inexhaust-

And: “Nothing could be more lonely and nothing more beautiful than the view at 
nightfall across the prairies to these huge hill masses, when the lengthening shadows 
had at last merged into one and the faint after-glow of the red sunset filled the west…Af-
ter nightfall the face of the country seems to alter marvelously, and the clear moonlight 
only intensifies the change. The river gleams like running quicksilver, and the moon-
beams play over the grassy stretches of the plateaus…The Bad Lands seem to be stranger 
and wilder than ever, the silvery rays turning the country into a kind of grim fairyland.”

Can you see the transition going on here? First Roosevelt encountered the odd, shock-
ing loneliness, the overwhelming silence that fills all wild country. Many people find 
exactly this experience uncomfortable if not scary and quickly back out. But Roosevelt 
sensed something in it and stayed until it got into his bones: “There are no words that 
can tell the hidden spirit of the wilderness, that can reveal its mystery, its melancholy, 
and its charm.” That’s spiritual solitude.

It’s remarkable that as a young man one of our Presidents experienced this and it 
altered the way he saw the world.

For example, his profound joy in wild creatures: “One bleak March day…a flock of 
snow-buntings came…Every few moments one of them would mount into the air, hover-

ible; this is not so.” And: “Of all the questions which can come before this nation, short 
of the actual preservation of its existence in a great war, there is none which compares 
in importance with the great central task of leaving this land even a better land for our 
descendants than it is for us.” To this end he established five National Parks, 18 National 
Monuments, 51 Federal Bird Reservations, four National Game Preserves, and 150 
National Forests.

***
Fast forward a hundred years and some extra. Let’s see if we’re leaving the landscape 

Roosevelt treasured a better land for his descendants than it was for him.
North Dakota’s Theodore Roosevelt National Park was created in 1947. At 70,447 

acres it’s not a huge place. It is divided into three segments: the South Unit, running 
along Interstate 94; the North Unit, mostly a wilderness area, roughly 50 miles up along 
U.S. Highway 85; and the tiny Elkhorn unit somewhere between them, encompassing 
Roosevelt’s ranch. The park is largely surrounded by the much more extensive Little 
Missouri National Grassland, managed by the U.S. Forest Service.

In 2013 the park had 545,090 visitors, significantly fewer than the 998,849 in its peak 
year of 1972. The access afforded by Interstate 94 explains the level of visitation despite 
the otherwise isolated location. My best guesstimate is that the South Unit takes a clear 
majority of the visitation hits, leaving meaningful wildness of the land up in the North 
Unit; perhaps at times in the other two. 

So it was until the North Dakota shale oil boom. Since roughly 2008 hydraulic frac-
turing and directional drilling techniques have opened up the Bakken shale formation to 
massive drilling for oil. The state is undergoing a black gold rush and is now the second 
highest oil producing state in The U.S. Over 600 wells have been punched into the Little 
Missouri Grassland itself on leases granted by the U.S. Forest Service. 

 With these results: at night, from within the park’s boundaries, the visitors can 
see orange flares from 25+ oil wells that are burning off natural gas, thereby obscuring 
their view of the night sky. Also, noise from drilling operations can be heard inside the 
park and tanker trucks for fracking fluids cram once remote, silent roads. 

***
It would be sad enough if these oil wells were only shattering the sacred stillness in 

Theodore Roosevelt National Park that Roosevelt himself understood so deeply. But 
there is much more. By the time the shale oil boom in North Dakota took off it was well 
established that enough fossil fuel reserves had already been discovered to make this 
planet a bleak place if not uninhabitable if they’re all burned.

Which makes discovering any more exceedingly dangerous. 
Nevertheless, when the advanced technology - hydro-fracking and directional drilling 

- came along that made it possible to discover and then produce enormous quantities of 
oil in the Bakken shale formation, a critical mass of humans could not restrain them-
selves. And so they’ve been as busy as ants in an anthill discovering and producing ever 
more of it. Hence the North Dakota oil shale boom.

Of course it’s rationalized in the typical ways. First, producing oil from shale for-
mations is immensely profitable, and profit is always good for shareholders, isn’t it? 
Second, it provides jobs aplenty that pay well and what could be more American than 
“good-paying” jobs?  And third, America needs its own supply of fossil fuel and we can’t 
depend on unstable foreign governments in Venezuela or the Middle East to keep pro-
viding it to us. You get the drift.

Although this is a disappointingly narrow and short-sighted outlook, its scope is 
breathtaking when you consider what it ignores. First, the planet’s atmosphere and 

Roosevelt left North Dakota acutely aware 
of the vulnerability of wild country 

to human destruction: 
“We are prone to speak of the resources 

of this country as inex-haustible; this is not so.” 

“Nothing could be more lonely and nothing more 
beautiful than the view at nightfall across the prairies 

to these huge hill masses, when the lengthening 
shadows had at last merged into one and the faint 

after-glow of the red sunset filled the west…
After nightfall the face of the country seems to alter 

marvelously, and the clear moonlight 
only intensifies the change.”
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oceans and ecosystems don’t give a damn about our national or state boundaries or 
human politics anywhere. Second, they couldn’t care less about our short-term fixations 
because they are comprised of long-term chains of cause and effect: meaning that the 
warming and climate instability that harasses us will devastate our young children and 
will likely kill many of our soon-to-be born grandchildren. And devastate and then kill 
countless numbers of innocent people and creatures and ecosystems across the world.

The oil shale boom in North Dakota is a psychological and spiritual CAT scan that 
reveals more about our collective destructiveness than we’re happy knowing about. 
Particularly because we’ve always thought we were the good guys. 

…
“…America does not see that it is in any danger. It does not understand that it is 

facing its most tragic moment: a moment in which it must make a choice to master its 
machines or be devoured by them….” (Meredith Sabini, Ph.D., Editor. The Earth has a 
Soul: The Nature Writings of C.G. Jung, 2002, pp. 142-143.)

Jung saw such a one-sided psychological development within us primarily because of 
our estrangement from nature. Unlike so many Europeans of his day, he knew that an 
emotional and physical bond with the uncontained natural world, what I call the wild-
ness of the land, has a grounding effect and imparts a strange, indescribable content-
ment that Roosevelt himself experienced and described so well. And that no machinery 
or technology, however fascinating and powerful and pervasive it may become, and no 
matter what material benefits it may provide, can compensate for that dissociation from 
nature. 

In 1930 Jung elaborated on this point in a seminar for his English-speaking students: 
“…In building a machine we are so intent upon our purpose that we forget that we are 
investing that machine with creative power. It looks as if it were a mechanical thing, but 
it can overgrow us in an invisible way, as time and again in the history of the world, in-
stitutions and laws and have overwhelmed man. Despite the fact that they were created 
by man, they are dwelling-places of divine powers that may destroy us.”

…
“…After a while, when we have invested all our energy in rational forms, they will 

strangle us. They are the dragons now; they became a sort of nightmare. Slowly and 
secretly we become their slaves and are devoured.” (p.149.)

Jung’s friend Ochwiay Biano of the Taos Pueblo in New Mexico described this phe-
nomenon when they met in 1925, from which I quote in part: “‘…The whites always want 
something; they are always uneasy and restless. We do not know what they want. We do 
not understand them. We think they are mad.’” Jung added: “…This Indian had struck 
our vulnerable spot, unveiled a truth to which we are blind.” (pp.42-43.) Since that time, 
and following the same pattern, we have become slaves to the mechanisms and institu-
tions of fossil fuel production and consumption, even as they have become poisonous.

In 1945, after the calamity of World War II, Jung reflected further: “Science must rec-
ognize the as yet incalculable catastrophe which its advances have brought with them. 
The still infantile man of today has had means of destruction put into his hands which 
require an immeasurably enhanced sense of responsibility, or an almost pathological 
anxiety, if the fatally easy abuse of their power is to be avoided.” (p.133.)

In writing this passage he broached the question: collectively, are we emotionally, 
psychologically, and spiritually mature enough to handle the ever-more sophisticated 
and therefore dangerous technology and machines we possess? The phenomenon of the 
North Dakota black gold rush suggests that thus far the answer is no.

We could of course continue to take refuge in our restive, raring-to-go American opti-
mism, looking as always for another techno-growth solution. Or we could do something 
exceptional: given that – sadly - it’s already too late to leave this land a better land for 
our descendants, we could ask ourselves how we’d need to change the way we subsist  in 
order to leave this land as unharmed as possible for them.

The answers, if they were searching and honest, would lead us to a different way of 
life. 

Note on resources: “Oil Drilling Threatens Solitude of National Park,” Charleston 
Gazette, 6/23/14; Theodore Roosevelt National Park website. 

***
 One of the reasons I admire the psychiatrist Carl Jung so much is that early on he 

spotted a tendency within Western societies and within Americans in particular to 
become preoccupied with technology and machinery and to utilize it in an unbalanced 
way. Here is what he said to us in 1912: “There is no question but that you have sac-
rificed many beautiful things to achieve your great cities and the domination of your 
wildernesses. To build so great a mechanism you must have smothered many growing 
things…

 “There is no question but that you have sacrificed 
many beautiful things to achieve your great cities 

and the domination of your wildernesses. 
To build so great a mechanism you 

must have smothered many growing things…”  
Carl Jung
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The Sinai Peninsula is one of the most spectacular places on the face of the 
earth.  Armies of the ages have used the rolling sand dunes of northern Sinai as a 
highway to battle.  Ancient Pharaohs, Mesopotamian monarchs, Alexander the 
Great and Napoleon Bonaparte knew the ancient road of northern Sinai.

Southern Sinai is a different story.  As you go south, the rolling sand dunes 
turn into hills, which turn into ridges, which transform into some of the most 
rugged mountains on the face of the earth.  The spectacular landscape of south-
ern Sinai is almost beyond comprehension.

I made a handful of trips to the Sinai in the 1980s, first as a student and then 
as an employee of the Brigham Young University Jerusalem Center.

A visit to the Sinai in the 1980s was nothing short of an adventure.  Our small 
groups would cross the border at Taba into the no-mans land of the Sinai.  At 
the time, the Sinai was admin-
istered by the United Nations 
and was classified as a demili-
tarized zone.  What a strange 
title for a place full of the re-
fuse of war.  The burned-out 
shells of destroyed tanks, care-
fully marked mine fields, and 
debris of death and destruc-
tion were at every turn, all the 
legacy of epic battles between 
the Israelis and the Egyptians 
in 1948, 1967 and 1973.

One group of students saw 
the barrel of a rifle sticking 
out of the sand.  They were 
horrified when they pulled 
the barrel out of the sand and 
discovered two dismembered 
arms still attached to the stock 
of the rifle.

The Sinai is remote and rug-
ged, isolated and raw.  A trip 
to the Sinai required a group 
to bring everything with them: 
water, food, first aid, gasoline, everything.  Our groups would spend two days 
with the barest of rations and sleep under the stars.  Tourist accommodations 
were limited, medical services were nonexistent, and the familiar comforts of 
life seemed distant and far away.

While there are a few isolated communities along the Red Sea coast, signs of 
civilization disappear as soon as the road turns inland.  The only sign of human 
life would be an occasional Bedouin with a small herd of camels.  The silent Bed-
ouin live a nomadic life in the desert, as they have for generations.  They rarely 
interacted with visitors.

Nebi Musa is one of the tallest mountains in the heart of the Sinai.  The name 
means The Prophet Moses in Arabic.  At the base of sits St. Catherine’s Mon-
astery.  The monastery was built 1700 years ago and has never been destroyed.  

answered in clear English, with a distinct American accent.  I asked him where 
he learned his American English and he answered that he grew up in Salt Lake 
City before dedicating himself to his life of service at St. Catherine’s.

These monks live a life of solitude in the desert and when their life ends, they 
are buried in one of a handful of graves at the base of the mountain.

The graves are few in number because there is very little soil in the Sinai.  Solid 
rock mountains leave very little space, or soil, for a grave.  So after several years, 
the bones of the monk will be dug up and taken to the Charnel House, where they 
are sorted... skulls in one room, arms in another, etc.  This makes the grave avail-
able for temporary occupation by the next deceased monk.

Despite the dry landscape, the monks have developed their limited water re-
sources.  Any rain that falls simply runs off of the solid rock and flows to the val-

ley floor, where it is collected 
in cisterns.  In this way, every 
miniscule drop of rain can be 
captured and a simple and 
austere life can be sustained 
in this most barren area.

St. Catherine’s is the home 
of one of the most remark-
able libraries on the face of 
the earth.  The monastery 
has largely been forgotten 
by the passage of time.  The 
dry climate is perfect for the 
preservation of documents 
and the monastery is full of 
documents.  In fact, a trea-
ty letter in the monastery, 
signed by Mohammed him-
self, has offered protection 
to the site for nearly 13 cen-
turies.

Time – and armies – has 
marched by and the centu-
ries have clicked away in this 
remote and forgotten corner 

of the earth.
Despite being one of the most isolated places on earth and seemingly far from 

any vestige of civilization, it was from Sinai that the core of our civilization de-
veloped.  Moses and the Children of Israel escape from Egypt and found stark 
refuge at Sinai.  Moses went to the “mountain of God” and brought down stone 
tablets.

You have to go to a museum or university in order to study ancient Egyptian 
life, religion and culture.  The same is true of the life, religion and culture of other 
ancient societies; they are strange and distant and unfamiliar.  However, there 

A Trip to the Edge of the Earth
A Return to the Sinai and a Rapidly Changing World

by Bill Boyle

Manned by a handful of Greek Orthodox monks, life has changed very little over 
the centuries at St. Catherine’s.  The monks seem an anomaly in the stark desert.  
They dress in heavy black robes and speak very little. 

I visited St. Catherine’s several times over a two-year period and became ac-
quainted, by sight, with one of the monks.  One day, he motioned to me that a 
mass was going to be held in the ancient chapel and invited me to attend.  I ac-
cepted, and awkwardly tried to thank him afterwards.  I was surprised when he 

is one exception.  The monotheism that sprung from the mountains of Sinai is 
vibrant and alive today.  Modern Judaism, Christianity and Islam, which repre-
sent the belief systems of nearly half of the earth today, share a common genesis 
at Sinai.

I do not think that it is a coincidence that these developments, which impact 
our daily society millennia removed from Sinai, emerged from such a stark and 
rugged and unforgiving landscape.

In the 1980s, our groups would travel all day through the rugged desert in or-
der to arrive at the base of Nebi Musa in the evening.  After a few hours of fitful 
sleep, we would start our hike soon after midnight.  The trail climbs nearly 2,000 

A visit to the Sinai in the 1980s was nothing short 
of an adventure... The Sinai is remote and rugged, 

isolated and raw.  A trip to the Sinai required a 
group to bring everything with them... 
Tourist accommodations were limited.

Despite being one of the most isolated places 
on earth and seemingly far from any vestige 

of civilization, it was from Sinai that the core 
of our civilization developed.
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feet from St. Catherine’s to the top of the mountain. 
Even though we had flashlights if needed, we would soon learn that it was 

better to let our eyes adjust to the night and simply hike in the dark.  The most 
spectacular night sky imaginable would provide enough light to hike.   Many visi-
tors had never experienced such a remarkable night sky. 

It was a walk in total solitude, interrupted only if you chose to talk with a 
friend.  The trail is wide and relatively flat at the beginning, but gets steeper and 
steeper as you climb.  The final stretch consists of nearly 1,000 stone steps to the 
top of the mountain. 

The absolute darkness, except for the night sky, meant that the mountains 
were encased in the dark of the night and only slowly began to reveal themselves 
as the dark began to lift toward dawn.  After several hour of struggling in the 
dark, our groups would arrive at the top in time to experience a breathtaking 
sunrise.

Quite often, our small group of less than 100 was the only group at the top.

It is a remarkable setting, to say the least.  I would venture to say that several 
of the most meaningful events of my life took place in the 1980s on this far away 
mountain in the middle of the Sinai Peninsula.

Fast forward to 2006, when I had the opportunity to take a group of friends 
and relatives to the Middle East.  One of the highlights of our tour was a trip to 
Sinai.  Even though the last active war in the Sinai took place more than 30 years 
ago, the residual effects of our current wars was not far away.  On the way to St. 
Catherine’s, we passed through the Red Sea resort community of Dahab just two 
weeks after a terrorist attack had claimed the lives of 30 people.

The group arrived at our hotel accommodations and I was amazed to see west-
ern-style buildings with the largest outdoor swimming pool I have ever seen.  
We went to our rooms to find cable TV, where I had the choice of watching Greta 
Van Susteren discuss the latest findings in the Natalee Holloway case, a juggling 
competition in Las Vegas, or Mr. Magoo starring Leslie Nielsen.

In recent years, the Egyptian government has spent some of the billions of dol-

nated by streetlights to St. Catherine’s National Park.  We began our hike, but it 
wasn’t too long before we arrived at the camel loading station and met Oscar, our 
Bedouin camel wrangler.  Oscar (a name he picked up because his Arabic name 
is unfamiliar) was easy to spot: the fashionable tip of his fedora made him look 
like a member of the Rat Pack. 

Oscar did all the talking and helped several members of the group secure a 
camel ride.  They rode the camels up to the mountain to the bottom of the stone 
steps.

I decided to walk with my son.  Bedouins, who were trying to change our minds 
about the camel ride, destroyed the solitude of the walk.  Every few feet, a myste-
rious figure would appear out of the dark and whisper an offer to get us a camel 
ride.

lars in U.S. aid to bring “civilization” to the Bedouin.  Instead of a nomadic life in 
the desert, the Bedouin are painfully adapting to life in establish communities.  
One of the largest of these communities is at the base of Nebi Musa.

After our early wake up call, we boarded the bus and drove down roads illumi-

Fast forward to 2006, when I had the opportunity to take 
a group of friends and relatives to the Middle East.... 

The group arrived at our hotel accommodations and I was 
amazed to see western-style buildings with the largest 

outdoor swimming pool I have ever seen.  We went to our 
rooms to find cable TV, where I had the choice of watching 

Greta Van Susteren discuss the latest findings 
in the Natalee Holloway case, a juggling competition 
in Las Vegas, or Mr. Magoo starring Leslie Nielsen.

In recent years, the Egyptian government has spent 
some of the billions of dollars in U.S. aid to 

bring “civilization” to the Bedouin.  
Instead of a nomadic life in the desert, the Bedouin are 

painfully adapting to life in establish communities.  

The trail had also changed.  Instead of nothing but a simple trail, there were 
rock “rest huts” and “coffee shops” every few hundred yards.  They were lit with 
kerosene lamps and offered a full range of snack foods and soft drinks.  I wouldn’t 
have been surprised to hear the whir of an espresso machine.

Once the trail reached the stairs, the hassle began in full.  Bedouin were beg-
ging for the chance to escort hikers up the stairs (for a fee) or to have a blanket 
(for a fee) or even to have a mattress at the top (of course, for a fee).  They would 
grab you by the elbow and push you along for a few steps before demanding pay-
ment.

It was a disappointing situation, to say the least.
Light pollution has also been introduced to the Sinai.  Instead of mountains 

shrouded in the dark of night, the miles of roads with streetlights create an eerie 
glow.  Once we arrived on top of Nebi Musa, the runway lights of the new Sinai 
airport twinkled in the distance.

We arrived at the top with an estimated 1,000 other visitors.  The group inun-
dated the top of the mountain.  And remember, this was just two weeks removed 
from a terrorist attack in the nearest community.  I wonder how many thousands 
would climb the mountain under more peaceful circumstances.

The sunrise was beautiful, the setting was spectacular, the climb (or ride) was 
memorable, and the experience was wonderful.  I can’t help but wonder, how-
ever, if the new developments at Sinai have destroyed the very thing that gave 
the area so much charm.

Solitude is replaced by beggars.  Noble, silent and mysterious Bedouin have 
become Oscar in a fedora.  The night sky is blotted out by airport runways, street 
lights and  rock huts selling Orange Fanta.  Hotels, swimming pools, and crowds.  
The magic of Sinai is becoming overwhelmed by the efficient and annoying hum 
of civilization.

I wonder if my Greek Orthodox friend at the monastery has given up and re-
turned to Salt Lake City.

The trail had also changed.  Instead of nothing but 
a simple trail, there were rock “rest huts” and 

“coffee shops” every few hundred yards.  
They were lit with kerosene lamps and offered 

a full range of snack foods and soft drinks.  
I wouldn’t have been surprised to hear the whir 

of an espresso machine.

BILL BOYLE is
the publisher of

The San Juan
Record.

He and his family
live in

Monticello, Utah
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Existential Roads
The right-of-way for the construction of high-

ways across public lands not otherwise reserved 
for public purposes is hereby granted -- 

Revised Statute 2477, 1866 Mining Act.

When you construct a road
does it have to go anywhere?
Is every road a tautology
since everyplace is somewhere?
Does a road require intention?
Can a road happen by accident
just by driving a machine
where there were only deer tracks?

If you drive in sand
does a sand dune become a road?
If you drive in a creek,
does water become a road?

If you draw a line on a map
can you drive there?
Is a road still a road still a road
if nobody drives there?

Is a road constructed
to keep machines
confined to the pavement
or to keep people off?

Is a pick-up truck
a kind of wheelchair
that compensates
for the slow and frail
inadequate human body?

If you draw a line in the sand
that people may cross
only if they agree
to leave their trucks behind
what is there on the other side?

Nuclear Jump Rope Rhyme
Patty cake, yellow cake,
Uranium, vanadium
Geiger counter, Oppenheimer,
Fat Man, Little Boy
Radioactivity
Moss Back, Chinle,
Government subsidy
Build a road to Hidden Splendor
Dump the tailings by the river,
Fallout, fall in
Downstream, downwind,
Mushroom cloud, Shoshone Nation
Rocky Flats and Yucca Mountain,
Hell no, we won’t glow
Go and ask the Navajo.

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

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

---Amy Brunvand
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MOAB
SOLUTIONS

The mission of Moab Solutions is to reduce and eliminate the 
waste of materials and human potential while nurturing the 

well-being of the natural world.  We protect and restore natural 
areas, help the homeless help themselves, and promote the 
benefits of Respect, Rethink, Reduce, Reuse and Recycle 
practices.  At our core is a deep respect for and love of the 

natural world and all lives that depend upon it.

Donations to SOLUTIONS are welcome!
All donations made to Solutions go directly toward expenses in our 
efforts to provide“Respect, Rethink, Reduce, Reuse, and Recycle” 

activities and education.

we are now a 501(c)(3)

Please mail your contribution to: Solutions, 
P. O. Box 1549, Moab, UT 84532

http://www.moab-solutions.org/index.html

from

THE DESERT RAT 
COMMANDO

An Update on Progress in Utah
Utah’s steady economic progress
 is evident on several fronts.
Strong infrastructure and low-cost energy
have been significant factors
in helping Utah progress.
though many now wonder whether this progress
has come at too steep a cost to the land
and public interest.
House Republicans should get credit for making progress.
“We could bring resolution to many of the public land management 

issues
 that have stymied progress for decades,”
 he said as he traced the fire’s progress in the air with his finger.
“I want to tear apart the EPA and roll back scientific progress,”
The agency agreed to give lawmakers a progress report.
We have been guilty of equating progress
with busyness.

Many groups have worked tirelessly,
and some progress has been made.
Now the general public will also have the ability
to track cleanup progress
until progress is made toward resolving
what tribal leaders see as “ongoing violations.”
Let’s hope that the nature of the world’s reaction to Mormons
progresses on a similar trajectory
as a means to tell the world
about the rise and progress of the Church.
Change is inevitable,
 but progress is optional.
Let the next surge of progress begin!

The image below is “Sheepman Flag” by Stefanie Dykes, sjdykes@aol.com: 
http://stefaniedykes.com/bio/

INTERESTING FACTS
FROM THE DRC...

“Ants already control 
the planet,” said Mark 
W. Moffett, an entomolo-
gist at the Smithsonian 
Institution in Washing-
ton, D.C........  “They just 
do it under our feet.” For 
instance, there are many 
more ants than there 
are humans, and their 
total weight, or biomass, 
equals or exceeds that of 
humans, Moffett said.  

Yahoo, excerpt

http://news.yahoo.
com/species-rules-earth-
answer-may-surprise-
135726244.html
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PORTRAITS
Herb took photographs of everything,

including the people he met along
the trail and down the road...

Here are a few of them.

The Blackjack table
at a Reno casino.

1944

Wes Moreland,manager of the Ryolite Casino.

Two “Ladies of the Evening” at the Rhyolite Casino
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Sore No More! is a fast
acting pain relieving gel that

begins to work immediately once massaged onto affected 
areas. For years Sore No More! Has provided temporary 

relief of pain associated with simple backaches, arthritis, 
bruises and sprains with its unique heating and cooling in-

gredients. Our special blend of six natural plant extracts in 
combination with menthol, capsaicin and witch hazel will get 

rid of pain the natural way

www.sorenomore.com
info@glogerm.com

next page...

Healdsburg, CA 
1.800.852.7085

www.walkabouttravelgear.com

HERB RINGER came West 
from his home in New Jersey 
in 1939. Camera in hand, 
Herb captured 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 collec-
tion of Life in the West is one 
of the finest. His work has 
been published in The Zephyr 
for 20 years. I am pleased 
finally, to offer Herb’s photo-
graphs in color. We are also 
building a new ‘album’ of his 
work, elsewhere on this site.

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

PEGGY VERKAMP at the Grand Canyon, South Rim

SADIE RINGER, Herb’s mother. 1950s
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Hummingbirds in War & Peace
Jim Stiles

It’s late July and the Rufous Hummers are back. Feisty little devils, they are. 
Ready to pick a fight, just to have something to do. I sit on my porch swing in 
the early evening and watch the aerobatics, the war for the skies. It’s like stand-
ing on a burnt out London street, seeing the RAF take on the Luftwaffe. In this 
case, however, I can’t tell who’s on which side...it appears to be a free-for-all.

They’ve been bombarding me with their yearly visits for more than 25 years. 
I’m looking at genealogy here...a family his-
tory, as successive generations of humming-
birds make their way from Central America, 
to southeast Utah, to San Juan County, to my 
humble little cabin and the bright red feeders 
that make the visit worthwhile. I don’t think 
they come here for my sparkling personality 
and rapier wit.

I’m not an ornithologist and learned most 
of what I know about birds during my stint 
in the Park Service (I once provided the first 
known sighting of a long-billed curlew—not to 
be confused with a marbled godwit—at Arches 
National Park).  But I read my bird books and 
keep an eye open at all times for my winged 
friends. As to the hummer, what amazes me, 
in addition to its size and its rapidly fluttering 
wings, is its migratory habits; these kids spend 
a good part of the year in Central America, 
where the weather is mild and the living is 
easy. Why they make this annual pilgrim-
age to North America is a mystery to me, but 
according to the literature, each February, 
millions of hummingbirds move north to the 
Yucatan Peninsula and then, after putting on 
as much weight as they can, make the long 24 
hour flight across the Gulf to Texas and points 
north. By the time they reach land again, they 
will have lost almost half their body weight.

They pause to re-gain their strength and then they push on. There are studies 
that show hummingbirds will return year after year to the same area and even 
to the same feeder. And I can attest to that—for decades, I’ve spotted the sea-
son’s first hummingbirds on or around April 24. I see mostly Blackchins and 
Broadtails here. And for a few weeks, the numbers are relatively small. But it’s 
as if these are the advance guard; by late May, the hummers are here in force.

There are arguments for and against hummingbird feeders and what kind of 
‘feed’ to provide; sometimes I don’t think I have the strength to face one more 
moral dilemma. But right or wrong, I provide an increasing number of feeders 
as the summer wears on, especially in drought years like this. I fill the feeders 
and I hang them on the hooks and I step back and watch...

saw a hummer approach it, eager to get a drink. Then from deep in the foliage 
of a nearby oak, another hummer drew a bead on the interloper and smashed 
him so hard, I could hear the sound of their two tiny bodies colliding. It was all 
about territory. This hummer had staked his claim and no one was going to use 
the feeder but him. But there was a problem--- with his unbroken vigilance, he 
never had time to indulge in the feeder either. So it sat almost full and un-
touched. Nobody won and doesn’t that sound familiar?

In July---about now---the migrating Rufous 
show up, ready to pick more fights, and the 
world gets really crazy. In hot, dry years like 
this, I may have as many as 40 or 50 visitors. 
The noise alone is deafening. The Rufous ‘call’ 
includes, of course, the humming of those amaz-
ing wings, but it distinguishes itself from others 
by the brittle, metallic drone that is unique to 
them. Now I’m re-filling the feeders daily and 
when they run dry, they all hover in front of the 
windows, searching for their food attendant. 
They seem to know where their meals come 
from...

Do hummingbirds really sense my presence 
and understand the role I play in helping them 
through these hot dry summers? Are they smart 
enough to realize the good deed I’m trying to 
perform? Can a hummingbird be grateful?

Many years ago, still living in Kentucky on our 
farm, we kept feeders out for the local hum-
mingbirds and, like now, I spent many a lazy 
afternoon watching them. One day I walked 
into the garage; we had left the door open and 
somehow a hummer had flown into the garage 
and up into the rafters and he couldn’t get out. 
He kept trying to fly upward and could not 
comprehend the big gaping garage door opening 
and the freedom that lay below. Finally, utterly 

exhausted, I saw him land on one of the garage door railings. I could actually 
see his little heart pounding.

I would swear he was watching me...what could I do? How could I help? 
Leaning against the wall was my old canoe paddle. I picked it up and walked 
slowly toward the tiny bird. He eyed me warily but didn’t move. Now directly 
below him, I ever so slowly raised the paddle, the flat wide edge pointing 
toward him. He kept watching the paddle. Finally, I had managed to move the 
blade directly in front of him, just a fraction of an inch from his exhausted little 
body. He looked at me and he looked at he paddle and he looked at me again. 
And then...he stepped onto the paddle’s flat edge. I slowly—at a snail’s pace—
lowered the paddle, until finally, he saw the daylight in front of him and made 
his escape.

The next day, I was again on the porch, watching the hummers, and one bird 
flew within inches of my face and hovered for several long seconds. Was it my 
garage-escapee, coming back to say thanks?  I don’t know, but I’d sure like to 
think so.

Whenever I find the behavior of my own species too difficult to bear, and too 
complicated to understand, I consider my friends the hummers. During the 
course of a day, I’ve seen remarkable displays of cooperation one moment, and 
irrational territorial greed the next. One evening, I watched 16 birds share the 
perch and eight feeder holes. In pairs, I watched them work it out—one beak 
would go in while the other waited. Then it was the other’s turn. It was remark-
able. Courtesy at its finest.

But it’s not always like that. One day, I found all the feeders empty but one, 
which was almost untouched. What was wrong with this one, I wondered.  I 

Whenever I find the behavior of my own species 
too difficult to bear, and too complicated 

to understand, I consider my friends the hummers. 
During the course of a day, I’ve seen remarkable 

displays of cooperation one moment, 
and irrational territorial greed the next. 
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V L A C H O S’   V I E W S
America through the lens of PAUL VLACHOS

To see more images and commentary, check out he
WordPress version of  The Zephyr... Copyright © Paul Vlachos 2014

Las Vegas, Nevada - 1998
The El Cortez is another great old sign. Another sign that could have been untouched since the 40’s. This was on the seedier side of Vegas, 

which was once the main drag. This part of town is now the showcase for a strip of run-down motels, drug and sex rooms, dens of iniquity, 
where people spend their days leaning on the outdoor balconies and stairways and checking you out with blank stares. I don’t like to lin-
ger long here. Lots of bad mojo and broken dreams. I do believe in redemption, but it takes a little more imagination to conjure it up when 
you’re in this part of town. “Coffee Shop and Bar. Free Parking.” Of course, we know that nothing in Vegas is really free.

Las Vegas - 1999

The front of the Atomic Bar had a great sign and facade. This 
is not the front. It’s the side view. Not as picturesque, but still 
pretty evocative for me. It must have been named in the 50’s, 
when the government was conducting above-ground nuclear 
tests north and west of Vegas, at the Nevada Test Site, and peo-
ple would gather on the roofs of the casinos to watch the blasts 
and the mushroom clouds. Of course, the flip side of this is the 
tragedy for the down-winders, especially those in Saint George, 
Utah, who are suffering to this day from the fallout - and “fall-
out” is not a metaphor here. The story of the high cancer rates, 
the government deception and the inexorable military-industri-
al complex are beyond the scope of these slightly happy, mostly 
depressing captions. Let it be noted, though, that the Atomic 
Bar was probably named before the truth came out. It’s not far 
from the El Cortez, pictured above.
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“Rock Me on the Water is not so much a book as an intimate spiritual 
and political journey. Part memoir, part nature writing, part philoso-
phy, and part political polemic, Rock Me on the Water transcends each 
of these categories to become a trek through sorrow, pain, beauty, joy 
and redemption.” 

- Derrick Jensen, author of A Language Older than Words, and Wel-
come to the Machine: Science, Surveillance, and the Culture of Control

from the author of ‘On the Loose’

ROCK ME ON THE
WATER

Renny Russell

http://www.rennyrussell.com/

1460 North Avenue.....suite N
Grand Junction, CO

970.241.7610

Official Zephyr Hairstylist 
           since 1995...

WE CUT TO PLEASE!

from FAYE CARPENTER...

The White Rim Trail, Utah - 1998

This was from a trip that Peggy and I took on the White Rim Trail. 100 
miles in 3 leisurely days. This campground was called the “Airport Tower 
Campground,” but there was no airport, no tower and almost no camp-
ground. At that time, it was just a staked-out area that was off the trail. 
Then again, could there have been a desert outhouse? My spotty memory 
can’t picture it, but my porous mind seems to remember one. I’ll have to 
ask Peggy. She’s younger, so maybe her brain has retained more informa-
tion. I do remember having a desolate, glorious time out there. Utter quiet, 
birds rising on the thermals, and a desert breeze all night. The Wagoneer 
had taken us quite a ways already and I had complete faith in that machine, 
even though we had broken down in Louisiana and Texas already on this 
trip. In fact, some mechanic in Moab had a fan belt pulley on order for us 
when we launched out onto the trail - wobbly pulley and all - and I didn’t 
get it fixed until we had gotten off the trail. I was looking to go down there 
again a few years ago, but the online “literature” said “No Dogs Allowed in 
the Backcountry,” so I had to can that idea. I know all the arguments for 
the desert’s delicate ecosystem and what a bunch of dog waste and urine 
would do to upset this balance. Still, it’s hard for me and Elko to not get a 
resentment. This land is HIS land, too, you know.

Gallup, New Mexico - 
1997

I love Gallup. Always have, since the 
first time I passed through there in a 
rental car and gawked openly at the long 
strip of old Route 66 that is still very 
much alive as the main drag. Gallup - and 
the motel row on 66 - got lucky when the 
interstate passed through. Gallup was 
not bypassed, like so many towns, and 
the cheaper - “budget” motels, the places 
with masonite doors and ancient plumb-
ing and tattered linens and amazing signs 
and parking spots in front of each room 
- those U-shaped buildings from the 30’s 
and 40’s, they all survived and thrived, 
for the most part. The owners changed, 
some were downgraded into flophouses, 
and others did fade away, but most are 
still there, even today. Which brings us 

to the El Hopi. I have no memory of the El Hopi, and I have been through 
Gallup many times. And, on top of that, every time I am actually in Gallup, 
I cruise the strip, up and down, many times. I believe I can conjure up a 
memory of El Hopi, but it might be a mental construct. I can clearly recall  a 
few dozen other motels in Gallup, but not El Hopi. I am reluctant to google 
it. In fact, I may stop using the term “google” as a verb forever and substi-
tute the phrase “search the internet,” but that’s for another article or, at 
the least, another caption. If I search the internet for the El Hopi, if I google 
it, what will I find? I don’t want to know. I took this photo a while back, and 
I know it’s not on the main drag of Gallup - that’s clear to my eye - but that’s 
about it. I also know that I could have watched color TV had I stayed there, 
which I did not. I also wish I had stolen that “Ah-Ma” placard on the lower 
left, the one that states the El Hopi was a member of the American Hotel 
and Motel Association. Lucky for them that I’m an honest man these 
days.
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EDITOR’S NOTE: Be advised that there is language in this story may be 
offensive to some readers.  However, for accuracy, we have transcribed 
quotes as they appeared originally, in this case, on Andy Lewis’s publicly 
accessible facebook page.

‘As I felt the heat and watched the flames I came to find peace, but part of me still 
feels as if its just not real. Regardless, I’ve finally found my smile! Love u D$, it’s time 
to rage!’

                            -----Andy Lewis, December 10, 2013 via facebook

Andy Lewis likes “to rage.” It’s how he makes his living and why he gets up in the 
morning. He rages without apology or condition. Raging is what “Sketchy Andy,” his 
nom de guerre, claims is the essence of Life itself. He is a self-taught aerobatic daredev-
il. He is a BASE jumper, a rock climber, he is the master of the ‘Slackline.’ The ‘High-
line.’ Just last week Lewis claims to have set a new world slacklining record, traversing 
554 feet on cord almost 600 feet high, between two skyscrapers in Bangkok, Thailand.

His Wikipedia page designates him a “Performer.” That characterization cuts closest 
to the mark. He is an extraordinary athlete, with un-earthly skills and has managed 
to combine that natural talent with an outrageous, belligerent, defiant, sometimes 
offensive personality to create a persona all his own. He has marketed that image bril-
liantly and successfully, and has created his own cult of personality. Sketchy Andy is 
adored, even worshiped, by his followers. Indeed, he is ‘followed’ by 6000 disciples on 
his publicly accessible facebook page. He makes a living via his sponsors, corporate and 
otherwise, and the venues that hire him and his high altitude stunts to draw the big 
crowds around the world.

Lewis - even their private parts.”

Here’s the link to read the story and view the gallery of photos:
http://www.mirror.co.uk/news/weird-news/american-andy-lewis-crosses-tight-

rope-2859287

If you’re a high-flying performer like Sketchy Andy, you can’t beat a headline like 
that. Whether attaching a safety line to one’s testicles is an act of bravery or something 
else is a matter of opinion.  But in the decade since Lewis decided to pursue this life, 
his reputation has gone global. He performed at the Super Bow with Madonna in 2012, 
and according to his Wiki bio, “he was offered a high paid position on Madonna’s World 
Tour, but turned it down for the ‘Slacklife.’ He appeared in News around the world, was 
parodied on Saturday Night Live.”

Andy Lewis, at 27,  has become a star. And he makes his home in Moab, Utah.

‘SKETCHY ANDY’ LEWIS vs 
THE UNITED STATES of AMERICA

The Slackline/BASE jumper/Daredevil Goes to War with Arches National Park

Jim Stiles

His list of slackline conquests is staggering, if not at times bizarre, and a full account-
ing of his successes in the air can be found on his Wikipedia page. But Lewis continues 
to trump himself as he constantly seeks the spotlight. Last year, he gained world atten-
tion when the British tabloid ‘Mirror’ proclaimed:

“American man crosses tightrope with safety harness 
tied to his GENITALS”

The article described the event. “Balancing 30 metres above ground, these slacklin-
ers take the expression of living dangerously one step further - by tightrope walking 
NAKED...The brave adventurers leave their clothes behind and wear only a single safety 
rope secured tightly around their waists, ankles, and - in the case of American Andy 

Lewis discovered Moab on a road trip in 2008 and soon made the tourist boomtown 
his world headquarters. Since then, his mere part-time presence has pulled in ‘Sketchy 
Andy Wannabes’ from around the country and beyond. The numbers of BASE jumps 
especially, throughout southeast Utah has reached epidemic numbers, if I can use ‘epi-
demic’ to describe the situation.

While Lewis has managed to escape unscathed from his hundreds and hundreds of 
aerobatic maneuvers, others have not been so lucky. Climbing-related incident and 
deaths in the Moab area in 2013 broke all records. Among the fatalities were Lewis’s 
close friends. In June, his friend Luke Chappel died when his chute snagged on his 
helmet camera and failed to deploy. He died instantly.  A few weeks later, world class 
jumper and a mentor to Lewis, Mario Richard, died while wing-suiting in Italy. In Au-
gust, Lewis’s friend Ammon McNeely narrowly escaped death and literally snapped his 
leg in half in a BASE jump gone wrong. Lewis and friend/BASE jumper Daniel Moore 
were on the scene when McNeely crashed near Moab.  Moore himself would die when he 
“late pitched off of Moab’s closest cliff, and died November 23, 2013.”

Briefly, the usually unflappable Lewis found himself questioning his own life and 
purpose. The day after Moore’s death, Lewis wrote:

‘Daniel Moore, I cried for you over your lifeless body last night. Gasping through 
tears in the beautiful fresh snow, i left you on the talus, too upset to help your body 
down. AS your best friend, i still can’t understand my weakness in the moment. I can’t 
believe how much I loved you, how much you inspired me, and I will forever live dif-
ferently in my day to day life trying to be more like you were. Always happy, always 
positive, always full of life, spirit, and stoke. As the car with your crying parents and 
absolutely crushed girlfriend rolled away at 7am this morning... I am only left with 
one question. Is this really worth it?’

But the heavy-hearted self-scrutiny didn’t last long. Three days later, Lewis posted, “I 
wish i could feel good about glorifying BASE jumping right now, but honestly this sport 
is a Fucking bitch.” But then he added, “Hope you can enjoy my new epic tv video... 

‘Performer’ cuts closest to the mark. 
He is an extraordinary athlete, with un-earthly skills 

and has managed to combine that natural talent with an 
outrageous, belligerent, defiant, sometimes offensive 

personality to create a persona all his own. 
He has marketed that image brilliantly...

‘Daniel Moore, I cried for you over your lifeless body 
last night...i left you on the talus, too upset to help your 

body down. AS your best friend, i still can’t 
understand my weakness in the moment...

I will forever live differently in my day to day life trying 
to be more like you were. Always happy, 

always positive, always full of life, spirit, and stoke.’
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Sketchy selfish jumping... To the max. Go~” On December 3, his fb offering complained, 
“Lol, Facebook took down my international news paper cover of my cock and balls 
leash... And I thought I finally gotten Some positive press ;D.”

And finally on December 10...resolution. His friends had gathered around a bonfire in 
the cold winter air near Moab to say a final goodbye to Daniel Moore. Lewis wrote, “As 
I felt the heat and watched the flames I came to find peace, but part of me still feels as if 
its just not real. Regardless, I’ve finally found my smile! Love u D$, it’s time to rage!

“...it’s time to rage.” The grieving period was over. Time to move on.

It was after Moore’s death that I began to follow Andy Lewis facebook posts regularly. 
And by last spring, his comments began to display a more defiant and defensive tone. In 
December, he complained, “I fucking love being the scapegoat... It’s so fun. All the time. 
Every time.”

As he pushed forward with his ‘slacklife,’ he was only occasionally de-railed. He 
posted one comment in March, a reference from a friend actually, who had asked Andy, 
“When a heroin addict overdoses... Is it respectable because they died doing what they 
loved?”

But predominantly his posts were dominated by a supreme self-confidence in his own 
righteousness. He wrote:

“You can’t not be effected by all the accidents in our community lately, but I just 
want people to know that not one of my fallen comrades died in vain because they all 
stood for freedom, something most people these days take for granted... and soon it 
will be gone forever... and the sad thing is most people won’t even see that its missing.

“What would you die for? Or would you die for anything? My bet is that most people 
in America would choose to be a coward like the rest of the brainwashed, default, unin-
spired, pathetic populous that crowds our lands like mosquitos in a stagnant pond.

“ME? I stand for freedom; and its worth dying for. Where do you stand?”

His idea of freedom didn’t extend to everyone, however. In June, he posted on his fb 
page: “I think we should ban fat people from hiking there cause it negatively effects my 
visual experience.” Let’s hope Andy never gains weight.

“They can’t judge what we’re doing because they have no idea what were doing. 
I was just arrested for that...for BASE jumping and landing with my parachute in 
a national park. And they detained me for the entire weekend. And, like sure, I was 
prepared to pay the consequences, but I didnt realize BASE jumping at Arches was 
going to be like, 25 rangers coming after me on a Friday afternoon and then calling it 
for safety. Like, by them arresting me and taking my shit away, they’ve now affected 
my well-being as a human. Did I affect their well-being as humans by jumping off a 
tower? Absolutely not. This is my job. This is what I do. I BASE jump. For a living. 
Like, this is like how I make my money. They could have let me walk to my car and 
go on with my life and nothing would have changed. Not a single thing. They could 
go, I don’t know, and take care of lost hikers. What do they do? What do park rangers 
fucking do? Nothing. They don’t do anything. Fix trails? help handicapped people see a 
waterfall? Like the list is very short.”

Here is the link:
http://www.vocativ.com/video/culture/sport/base-jumping-with-andy-lewis/

next page...

If his self-confidence felt more like supreme arrogance to some, Andy Lewis appeared 
un-stoppable. The world was his slackline oyster, to be leapt upon and crept across from 
considerable heights. This was, as he noted, “how he makes his money.” But then one 
day in May, he ran into some tourists and the National Park Service at Arches National 
Park.

THE INCIDENT
Lewis’s run-in with Arches NP rangers occurred on May 2, but there was no media 

coverage and consequently, I was oblivious to any alleged park violations until Lewis 
posted a cryptic message on his fb page:

May 28 near Cedar, UT
Yey! Driving to Salt Lake to appear In federal court over jumping off a rock... #hat-

ersgunnahate #itiswhatitis #lolseriously

The next day, in Salt Lake City, he added, “Want to know the difference between me 
and the rangers? I make this shit look good~#ftp #slacklife #livingthedream.”  Still 
I could find no mention of Lewis in the local papers. I scoured his fb photo page and 
found one image of Lewis standing atop what appeared to be one of the Three Gossips. I 
could see Sheep Rock and Courthouse Wash in the distance.

In June Sketchy Andy ramped up the rhetoric big time. Here are some posts:

June 12 near Moab, UT
Lol, I am sorry I had to delete my favorite post about stupid rangers acting stupid. If 

anyone wants to complain about how unjust laws are stupid and a waste of time and 
money, U can continue on this thread. ;) love you guys...

June 25 near Moab, UT
Well, people are banning the rope swing at Corona arch! This bullshit is going to 

start a war... I’m not sure whether this world is filled more with pussies or retards... 
Either way, I think we should just ban fun entirely and be done with it. #fuckyoupeople

June 27 near Moab, UT · Edited
You know how much money we waste on national parks? $175,000 a day... All For 

the government to pave over and transform our most beautiful and magnificent lands 
into profitable tourist traps that attract literally millions of people per year. Well I call 
bullshit. Fuck u all, keep lying to yourselves, and one day you’ll realize that without all 
this money for developing handicapable access to literally Everyone and their RV, the 
people who would still venture to these parks, are people like me; the people who actu-
ally fucking use them. One day ur funding will fall, and all u gov employees will just be 
cast out. And on that day I will laugh and say... Told u so. #getoutofyourRV #realtalk 
#somebodyhastosayit #thisiswar

He attached a video link to his June 27 post, where Lewis went into more detail about 
his confrontation and apparent arrest by the Park Service. He told the interviewer, in 
part:

Finally, on July 16, Lewis vented even more effusively than usual, ranting:

“After 4 1/2 years in the sport, 160 objects, 50+ I’ve opened, $12000+ in fines, losing 
freedom in all US national parks, some national monuments, and all MGM properties 
internationally indefinitely, as well as getting dropped from a handful of my sponsors, 
I still managed to meet tons of rad people, have a shit load of fun with them, saw some 
of them go, and now that I have obtained 4 rigs, many skills, and have not sustained 
a single injury while doing so... I stopped to grab this quick shot of the ramp on high 
ultimate before my 800th BASE jump! So, Liza from NPS, go fuck yourself-- you need 
it you stupid bitch. Hooray me. #fuckthepolice” #seriouslyfuckthepolice  #suckitliza  
#slacklife

It appeared there had been some resolution to the case, according to Lewis, though 
nobody, beyond those people reading Andy Lewis’ facebook page, knew there was a case 
to begin with. And I had no idea what MGM properties had to do with a lifetime ban in 
national parks, but I decided it was finally time to separate the wheat from the chaff and 
get the hard details of the case. I contacted the National Park Service at Arches NP and 
hit a brick wall.

The Arches rangers involved would not provide any details; in fact, they would barely 
admit that the incident occurred. In a terse email, Supervisory Park Ranger Mike Henry 
wrote, “... since the case still remains active and in the legal system I cannot comment at 
this time.”

Further efforts to contact other NPS officials, including SE Group Superintendent 
Kate Cannon, were unsuccessful. I was unable to even obtain a list of charges or when 
the violation happened. The NPS, for unknown reasons, refused to discuss any aspect of 
the case. (NOTE: This strange NPS stonewalling will be the subject of a future Zephyr 
essay)

Subsequently, I turned to the federal court in Salt Lake City; via its web site, I was able 
to obtain all the documents relative to the incident. Finally, I was able to at least under-
stand the chronology of the case and, from the NPS perspective, the events of May 2.

Andy Lewis was charged on May 6 with five Class B Misdemeanors:

1. Knowingly giving a false and fictitious report to an authorized person.
2. Interfering, resisting, threatening and intimidating a government employee.
3. Delivering and retrieving a person or object by airborne means.
4. Gathering and possessing undesignated natural products.
5. Violating closure, designation, use and activity restriction, and condition of public 

use restriction.

The court documents offer a narrative of the May 2 violations. They were written by 
the Arches NP arresting officer, Ranger Liza Kent..

OFFENSE DESCRIPTION: Provide false information
“I state that on May 2, 2014, while exercising my duties as a law enforcement officer 

in the Central District of Utah, Within the jurisdictional boundaries of Arches Na-
tional Park, the following events occurred in my presence. While investigating a BASE 

‘Like, by 
them arresting 
me and taking 
my shit away, 
they’ve now 
affected my 
well-being 
as a human.’
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jumping incident at Three Gossips, I contacted Andrew L. Lewis. LEWIS hindered and 
hampered an active base jumping investigative [sic] by giving information to Law 
Enforcement Rangers of another individual that did the base jumping. LEWIS’s [sic] 
statements to me impeded and prolonged my investigation. After further investigation 
LEWIS was determined to be the suspected BASE jumper.” Officer L. Kent, no. 2380. 
Offense Description: Provide False Information

were reported to me. Based on eyewitness accounts and my investigation, Andrew L. 
LEWIS was identified as the BASE jumper off the Three Gossips. LEWIS jumped off the 
top of Three Gossips and used a parachute to control his speed and landing location. 
Delivering a person by parachute is prohibited.” Officer L. Kent. Offense Description: 
Delivering/Retrieving by Airborn[e] Means

OFFENSE:  Gathering and possessing undesignated natural products.
“...Within the jurisdictional boundaries of Arches National Park the following events 

were reported to me. While investigating a base jumping incident at Three Gossips, 
Andrew L Lewis’s [sic] shoeprints were tracked to a backpack that was hidden in a 
tree and covered with broken living and dead tree branches. The dry cedar branches 
had been broken off of a larger tree. Damaging and gathering live tree branches is 
prohibited in National Parks.” Officer L. Kent. Offense Description: Gather/Possess 
Undesignated Natural Products

OFFENSE:  Violating closure, designation, use and activity restriction, 
and condition of public use restriction.

“...Within the jurisdictional boundaries of Arches National Park, the following 
events were reported to me. Arches National Park Interpretation Ranger Jon Clau-
sen reported to me of a person BASE jumping off an area known as Three Gossips. 
Ranger Clausen stated the person was a white male with curly brown to light brown 
short hair, wearing a gray shirt and jeans. I contacted Andrew L Lewis at the base of 
the Three Gossips. LEWIS matched the description of the BASE jumper. Stated in the 
current Superintendent’s Compendium, base jumping within Arches National Park is 
under the closures and Public Use Limits section. Lewis was cooperative and under-
standing.” Officer L. Kent. Offense Description: Violating a closure, use limit, etc. (Base 
Jumping.)

To summarize, the Park Service believes that Andy Lewis BASE-jumped from an 
area near the Three Gossips, and that he attempted to hide from park rangers. He was 
seen by a park employee “hiding behind a juniper tree.”  When confronted by Ranger 
Kent, she found him still hiding, “lying on his back on the ground,” and he insisted that 
someone else, his “friend,”  had BASE-jumped, not him. Further, Ranger Kent followed 
Lewis’s footprints to a juniper tree where she found a parachute concealed within its 
trunk. An attempt had been made to hide the chute by covering it with branches that 
had been ripped from the tree. Though he denied BASE jumping, he fit the description 
provided by park interpreter Jon Clauson, who first reported the incident.

That, in a nutshell, is the Park Service case.
Lewis was required to post a $5000 bond.  He pleaded ‘Not Guilty, and told the court 

he would retain his own counsel. The bond was returned to him on May 29, but the 
charges against him still stand. The pre-trial order bans Lewis from all national parks 
“until this case is resolved.”

OFFENSE DESCRIPTION: Interfering, resisting, threatening and intimi-
dating a government employee.

“...Within the jurisdictional boundaries of Arches National Park, the following events 
occurred in my presence. While investigating a BASE jumping incident at Three Gos-
sips, I began to track the suspect based on an eyewitness account of were [sic] the per-
son landed and then were [sic] the person ran and hid behind Juniper Trees. Based on 
the tracks it appeared LEWIS was running and staying in a wash. The wash was deep 
enough so a person could not see LEWIS from the parking lot or roadway. LEWIS was 
reported by an Arches National Park employee as hiding behind Juniper Trees and 
quickly sticking his head out and then quickly hiding behind trees again. LEWIS was 
found over an hour after the BASE jump was reported. I contacted Andrew L. LEWIS 
at the base of Three Gossips. LEWIS was lying on his back on the ground. LEWIS 
stated that his friend did the BASE jump and he had nothing to do with it. LEWIS then 
stated he saw Law Enforcement vehicles in the area and became scared because he 
knew his friend was in trouble. LEWIS’s [sic] tracks put him in a wash were [sic] a 
pack and parachute were found hidden in a tree. LEWIS denied ever being in the wash 
or base jumping.” Officer L. Kent. Offense Description: Interfering/resisting/threaten-
ing/intimidating gov. employee

OFFENSE: Delivering and retrieving a person or object by airborne 
means.

“...Within the jurisdictional boundaries of Arches National Park, the following events 

Lewis secured the services of an attorney, Gerald Salcido, of Sandy, Utah. Mr. Salcido 
did not respond to my email request for a statement or for additional information 
regarding the case. A status conference date was set by the court for August 28, and 
October 30 for resolution–that is, if a plea has not been determined to the satisfaction of 
the defense and prosecution by that date, the matter will go to trial.

Since his plea, Lewis has indicated in public facebook posts and via the video link we 
provided earlier in this narrative that he did, in fact, make the BASE jump himself. His 
defense would appear to be that it’s simply his right to BASE jump, wherever he wants--
-that it’s about “freedom.”

Or as Sketchy Andy proclaimed in his video...

“Like, by them arresting me and taking my shit away, they’ve now affected my well-
being as a human. Did I affect their well-being as humans by jumping off a tower? 
Absolutely not. This is my job. This is what I do. I BASE jump. For a living. Like, this is 
how I make my money.”

EDITOR’S NOTE: We will provide updates on “Andrew Lewis v The United States of 
America” as they become available...JS

ANDY LEWIS v USA
continued

“Based on the tracks it appeared LEWIS was running 
and staying in a wash. The wash was deep enough so a 

person could not see LEWIS from the parking lot or 
roadway. LEWIS was reported by an Arches National 

Park employee as hiding behind Juniper Trees and 
quickly sticking his head out and then quickly hiding 

behind trees again...LEWIS stated that his friend 
did the BASE jump and he had nothing to do with it.” 

Liza Kent, arresting officer. National Park Service

‘May 28 near 
Cedar, UT..
Yey! Driving to 
Salt Lake to appear In 
federal court over 
jumping off a rock... 
#hatersgunnahate 
#itiswhatitis 
#lolseriously’
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