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THANKS to Tom McCourt 
& the Tibbetts Family.

For years, I have been watching Moab move farther and 
farther away from its roots, to the point where it seems 
few people even know the history of the place anymore. 
Some of them don’t know OR care, but I think there are 
still many who have a respect for the past (I hope so, at 
least).

Last winter I read Tom McCourt’s  book on Bill Tibbetts 
and think it’s his finest work. I knew a bit about Bill, but  
the story was told so beautifully and I felt it was a very 
moving tribute, not just to Bill, but to those far off times.

I see Moab as some alien world now--I havent lived in 
Moab in years---and I feel the most significant contribu-
tion I can make with the Zephyr these days, is to try and 
preserve the past in some fashion, or at least make it 
available for those readers who are interested. With Tom’s 
permission, the Canyonlands Natural History Association 
who published it, and with the good wishes and approval 
of Bill Tibbetts’ son Ray and the Tibbetts Family, we are 
pleased and honored to offer, over the next few months,  
excerpts from Tom’s excellent portrayal of ‘the Last Rob-
bers Roost Outlaw.”

What Isn’t Racism in Moab, Utah
...and What Is?
For the last couple of years, a ‘place name’ debate has 

raged in Moab, mostly via the letters column in the weekly 
Times-Independent. Some Grand County citizens think 
the name ‘Negro Bill Canyon,’ is racist and offensive 
and should be changed. Others think the name is part of 
the area’s history, and should be left alone. Now Grand 
County Councilperson Mary McGann plans to ask her fel-
low council members to support a name change with the 
U.S. Board of Geographic Names, perhaps by August 4.

I was raised in the South, in Kentucky,  and experienced 
childhood  through the most turbulent and profoundly 
disturbing times of the civil rights movement. To their 
credit, my parents were, at least back then, sensitive to the 
issues of race relations and equality under the law, and 
instilled in me some values that I might otherwise have 
never learned. I can remember, on the night Martin Lu-
ther King was assassinated, being called a “nigger lover” 
because I dared to show grief at the announcement of his 

death. It was that bad, back then.
As a kid, I recall the night President Kennedy went on 

television to address the nation. He said, in part, “We 
preach freedom around the world, and we mean it, and 
we cherish our freedom here at home; but are we to say to 
the world, and, much more importantly, for each other, 
that this is a land of the free except for the Negroes; that 
we have no second-class citizens except Negroes; that we 
have no class or caste system, no ghettos, no master race, 
except with respect to Negroes?”

He was assassinated less than six months later.
I went to a racially mixed school in Louisville, Kentucky, 

“If you do not live in Moab, and certainly if you reside 
outside of Utah, you are probably unaware of an ugly 
incident that occurred here on New Year’s Eve. Two young 
local men allegedly assaulted an interracial couple with 
racist epithets and one of them was charged with a third 
degree felony, based on Utah’s new hate crime law.

“Whether the man is found guilty of the alleged crime 
is up to a jury of his peers to decide. The fact that the 
incident underscores a nasty racist and bigoted underside 
to this community is undeniable. A few weeks after the 
incident, stories of an underground white supremacist 
subculture in Moab persist. They are fueled in part by a 
circular that recently made its way around town... In part 
the inflammatory rhetoric from the National Alliance in 
Hillsboro, West Virginia proclaimed: ‘Only you, collec-
tively and individually, can prevent the Winter slaughter 
of our race. You CAN prevent it. You must prevent it! WE 
MUST SECURE THE EXISTENCE OF OUR PEOPLE 
AND THE FUTURE FOR WHITE CHILDREN.”’”

http://www.canyoncountryzephyr.com/oldzephyr/ar-
chives/takeit-april-may00.html

We dedicated an entire issue of The Zephyr to intoler-
ance, in all its manifestations, including a story called “Be-
ing Gay in Utah,” which we have re-posted in this issue.

But...for all the different forms of racism and bigotry 
that can still boil my blood, calling a canyon along the Col-
orado River “Negro Bill” just isn’t one of them.  Imagine if 
the same upper middle class white people who predomi-
nantly persist in making this argument channeled their 
energies in a more productive direction. Because there is 
racism in Grand County and Moab, but consuming time 
on a non-issue like this is not only a waste, it’s counter-
productive, and distracts everyone from real issues of 
discrimination.

First, just to review, we know that the canyon was 
named for a black man, William Grandstaff, who called 
himself and was referred to as “Nigger Bill.”  He was one 
of Moab’s early settlers, arriving in the late 1870s; Bill is 
still considered one of southeast Utah’s most interesting 

later worked in the school system as a social worker, and 
enjoyed the company of good friends, both black and 
white. And then I moved out West, to Moab, Utah, and 
hardly ever saw an African-American again. In my eleven 
years at Arches National Park, I encountered exactly two 
black people.  The issue of race relations rarely even came 
up in Moab.

But it did happen, and in 1999 and The Zephyr reported 
it:

characters.
In the 1960s, as the word ‘nigger’ became more repug-

nant and despicable to most Americans, the name was 
properly changed to “Negro Bill.” The word “Negro” was 

..for all the different forms of racism 
and bigotry that can still boil my blood, 

calling a canyon along the 
Colorado River “Negro Bill” 

just isn’t one of them.
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the common and correct word to describe a person of 
African-American descent. It had never been regarded 
as a racial slur. While it has fallen out of favor in the last 
few decades, it is still regarded as proper when used in a 
“historical context.”

When I review the videos of President Kennedy’s 1963 
civil rights speech, no one has bleeped out his use of 
the word ‘Negro.’ Nor has anyone edited or changed the 

population.
Still, no one could possibly claim that Moab has ever 

been a culturally or racially diverse community. Until 
recently, Moab’s politics have traditionally leaned to the 
Right and Blacks have probably, with good reason, stayed 
clear. There was the perception, at least, that any African-
American moving to Utah would arrive with an automatic 
race-based disadvantage.  Now in the last 20 years, as 
Moab embraced and supported and promoted a tourist/
recreation dominated “amenities economy,” the demo-
graphic has allegedly moved to the Left. But if anything, 

transcriptions of his speech. Nor has anyone altered the 
speeches of Robert Kennedy, who was perhaps an even 
more passionate defender of civil rights than his brother. 
And finally, no one has censored Martin Luther King 
himself. 

It was King who noted, “The Negro needs the white 
man to free him from his fears. The white man needs the 
Negro to free him from his guilt.” He, of course, was shot 
to death in 1968.

When King spoke of the “white man’s guilt,” do we 
really believe that expending all this energy to change 
the name of a Utah canyon is what he had in mind? Even 
the NAACP wants to keep the name in place. In one news 
story, “Jeanetta Williams, president of the Salt Lake City 
office, told the Associated Press she opposes changing the 
name because the history of the canyon would be lost.”

But apparently, the predominantly white “progressive” 
population of Moab/Grand County knows better. What 
could be more arrogant than that?

Utah has never exactly been a haven for Black Ameri-
cans. The state is dominated by the LDS Church (The 
Mormons) and, in fact, African-American men weren’t 
even allowed to become part of the church Priesthood un-
til 1976, when the Church Prophet, Spencer Kimball, had a 
revelation that removed that barrier.

Moab, however, has always been different. Unlike most 
communities in southern Utah, it was not established by 
Mormon settlers. An early attempt by the Elk Mountain 
mission failed in 1855 and a quarter century would pass 
before whites moved into the area. This time, the migra-
tion came from the east, from ranchers searching for free 
grazing lands. Consequently, the area now called Grand 
County has always been represented by a more diverse 
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When King spoke of the 
“white man’s guilt,” do we really 

believe that expending all this energy 
to change the name of a Utah 

canyon is what he had in mind? 
Even the NAACP wants to keep 

the name in place. 

Moab has become a population center more resistant to 
diversity than it was before.

While, in much of the country, racial diversity is im-
proving, places like Moab seem more firmly entrenched 
than ever.  The most recent statistics are revealing---
Moab’s 2013 population was 5,130--- 84.2% were white. 
According to the data there were 18 Black residents living 
in the city, or 0.3% of the total population. In the larger 
area of Grand County, its population of 9,328 didn’t 
include enough residents of African-American descent to 
even register as a race. Blacks fell into the “other” cat-
egory.

For two decades, Moab’s “Green/Progressive” commu-
nity has pushed for a tourist dominated economy and it 
has been wildly successful. But it also created the kind of 
structural racism that dominates “New West” communi-
ties like Moab. The “Negro Bill” debate may have become 
their latest cause celebre, but one would be hard pressed 
to find those same activists doing anything to honestly 
resolve the outrageous wealth disparity that their ameni-

ties economy has brought to town.
I don’t mean to suggest that the “amenities migration” 

was a deliberate planned effort to seek out a White Utopia. 
I doubt many of Moab’s New West residents ever gave 
the subject of diversity much thought. And that’s what’s 
so troubling---it never occurred to them that creating this 
kind of community was a problem because most of them 
never looked further than their own self-interests and the 
‘noble causes’ many of them came to pursue.

To find the true heart and soul of the issue, the problem 
goes beyond race—it’s about ‘institutional elitism,” the 
deliberate, planned creation of a culture and an economy 
that excludes everyone, of any race, who lacks the finan-
cial assets to be a part of the newly transformed commu-
nity.

For years, liberal/environmentalists insisted that the 
“amenities economy” would somehow create a more 
progressive political atmosphere, one that would allow the 
election of a progressive government and create an oppor-
tunity to find solutions for issues like affordable housing 
and income disparities. In reality, it was the amenities 
economy that created the crisis in the first place.

Yet progressive politicians continue to talk about afford-
able housing problems and low wage jobs as if they’re as 
shocked and dismayed as everyone else. And they display 
their “liberal” credentials, by diverting attention away 
from the real inequities in their “New Moab” community 
by ranting about a canyon called “Negro Bill.”

While, in much of the country, 
racial diversity is improving, 

places like Moab seem more firmly 
entrenched than ever.  The most 
recent statistics are revealing---

Moab’s 2013 population was 5,130--
- 84.2% were white. 

According to the data there were 
18 Black residents living in the city, 

or 0.3% of the total population.

For two decades, Moab’s 
“Green/Progressive” community 

has pushed for a tourist dominated 
economy and it has been wildly 
successful. But it also created 

the kind of structural racism that 
dominates “New West” 

communities like Moab. 

For more ‘Take It or Leave It’
articles, visit this issue’s

HOME PAGE.
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THE END OF WORK

Consider, for a moment, the horse. Your average horse is still a romantic figure, evok-
ing a rich historical relationship of labor, war, and transport. Horses made the journey 
across the Oregon Trail. Horses marched into battle, and lay among the war dead. They 
drove the plows and hauled the crops to market. Horses carried the world through cen-
turies of industry. 

I love to see horses out in the fields. I hardly ever see more than a handful at a time, 
grazing among the tall grasses, and pawing the ground. Occasionally one starts and 
prances toward the fence line, for reasons left unknown. But I have never seen a horse at 
work in those fields. I have never seen a horse engaged in industry, and I doubt that I’m 
the only one. The population of horses in this country, which was enormous in the 19th 
century, fell off by nearly half in the first 30 years of the 20th century, and then by 90% 
by the 1950s. Their services were rendered useless, in a span of 50 years, by technologi-
cal innovation.

And that brings me to why I am thinking 
about the horse today. I am thinking about the 
horse because it was once essential, and thanks 
to technology, now it is only lovely. The horse is 
now only a reminder of a less efficient time. And 
soon the average worker will be the same.

Recently, I read an article from The Guard-
ian about the so-called “end of capitalism.” 
The author, Paul Mason, suggests that, just as 
the marketplace of capitalism arose from the 
ashes of feudalism, it too will be overtaken by 
a new form of economy—post-capitalism, he 
calls it. And post-capitalism would rise because 
of the freedom and the open-source nature of 
new technologies. The new information age, he 
posits, demands a free and open collaboration of 
individuals, and it resists privatization and the 
creation of wealth. “Information,” he writes, “is 
a machine for grinding the price of things lower 
and slashing the work time needed to support 
life on the planet.” We are increasingly powered by information—data, algorithms, etc.-
-and because information is not subject to supply and demand, the x and y axis of the 
old economic models, the price of life will need to be reckoned in an entirely new way. 
The 3-D printer is the most obvious harbinger of this new world. Assuming the printers 
themselves get cheaper and cheaper over time, they will allow individuals and compa-
nies to create a virtually limitless supply of goods, using free information, and no labor. 
So what, in an economists’ world, is the “worth” of those goods they’ve produced? How 
do you have an economy with no need for a labor force?

I am not an economist, and so reading Mason’s article was an ambivalent experience. 
He seemed to believe that the future was likely to be rosy for the average person, once 
we all embraced the idea of this new economy, where all knowledge is openly shared 
and machines labor for our benefit while we collectively reap the profits. But I couldn’t 
quite make that jump.

This wasn’t the first article I’d read about the coming end of human labor. It’s a com-
mon topic, as technology pushes forward, stretching far beyond human capabilities. 
What laborer can compete with the 3-D printer? Even sweatshops in India and China 
would be shuttered by this new, free labor source. What office clerk can keep up with 
the ever-enhancing organizational skills of our “smart” technology? Two years ago, 
researchers at Oxford University predicted that machines could perform 50% of all U.S. 
Jobs within the next twenty years. When you consider the most widely held jobs are in 
retail, food and beverage service and office work, twenty years almost seems a conserva-
tive estimate.

Interestingly, the famous British economist John Meynard Keynes foresaw this shift 
85 years ago. He wrote an article, “Economic Possibilities for Our Grandchildren,” in 
1930, which predicted that, by 2030, humans would have entered a state of “technologi-
cal unemployment.” He imagined that workers might labor for 15 hours a week, merely 
to save themselves from boredom. He too, was largely positive about this future utopia, 
referring to it as the “daylight” after the long “tunnel of economic necessity.”

Of course we’re supposed to be happy about the end of work. Who likes work, after 
all? Most jobs are just endless days of sequential, boring tasks. We, as Americans, work 
harder than anyone in the developed world, for fewer benefits, and it all seems such a 
waste. After all, as Benjamin Franklin said, “If every man and woman would work for 
four hours each day on something useful, that labor would produce sufficient to procure 
all the necessaries and comforts of life.” And, probably, every person working four hours 
a day would provide enough productive work to keep all the wheels greased and money 
flowing. But somehow, four hours of work each day isn’t enough to earn an income 
that could support a family. And no one has quite explained to me how, in this utopian 
future without any jobs at all, the average person is meant to survive.

The one constant, through the ages of feudalism and capitalism, is wealth. Whether 
that bounty of riches was held within the feudal walls, or the Church, or the Monarchy, 
or later, the Corporate Monopoly, wealth has always existed and it has always been con-
centrated somewhere. Capitalism was supposed to free up a great deal of that money, 
moving it and redistributing it constantly through the exchanges of goods and services, 
but in practice, the wealth tended to stick in certain pockets for the long term, and fall 
frictionless through the pockets of others.

In the modern form of capitalism, most wealth is illusory. While the very rich and 
very frugal may be able to count their net worth in actual dollars, sitting in a bank vault 
somewhere, the rest of the population relies on credit. Your home is likely paid for, 
technically, by the bank, and if you were to fall behind on making payments, your bank 
would take it away from you. You are, in fact, renting that house from the bank until 
the day you make your final payment or until you sell it to some other bank-financed 
individual to recoup what you’ve put into it. Same story with anything bought on pay-
ments—cars, large appliances, home renovations. Practically every daily purchase is 
made via credit card, which, if it isn’t paid off fully each month, accrues interest. So your 

coffeemaker, which might have “cost” $90 at the 
store, ends up costing you another $15 a year, 
every year, until you pay it off. And almost no 
one is paying off their debt. As of last November, 
the amount of debt outstanding in American 
households was $882.12 billion.

So, the first issue of “transitioning away from 
capitalism” isn’t so much about how wealth is 
reckoned, and whether we can spread it around. 
It’s about how debt is reckoned in this new soci-
ety without jobs and, correspondingly, without 
incomes.

A universal basic income is one suggestion 
that comes up a lot. With a very low, mainte-
nance level of income going to each and every 
citizen, then the terror of insolvency that haunts 
most of the current workforce would be gone. 
Those who wanted to work part-time could. 
Those who wanted to start a new business could. 
And those who wanted to fart around and play 

video games, or drink themselves to death could do that too. And with a substantial re-
lief to the overburdened, patronizing social safety net we have now. Much the same way 
that it seems to be more cost-efficient to simply give homes to the homeless and cash to 
the poor, the simplest way to cushion the fears of the job market may be to give everyone 
an income.

It’s a compelling argument, and it’s made headway in some European countries and 
among talking heads here in the States. But, honestly, I just can’t see it happening 
anytime soon. The American mindset is too stuck on the idea that money is a reward for 
work—despite all the evidence of the rich, for whom “money makes money,” to show it 
isn’t.

One of the best suggestions I’ve read was to bring back the Works Progress Adminis-
tration, Roosevelt’s job-creation program, to put the millions of jobless to work at neces-
sary public tasks—creating works of public art, repairing infrastructure, care-taking for 
the elderly and ill, etc. Even creating a public website full of tasks that need doing, and 
payment provided for each task a citizen takes on. It’s certainly a more concrete vision 
than just setting loose all the formerly employed on a life of total leisure. And it’s the 
best I would hope for, even if it isn’t what I expect—not in a world so wary of massive 
public investments.

A more likely “positive” solution, as far as I can see, is that, as real jobs disappear, 
they will be replaced by the endless creation of more nonsensical jobs. This way, every-
one will feel cozy about deserving their portion of the pie without being faced, head-on, 
with their new uselessness in a society powered by machines.

You know how, when you walk into the DMV, there are about fifteen people milling 
about behind the counter, but only one person is standing at the desk? I’m betting that’s 
what the future will look like. One person in each office will be in charge of making sure 
that the machines are chugging merrily along. Twenty other people will be responsible 
for the “administration” of that person. They will make more money than him. Three 
hundred other people will be tasked with running around, aimlessly fetching things and 
handing them off to each other, praying no one notices them long enough to fire them. 
They will make very little money. But, at the end of the day, the lowly workers will have 
their meager income to take home, the administrators will have a handsome check of 
their own, and the one guy who actually understands the purpose of the company where 
he works will sigh to himself at the meaninglessness of it all.

Could I be wrong? Could it all work out for the best? I suppose. If a sizable chunk 
of the wealth that is currently in the sticky hands of the aristocrats were concentrated 
instead into the government, and if the government could stop bickering and fussing 
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long enough to focus its attention on helping its citizens navigate the new, jobless world, 
then perhaps we could all deal with a future of leisure. Perhaps we could sort out ways 
to keep ourselves useful, through public service and creativity. We could keep everyone 
afloat through some basic income and provide work enough to keep boredom and televi-
sion from enslaving our days. Sure. It could happen.

But if we’re going to try for a utopia, or at least a not-total-crap future, we’d better 
start talking about the harsh realities of this new technological tomorrow today. Because 
the changes are happening whether we talk about them or not. We plebeians are fast 
outliving our necessity in this brave new world. And though ruling classes will be very 
sorry to do it, if we can’t figure out some way to make ourselves useful, it’s out to pasture 
for these former workhorses. Or worse, the glue factory.

links:
http://www.theguardian.com/books/2015/jul/17/postcapitalism-end-of-capitalism-

begun
http://www.theatlantic.com/magazine/archive/2015/07/world-without-

work/395294/
http://www.vice.com/read/who-stole-the-four-hour-workday-0000406-v21n8
http://www.washingtonpost.com/blogs/wonkblog/wp/2013/05/11/thinking-utopian-

how-about-a-universal-basic-income/
http://www.huffingtonpost.com/2014/03/25/housing-first-homeless-charlotte_n_

5022628.html
http://www.slate.com/articles/business/moneybox/2013/05/unconditional_cash_

transfers_giving_money_to_the_poor_may_be_the_best_tool.html
http://www.fool.com/investing/general/2015/01/18/the-average-american-has-this-

much-debt-how-do-you.aspx

I am not an economist, and so reading Mason’s article 
was an ambivalent experience. He seemed to believe that 

the future was likely to be rosy for the average person, 
once we all embraced the idea of this new economy, 

where all knowledge is openly shared and machines labor 
for our benefit while we collectively reap the profits. 

But I couldn’t quite make that jump.



THE ZEPHYR/ AUGUST-SEPTEMBER 2015

6

BEFORE & AFTER
Moab, Utah...then and now

For decades, the Meador House was one of the most prominent homes on 
Main Street. But it sat vacant for years and in the late 90s, the house was torn 
down. A few years later, after a contracted battle with the city—Moab insisted 
and won the argument that the large trees remain—a Taco Bell took its place.  It 
went bankrupt and the new building again sat vacant. Finally it became home to 
the Moab Adventure Center.

A few years ago, the trees came down anyway,

THE
MEADOR
HOUSE

Main Street,
Moab, Utah
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“DON’T 
WORRY,

BE HOPI” 
T-shirt

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

done in the  
traditional style, 

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

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

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

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

in the heart of the HOPI REZ

928.734.2478  POB 234  SECOND MESA, AZ  86043

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

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

N o t e s  on   P a p e r
Damon Falke

From Shechem Press
http://www.shechempress.com

SIGNED 
COPIES OF
Brave 
New 
West
are now 
available  

directly from
The Zephyr
PO Box 271
Monticello, 

UT 
84535

$20.00 postage 
paid,, checks 

only at 
this time

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

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

are all complicit in the 
shadow side of growth. 

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

broken heart.
He says he writes elegies 

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

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

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

Terry 
Tempest Williams

83 N. MAIN ST.   MOAB, UT 84532
435.259.5154

Celebrating our 25th Anniversary
www.backofbeyondbooks.com

SANDSTONE COUNTRY 
WILDFLOWERS: 
THE RED SHOE GUIDE

By Anne Duri and 
Dave Montgomery

If you are travelling the Four 
Corners area, and you only wnat to 
carry on wildflower guide, this is 
the most comprehensive available.

From the National Parks & Monu-
ments of southeastern Utah (includ-
ing Arches, Canyonlands, Capitol 
Reef, & Grand Staircase-Escalante), 
or into the corners of northeastern 
Arizona, northwestern New Mex-
ico, and southwestern Colorado, 
this book offers a close look at the 
region’s boutny of wildflowers.
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I grow plants in the desert for planting in yards and in unirrigated revegetation project 
areas in SE and Central Utah.  Almost every day from February through October I talk 
with people about how to water plants – how much, how often, and how it really is pos-
sible to kill a plant with too much water. 

I know The Zephyr is usually not a venue for plant and gardening advice – and don’t 
worry, this won’t turn into a regular gardening column – but this topic seems relevant to 
people all over the west right now.   Effective irrigation is relevant to Moab today, with 
the ground water study finally getting started, and also to areas throughout the West fac-
ing drought yet again this year.

 LEARNING BY DOING
In 2002 I worked on a roadside project in Moab along 400 E near Mill Creek next to 

the the new location of the Youth Garden Project at the old Shafer Home.  With the help 
of a local chapter of the Utah Native Plant Society we planted an area approximately the 
size of a typical residential lot in Moab at the time (approximately 1/5 of an acre) with 
native plants on a drip system.  We also installed a water meter to track the irrigation 
used in that area during the plant establishment period.  From April to October 2002 
11,100 gallons (or 1,570 per month) irrigated the newly installed plants.  Based on City 
of Moab residential water use figures (subtracting the average water used in residen-
tial service in a winter month from the average water used in spring summer and fall 
months) most residences used an average of 126,175 gallons, or 18,025 gallons per 

Obviously there are a huge number of variables that can’t be tracked in this kind of 
comparison, but it still shows the immense amount of water used to water landscapes in 
Moab that could be reduced without killing plants.  In 2002 I believed native plants in 
landscapes were the way to reduce this water use.  Over the past 13 years I have grown 
to better understand irrigation needs of plants, native and otherwise, and have had 100s 
of conversations with people about how they irrigate their yards.  While I still have a 
strong personal preference for native (and food producing) plants I am convinced today 
that over half the water used to irrigate residential and commercial landscaping could be 
saved by simply watering more efficiently, without ripping out landscapes and installing 
all natives.   

 THE RIGHT PLANT in THE RIGHT PLACE
The idea to put the right plants in the right place, native or not, based on available 

water and maintenance is a simple one, but it is very often overlooked.   When the right 
plant is in the right place, care for it becomes much simpler.  Recently, as our retail 
outlet has developed, I have grown to betterappreciate the non native ornamental land-
scape plants that are used so often in Moab and throughout the West.  Some of these 
plants use much more water than natives, but many use about the same amount.  In 
all cases though, plant the right plant in the right place and watering and maintenance 
become much easier.  It is impossible to grow a healthy full shade plant in direct sun.  

month, on their landscapes during that same period.  That is over 10 TIMES the water 
used to establish plants at 400 East that year.  Keep in mind much more water is needed 
to establish plants than to keep established plants healthy and happy, so the water use 
over time at the 400 E site reduced.

As of July 2015 most of the plants are still there – though the site is in need of some 
weeding.  It has not been irrigated in at least 4 years, possibly longer.  It is possible to 
grow plants other than Russian thistle, kochia, cheat grass and goatheads in Moab with-
out irrigating them forever.

Plants that need lots of water can’t be grown well with plants that need very little water.  
Plantings need to be arranged not only with access to sunlight in mind, but with access 
to irrigation or natural water as well.

 THAT’S ALL WELL AND GOOD, BUT HOW DOES IT 
TRANSLATE ON THE GROUND:
A few years ago I moved into a new-to-us house that we renovated.  The renovation 

NEAR LEFT...Hell Strip:  100 N.  
Planted about 10 years ago.  
Watered once a month 
or less.  Stopped watering in 2013

FAR LEFT:  4thEast Path:  same as 4th 
East Photo

TOP LEFT:  4th East Photo: Planted in 2002, 
watered to establish.  No water for at least the 
last 4 years possibly longer.

TOP RIGHT:  4th East Island:  Planted in 
2002.  Never watered
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process destroyed what little yard was left, save an old cedar tree and a few small shade 
trees out front.  None of these trees had been watered for years, but they were alive.  The 
properties around us have been more recently built up, so much of the rainfall on our 
house stays in our yard rather than running down the gutter into the creek.  I suspect 
this fortuitous water harvesting is a big part of why these trees were still alive when we 
moved in.

It took a couple of years living in the house for me to decide what I wanted to plant. 
I decided that the plants in my yard had to be edible or medicinal, not just ornamental.  
In some ways, this rule is kind of cheating since nearly every plant fits this description 
if you research the plants.  But I really was looking to make the yard full of edible plants 
– after all if I was going to water them they may as well produce food too. 

And so my yard needs irrigation in addition to the water we gain from rain off our 
roof.  To grow food crops in Moab and have those plants produce with regularity I need 
to irrigate, especially when it gets hot.  In the monsoon season, and this year all spring, 
I get a lot of help from my roof and my flagstone areas and keep having to turn my timer 
off.   But to ensure food production I irrigate shrubs, grapes and strawberries 2 to 3 
times a week in the hottest months.  My veggie garden drip irrigation runs nearly every 
day in June through August.  And the fruit and shade trees get a deep soak once a week.  
Next door at our old house we have a small lawn – and that also gets watered 3 x a week 
in July and August – much less in spring and fall.

 HELL STRIPS – IT IS POSSIBLE TO GROW PLANTS 
WITH NO IRRIGATION AT ALL
I also have a front strip between the sidewalk and the street since I live in downtown 

Moab – some people call this the hell strip.  You can tell why if you look at many of these 
spaces around Moab, or other towns and cities.  A combination of foxtails, thistle and 
goatheads, with some gravel is the most common “planting” in these areas.  Little micro 
hells. 

In my hell strip I planted the few desert plants I can grow in my heavy clay soils – a 
cliffrose, desert willow, a few globemallow, rough mules ears, a gambel oak and red 
yucca.  And I have not watered this space in over 2 years (though I have left the drip 
irrigation in place in in case I want to some year).   And I barely have to weed it now that 
the native plants have established themselves.  I suspect the solar pumping action of the 
roadway brings some water to the roots of these plants, but I provide no other water to 
them.  Hell strips have huge potential, but they definitely take a little planning and time 
to cultivate them into something more than gravel and goatheads

ORGANIZED CHAOS – DRIP IRRIGATION
Drip irrigation evolved over a very very long time.   In more recent history, Israel is 

often cited as the home of modern drip irrigation parts and systems and Netafim was 
the first company to focus exclusively on drip irrigation and how to efficiently get water 
consistently to plants through pipes at a low flow and pressure.   

The reason that drip irrigation is so efficient is that it gets water in measured amounts 
to the roots of the plants without exposing the water to the air where it can evaporate 
quickly.  And drip applies the water slowly – which allows the water to soak more deeply 
into the ground fully saturating the root zone of the plant with the smallest amount of 
water possible.  Flood irrigation tends to be a bit uneven, and requires a great deal of 
grading to get water in the quantities you want where you want it.  Overhead sprinklers 
apply water evenly over an area but water is lost to evaporation.  Also plant roots are 
not necessarily evenly spread throughout the landscape, and shrubs and trees intercept 
overhead spray irrigation making coverage spotty.

All irrigation methods have their place – but in arid environments drip irrigation is by 
far the most efficient way to effectively distribute water to landscapes.  It does, though, 
require some careful planning otherwise the system can become a bit of a spaghetti bowl 
of lines running everywhere. 

THE IMPORTANCE OF IIRIGATION ZONES
When I design an irrigation system, whether for a new or established landcapes, I 

think in watering zones.  The zones can overlap or intersect to some degree, but each 

each time it runs.  In spring and fall this line only runs once every 2 to 3 weeks depend-
ing on how hot it is.

Next the shrubs are watered together – and since my property is tiny and I have 
higher water plants and lower plants on this line I control the amount of water to these 
plants by using different emitter sizes.  Some shrubs like lilacs or mock orange might 
have 2 or 6 gallon per hour emitters, whereas others like fernbush and sage can do well 
watered using a 1 or 2 gallon emitter.  This line runs once every 3 or 4 days in summer 
for just a couple hours, and once every 7 to 10 days in the spring and fall.  Just as with 
trees, established shrubs need enough water each time they are irrigated to fully saturate 
the root zone.  A full sized mesic shrub may need 20 to 50 gallons to accomplish this, 
whereas a more xeric shrub may only need 20 gallons if it is impossible to simply water 
it less frequently.

My vegetable garden is on its own line since in the hottest months it needs irriga-
tion approximately every other day, sometimes daily.  In spring and fall I irrigate the 
vegetables as needed, sometimes only once or twice a week (other than when germinat-
ing seeds), but in July and August when it is around 100F I often irrigate one hour every 
morning.  The other benefit to drip in the garden (while a bit of a pain when turning 
in amendments) is that water is never applied to plant leaves which can help prevent 
fungus and disease, and makes it easier to use organic pesticides in the rare times I need 
them.  There are approximately 60 emitters in my garden ranging from 1 gallon per hour 
to 6 gallons per hour.  Last time I calculated I was applying about 100 gallons to my 
vegetable garden each time I irrigate.

The lawn is definitely its own zone.  My dwarf tall fescue lawn is irrigated with over-
head sprinklers that run once a week in spring and fall, and 3 times a week in July and 
August.  I use low flow sprayers (about 1 to 2 gallons a minute as opposed to 8 to 20 gal-
lons a minute of most standard pop up sprinklers) which means I water for 60 minutes 
when I water.  With 6 sprinkler heads that means I am apply between 360 and 720 gal-
lons to the small lawn every time I water it.  If I had a buffalo blue grama lawn I would 
water once or twice a week in summer to keep it green, and once every 1 to 2 weeks in 
Spring and Fall. 

The hell strip in front of my house is now what I might call a no water/revegeta-
tion zone at a property farther out of town.  In this area I have left the drip irrigation I 
installed years ago, but it is no longer used. 

If I had a larger property I might have a line for forbs and grasses (other than lawns).  
These may have their own irrigation line, or may be planted where they can access some 
of the water used to irrigate trees and shrubs.  However if they are water needing plants 
they may need water up to every other day in small quantities and in this case they must 
have their own drip line otherwise they just won’t make it.

 

NOTHING NEEDS WATER EVERY DAY
As you can see, there is very little that needs water daily, even in Moab’s hottest 

months.  I have received calls about trees dying, and after some discussion often I find 
out that the tree (and surrounding lawn) is being watered twice a day every day for 20 
minutes.  Usually this is because the landscaper left the timer that way 4 years ago when 
the lawn was first installed.   Or I’m told there are mushrooms and algae at the base of 
the tree.   When I point out that the lawn AND tree would be healthier if the lawn was 
watered no more than 3 times a week in summer, and the tree given a deep soaking 
once a week, the response is usually shock and a pronouncement that of course the lawn 
would die if watered that way!  There is nothing, other than maybe my tomato plant in 
July, that needs water every day.  Even in Moab.

Effective irrigation not only saves water, but also results in healthy plants – native or 
otherwise.  And it really is that easy, except that human beings have a hard time think-
ing like plants.  After all, humans need water every day, several times a day.  Especially 
in hot dry climates.  Plants, on the other hand can take deep long drinks and be fine for 
days and days.

 _________________________________________________________

 A FEW RESOURCES FOR MORE INFORMATION:

www.wateruseitwisely.com
While this webpage was designed for Arizona, it is the best interactive site I have 

found.  The site is easy to navigate, and the information is presented in a format target-
ing all water users.  In 1999 a number of partners including the cities of Mesa, Phoenix, 
Scottsdale, Tempe, Peoria, Chandler, Glendale, Avondale, Surprise, Fountain Hills and 
Queen Creek. Additional partners include the Arizona Municipal Water Users Associa-
tion, Global Water Resources, EPCOR Water and Salt River Project developed a great 
resource about how to conserve water.  The website is full of all kinds of suggestions for 
more effectively using water.  It makes sense that communities in Arizona started work-
ing on this 15 years ago – with a population expected to grow well past natural water 
resources available in the state the only way to have enough water for people is to use it 
carefully.

USU extension has a huge range of resources specific to Utah.  This is a small list of a 
few of them:

http://extension.usu.edu/files/publications/factsheet/pub__975158.pdf

There is a sprinkler testing guide for many cities and towns in Utah at
https://cwel.usu.edu/htm/water-check-program. 

This one is for Moab: http://digitalcommons.usu.edu/cgi/viewcontent.cgi?article=13
35&context=extension_curall

Vegetable watering in Utah:
http://extension.usu.edu/files/publications/publication/ENGR_BIE_WM-37.pdf

Tree and shrub watering in Utah:
https://extension.usu.edu/files/publications/publication/HG-523.pdfzone is watered differently.  At my house now we have 4 zones – the tree line, the trees 

and shrubs near the house (mostly in shade), the vegetable garden, and the lawn.  We 
also have irrigation to our hell strip, but this line is no longer used or hooked up to the 
timer.

To start with, I put all the trees on one irrigation line that is separate from ALL other 
irrigation.  This allows for trees to be watered deeply and infrequently independently of 
the other plants in the landscape (lawn, shrubs or otherwise).  Once established most 
trees only need water once a week in the hottest months – but they need upwards of 250 
gallons in order to fully saturate the root zone, so this line runs for at least 4 to 8 hours 

Hell Strip:  100 N.  
Planted about 10 years ago.  
Watered once a month 
or less.  
Stopped watering in 2013

Nativesnowater:  
100 N.  Planted 3 years ago.  
Watered by hand once a 
week for one summer.  
Now no water.  
Still a little weedy but 
getting better.
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AN EXCERPT FROM:

LAST OF THE ROBBERS ROOST OUTLAWS
Moab’s BILL TIBBETTS

Tom McCourt

INTRODUCTION:
This book tells a true story. James William (Bill) Tibbetts, Jr. was a real man, a real 

cowboy, and a real outlaw. And he really was the last of the Robbers Roost outlaws. 
He was also a good man by most accounts, a devoted family man who loved his wife 
and children and took care of his twice-widowed mother. Even some of his strongest 
enemies came to like him and call him friend. Few people have ever heard his name 
and only a handful have ever known his story, until now. It is a fascinating tale, beyond 
fiction and imagination.

Most of this story is in the public record. Early newspaper accounts have many refer-
ences of Bill Tibbetts, and most are used in their entirety in this book, even though 
the news stories don’t always tell the same story Bill told his children. There are other 
first-person accounts besides Bill’s that cast doubt on some of the things reported in 
the newspapers, too. News reporting has always been inexact, and that was especially 
true in the early 1900s when news and editorial opinion were often intertwined. For 
the purposes of this book, the author follows the Tibbetts family account while using 
the newspaper stories for backdrop, contrast, and a taste of the times.

the reins for hours in the cold, high desert air. The horses plodded along wearily with 
heads down and legs covered with mud to their knees.

The wagon squeaked and rattled.
The weary horses finally topped a long rise and the young man could see his destina-

tion. The little cabin nestled snug against the shelter of a wooded ridge with pole fences 
and corrals spread wide across the frozen meadow. It was a welcoming sight with the 
early shadows of evening beginning to creep across the valley.

The homestead presented a scene of peace and tranquility, but as Ephraim got closer, 
he could sense that something wasn’t right. Before he reached the yard he could hear 
livestock in the corral bawling to be fed, and the big dog that ran out to greet him 
seemed tense and agitated. He noticed that the cow hadn’t been milked that afternoon 
and there was no smoke from the chimney of the cabin. The March weather was much 
too cold not to have a fire.

Ephraim pulled the wagon up near the cabin and climbed down. From the look of 
things, no one was at home, and it didn’t appear that anyone had been there all day. The 
boy was concerned about that. He’d been sent by his mother to check on his sister who 
would soon deliver her first child. His instructions were to take her back to Moab where 
she could have the baby in the comfort of her mother’s home with a proper midwife in 
attendance. But where could his sister be?

Ephraim had traveled almost forty miles and he needed a place to spend the night. 
The young man rapped on the cabin door, then pulled it open a crack and hollered 
cautiously, “Hello sister, it’s Ephraim. Don’t shoot me.” Immediately there was a groan 
from the semi-darkness within the cabin, and then he heard his sister’s tearful cry, 
“Ephraim! Oh, thank God! …I need some help, Eph. …I need some help.”

BEGINNINGS...
In the 1890s, Utah’s San Juan County was still a blank spot on most maps. The area 

was one of the last frontiers in the continental United States, a vast region of tangled 
red rock canyons, cedar mesas, and dusty-blue sagebrush flats. Roads were primitive, 
distances were long, and the westerly wind swept wild and free across millions of acres 
of empty sage and canyon country.

On the south side of the La Sal mountain range, a few pioneer farms and ranches were 
scattered through the sage and oak brush. There was no town there in the true sense of 
the word, only a general store with a few outbuildings, but the site was called La Sal. In 
later years, it would be known as old La Sal.

It was a land of many perils. Lawmen, clergymen, doctors, merchants, and neighbors 
were often hard to find. Pioneer families dealt with sickness, accidents, birth, death, and 
bad men as best they could.

It was a cold afternoon when eighteen-year-old Ephraim Moore came down the mud-
dy wagon road toward old La Sal. The tops of the mountains were still wrapped in snow 
and a forest of oak brush spread leafless and barren across miles of rolling foothills and 
up the mountainsides. A blue winter’s haze hung heavy in the air, filtering the sunshine 
like fine indigo silk.

The young man was sitting high on the buckboard wrapped in an old wool coat with a 
widebrimmed hat pulled low over his eyes. The horses sloshed through the sticky mud 
with shoulders tight against the harness, the wagon following obediently while rocking 
like a ship on the uneven roadway. The boy mumbled a popular song of the day, low and 
to himself, into the collar of his coat and under his breath. From a few feet away his off-
key efforts sounded more like a moan of pain than any song another person might have 
recognized.

Young Ephraim was on his way to visit the wilderness homestead of his older sister, 
Amy Moore Tibbetts, and her new husband, Bill. He had been traveling all day over the 
rocks and ruts of the pioneer wagon track and he was tired, hungry, and eager to have 
his journey done. His feet were braced against the splashboard to help cushion the jar-
ring punishment of the hardboard spring seat and his fingers were numb from holding 

Ephraim rushed into the cabin to find his sister lying on the bed covered with a blood-
stained blanket. “The baby’s coming, Eph. I need some help,” she pleaded. She then 
slammed her teeth together on a corner of the blanket to suppress a wild animal scream.

“What are ya doin’, Amy?” the boy muttered in complete shock and bewilderment. 
“That baby ain’t due fer another month or more. You can’t have it now, not here, not like 

This book tells a 
true story. 
James William 
(Bill) Tibbetts, Jr. 
was a real man, 
a real cowboy, and 
a real outlaw. 
And he really was 
the last of the 
Robbers Roost 
outlaws. He was 
also a good man by 
most accounts, 
a devoted family 
man who loved 
his wife and 
children...

Young Ephraim was on his way to visit the wilderness 
homestead of his older sister, Amy Moore Tibbetts, and 

her new husband, Bill. He had been traveling all day over 
the rocks and ruts of the pioneer wagon track and he was 

tired, hungry, and eager to have his journey done.
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this.”
“You gotta get some help, Eph. Run to the Cross-H Ranch and get that lady who cooks 

down there. She knows me and she’ll come.”
“Where’s Bill, Amy? Your husband ought ta be here.”
“He’s on the range with the cows,” she groaned through clenched teeth. “Won’t be 

back until tomorrow. Go get that woman at the Cross-H.”
“Gawd, Amy, I can’t leave you here like this. Not like this.”
“Git!” she screamed with pain, impatience, and anger. “You go get that lady cook and 

don’t you waste one minute!”
Ephraim charged from the cabin and vaulted to the wagon seat. He left the yard with 

the wagon wheels throwing mud and the horses’ necks bowed under the threat of his 
stinging whip. The big dog ran alongside, yapping excitedly while chasing him down the 
muddy road. The Cross-H Ranch was two or three miles down the valley.

When Eph got to the ranch he found the lady cook was gone and wouldn’t be back 
for a few more days. None of the cowboys was willing to volunteer for midwife duty. 
The young man was stuck. There was no doctor, no hospital, no midwife, no woman, no 
relative, and no friend to come to his aid and help him deliver his sister’s baby. Panic 
overwhelmed him as the reality set in.

As the boy turned to go back to his sister’s cabin with his heart in his throat, one of the 
cowboys handed him a doctor book. “The part about delivering babies is on page twenty-
three. Good luck, kid.”

That’s how it happened. James William (Bill) Tibbetts, Jr. was born in that cold log 
cabin with his teenaged uncle, Ephraim Moore, acting as midwife. The date was March 
23, 1898. It was the rough and tumble beginning of a remarkable life.

the woman as the teenaged wife of Charles Bothe, a neighbor from up the valley. Charlie 
Bothe had a bad reputation. He was known to be a bully and a drunk.

“What’s going on, Mr. Rose?” Bill asked as he walked up to the surrey, but he already 
knew the answer. Dutch Charlie, as the locals knew Bothe, had done this thing before. 
The man had a horrible temper. He was callous, cruel, and fond of the devil’s brew. His 
young wife was a constant target of his drunken fury. He had beaten her terribly several 
times in recent months.

“Saw her hidin’ in the oak bushes up on the hillside,” old man Rose offered. “That red 
apron and bloody face gave her away. She ain’t got no coat and she’ll freeze fer shore 
if she stays out all night. I didn’t know what to do with her, so I brought her to you. I 
figured maybe your missus could fix her up and get her somethin’ to eat. She’s been beat 
up somethin’ awful.”

Bill could see that both of the girl’s eyes were black and her lip was split and badly 
swollen. Her dark hair was a tangled mess and there was blood on the front of her dress 
and apron. He tenderly extended a hand to help the girl down from the buggy. “Are you 
going to be all right, Mary?” he asked.

“Dutch Charlie’ll kill us both if you help me, Mr. Tibbetts.” The young woman sobbed. 
“He’s really on one this time. He said he’d kill me if I ran away and he’s out lookin’ for 
me now. He’s got a gun and he’ll kill us both, for sure.”

“Now, now, don’t you worry about that,” Bill assured her. “Old Charlie is drunk and 
he’ll come around when he sobers up in the morning. You come in the house and let 
Amy take a look at that lip. We’ve got a place you can stay tonight and supper’s almost 
ready.”

Amy came from the cabin as Bill was helping the girl down from the surrey. She 
stopped in stunned silence and put her hand over her mouth in shock as she saw the 
damage done to the pretty young face. Tears came to her eyes and it took a moment to 
regain her composure. Then, taking a deep breath, she stepped forward and said, “You 
come inside, Mary. I’ve got hot water on the stove and we’ll get washed up for supper.”

As Amy helped the whimpering girl into the cabin, Bill turned to old man Rose. “You 
might as well stay tonight, too,” he said. It’s a long ways back to your place and you’ll be 
travelin’ in the dark before you get there. You might as well stay and make an early start 
in the morning.”

“Thank you, Bill. I’ll do that,” the old man said. And then he turned and looked back 
up the road, the way he had come. “Old Dutch Charlie might be here in a little while. I’m 
sure he’s out lookin’ for her. You might want to load that 30-30 and keep it in yer hand.”

“Ole Dutch Charlie doesn’t scare me any,” Bill said with real conviction. “I know the 
man pretty well. I’ve even hired him a couple of times. He’s a holy terror to that little girl 
when he’s drunk, but I’ve never seen him tangle with a full-grown man. I got no respect 
for a man like that. I wish he’d try me one time. I’d like to bust his face for all he’s done 
to that little wife of his.”

“Yeah, but it’s a family matter,” old man Rose said quietly. “Outsiders shouldn’t get 
involved in family matters.”

“Maybe so,” Bill growled. “But that man is gonna kill that girl one of these days if 
someone doesn’t get involved. She shouldn’t have to take a beating like that for any 
reason. I’m gonna talk to the sheriff about it the first chance I get. Maybe the law can do 
somethin’ about this.”

The Tibbetts family and their invited guests had just settled down for their evening 
meal when the dog announced the approach of a stranger. The cabin was crowded and 
there weren’t enough chairs. Bill put his plate down on the bed where he had been sit-

‘A MURDER MOST FOUL’
The Bill Tibbetts story really began in the late 1880s, when his father, Bill Tibbetts, Sr. 

filed for a homestead near old La Sal. Like a lot of young men on the frontier, Bill Sr. was 
a cowboy who made his living tending his own livestock while working part-time for one 
of the big cattle outfits. He was a top-hand for the Cross-H Cattle Company.

When the young man decided to build a ranch of his own, he picked a good location in 
the shadow of Pine Ridge, where a spring of cold water bubbled up from the oak brush. 
He made a fine two-room cabin there, with outbuildings, corrals, and pine pole fences. 
Bill was proud of his place, and he worked hard to build up a good herd of cattle.

Available women were in short supply on the Utah frontier, and Bill was approach-
ing middle age and still single when he met and fell madly in love with Amy Moore, a 
teenaged girl from Moab who came to cook for the Cross-H Ranch. It was common in 
those days for older men to court and marry younger women, and the two of them hit it 
off very well. Amy was a pretty girl who had many suitors, but she was charmed by the 
handsome cowboy who owned his own spread and offered a ready-made cabin all fur-
nished and waiting. They were married in 1897. He was forty and she was almost twenty 
when they began life together at the Tibbetts Ranch.

Amy Ellen Moore was the perfect wife for a frontier cowboy. She was strong, indepen-
dent, and resourceful, the daughter of Mormon pioneers who had walked to Utah from 
Nauvoo, Illinois, pulling a handcart. She was no stranger to hard work and wilderness. 
Her parents, Joseph and Hannah Moore, had helped pioneer the settlements of Pleas-
ant Grove, Utah, and Bennington and Fishhaven, Idaho. Then, in 1889, when Amy was 
twelve, the family moved to the red rock country of Moab and broke ground for a farm 
along the southern edge of the little community.

Amy loved her husband. He was everything she ever wanted in a man. He was tall, 
handsome, and well mannered. He treated her with respect. He was considerate of 
her moods, mindful of her needs, and he loved the desert country the way she did. He 
promised her that just as soon as he could, he was going to build her a fine home of red 
desert sandstone, with bedrooms upstairs and white-painted porches. Their marriage 
was blessed with two sons: Bill Jr., born in the wilderness cabin in 1898, and Joe, who 
was born in Moab in November 1899.

The sound of an ax echoed across the frozen meadow. It was the evening of March 19, 
1902, and Bill Tibbetts, Sr. was chopping wood and stacking it against the side of the 
cabin. Tomorrow he would leave to spend a few days with his cattle and he wanted Amy 
to have a good supply of firewood. Household chores and little boys kept her very busy.

It was a pretty time of day. Shadows were growing long and the late afternoon sun lit 
the snowy tips of the mountains with a soft, orange sheen. Bill’s little boys were playing 
in the dirt near the woodpile and Amy was peeling potatoes in the cabin.

The barking of the dog drew Bill’s attention to a surrey coming down the muddy lane. 
He recognized the roan horse and the black-topped carriage as belonging to his old 
friend, Charlie Rose. Charlie might have been the oldest man in San Juan County, as far 
as Bill could tell. Old man Rose always told people that he was ninety, but he’d been say-
ing that for years. The old man drove the buggy into the yard and Bill was shocked to see 
a very haggard and bloody young woman sitting next to him on the seat. Bill recognized 

The Bill Tibbetts story really began in the late 1880s, 
when his father, Bill Tibbetts, Sr. filed for a homestead 
near old La Sal. Like a lot of young men on the frontier, 

Bill Sr. was a cowboy who made his living tending his 
own livestock while working part-time 

for one of the big cattle outfits
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ting and went for the door. As he passed the kitchen table he put his hand on old man 
Rose’s shoulder and said, “You stay here. I’ll take care of this.”

It was getting dark outside, almost too dark to see, and quite cold, too. Bill closed the 
door behind him and stepped out into the yard. There, in the semi-darkness stood Dutch 
Charlie Bothe. The big man looked larger than life in his old buffalo robe coat that hung 
down past his knees. A floppy felt hat covered his head and the bottom of his face was 
hidden in a tangle of whiskers. A big 45-90 buffalo rifle was in his hand.

“I’ve come to take my woman home,” the big man hissed. The smell of whiskey and 
vomit hung heavy in the air. The dog growled and Bill told it to shut up and lie down.

“She’s stayin’ here tonight,” Bill told the man with more confidence than he felt. “You 
can come an get her tomorrow when you sober up some.”

“By God, I’ll take her now!” the drunkard growled.
“You take her now and I’ll have you arrested,” Bill promised. “I’ll file a complaint with 

the county court and we’ll have the sheriff here in no time at all. The way that girl is beat 

The big man mumbled an obscenity, but then turned on his heel and started back out 
into the night. As he stomped away, he called back over his shoulder, “I’ll get you, Tib-
betts, you dirty somnabitch.”

Bill took three or four steps toward the retreating drunk, but then thought better of 
it. No one had ever called him that before without losing some teeth, but the man was 
drunk and he was out there in the dark with a rifle. Bill decided to wait and settle with 
the bastard later.

Things quieted down around the cabin after that. Amy made beds for Mr. Rose and 
Mary Bothe. The little boys went to sleep in the crib and Amy was washing dishes. Bill 
sat at the kitchen table near a coal oil lamp, reading a two-week old newspaper. His 
loaded 30-30 was standing in the corner.

The blast blew window glass all over the room. There was a terrific flash of light, a 
horrendous noise, and blue smoke filled the cabin air. The women screamed, old man 
Rose stumbled toward the back of the cabin dressed only in his long underwear, and Bill 
Tibbetts slumped from his chair to the floor, his shirt soaked with blood. Bothe kicked 
the door open and dragged his screaming young wife out into the night. A moment later 
came a thundering shot and the screaming stopped. Amy ran to her terrified little boys 
and covered them with her body, sobbing uncontrollably. She had seen her husband fall 
and she knew he was dead.

Little Bill Tibbetts, Jr. was a few days short of his fourth birthday, but he never forgot 
the horror of that night. For the rest of his life he would mourn the loss of the father he 
never got to know; and he would often remember what a hero his mother was when she 
put her body between him and the bullets that never came.

up, it’ll cost you twenty dollars just to get out of jail.”
“I ought ta blow your damn head off.”
“You put that rifle down and let’s see if you can knock my damn head off,” Bill chal-

lenged. “I’ll give you the first swing.”

BILL TIBBETTS (continued)
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The Importance Of Remembering Things Past
  by Martin Murie

NOTE: A few months before his death in January 2013, Martin 
Murie sent me a packet of stories he’d written, still on paper, which 
had never been published in The Zephyr. “Use them as you wish,” he 
advised. And so we are pleased to include this essay by Martin (with 
others to come) and hope that his words will continue to resonate with 
Zephyr readers...JS

Nostalgia, from Greek nostos, a return, and algos, pain or grief. 
Somewhere in its long journey through languages the word, at least in 
American English, acquired a shift that turned pain and grief to some-
thing like sweet sorrow with an aura of wanting to return to the good 
old days. That was unacceptable of course, in an era of up-and-at-’em 
enterprise.

An antidote for such indulgences turned up: You can’t stop Progress. 
That’s interesting because progress is something quite new, intimately 
tied to the emergence of “market economy” (aka Capitalism) out of 
relatively static feudalism. By now, in these enlightened times, we are 
expected to know that the future is all and what it brings is the best we 
can expect of all possible worlds. The past is water under the bridge; we 

must move on.

However, life doesn’t obey dumb rules like that. My father, Olaus, 
enjoyed looking back to boyhood forays at an edge of Moorhead, Minne-
sota, where a remnant forest gave a few kids a place to roam, to wonder, 
to spend time with animals. They called it “The Wilderness.” Nostalgia, 
yes, but he also told of the desperate poverty of those times and it was 
good to have left that behind. Even so, there was a strong sense that 
good things were intimately wound up in poverty. Once Olaus, exasper-
ated, told me, “We were poor, but we knew how to have fun.”

Some of the Moorhead kids lived at a big produce farm in the summer, 
working for wages, weeding, and hoeing. I remember Olaus laughingly 
telling of a bee buzzing inside his straw-stuffed pillow in the loft where 

he and the other kids slept, but he was too tired to worry about it. Next 
night the bee was still there, still buzzing; the weary worker let it be, 
dropped into deep slumber. The bee in the pillow, the exhaustion of the 
worker, is not saccharine sentiment, it is vivid recall of scenes from the 

memory, carefully assembles and assorts smells, sights and sounds of 
the dying, the feel of the ground at a freshly buried trap, the exigencies 
of the present moment. All of that is grist for careful judgment and deci-
sion, what to do next.

We do that too and the exigencies of our lives now in a time of terror 

life of labor that taxed those kids to the very limit just as farm workers 
today are taxed to the very limit.

For many people memories of the good old days are anything but 
sweet. One man scolded me for going back to the land, told me I didn’t 
know how bad it could be. Well, we found out. Farm life, country life, 
can take people to the far edges of endurance. Women especially speak 
of the double burdens: the insecurity, the oppressions, the patriarchy. I 
sometimes wonder if John Muir went to Canada to escape the draft, or 
to go wild, or to get out from under his land-and-boy-breaking father.

In the last few years my daytime recalls of war have been more fre-
quent, nightmares too that exaggerate and distort. Dreams and memory 
bring valuable messages, I’m convinced of that, but they can’t be trust-
ed. Nostalgia can’t be trusted either. But their visitations are real events. 
We pay attention. Why? I think it’s because memory, no matter how 
partial or sentimental, contains vital material for survival.

A wolf approaching a dead horse or cow recalls a pack mate dying in 
agony after eating a bit of fat laced with strychnine. She fine-tunes that 

(aka endless war) demand a stepped-up effort to use to the hilt what 
our memories bring. Let the struggle begin, let loose the whole remuda, 
the sleek horses of judgment. Because our rulers are trying in every way 
possible to turn us into obedient forgetters who will strain forward into 
the future; leaving in falsehood dust the collective history of our na-
tion. They want us to respond like trained poodles to whatever is dished 
out by them and their running dogs; they want us to treasure only the 
nostalgic glow on out-of-context bits selected with extreme care from 
revered heroes -- Washington, Jefferson, Lincoln, even revolutionaries 
like citizen Tom Paine. Baits of nostalgia laced with forgetfulness.

Dangerous days, nightmare nights.

An antidote for such indulgences turned up: 
You can’t stop Progress. That’s interesting 
because progress is something quite new, 
intimately tied to the emergence of 
“market economy” (aka Capitalism) 
out of relatively static feudalism.
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The Woman
Who Crawled
Under her
Horse

In the last years of Herb Ringer’s life, he began to lose his eyesight from macu-
lar degeneration. There were many photographs he wanted to caption but blind-
ness had stopped him. But Herb was convinced he would remember the photos, 
if only someone would describe them to him. So, for days, Herb and I poured 
over the old pictures—I would describe the scene and, almost always, he would 
remember.

That was the case here. “Herb,” I said, “here are some photos of you and two 
girls on horseback, and in one picture, one of the girls is under her horse.”

Herb smiled. “Yes...yes, I remember her. Her name was Skippy and she was 
spending the summer in Virginia City. She bet me dinner that she could crawl 
under her horse’s front legs. As the photo shows, she earned herself a steak.”   
...JS
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HERB RINGER came West from his home in New Jersey in 1939. Cam-
era in hand, Herb captured the American West, from the Canadian Bor-
der to the Rio Grande and from the Big Sur coast to the High Plains.

We believe Herb’s collection of Life in the West is one of the finest. His 
work has been published in The Zephyr for 20 years. I am pleased finally, 
to offer Herb’s photographs 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
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Willie Flocko’s.....COUNTRY KITCHEN
From April/May 1999
Willie Flocko’s Country Kitchen: 
Zeke’s (Killer) Beloved Hush Puppies

My cousin, Zeke, is about two years older than I am. I only saw Zeke on 
infrequent visits from San Francisco, when we traveled back to the old Flocko 
homestead in French Lick, Mississippi, where he grew up.

I used to embarrass Zeke a lot. When I was eight, I embarrassed Zeke be-
cause I wore shoes and because I couldn’t climb a tree. At 14, I embarrassed 
him because I was still a virgin...

“You mean you ain’t racked no goodies?” said Zeke.
“Huh?” I said.
“You ain’t popped a zobie?” asked Zeke.
“Whaaa?” This was all Greek to me. Zeke was kind enough to give me the 

benefit of his advanced age and experience and he explained the whole wonder-
ful truth.

When I was barely 21 and Zeke was 23, we had a chance to meet in Atlanta. I 
was there for a national conference of my college fraternity. Just out of gradu-
ate school, Zeke was there on business, working as a chemical engineer. We 
bellied up to the bar at the Atlanta Marriott in the middle of the afternoon, and 
caught up on old times.

We drank Chivas Regal. “Real guys only drink Chivas,” proclaimed Zeke. 
After several drinks, Zeke began to yell at the other bar patrons, all members of 
chapters of my college fraternity.

“Hey, I’m Zeke, and I’m a Teke!”...This was a common name for Zeke’s 
own college fraternity and not the one represented at the bar. I thought that 
it would be a good time to leave. We staggered out into the Atlanta sun, and 
Zeke proposed we stagger up the street to visit our Uncle Homer, who was an 
executive in a large national telephone company. So up to Uncle Homer’s office 
we crawled. At Homer’s outer office, Zeke tried to proposition every female sec-
retary, clerk and office worker he could potentially get his hands on. He minced 
no words—in very graphic and certain terms, he offered two options: inter-
course or, as we might say in this day and age, a monica. Just as the women 
were preparing to leap from a window or open fire, Uncle Homer emerged from 
his office and got us out of there.

After that episode, I only had the opportunity to see Zeke every few years or 
so at family reunions. I usually dreaded and occasionally avoided them; Zeke’s 
inebriated craziness was pretty intense, and got worse as the years rolled by.

But then, last summer, I went to yet another family gathering. Sitting in 
my motel room near French Lick, I was a basket case. How would I handle an 
afternoon and evening of Zeke? How and who would he humiliate this time? I 
sucked up my courage and drove into the ancestral homestead and there was 
Zeke running up to my car.

But there was something different...the maniacal gleam in Zeke’s eye was 
the same, but the eye wasn’t bloodshot! Zeke was raving...but not slurring his 
words! He was running amok...but not staggering!

What the??
Jesus. Zeke informed me that he had quit drinking and discovered Jesus. He 

spent the rest of the afternoon and evening regaling me with stories of his lay 
ministry at the saloons of Gulfport and Biloxi...his music ministry in the jails of 
Mobile...his “witnessing” at the whorehouses of Pascagoula!

His new wife’s collection of “Precious Moments” figurines!
It was a new Zeke, though just as hyper, just as manic, but a new Zeke. When 

I returned to my motel I felt compelled to write our common cousin, Tommy, 
who hadn’t seen Zeke in 10 years or so.

“Tommy,” I wrote. “I had some good news and some bad news. The good 
news is that Zeke has quit drinking and found Jesus! The bad news is...that 
Zeke has quit drinking and found Jesus!

Both the “old Zeke” and the “new Zeke” were/are wonderful cooks. Over the 
years, I had, many times, enjoyed his famous, “Killer Hush Puppies.” He finally 
gave me the recipe this past visit. I am sharing that recipe with you, though, out 
of deference to the “new Zeke,” I have renamed them, “Zeke’s Beloved Hush 
Puppies.” ENJOY

ZEKE’S BELOVED HUSH PUPPIES

Dry ingredients:
1 cup cornmeal (white, stone ground if possible)
1 cup flour
1 ½ tsp seasoned pepper
1 tsp Chacheres cajun seasoning ( or other all-purpose cajun seasoning mix)
4 tsp sugar
4 tsp baking powder

Wet Ingredients:
4 eggs, beaten
1 cup buttermilk
1 onion, chopped
2 cups shrimp, chopped, and/or 1 cup crab meat

Mix together. Add additional cornmeal if necessary for consistency. Spoon 
into hot peanut oil in a deep fryer or electric skillet. Cook until golden brown or 
darker if desired. These are extremely rich, so only a few each in enough—how-
ever, one may consume more if they are washed down by a sufficient amount of 
Chivas!

Our friend Bill Benge died in 2006...
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“more poets. fewer lawyers...”  Ed Abbey

---Amy Brunvand

Amy Brunvand is a librarian, 
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 law-
yers (even though some of her best 
friends are lawyers).

Jordan River 

The rule is,

When I name a place
I always mean the one closest to Utah.

So Paris is a small town in Idaho;

 The ancient gods dwell on Mount Olympus
     high in the Wasatch Mountains; 

Moabites sit down to weep by the Colorado River
     in the land of redrock; 

And Zion is in Dixie,
     away down south near the Arizona border,

So when I mention the Jordan River 
I don’t mean that other one,

I mean this murky ditch,
This sluggish greygreen water
Overgrown with thorny Russian olives,
The plastic debris of modern civilization
Circling endlessly in greasy eddies,

I mean the one you float down
In your red canoe
And when you notice something pale
Sunk beneath the surface
Your breath freezes over
Because you see someone dead, 

And then you laugh out loud

Because it is nothing after all
But a white plastic bag
Caught on a drowned shopping cart.

Monarch 
Anything but corn is considered rogue and either destroyed 
or prevented from growing and thriving.  – Craig Childs

What remains
Of the kingdom of butterflies,
A skyful of golden wings
That carried the souls of the dead?

    One monarch, in the backyard, hovering by a tree.
     One monarch, on the tennis court by the chain link fence.
     One monarch, on the beach, fluttering near the dunes.
     One monarch in the water, drowned.
     Waves surge and recede.
     A faded orange wing washes back and forth.

The floss from two bags of milkweed
would fill one life jacket.

     I will restore to you the years that the caterpillar hath eaten.
     In the Land of Milk and Honey, milk is a weed,
     Caterpillars devour poisonous milkweed,
     Monarchs become orange with poison,
     There is death in the pot.

  The corn grows up.  The waters of the dark clouds drop, drop.  

     Genetically modified corn
     is generally thought to have negligible impact
     on non-target organisms
         (even after it has been refined into high fructose corn syrup).
    All other organisms are targets.  
    Poison them all, God will know his own. 

Yellow butterflies
In flight over the maiden corn
Have painted themselves with pollen. 

All the different kinds of corn
Drinking the Earth Mother’s living waters
Will be made into new beings. 

     Corn has taken up arms against the butterfly monarchy.
     Corn has stuck a feather in her cap, 
     Corn has joined a well regulated militia.
     Corn marches across fields in lockstep
     Singing patriotic songs.
     Where corn passes, scorched earth is left behind. 
Four generations of butterfly make the journey
Following milkweed south to north, north to south.
Each year new prayersongs must be written for the dance. 
Each year young people learn the new prayersongs.
Each year the beautiful world germinates.

Katherine Edison is a photographer 
and nature lover originally from Utah, 
now living in Georgia.  She wants to 
share her love of nature with others, 
and in doing so, hopes to spark an 
interest and love for the earth and its 
magic.   See more of her work at 

http://kvedisonnaturephotos.smugmug.com/
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MY PERSONAL HISTORY
Life & Times in Southeast Utah...part 8

Verona Stocks

VERONA AND PETE GET MARRIED
   
     After Pete and his brother Jack were through shearing our sheep they went on 

other sheep shearing jobs. I did not see Pete again until June 1st. I was home to make 
preparations to move the sheep to Dry Valley when he came. He thought we should be 
married first so he could go with me. I liked that idea too.

     Pete had sheared a lot of sheep to earn enough money to buy a nice suite to be mar-
ried in, but he came home before his brother Jack was finished with a job he was doing. 
When Jack collected his wages, the man gave him Pete’s wages for Pete but Jack spent 
Pete’s money. All Pete had was enough to buy a pair of Levi’s and a white shirt. It was 
depression at its worst at that 
time so it was alright.

Pete and I were married at 
La Sal, June 7, 1933 by Bishop 
Leland Redd. Pete’s Father 
and Mother and two of his 
brothers and his sister and 
my Dad and his five younger 
children and my two children 
were there at the wedding. It 
was a nice day and the sheep 
were feeding in a big field 
close by so Felix could be with 
us too.

     As soon as the wedding 
was over Pete and I took the 
sheep back to Coyote Wash 
and spent our first few days 
of married life at the sheep 
camp. What a way to spend a 
honeymoon. But then people 
did a lot of things they would 
not have done if we had not 
had that depression.

     Roakie, Redd’s sheep 
foreman, sent us word that 
some of our stray sheep were 
in their herd. Pete and Felix 
went after them. They were gone three days. As soon as they came back, Pete and I 
moved the sheep to Dry Valley. It was there I got really scared on a gentle horse. Now, 
Navajo sheep are not quiet like other sheep; besides not having as much wool, they don’t 
act the same. Other sheep start grazing slowly toward some place they want to go, but 
no, not the Navajo sheep. When the lead or boss ewe lets out a blat, the herd is on their 
feet in a second, and you had better be ready because they are all on the run to get where 
she has decided to go, which is not always where you think they should go.

cut timber for the sawmill. I stayed with Dad and the kids to do some canning, also do 
some sewing for the school kids. Anyway, I was homesick for my two young children. 
Pete’s Mother told me she did not want me to bring my children to her place when Pete 
& I came to visit. Not knowing me very well she did not know I would never have done 
that anyway. I felt a responsibility and love toward my young brothers and sisters and 
included them with my young ones.

     Pete and I spent a week at Dark Canyon Lake with Pete’s sister Elsie and her three 
children, Glen, Ken and Rosie, Jack’s wife and their son Don, Pete’s mother, his sister 
Flora and Brother Dick. I learned how to catch trout and we celebrated Dick’s 16th birth-
day there by the lake.

     Pete’s Mother was lack-
ing a month from being 53 
years old and she climbed 
Mt. Peale easily. I thought 
when I am that old I am 
coming back to climb Mt. 
Peale, but when I was 53 I 
looked at that peak and said 
to myself, “Why? I have been 
there before.”

     We moved the sheep 
back to the ranch that fall. 
Pete got a job working on 
the road. In those days the 
grading was done with a 
team and scraper. Pete could 
handle the mules. Dad had 
spoiled them but Pete was 
good with animals. At that 
time only the head of the 
house could get a job. Pete 
sure had that, a big family. 
I had two children, Dad had 
5 and Dad could not do the 
road job. He tried it for a 
week.

     The men had to camp 
out. I stayed on the ranch, 
finished my canning and 

did a lot of sewing. Felix herded the sheep. I felt discouraged about the sheep situation. 
It seemed we were going backwards. So many had died that spring and our lamb crop 
was so small. The young ewes we kept barely replaced the ewes that had died at lamb-
ing time. We shipped our lambs with Redd’s that fall. Dad went along. He did not have 
to drive the lambs, he just rode along in the camp wagon. While he was gone Felix got 
a job, his first one not in the family. Pete was working so Nick had to herd the sheep for 
the first time, and alone too.

     Pete and I had our horses close by but he did not know much about those sheep 
so he did not hurry to saddle the horses. When we did get started the sheep were about 
two miles away and scattering the better sheep all along the way. We took off at a good 
place. Pete was riding the brown mare and I was riding Nick’s little roan. She always felt 
like she was going to fall down; her feet were so crippled. We came to some sand rock 
covered with blown sand. It all looked like sand to us. When the little roan hit the rock 
she started to fall. I pulled as hard as I could to keep her from doing a somersault. She 
was on her knees, my foot was in the stirrup and behind the saddle. I was hanging head 
down. The darned brown mare was bucking, and she could buck. By the time Pete got 
her calmed down, the roan was on her feet and I was still hanging head down, my foot 
trapped behind the saddle. I never liked those narrow stirrup straps after that.

     Early in August Felix and Nick came to herd the sheep. Pete’s Dad needed him to 

     When Dad got home he was very cross with me for letting Felix take that job, then 
too I was sick and not supposed to be. Things were just not going to suit Dad at all.

     When the section of road Pete was working on was finished he came home and 
made me stay down for a few days, which lasted two weeks. Pete took over the cooking 
and after watching Felicia trying to do a washing he put her to doing something else 
and he took over the washing. Nick came in and saw Pete scrubbing clothes so he got 
another washboard and tub and went to scrubbing clothes too. When they finished with 
the washing they scrubbed the floors, down on their knees with brushes, no less. When 
Pete did a floor it had to be spotless. Nick was willing to help him at anything; house-
work, hauling wood and chopping wood, it made no difference. They still had to look 
after the sheep which were feeding in some big fields close to the home ranch.

     When Felix came home he had earned some money and he took a pig for part pay. 

Pete and I were married at La Sal, June 7, 1933 
by Bishop Leland Redd.

As soon as the wedding was over Pete and I took the sheep 
back to Coyote Wash and spent our first few days 

of married life at the sheep camp. 
What a way to spend a honeymoon. 

But then people did a lot of things they would not have done 
if we had not had that depression.



THE ZEPHYR/ AUGUST-SEPTEMBER  2015

21

He bought himself some new clothes, which he needed. He took over the sheep herd-
ing and the sheep were moved away from the ranch. He was once again watching it by 
himself. Nick took him groceries.

     Pete had another 3 weeks of work on another section of the road. I stayed with 
him in camp for two weeks and felt like I could do something when I came home. Pete 
finished the road job and almost rebuilt the sheep camp wagon. It needed a new steering 
structure, new canvas for the top and the floor made stronger.

     March 1934 Pete and Nick went to Gateway Colorado for some horses. They 
brought back 4 head. We kept a black mare, a good saddle horse. Pete broke her to work 
also. At last we had a team for the sheep camp again as I still had one horse, Old Ben. 
We named the mare Noble and Vee and Bob could ride the horses too because they were 
gentle.

     The spring of ‘34 we sheared the sheep at the ranch. Jack and Puge Stocks, my 
brother Felix and Pete did the shearing. I would herd the sheep that were sheared, Nick 
the ones that needed shearing.

     Josephine stayed home from school to cook and do the housework. I had little time 
for that but Felicia was there to help her. Dad could do very little that spring. I watched 
him have little spells and I did not realize they were small strokes. Pete’s being there to 
make sure the wool sacks were all filled and tied right, the unsheared sheep were in the 
pens so the men shearing did not have to wait. It took the pressure off Dad and made it 
possible for Felix to shear steadily and he was fast. Pete could shear fast also when he 
got the time to shear at all.

     The shearing did not take long. Roy and Lee Larson pulled their sheep from our 
herd April 11, 1934. Lee had 109 ewes and 1 buck, Roy Larson had 79 head. When Lee 
pulled his sheep out of our herd he gave us enough sheep to pay for the mule, which was 
ours, he had sold after Bob died.

tag along with him. We camped the other side of the Hole in the Rock. There was plenty 
of water for the sheep and the kids waded in the streams and climbed the slick rocks. 
They made pets out of the lizards, horny toads and chipmunks. One day they brought 
in a good brass boiler. Attached to it were some little brass tubes; someone’s still to 
make homemade whiskey. Pete sent them to put it back where they had found it. He 
assured them that if the sheriff caught them with it he would put them in jail for making 
bootleg whiskey. They put the parts of the still back and explored some more. This time 
they brought some blasting caps. Pete did not trust them with those, he got rid of them 
himself. We thought we better move from there as we had no idea what they would bring 
in next.

     We started getting the camp ready to move. Vee and Bob went after the horses. Bob 
wanted to ride the black mare. She shied from something and he fell off and got a black 
eye. As if that was not enough he was not looking where he was going and ran into the 
wagon wheel and blacked the other eye. Pete put him in the camp wagon and put cold 
packs on his eyes. I had started out earlier with the sheep. Pete and the kids were com-
ing to catch up with me. Vee got into the camper to sympathize with Bob but she did not 
stay there. She got out onto the tongue of the camper, fell, and was dragged a little be-
fore Pete heard her. He got her into the camper, and put a sling around her arm because 
she had a broken collar bone. Now they really had something to feel sorry for each other. 
He said they would laugh a while then cry, but not much. Pete really enjoyed those kids 
and their antics, not knowing just what they were going to do next, but it would be dif-
ferent than most kids.

     It was a good summer and the sheep did well. We camped near Brown’s Hole where 
Neva and Earl lived. The sheep watered in the creek just below their place. Vee and Bob 
spent most of their time visiting Neva and swimming with her kids. Vee liked to cook 
and she helped Neva a lot with the little kids and the garden.

     Pete’s brother Bill Stocks and my sister Felicia were married June 9, 1934 and as 
though that was not enough close relations all in our families, Felix and Flora were mar-
ried July 14, 1934.

    
Dad did not work with the boys as I did and he did not expect as much from them as 

I did. I treated them as Dad had treated Mary and me but now Dad was older and not 
well, so the ranch work was neglected. No one fixed fences or tended the stock, the cows 
got in the hay fields, bloated and died. The boys were of an age, it did not seem impor-
tant to them. Dad was so discouraged he came to the sheep camp to talk to Pete. Pete 
took him to La Sal Creek and showed him some outcroppings uranium. They staked two 
claims. The Two Mile and the Little Peter. After climbing down the hill, they saw Pete’s 
brother Jack waiting for them. He wanted in on the claims, so Pete added his name. Dad 
and Nick were going to Monticello to file on the claims but Jack said he would do that.

     Pete kept the assessment work done on both claims for several years before he 
found out Jack had filed the Two Mile claim for himself, and he also had a third interest 
in the Little Peter claim.

     The big stockmen were telling the small farmers who had 50 or 75 head of cattle, 
and the sheep men with one to two thousand sheep, what a wonderful thing the Taylor 
Grazing Act was and how it would help everyone. Pete, Dad and I knew better. We told 
the farmers we knew that if they voted for that bill it would put most of them out of busi-
ness. They voted for it. Sure enough, the small farmers and stockmen were soon selling 
out, and at a very low price. There was no more free grazing land.

    
In 1946 congress established the Bureau of Land Management (BLM). The bureau-

crats took over and now we are the interior colony, with no voice in how our tax dol-
lars are spent to manage the land; the land our ancestors fought for. We the people are 
bunched into small areas like the Indians were and must get permission to go across 
what was supposed to be the free public land.

     As soon as the Taylor Grazing Act was passed, we knew we had to sell our sheep, so 
began looking for a buyer. Dad traded his sheep for Lee Larson’s ranch on La Sal Creek. 
When Lee pulled Dad’s sheep out of our herd, Dad did not have quite enough sheep to 
make the trade so we made up the difference. We still had to get rid of our sheep be-
cause we had no range for them and time was running out.

     We moved back to Spanish Valley that fall and kept Vee and Bob in the sheep camp 
all winter. I got books from Mrs. Otho Patterson to teach Vee. She learned fast but I had 
a hard time learning to teach. Pete was better and I did learn patience from him. He had 
taught his brothers and sisters one year at La Sal.

     Pete’s Mother and Dad came to live with us early in January. Dick was with them 
and they brought no bedding. I had a hard time rounding up enough for them. The 
sheep wagon and an 8 x 10 tent was all we had to live in. It was very crowded. It was 
really worse when John arrived. We all survived somehow, but I did feel sorry for John 
when he had to sleep on the quilt I had loaned Annie and her kids had wet on it and it 
really smelled bad.

     Pete and his Dad started mining on the Blue Goose. Dick would herd the sheep 
when he felt like it. He preferred to go to the mine. Sheep herding was very boring to 
a 17 year old boy. Jan. 30, 1935 we got the first check for the ore Pete and his Dad had 
mined. That gave Pete’s Mother and Dad some much needed cash and a little for us to 
buy camp groceries.

     Pete’s mother was a midwife and on February 7, 1935, she delivered our 5 lb. baby 
boy, which Pete and Dick named after them, Phillip Richard Stocks. He was born in the 
sheep camp at the head of Spanish Valley, where at one time Pete’s grandfather had a 
farm.

Next Month: Pete and Verona get out of the sheep business and into mining.     

     When the sheep were sheared we moved them to the head of Spanish Valley for the 
lambing. It was a nice spring and we had a good lamb crop. Felix helped but I did have 
to tell Pete what to do and that made Felix mad; really, what right did I have to boss 
Pete? That was funny to both Pete and me. Oh well, he learned fast.

     Flora and Felicia came to the sheep camp to do the cooking. That was the girls’ 
idea. They were neither one good cooks and they could neither one of them make good 
sour dough biscuits. I could not make good sour dough biscuits either so I always came 
to the camp last. Pete and Felix were both good camp cooks. I had to be the last because 
I had to follow the lambing herd to pick up the ewes that had lambed that day. I really 
had a good excuse not to cook.

     The girls stayed a week. Flora thought it would be fun but as Felix, Pete and I were 
always too tired to do anything but eat and sleep when we brought the sheep in at night. 
The girls wanted to go home. When Nick brought the groceries to camp they went back 
with him. Felix left as soon as we were through lambing. Dad and Nick brought Vee and 
Bob to the sheep camp as soon as school was out. We started our move toward Dry Val-
ley, Pete driving the team hitched to the wagon and trailing the sheep wagon behind it. 
No more driving a team for me.

     When we stopped for a few days, Pete would herd the sheep, often both kids would 

Pete & Verona Stocks
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“There are two different types of change: one that occurs within a given system 
which itself remains unchanged, and one whose occurrence changes the system 
itself.” – Watzlawick,  Weakland, and Fisch, from their book Change.

For years now Jim Stiles has been writing about the metamorphosis of Moab, Utah, 
from an isolated yet welcoming uranium mining village to a high end municipality: 
welcoming to streams of tourists yet unaffordable for mere mortals to live in. And 
focusing particularly on the economic boom that has made it so. The increases in 
two-to-four wheeled traffic and visitation that have accompanied this juggernaut have 
obliterated the treasured spiritual solitude that Arches and Canyonlands national 
parks once offered while leaving their physical beauty untouched (good for smart 
phone photographs).

As he says, the amenities economy has come.
In addition Stiles has been writing about the odd financial symbiosis between main-

stream environmentalism on the one hand and certain industrial tycoons on the other; 
David Bonderman among them. Not simply because these tycoons are loaded with 
money, but because a number of their massive investments fly in the face of the values 
that environmentalists ostensibly stand for; and that the esteemed elders of environ-
mentalism without a doubt stood for.

Now you’d think liberals and progressives, especially those who have distinct 
environmental leanings, would have lined up in droves behind what Stiles said. And 
while some have, in general they have responded with…silence…and not infrequently 
criticism.

The quandary is that when one or more elements in a system change, even seemingly 
significant elements, the system will typically adapt to that and continue to function as 
it has before. While some changes will be visible they will be incremental and if anything 
simply become other moving parts in more of the same.

Yet we’ve long had a consequential equation, I = P x A x T, more properly a schema, 
delineating what environmental systems change is. Although not complete or math-
ematically precise, IPAT shows what essential environmental systems change involves, 
making it fairly obvious when it’s happening and (more likely) when it isn’t.

It should come as no shock that influential people the world over don’t like what IPAT 
has been telling them for the last 45+ years. And that most Americans, to the extent 
they’re aware, don’t either.

Now let me lay out the IPAT schema:
Impact = Population x Affluence x Technology.
“Affluence” refers to the natural resources consumed per capita, which always has 

some degrading effect on the environment, however minor. Increases in population also 
have a degrading effect. So, for example, if the population decreases but consumption 
per person increases they may cancel each other out with no net environmental im-
provement.

“Technology” on the other hand is a neutral term: if our predominant profiteering 
mindset continues technology will continue to increase the consumption of natural re-
sources per capita, as it has since the outset of the industrial revolution in the 18th cen-
tury, and particularly since 1950. On the other hand if at this point technology is utilized 
wisely, with the well-being of future generations and other species in mind, it would do 
much to lessen environmental impacts. An example would be the widespread but careful 
application of solar energy with an eye toward significantly reducing the consumption 
of natural resources per person, instead of trying to use it to shore up the same old mass 
consumption.

So let’s apply IPAT to what Jim Stiles has said. What are its implications?
Twofold as I see it. First and foremost is the plain issue of affluence, as above defined. 

This is exactly where so many liberals and progressives are as bogged down as any hide-
bound conservative. Those liberals and progressives themselves will tell you that they’re 
as green as can be and are eager to protect the environment. But alas, that is mere self-
perception. In fact, the bottom line for them remains economic prosperity; the American 
Dream of having MORE is still the boss. And that means that overall their commitments 
to environmentalism will remain cosmetic and that the resulting impacts will continue 
to degrade flora, fauna, and the wildness of the land.

Yet surrendering that American Dream, at least as we’ve known it, is exactly what 
IPAT shows us is necessary. While it is certainly important to protect “topo maps” of 
land from development, and to protect designated species as well, that is nevertheless 
incremental change, and ultimately more of the same, as the amenities economy shows 
us all too well. By contrast a systems change would have to be a bottom-up mass move-
ment, particularly in privileged countries, of people setting personal examples of humble 
living: i.e., small house, smallish car if any, unassuming income, and so on. It would be 
an unglamorous downscaling of our consumption, necessarily with wide public support.

Given the lack of such public support, however, coupled with a titanic failure of politi-
cal imagination in high places, those who are trying to live humbly are finding potholes 
all over the road. For one thing, it’s considerably more expensive to eat organically and 
buy an eco-car, as admirable as these things are in the abstract. With the ironic result 
that the people who are acquiring ecological status among their neighbors are more af-
fluent: that is, earning and spending more per capita.

Green Vinyl Liberalism: Adventures in Erstwhile Change
By Scott Thompson

Huh?
That was my initial reaction for sure. Then I started contemplating what they’d said.
Which goes more or less like this. They had few complaints overall about the ame-

nities economy because, as they said, it provides local jobs and business opportuni-
ties without overtly mangling the landscape, in contrast to the mining and oil and gas 
industries and arguably cattle ranching – the so-called extractive industries. Nor is the 
amenities economy a threat to the boundaries of national parks and monuments, wilder-
ness areas, or national forests. In fact many found it hopeful that protecting the physical 
integrity of the land can mean money for local communities. What, they wondered, is 
wrong with that?

And when it came to those big pocket financial contributions to environmental groups 
they pulled out an even bigger stick of pragmatism. Pointing out as follows: first, that 
lobbying on an ongoing basis is necessary to protect vulnerable ecosystems, second that 
good lobbyists are expensive, and third that environmental groups need to pay competi-
tive salaries to have competent staff with the expertise to analyze and respond to com-
plex legal and regulatory issues. They concluded that to operate in the real world major 
money is necessary, that therefore wealthy donors are essential, and that environmental 
organizations cannot afford to be judgmental about what those donors invest their other 
money in.

At first blush such responses sound like good old talkin’ in the kitchen common sense 
(to borrow a phrase from politicians everywhere). Until, that is, we consider what sys-
tems change in environmental matters actually involves.

That’s why creative and efficient government planning, including a generous array of 
intelligently designed programs, is sorely needed in order to make lower consumption 
more workable and less absurd for everyone.

What does setting an example of living modestly mean for a person who is truly 

Now you’d think liberals and progressives, 
especially those who have distinct environmental 

leanings, would have lined up in droves behind what 
Stiles said. And while some have, in general they have 

responded with…silence…and not infrequently criticism.

Now let me lay out the IPAT schema:
Impact = Population x Affluence x Technology.
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WE PRIDE OURSELVES 
ON OUR FOOD!

Our genuine Mexican Cuisine
comes from traditional recipes
& methods from
BAJA, CALIFORNIA & other
states in MEXICO.

51 N. MAIN ST  
MOAB, UTAH
435.259.6546

Our Claim Stays the Same:
FART-FREE BEANS

www.miguelsbajagrill.com

From the
DESERT RAT
COMMANDO

wealthy to begin with? There must be a number of such people, hopefully many, who 
are willing to consider taking such a question seriously, and even some who may have 
taken meaningful steps. And still others who, while they may be willing to make sizeable 
contributions to environmental groups and otherwise engage in philanthropy, have thus 
far felt no obligation to question the opulence of their own lifestyles. And I’m guessing 
plenty more who have little concern about whatever lies outside their immediate inter-
ests. In any case, I do have some questions and thoughts for the truly wealthy - at least 
hypothetically.

Do you have a private jet? Or a twin-engine plane? Then sell it. Better yet, scrap it. 
You’re not such an important person that you can’t fly, when you need to, by commercial 
airliner. And if you can hack it psychologically, sit in the economy section with us plebe-
ians. You can talk to us and learn from us that way, and frankly you need to.

For that matter, wield your influence and invest your wealth in rebuilding and renew-
ing train travel and other mass public transportation, powered with renewable energy. 
So we can phase those airliners out (except for any that may someday fly on renewable 
energy). In doing this bear in mind that you may well have the clout to make a crucial 
difference here in a way we ordinary citizens cannot.

How big is your house? If it’s larger than 2,000 square feet sell it for as little as you 
can stand to a non-profit agency that can make efficient use of the space to help people 
in need. And if you have more than one house, including condos, sell them too.

Go ahead and buy another house as long as it doesn’t exceed 2,000 square feet, and 
that’s energy efficient to the nines, remembering that most of your fellow citizens can’t 
accomplish that without meaningful government programs to help them out.

If you have any money in fossil fuels or other industries that emit greenhouse gases, 
sell your interests tomorrow morning and put your money in renewable energy, doing 
all you can to promote its responsible use.

Lobby for what actually helps people. To the degree you don’t know what will actually 
help them (no offense but you probably don’t), then get out there and talk to enough of 
them to find out. And include professionals who actually work with people in need day 
in and day out and who choose to live modestly themselves.

If you are already doing that kind of lobbying – thanks.
And if you are in any way investing in or promoting sulfate aerosol geo-engineering, 

see your priest immediately and ask for absolution. Then join a viable movement that is 
working to ban it forever.

And buy a damn eco-car.
Having thus spoken to the rich folks, I want to comment at least briefly on the amaz-

ing advances in computer technology. They’ve been coming at us so fast that we’re 
replacing our laptops, tablets, and smart phones every year or two now. To an astonish-
ing degree these devices are altering the way human beings communicate (and vastly 
shortening the human attention span). Anthropologists are scratching their heads over 
its effect on our culture.

But you know what hasn’t changed? It seems like every time we’re on the internet 
advertisements are shouting at us or crawling across our screens like insects, as we 
struggle to paw through them. And they’re all about one thing: increasing our consump-
tion per capita. So when it comes to environmental impacts our society’s great techno 
whiz-bang, whatever else it is, isn’t a systems change. It’s a regression on steroids.

I conclude that IPAT is indeed in sync with the simple gist of what Jim Stiles has been 
saying, as his comments toward the end of his 2007 book Brave New West reveal: “Why 
aren’t we demanding that we all pursue a simpler, less consumptive life style?…

…
“Liberal Democrats aren’t much different from conservative Republicans in one re-

gard: neither group wants to see Americans live with less. Republicans think we should 
continue to live extravagantly and are convinced our energy resources will last forever. 
Democrats want to be able to live as extravagantly, but think we can live extravagantly in 
a more energy-efficient manner…No one is out there on the political landscape willing to 
ask U.S. citizens to live with less.” (pp. 241-242.)

I believe this is precisely why erstwhile liberals and 
progressives have responded to Stiles with…silence…
and not infrequently criticism.

SCOTT THOMPSON is a
regular contributor to 
THE ZEPHYR. He lives in
West Virginia.

OSLO (Reuters) - 
Sea levels could rise 
by at least six meters 
(20 feet) in the long 
term, swamping 
coasts from Florida 
to Bangladesh, even 
if governments 
achieve their goals 
for curbing global 
warming, according 
to a study published 
on Thursday.

http://news.yahoo.com/seas-could-rise-6-meters-even-governments-curb-
180354849.html
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From the 2001 Archives...

TK ‘TOM TOM’ ARNOLD
VW MECHANIC/PHILOSOPHER/ECONOMIST/ ABBEY’S PILOT/TROUBLEMAKER

Jim Stiles

from August 2001
Note: Our dear friend Tom Tom passed away in 2007.

Why do people from all over the world come to Moab? Most will insist that it’s the 
sheer beauty of our red rock canyons and sculpted arches and the mighty Colorado River 
which, after all, carved out this great sedimentary plateau.

Others may argue that our major attraction is the way the sandstone provides an ex-
cellent recreational medium upon which to play out their extreme sports activities.

Some perhaps come to Moab for the tremendous selection of espresso shops, South-
west jewelry, souvenir ashtrays, and pre-fab plastic blue motels.

And everyone visits Moab, of course, to bask in the spirit of brotherly love and affec-
tion that permeates the souls of all of us who live here in the Moab Valley.

But there is so much more. For once in my life as a Moab “Leave it Alone” recluse, I’m 
taking this opportunity to promote…yes, to PROMOTE! one of the great scenic attrac-
tions of Moab, the Colorado Plateau, the Southwest and, indeed, the World! Tribute 
is long overdue. And I stand humbly in his presence to praise the man who made it all 
happen…

A grateful community salutes Mr. Tom Arnold, the founder and curator of Tom Tom’s 
Volkswagen Museum–by his account, the most fantastic collection of VWs in the world.

Some ignorant fools have the 
temerity to call it junk.

The Museum is not easy to 
miss. Located at the intersec-
tion of Mill Creek Drive and 
Spanish Valley Drive, known to 
locals as Chicken Corners–the 
Gateway to Spanish Valley as it 
were–T.K. Arnold has managed 
to squeeze 250 vintage Volkswa-
gens onto a two acre lot that he 
bought almost 30 years ago. It is 
his pride and joy. Others would 
like to kill him and scour his 
collection from the face of the 
earth, but Arnold takes all the 
criticism in good stride. “They 
just don’t know how to have a 
good time…I’m having a good 
time.”

When Tom Arnold first came 
to Moab, in 1969, it wasn’t to fill 
an empty lot with German cars; 
he came here to start a college. 
T.K. taught business administration at Colorado State University in Ft. Collins, but a tip 
from a fellow academician led him to Moab. Before Tom Arnold, there was no “higher 
education” in Grand County. But when he heard that Utah State in Logan was planning 
to open an extension office in Moab, Tom applied for the position without even seeing 
the town and was offered the job. A few days later he drove to Moab and found, “this 
little green oasis in the middle of all that desert. It was just beautiful.” He walked the 
streets of Moab, talking to businesses, trying to stimulate interest in the new extension. 
He essentially started with nothing and built a college.

That was in 1972. Out of that thrust finger came “Tom Tom’s Volkswagen Repair…You 
can’t beat him.” Tom moved his operation to the present location and has been building 
the museum ever since.

Business was brisk and Tom found himself working until midnight at times to keep up 
with the demand. Among the early customers was Ed Abbey. Abbey and his wife Renee 
had just bought a VW Thing, only to discover that the gas heater didn’t work. “It was in 
the fall or winter and pretty cold, so I went to work on it, but I didn’t even know who he 
was. They were renting an apartment above Miller’s Clothing Store (now the Slickrock 
Cafe’ Building at Main St. & Center St.). But we became friends before I ever knew he 
was an author. I’d never read any of his books and then one day, he came by and gave 
me a copy of The Monkey Wrench Gang. I was working long days then, but I took it 
home and started reading it at about midnight until four o’clock in the morning, then 
got up at eight and didn’t even go to work…I finished it by noon. I couldn’t put it down.”

By now, not only had Tom Arnold become a good friend of Abbey’s, he also became a 
regular poker partner, the man Ed lost more money to than anyone else on Earth, except 
his ex-wives, and on many occasion, Ed Abbey’s personal pilot. Tom first learned to fly 
in World War II and flew just about everything; he later volunteered to fly transports in 
Vietnam. Now he was shuttling Ed…

“I flew Abbey a lot. First we 
just flew to look at the scenery. 
Somebody would tell him about 
an arch and we’d fly around 
looking for it. Later, when his 
wife Renee wanted to go back 
to college, Ed paid to send her 
to Tucson and I’d fly him down 
there once a month. I also flew 
him to a lot of his speeches and 
book signings. So at first, he re-
ally wasn’t a hero to me but just 
a buddy.”

To Tom, the private Ed Abbey 
“was completely different” from 
the man he was perceived to be 
from his books. “For one thing 
he didn’t give a damn about 
being rich. He didn’t even want 
anyone to know who he was. His 
‘wealth’ was what he believed in 
and so he didn’t even want to go 
to book signings. People really 
had to force him to do those 

kinds of things.”
For years, Abbey didn’t have a phone at his house and would make the short drive to 

Tom Tom’s to make calls. In fact, Tom was Ed’s “clearing house” for potential houseg-
uests and visitors. “He didn’t want anybody to know where he lived and I was his center 
point. If somebody came in to my shop and asked where Abbey lived, I knew Ed had 
talked to him and I could give him directions. I used to see Ed get pretty exasperated 
dealing with the publishers, because of the money angle. They were always looking to 
make more money and he didn’t really give a damn.

But even as he was unloading the moving truck, settling into his new digs, and throw-
ing himself into the new job, his Volkswagen obsession was already well-established. 
T.K. moved to Moab with seven VWs; he rented a small shed across from the old cem-
etery to store them, and on weekends, he and his son spent hours doing to VWs what-
ever it is that VW aficionados do to VWs. The locals began to take notice…

“People would come by. Nobody in town worked on Volkswagens at the time…VW 
was a bad word then…but soon they started asking if we’d work on their Volkswagens. 
The people here in Moab are who put me in business. And then when the university 
and I disagreed and we decided to part company…that’s when I leaned across the desk 
and handed the Dean the finger…I was already set to start the shop and stay in Moab 
because I thought this was the greatest little spot in the country.”

“As far as I was concerned Ed was very serious in what he was attempting to do with 
his writing. He was writing about what he believed in and as more and more time goes 
by, the more I appreciate his writing. I really wasn’t much of an environmentalist at 
first, but the longer you hang around here…you become one. But otherwise he was very 
unassuming–he just wanted to sit back and enjoy the scenery and write and dream.”

And play poker.
The poker games were the stuff of legend. Although accounts differ, most recall that 

Tom was a frequent winner. For years men and women have speculated about the 
source of Tom Arnold’s poker prowess. Now for the first time, T.K reveals his secret…

“I was the only guy at the table who didn’t drink. Everybody else would get drunk and 

A grateful community salutes Mr. Tom Arnold, 
the founder and curator of Tom Tom’s Volkswagen Museum–
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I’d have my glass of iced tea and they never really noticed that I was sober. But that’s 
only because I’ve never needed to drink to have a good time. Don’t need it.”

Tom Arnold–pilot, poker king, tea-totaler. It doesn’t get any stranger…
Abbey moved to Tucson in the late 1970s and the regularity of the poker games 

slowed. But Tom continued to repair VWs, flew shuttle flights for the airport from time 
to time and continued to fly Abbey around when Ed was in town. About ten years ago, 
T.K. was taking a plane to Hite and he almost didn’t make it…

“I just got to 7000 feet, right over the Green River, when I heard a tremendous bang 
from the engine. I really thought I could land the plane, as long as the engine didn’t fall 
off. If it comes off, you lose your balance and you have a hell of a time landing. But it 
threw a rod and it was banging and vibrating.

“So I looked around and spotted a jeep road up above the Orange Cliffs. I was down 
to about 45 mph when I landed and there was a slight knoll at the end which caused the 
plane to flip over. But there was hardly any damage. But they could hear me without the 
radio all the way to L.A. I expect, because I was really calling out the ‘maydays.’ Yeah…
that was quite an experience.”

It’s been more than a decade since Moab began to transform itself and Tom has 
watched the change with a wary eye.

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

MOAB
SOLUTIONS

LIFETIME
BACKBONER

STEVE RUSSELL
Moab, UT

“We live in one of the most pristine places on earth and sometimes I just cannot 
believe some of the people in this area who want to come in and destroy it. And once it’s 
gone it can’t be replaced. Other things can be replaced but we can’t replace the scenery.

“You know, when I first moved here, mining was the main industry here and we used 
to make wisecracks about the ‘miners’ mentality.’ Well in the 30 years I’ve lived here, 
I’ve seen it go from the ‘miners’ mentality’ to ‘zero mentality.’ And especially in the last 
ten years, we’ve seen the push for ‘economic development.’ What a joke. With all the 
money they’ve spent on ‘economic development,’ we could have built a wonderful indoor 
swimming pool.”

When it comes to ‘economic development,’ one aspect of the Moab Culture has been 
considered a hindrance to Growth and that would be Grand County’s junk, a term Tom 
takes exception to…

“One of the beauties of this valley is the people who have lived here. Moab is not just 
the scenery, it’s the people. People want to live here because of what the town IS. In the 
last ten years though, we’ve seen people come here who want to change everything. So 
I have a collection of antique vehicles which is probably the greatest collection in the 
world and a lot of people don’t like it. Volkswagen owners are the ones who REALLY 
know what I’ve got.

“You see, when I look at stuff that others call trash, I don’t see trash. Every object has 
some history behind it or some memory. I think a lot of it is picturesque. So come here 
to this valley and accept what’s here. I like this town the way it is…The way I figure it, if 
you’re really rich, you don’t need to display it anyway.” So why worry about a little junk?

Tom has quit working on other peoples’ cars in the last few years. He claims to be 
determined to restore his collection. And he quit flying in 1995. “I wanted to fly for 50 
years and I did.” As for the collection, for years, many of us have tried to pry a car or two 
away from him, but he’s always resisted. Now Tom claims he’s willing to part with a VW 
from time to time. But here’s the deal…

“People ask me, ‘What are you doing with all these Volkswagens?’ and I tell them, ‘I 
don’t have the slightest idea. I’m just enjoying my collection.’ And then they say, ‘Well, 
will you sell one?’ and I say, ‘Sure, but you have to take them in order. Or pick one out, 
bring about ten of your buddies down, move all the cars out of the way, pull yours out, 
and then put everything back in again. Then they ask me what I want for them and I say, 
‘It’s my private collection. Pick the one you want and then try to talk me out of it.’ So I’ll 
sell them if they pay me what they’re worth.”

Three years ago, Tom went into the hospital for some minor medical problem and left 
a few days later with bypass surgery. “When they told me I was going in for bypass sur-

gery, I promised myself I’d never 
let anything bother me again.”

Not that it ever seemed to. 
If you could find one word to 
describe Tom Arnold, it’s unflap-
pable. As long as I’ve known 
him, for 25 years, that’s the way 
he’s been. “I try to enjoy life. It’s 
amazing how people can’t get 
mad at you when you laugh at 
them. My advice is, ‘Relax.’”

They don’t come any more 
“relaxed” than Tom Tom.

“I was the only guy at the 
table who didn’t drink. 
Everybody else would get 
drunk and I’d have my glass 
of iced tea and they never 
really noticed that I was 
sober. But that’s only 
because I’ve never needed 
to drink to have a good 
time. Don’t need it.”
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From 2000...just 15 years ago.

BEING GAY IN UTAH: 
For men and women practicing an “alternative lifestyle,” Utah is a pretty intolerant state.

By Alexandra L. Woodruff
Editor’s Note: Sixteen years after this article was written,  life for LGBT Utahns 

(and elsewhere in the United States) has changed for the better. As Stephen Clark, the 
ACLU legal director quoted extensively in the article, noted, “Progress goes basically 
in one direction.” When the article was written, gay Utahns lived in fear of losing their 
jobs, of social alienation, and even violence. To the Latter Day Saints church, “gay 
marriage” was a scare issue, used to push support for draconian anti-gay laws. Now 
it’s the law of the land. In the mid-90’s, only 12% of Utahns supported the idea of gay 
marriage. By 2014, though, that number had risen to 48%, with 72% supporting civil 
unions. That is a remarkable percentage for a state that has been historically reluctant 
to embrace change. 

And on March 6, 2015, Utah Senate passed, in a 23-5 vote, statewide legislation to 
ban discrimination based on sexual orientation and gender identity in employment 
and housing. The bill was backed by the LDS Church and it passed in the Utah House 
65-0. Governor Herbert signed the bill into law on March 12, 2015.

We’re pleased to present this article as a reminder of how much progress has been 
made.

On the night of February 7, 1999, three men waited outside a well-known gay club in 
Salt Lake City. When two men walked out of the Sun, the trio--Brian E. Hitt, 25, Scott 
Presley, 22, and Jason Millard, 25—allegedly started verbally taunting the men and then 
physically attacked them. Presley hit one of the victims several times in the chest and 
face; Millard punched the other man in the face.

The same three are also charged with approaching another bar patron on a different 
day and asking him, “Are you a faggot?” The victim jumped in his car, locked the doors 
and the gang started pounding on the car. The man jumped out of his car, ran back to 
the bar, and called the police. According to police reports, one of the attackers later ad-
mitted he had no explanation for the beating and they were just out for a good time. The 
three pleaded not guilty to assault charges.

When Hawaii and Alaska tried to pass initiatives to legalize marriage between same-
sex couples, the church became involved and helped defeat the measures.

Right now, California is trying to pass Proposition 22, titled the “Limit on Marriage.” 
The initiative would limit legal marriages to heterosexual couples. Last June, the church 
sent letters to 740,000 members, asking them to support the initiative. The Roman 
Catholic Church and the California Southern Baptists have also come out in support of 
Proposition 22.

But, despite these official stances, Utah has a thriving gay culture and community that 
won’t sit and quietly watch their rights taken away. Last Fall, during LDS conference, 
200 protesters gathered outside the Salt Lake Temple for a peaceful gathering to oppose 
California’s Prop. 22.

Jared Wood and his partner Darrin Hobbs helped organize the protest and are two of 
the most vocal and active gay rights supporters in the state. They started a group called 
Utahns for Fairness, which protests the Church’s support of the “Limit on Marriage” 
initiative.

“I would love to see gays and lesbians refuse to pay their taxes until our relationships 
were recognized in the same manner as heterosexuals; I’d love to see them prosecute us 

That is not the first time attackers have chosen their victims because of sexual orienta-
tion and it probably won’t be the last. In Utah, reported physical attacks on gays and 
lesbians are rare; the state of Utah uses less confrontational ways of trying to squelch 
the quickly emerging culture of people who choose to live an open and honest homo-
sexual lifestyle.

Since the mid-1990s, Utah has tried to ban their free speech, their right to meet and 
even their right to adopt children.

But ironically, this active anti-gay campaigning has done more to solidify gay rights 
because a few vocal activists refuse to back down on such blatant violations of civil 
rights.

“It’s the last gasp of the establishment; we’re facing a very interesting time in Utah 
and across the country as lesbians and gays become more visible and society faces the 
decision on how to deal with that reality,” said Stephen Clark, the legal director at the 
Utah chapter of the ACLU. “Some people want to deny or force the reality out of exis-
tence. Progress goes basically in one direction. There can be backlashes and setbacks, 
but this is the civil rights movement of our time; you have to believe you are on the right 
side of history and keep plugging away.”

Choose the Right
The dominant religion here, like most organized religions, has been less than accept-

ing of open, gay lifestyles. The LDS church actively campaigns to make sure gay mar-
riage is not legalized. In February 1994, the LDS First Presidency asked its members to 
“appeal to legislators, judges and other officials to preserve the purposes and sanctity of 
marriage between a man and a woman.”

all; I’d love to see them try to lock 
us up,” Wood said.

The pair also helped found the Gay and Lesbian Political Action Committee, (GAL-
PAC,) to raise money for political campaigns and help promote gay and gay-friendly 
candidates.

But they didn’t grow up imagining a future of political involvement. Hobbs grew up a 
Southern Baptist and notes the general similarities between the attitudes of that culture 
and Utah’s predominant Mormon culture; however, they differ in the way they approach 
gay issues.

“The difference between the Baptists and the Mormons is the Baptists have no prob-
lem looking you in the face and saying you’re a piece of crap; Mormons will hide behind 
platitudes and words of love while stabbing you in the back,” Hobbs says.

Wood grew up Mormon in a small town in New Mexico. When it was time for college, 
Wood chose to go to Brigham Young University in Provo, UT. He was still in the closet, 
but knew he was gay. He says he went there because there were so many jokes about the 
school’s well-established gay population.

When he arrived, the rumors were confirmed; he got involved in the gay community, 
which was dealing with the same religious issues.

“Going to BYU was about safety from my parents and a place to come out around a 
bunch of fags and dykes, who had more issues like me,” remembers Wood. “For a bunch 
of white, middle-class boys, it was a total thrill to finally be a part of a counter-culture.”

The Mormon Church tells its members to “love the sinner, hate the sin.” The Church 
believes that homosexuals can and should be changed. Since the 1970s, the Church has 
tried different therapies to “cure” gayness. It has tried programs that include fasting, 
praying, hypnosis and even aversion therapy, where those who want to change their 
sexual orientation are induced to vomit or electrically shocked when an erotic picture of 
someone of the same sex is viewed. BYU has a support group called Evergreen, which 

The dominant 
religion here, 
like most 
organized 
religions, has 
been less than 
accepting of open, 
gay lifestyles. 
The LDS church 
actively 
campaigns to 
make sure 
gay marriage is 
not legalized. 

But, despite these 
official stances, 
Utah has a 
thriving gay 
culture and 
community that 
won’t sit and 
quietly watch their 
rights taken away. 
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tries to purge students of sexual feelings toward the same sex. Wood told his bishop of 
his sexual orientation, but didn’t attend the Evergreen meetings.

“The rhetoric wasn’t a source of my guilt. I knew they were wrong; I knew that being 
gay was okay and I knew that what the LDS Church thinks about gay and lesbian people 
was an absolute lie, but what kept me silent was their rejection,” Wood recalls.

Wood finally left BYU, moved to Salt Lake City and started working on women’s and 
gay rights issues. And, despite the opposition, living an open, gay lifestyle isn’t that dif-
ficult in Utah’s capital city.

According to Hobbs, “It’s fairly easy to live here, but I think that it also might be part 
of the problem; the dominant culture is so subversive that it is easy for people to live 
their lives quietly.”

They also point out that more women die of domestic violence annually in Utah than 
gay men die of HIV.

“We’re not trying to paint ourselves as victims. Darren and I are white middle-class 
men and our risk of being assaulted and the kind of prejudice we deal with on a daily 
basis, I think, is very small compared to what people of color and women face daily in 
Utah,” Wood says.

Making Waves
There are two cases in Utah that have had a national effect on gay rights. The first 

is the Salt Lake City School District’s ban on non-curricular clubs in its schools and 
the second is the gag order the Nebo School District placed on lesbian teacher Wendy 
Weaver.

“We’ve had more than our share of cases affecting the rights of gays and lesbians that 
have a national impact,” Clark of the ACLU observed.

Weaver had taught at Spanish Fork High School since 1979, but when she divorced 
her husband and moved in with her partner, Rachel Smith, her job was in jeopardy. The 
district made her sign a gag order that would not let her discuss her lesbian relationship 
with anyone, in or out of school. She was also removed as the girls’ volleyball coach at 
the school.

Weaver challenged the District and won her case, and, ironically, the district’s efforts 
to silence Weaver did exactly what the district didn’t want. They were forced to offer 
her the coaching position back and remove the gag order. It solidified her right to live 
an openly gay life and the court case is now hailed as one of the most important federal 
decisions protecting teachers.

“Wendy can finally live her life the way she has always wanted to because she is out 
from under the persecution and the professional and personal attacks she had to suffer 
for a long time,” said Clark, who helped represent the case.

Clark also helped represent the case of East High School students who tried to start a 
group called the Gay-Straight Alliance (GSA.)

During the 1995-96 school year, a group of students wanted to form a club that would 
discuss and deal with sexual orientation issues. The district clamped down on the group 
and tried to stop it from meeting. The students fought back, staged a school walk-out 
and lobbied for their cause.

Finally, when the district realized it would be impossible to single out this one group, 
they decided to ban all non-curricular school clubs. Along with the GSA, they Young 
Republicans and Democrats, Students Against Drunk Driving, the Polynesian Club and 
countless other clubs were prohibited from meeting. According to the ACLU, this is the 
only district in the nation that has gone to such extreme measures.

But, even with the ban, the GSA figured out a way to continue meeting. Under the 
state’s Civic Center Act, any group can rent space from a public school after hours. So, 
the group found a sponsor, paid the rent, and continued to meet. They are not one of the 
few non-curricular groups that still gather in the district and similar groups are popping 
up at other schools in the Salt Lake valley.

“There are other GSAs in other districts that do meet and the sky hasn’t fallen and 
civilization as we know it hasn’t ended and students just kind of do their thing,” Clark 
said.

These small victories give Clark reason to hopefully look ahead:
“In 20 or 30 years, we’ll look back on the prohibition on same-sex marriage with 

the same kind of regret and shame, that we ever maintained the kinds of attitudes that 
would deprive people of the ability to form loving committed attachments. What these 
movements do is cause people to confront their prejudices and when people are forced 
to deal with each other in terms of inner common humanity instead of stereotypes, then 
you start to overcome historic prejudices.”

Uphill Battle
There are still many battles to be fought. Last year, the Division of Child and Family 

Services created a rule that said unmarried people can’t adopt or serve as foster parents. 
The ACLU, again, has taken up the cause.

“One of the claims made in the lawsuit is that those kinds of blanket exclusions violate 
the constitutional rights of both children in need of adoption and adults who are willing 
and able to adopt them,” said Clark.

“There’s not a lot of law in this area because most states do the sensible thing and, 
rather than enacting these kinds of arbitrary blanket exclusions, they make these very 
difficult placement decisions on a place-by-place basis. They basically say, we’re not 
going to exclude anybody who is willing to open their homes to a child in need of adop-
tion,” Clark said.

By the time this paper goes to press, the Utah State Legislature will probably have 
passed a law that would ban same-sex couples from adopting children. Florida is the 
only other state to legislate a ban on gay adoptions.

“The Utah Legislature historically has shown very little regard for the constitution 

when it comes to certain things. You’ve got, for some reason, this idea that Utah can 
disregard people’s rights and the constitution and do whatever it pleases, and we have to 
keep going back to court to challenge these things,” said Clark.

Historically, the state has not placed children in same-sex couple’s homes and Clark 
questions the motivations for the bill. Supporters of the bill defend their vote by claim-
ing to protect the best interests of children. They say they opposition is an adult-driven 
campaign that ignores children’s needs. Clark agrees the controversy is adult-driven, but 
not on the part of the gay activists.

“It’s an adult campaign driven by far-right ideologues who unfortunately are willing to 
sacrifice the well-being of children to make a political and ideological point that doesn’t 
really need to be made.”

But all the lobbying and logic in the world couldn’t change the mind of the lawmakers. 
When the first openly gay Utah state lawmaker, Jackie Biskupski, made an impassioned 
plea to her fellow legislators to vote against the bill, her colleagues ignored her pleas.

“The stereotypes that people use to justify their hatred for me, is not me. I am not all 
those negative things you have been taught to believe. I am not less than human and 
therefore do not deserve to have my liberties taken away from me. Putting [people] in 
categories in order to deem them to be unfit parents without personally knowing who 
you are impacting, reminds me of past discriminations. This is truly reminiscent of the 
Jews, the African Americans and even the Mormons. [They] were persecuted unjustly. 
Every time we have justified singling out a particular group and have chosen to take 
away their rights for reason that seem okay at the time, later generations have had to 
look back in horror and undo the wrong that has been done.”

Right after Biskupski’s speech, the Utah House of Representatives voted to pass the 
ban. The bill now goes to the state Senate, where it is expected to pass, then to Governor 
Mike Leavitt, who is expected to sign.

How long will it take for us to “look back in horror?”

Thanks to our
webmaster:

RICK
RICHARDSON

who, each issue,
manages to move
The Zephyr into 
cyber-space, without
causing the editor
to have a 
nervous breakdown.

ALEXANDRA WOODRUFF, 
also known as 
The Sashanator, 
now lives in Los Angeles.



THE ZEPHYR/ AUGUST-SEPTEMBER 2015

28

A STRANGE OCCURRENCE at THOMPSON SPRINGS
An Air Force Colonel Vanishes Twice in Eight Hours & His Truck Just Floats Away?

Peter Haney

Former County Councilman and Allen Memorial Hospital nurse Peter Haney swears 
that what follows is true...

It was 12:20 am on Thanksgiving Day 1986...I had just finished my midnight rounds 
at the hospital. I went to an empty patient room and turned on Channel 6 to see the 
temperature—23 degrees. It’s going to be a cold winter, I thought to myself.

I walked down the corridor to make a fresh pot of coffee; with only two patients who 
couldn’t go home for the holiday, it had the markings of a quiet night. As the coffee 
started dripping, the emergency room door creaked open and slammed shut. I walked 
around the corner to see who it was and saw a woman pushing a wheel chair from the 
front of the trauma room and heading back out the door. I was right behind her.

The woman’s car was pulled up tight by the ramp and she went to the passenger 

remembered floating toward a large black escarpment and then that was it. Nothing.
The next thing he remembered was walking toward the distant lights, cold and dirty, 

and then the close call with the car on the freeway.
He looked up and Dr. Mayberry smiled and asked him if he had a bit of Old Bushmills 

to spare. The man swore he had not been drinking and that, as an Air Force pilot, he had 
not had a drink for two years. He then asked if he could use the phone to call his base 
in Florida. It was almost 1 am. After a few moments on the phone he asked if we would 
step out for a bit. Dr. Mayberry admitted him for the night and jotted down some notes. 
We then went back in the trauma room and the man said he couldn’t talk to us anymore 
about the incident. Dr. Mayberry said, “Good, then we’ll both get some sleep and I’ll see 
you in the morning.” And then he left.

I wheeled the gurney with the Air Force Colonel into an empty patient room and he 

wide and opened the door. It was cold. I could instantly see my every breath. I walked 
around behind the wheel chair to steady it as she helped a large man out of the car and 
into the wheelchair. He had a military uniform on, which was quite disheveled an dirty. 
His knees were showing through small holes in his pants and his feet were bare, white, 
blistered and bleeding—the beginnings of frostbite.

I pushed the man up the ramp and through the ER door the woman was holding open 
for me and into the trauma room, grabbing the ER paper work as we went in. He looked 
dazed and distant as we helped him up on the stretcher and covered him with two or 
three blankets. I started to take his vitals, introduced myself and asked his name. He just 
looked up at me and said nothing while still shaking from the chills.

I looked to the woman for some help. She said she found him wandering along the 
interstate between Thompson and Crescent Junction on her way back from Grand Junc-
tion; in fact, she had almost collided with the uniformed man, had swerved to miss him, 
and then had to back up to offer assistance.

His pulse was 56, his skin cold. She said he didn’t say a word during the entire drive 
into town and asked if he was going to be all right. His temperature was 91, indicating 
mild hypothermia. I covered him with two blankets except for his feet which were pasty 
white on the soles and blistered red up to the ankles.

moved himself onto the bed. He then lay back and I checked his vitals again—tempera-
ture was up to 94, chills were still strong, a good sign. It was plain to see that physically, 
at least, he was recovering. But his story...I didn’t know what to think.

The night passed quietly. But at 6:50 am, I heard the ER door creak open and slam 
again. Two men in uniforms were walking down the hall and approached me just as I 
completed taping the night report for the next shift. They asked to see the Lt. Colonel 
and I showed them his room. One of the men came out and got a wheelchair and went 
back in again. Curious, I walked toward the room to see what they were doing when the 
two men burst through the door, pushing the patient in the wheel chair. They hurried 
down the hall, through the Emergency Room, through the swinging doors, and to an un-
marked car where a third man waited with the motor running. As I opened the ER door, 
the last car door slammed shut and they roared out of the parking lot. I went back to 
his room and discovered that his bedside chart was missing. Everything was missing...
except for the admission paperwork, they had removed any sign that the Lost Colonel 
had ever been here.

About then the day shift began to arrive and I told the crew what had happened. Glo-
ria Harris, came down the hall and I gave her the admission paperwork from the ER that 
I’d left at the Nurse’s station. She tried the phone number that the Colonel had called 
the night before but the receiving party claimed there was no one stationed there by that 
name. Did this man exist?

My co-workers thought I was just bored and playing a game or losing my sanity until 
Dr. Mayberry came in later that morning. “Where’s my patient?” he asked.

We never found out.

An epilogue...
Recently I spent the day looking 

at county roads in the Book Cliffs 
with Dave Warner, the County Road 
Superintendent. The drive jogged 
a memory he hadn’t considered in 
years. He told me of the time in the 
late Eighties when on the day after 
Thanksgiving he had seen a Huey 
military helicopter flying out of the 
area above Floy Wash. He remem-
bered seeing it come down from 
high up on the Book Cliffs, close to 
the Utah State Roadless area. On a 
cable below it dangled a truck.

I asked him if he had any Old 
Bushmills to spare and then told 
him of my night at the hospital on 
Thanksgiving Day.

This Story First Appeared in the 
Zephyr in 1996.

The woman asked if she could leave as it was late and she had to get home. I said sure 
and took her name and number.

The man’s lungs had good breath sounds and he even had slight distant bowel sounds. 
I looked at his eyes, and though they reacted sluggishly, he could focus on me. I asked 
him if he wanted a cup of coffee, he nodded yes. It was now 12:45 am. I went to get cof-
fee for the two of us and called Dr. Mayberry. I gave him a report on the patient. He said 
he would be here soon. I walked down the hall and checked the other patients who were 
all asleep, and then took our coffee to the ER. He sat up with some help and began sip-
ping his coffee. I asked if I could check his wallet for ID, and he agreed.

The man told me his name and said he was traveling from Florida to Nevada to see 
family for Thanksgiving. Just then Dr. Mayberry came through the door and proceeded 
to examine him and clean and dress his feet.

And then we were told the most remarkable story. The man, a Lt. Colonel in the Air 
Force, told us he had left Grand Junction at dusk and was traveling west on Interstate 
70. Just as he came over the hills and saw Thompson’s two gas stations, he felt the truck 
he was driving leave the road and start to “float away.” He said he was a pilot and knew 
what it was like to leave the ground and that this was almost like being in a balloon. He 

The man, a Lt. Colonel in the Air Force, told us 
he had left Grand Junction at dusk and was traveling west 

on Interstate 70. Just as he came over the hills and saw 
Thompson’s two gas stations, he felt the truck he was driving 
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Ken Sleight Remembers......
The Fight to Save RAINBOW BRIDGE

In the 21st century, it is ludicrous...indeed, quite tragic, to have to defend the actions 
taken by Congress on August 25, 1916 when it established the National Park System. The 
American people purposely, in the creation of National Parks, aimed to set aside and 
to preserve areas of great primitive beauty and scenic grandeur, areas of inestimable 
aesthetic and recreational value. Each national park or monument has some particu-
lar central feature of outstanding beauty and interest, or some prominent theme. The 
outstanding feature of Rainbow Bridge National Monument in Glen Canyon was the 
wondrous bridge itself and the adjoining canyons and living rivers. They all were indeed 
unique to all the world.

The American people directed its agencies to preserve these hallowed areas to keep 
them unimpaired, and unspoiled, so far as is humanly possible, for the benefit and 
enjoyment of its citizens and for future generations. It has been a source of inspiration 
for us all.

For this very reason was the Rainbow Bridge National Monument in Glen Canyon 
created.

By 1960, President Eisenhower requested funds in his budget for the protective struc-
tures necessary, but Congress repeatedly refused to grant them. Senator Frank E. Moss 
of Utah even introduced a bill in Congress to strip the protective provisions of the law. 
The backing-up of the water would not impair it but would substantially enhance it, he 
said. His bill went nowhere, but the damage had been done.

So in the Bureau’s eyes, it was either hold the reservoir waters at the lower 3606’ level 
to keep the waters out of the monument, or build barrier dams to keep the reservoir 
waters out. It opted for the barrier dam studies.

The Bureau, it seems, had no real intentions of ever building the protective dams, 
even though it went through planning stages. By August 1959, a mammoth construction 
plan was proposed with costly road accesses. Each of them would have been environ-
mentally catastrophic in themselves.

In August 1962, the National Parks Association, the Sierra Club, and other groups 
filed suit in the U.S. District Court in Washington D.C., seeking an injunction to prevent 

It is so hard for me to believe that after all these years, one federal agency, the Bureau 
of Reclamation actively solicited Congress to break that long-established policy by 
authorizing the impairment of the Monument by allowing a reservoir to intrude and 
destroy its sanctity.

In 1954, the Bureau, its supporters and its lobbyists, undermined the very concept of 
national parks. They argued, over and over again, that by flooding Glen Canyon and the 
Rainbow Bridge National Monument, in the very heart of Glen Canyon, this national 
treasure would actually be “improved.” They attempted to instill in the minds of the 
public that a substitute concept, designed to convince the unwary that the impoundment 
would furnish recreation for many people. They knew that by drowning these beautiful 
canyons, by obliterating entirely its outstanding living rivers, the area would no longer 
qualify as a true National Park and its usefulness as such would be gone. It would have 
lost the very purpose for which it was set aside. It would then be open for development.

In 1956, the Colorado River Storage Act was enacted, and soon a series of major dams 
and storage reservoirs drowned many of our rivers and beautiful canyons. Work started 
on the dam even before the protection of Rainbow Bridge National Monument was as-
sured. By February 11, 1959, the cofferdam blocked the river.

Meanwhile, plans were made by the Bureau to build barrier dams in Forbidding or 
Bridge Canyon to keep the reservoir waters out of the Monument so as to not impair it. 

the closing of the gates at the dam until the protective works for the Monument were as-
sured. As the groups could show no standing, the judge dismissed the suit.

It was a tough time for the environmental community. On January 21, 1963, Floyd 
Dominy announced plans for a series of hydroelectric dams downstream in Grand Can-
yon. In 1963, the Glen Canyon diversion tunnels were closed, and the reservoir began its 
destructive rise. The Bureau refused to revise its fill schedule, permitting the reservoir 
to begin producing power in January even before the barrier dam questions had been 
resolved.

On April 1, 1963, the reservoir reached an elevation of 3,234 feet (above sea level) at 
the mouth of Forbidding Canyon. Soon it entered the canyon. Then the sandbar that 
stretched across its mouth and upstream, where Harry Aleson and I often camped 
together disappeared. The reservoir waters rose higher and covered the natural pools of 
stream water in the canyon leading to Rainbow Bridge. Springs went under and the cot-
tonwoods, willows, and wildflowers were buried.

On June 23, 1964, the waters of the reservoir reached the junction of Bridge and 
Forbidding Canyon and encroached into the Narrows and Bridge Canyon. Soon it would 
reach the boundary of the Monument itself. It was a critical time.

At this point, I moved my family to the town of Escalante to be closer to the canyons. 

It is so hard for me to believe that after all these years, 
one federal agency, the Bureau of Reclamation 

actively solicited Congress to break that long-established 
policy by authorizing the impairment of the Monument 

by allowing a reservoir to intrude and destroy its sanctity.
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Instead of my river boats, I climbed astride my horse to see the canyons, and when I 
couldn’t get my horse up the canyon, I’d walk or climb.

I feel bad that kids and grandkids everywhere will never have the opportunity I had to 
see and experience Glen Canyon.

The reservoir quickly rose in the Escalante River. Once, I tied my inflated boats to the 
willows on the reservoir’s shore. When I returned a few days later with a new group, the 
boats were half-drowned. Only the rear ends of them still showed. I pulled myself down 
into the water to untie the ropes, but they were so tight I ended up cutting them.

Another time, when I had left my rig to go out to Escalante to get another group, my 
three outboard motors and my tool kits were stolen by “Lake Foul” boaters. Because of 
it, we retraced our steps and hiked canyons not yet despoiled. After the trip, the intrepid 
Frank Wright came over and towed my boats out to Hall’s Crossing.

But most painful of all were the major environmental tragedies. The lower part of the 
Hole-in-the-Rock went under and the register-rock names were obliterated where some 
of my past kin had scratched their names on the wall face as they made their ill-directed 
trip to Bluff in 1879.

The reservoir covered over the enchantment of Music Temple, the narrow pool-filled 
meandering passageway of Hidden Passage, and other beautiful canyons.

Thosands of ancient Indian ruins and sites were covered over and destroyed.

Rainbow Bridge would soon be in danger, despite the laws written to protect it. It was 
feared the famed structure might fall into the canyons once water encroached under it. 
Floyd Dominy didn’t seem to care. He said, “In my opinion, water up under the Bridge 
would make it a more beautiful sight.”

And a chorus of voices from Bureau of Reclamation geologists maintained that the 
reservoir water would not harm the structural integrity of the Bridge and said that bar-
rier dams weren’t needed after all.

the Monument.

[Editor’s Note: For a year, in 1973, Ken and his friends had their victory. Chief Judge 
Willis W. Ritter ruled in favor of their injunction and halted the progress of the lake 
into the Rainbow Bridge Monument. Unfortunately, Judge Ritter’s ruling was over-
turned by the U.S. Circuit Court of Appeals and, when the Supreme Court refused to 
hear the case, the Bureau of Reclamation resumed the progress of the lake.]

Motoring up the reservoir to the Cathedral in the Desert, I found the sacred amphithe-
ater drowned out, and I had to weep. At the end of the canyons, lizards clung to sticks or 
branches, waiting to die. At the end of other canyons, I found dead carcasses of beaver, 
no longer able to harvest their cottonwood supply. Also, too, the massive Gregory Natu-
ral Bridge was devastated and covered over.

I made a deal with Barry Goldwater to use his Rainbow Lodge site near Navajo Moun-
tain as a trailhead. It was my intent to hike my guists down the Escalante, then have 
Harry Aleson take them to Rainbow Bridge by boat, and then Navajo wranglers would 
meet and lead them around Navajo Mountain. Finally, Bill Wells, the Flying Bishop of 
Hanksville, would fly them back to Escalante. On my first trial run, I couldn’t even get 
my boats through the deep flood debris that had accumulated at the head of the reser-
voir in the Escalante. It was all a splendid idea, but a total failure.

Others were having their problems too. By 1969, Brower was dismissed from his job 
as Executive Director of the Sierra Club. He then founded the Friends of the Earth, and 
molded it into an effective activist group fighting to protect the Monument from reser-
voir waters.

By November 1, 1970, the reservoir had reached the 3,600 foot level and neared the 
lower boundary of the Monument. By coincidence or fate, I met Tom Turner and a party 
of the Friends of the Earth in Coyote Gulch. There, at Icicle Springs, after musing the 
topic over, I decided to be a litigant with them in order to help gain standing.

We’d sue the bastards.

And that month, according to plan, the Friends of the Earth, the Wasatch Mountain 
Club, and I filed suit in Federal Court to permanently enjoin the Secretary of the Interior 
from allowing the reservoir to rise above elevation 3,606 feet, so that it wouldn’t enter 

In losing Rainbow Bridge, the Indian people lost a great heritage. Even today, they 
are involved in trying to keep the religious importance of the bridge at the forefront. Re-
cently, the Mountain States Legal Foundation, the same folks who brought you the likes 
of James Watt, brought suit against the Park Service regarding this matter.

Rainbow was inspirational to me too. I often took my usual lying-down position under 
the bridge and listened again to the song of the canyon wren. I wondered if it was the 
same wren that sang to me on many other occasions. And I gazed at the clouds shaping 
themselves while moving high above the arch. The spring water dripped nearby under 
the ledge, and the redbud leaves shook in the soft breeze as I rested there. After my 
solitude, I’d lead my people to the top of Rainbow.

Author’s Note: And, with this, I urge you all to read river man Hank Hassell’s book, 
Rainbow Bridge, An Illustrated History. Also, I refer you to Russell Martin’s fine book, 
A Story that Stands Like a Dam. It was Martin who sat beside me and commiserated 
with me at one of my pathetic dam protests. And, of course, I highly recommend to 
you Edward Abbey’s The Monkey Wrench Gang. And, like Abbey, let’s all pray for that 
“precision earthquake.”

KEN SLEIGHT still lives at Pack Creek Ranch near Moab.
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V L A C H O S’   V I E W S
America through the lens of PAUL VLACHOS

I have been in a funk for a while, so I’m going to continue putting off the piece that Jim keeps asking me to write about 
Elko, the desert dog. I want to be in a decent head space when I tackle that one. The good news is that the funk seems to be 
dissipating. This small series of photos aims to continue this process by reminding me what feeds my soul in this life, name-
ly the desert and most points west of the Continental Divide. These were taken over the course of a week in May of 2010. I’m 
hoping to break the bondage of the East Cost in another two months and trust I can hold my breath until then.

1. Winnemucca, Nevada. I have never 
shopped in this establishment, but I pass it 
every time I enter town from the north, usu-
ally on my way back from soaking in the hot 
springs of Oregon. After a few hundred miles, 
with darkness coming on, it’s always a relief 
to cross the Humboldt River for the sanctuary 
of this heavily Basque town, home to many 
motels and the infamous Griddle cafe, the 
greatest food in the Great Basin. 

2. Austin, Nevada. I don’t 
keep notes for individual photos, 
which is an awful lapse for a pho-
tographer. I do keep a running 
journal, but this is almost always 
odd stream-of-consciousness 
stuff, ramblings about what I’m 
eating, maudlin thoughts of lone-
liness on the road or, even worse, 
snippets of horrible, improvised 
songs that I’ll sing into my tape 
recorder. Years later, when I try 
to identify a photo, I’ll sometimes 
have to reconstruct the route I 
took by looking at the photos on 
either side of it. No need to do 
that for this photo, but I did have 
to figure out how I had landed in 
Austin on this bright morning. 
I woke up in Winnemucca, then 
drove, along with my hot spring 
buddy, also named Paul, down to 
Battle Mountain. From that point 
on, we worked our way south 
and east, eating up prodigious 
amounts of good, graded gravel 
road and getting our butts wet in 
some backcountry hot springs. 
We ended up on Highway 50 in 
Austin, that reliable oasis that not 
only doesn’t die, but continues to 
thrive, as evidenced by this sign.
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3. The Monitor Valley, Nevada. The previous photos shows you the sign as you climb 
out of Austin towards Austin Summit. Not long after you come down on the other 
side, east of the summit, you’ll hit a major junction - major for this part of Nevada, at 
least - with State Route 376. Just a mile off of this road, which leads straight down to 
Tonopah, lies the gravel road pictured, which heads to a few significant ranches and 
even more significant hot springs. I have already revealed too much and will probably 
be chastised for publishing this information. My soaking buddy, Paul, was once con-
tacted by the spirits of the hot springs at one of the soaks deep within this valley. Like 
the Sirens of old, he felt that they were trying to get him to remain there. It was only 
with great effort that he was able to rouse himself and escape. I think he still questions 
whether leaving that spring was a good idea or not. Anyway, it’s when I find myself on 
roads such as this that most of my troubles and much of civilisation’s veneer fall away 
and I’m left with only the moment - the precious, irreplaceable, easily lost moment 
- which is all we really have, when you think about it.

4. Beatty, Nevada. Skip forward a day and I’m in Beatty, “Gateway to Death Valley,” 
as well as a few other things. I like to stay in Beatty, even though it’s not a great place to 
provision for a trip. It’s simply convenient, another one of those towns that just comes 
along at the right time after a long day’s drive. This sign is about 7 miles north of Beatty 
proper. It’s what remains of the old sign for Bailey’s Hot Springs and RV park, a semi-
grassy patch of desert that sits on a hot aquifer and is just down the road from Angel’s 
Ladies, the brothel with a broken-down plane out front. I love to soak in the water at 
Bailey’s, which also happens to be not from the Yucca Mountain Nuclear Waste Deposi-
tory, but that’s another story. The water is fantastic, although you do have to pay a small 
fee for it and you do have to soak in a small, corrugated tin structure that might make 
some people feel as though they are in a flooded prison cell. I like the privacy, though, 
and, in the colder days of winter, I like the shelter. Before Bailey’s was sold, the place 
was manned by, alternately, by an old German gentleman and an old Native American, 
who lived in a trailer below the soaking sheds. You’d roll up, give one of them your five 
bucks, then grab your towel and happily soak. This sign is a remnant from when the res-
taurant on the grounds used to operate. It was never open when I passed through but, 
the last time I went by, a year or two ago, it looked as though the new owners were try-
ing to open it up again. Even though “Cocktails” and “Hot Baths” make eminent sense 
when you’re standing there, with that hot Great Basin breeze slapping you in the cheek, 
the combination does sound a bit decadent from the confines of the East.

5. Baker, California. My route took me from Beatty down to Baker, which I passed 
through the next day, at which point I made a left turn and began to head east, for home, 
hearth and parking space. Baker is another one of those towns with a transient feel. It’s 
also another self-proclaimed “Gateway to Death Valley,” and it used to be home to a Bun 
Boy restaurant that served the best jalapeño poppers in the universe but which, sadly, is 
long gone. In 2010, though, if you followed the arrow on this trailer, most of your needs 
would have been met at the Lucky Lotto Store. Baker is yet another one of those desert 
crossroad towns that make me happy. They usually are a welcome place to gas up, eat 
- in this case, at the Mad Greek diner - and often to make a Big Decision. Where to next? 
In this case, it was for home, but Baker can also send you on a path directly to Las Vegas, 
Los Angeles or, if you’re really lucky and have a day to meander, on the Kelbaker Road, 
right through the heart of the Mojave, to Twentynine Palms, Joshua Tree, and points 
south. I need to hit the road soon.
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Last year, I became aware of a new (at least to me) environmental/progressive activist 
in Moab named Darcey Brown. She’s become a voice for “New Moab” and has been a fre-
quent contributor to the Letters section of the Moab weekly, the Times-Independent; I 
read, with curiosity, her inflammatory public comments.  And when a few Moabites told 
me she’d come from a prominent family in my favorite New West town Aspen, Colorado, 
I decided to respond to some of her remarks via a short essay in The Zephyr.

LINK:  http://www.canyoncountryzephyr.com/2015/06/01/take-it-or-leave-it-on-
the-facts-darcey-brown-moab-then-now-by-jim-stiles/

I didn’t get angry or call her names. In fact, I even suggested that she probably “meant 
well.” But I took issue with Brown’s claim that grassroots environmental groups lived 
in semi-poverty and offered some hard financial numbers (via the IRS)  for the likes of  
SUWA and the Grand Canyon Trust. I also noted that, coming from a very powerful and 
wealthy Colorado family--her father played an influential role in the Aspen ski indus-
try--- it might be difficult to relate to the issues and concerns of working class people in 
Grand County. And I noted that she manages a non-profit foundation herself, with assets 
of almost $5 million.

In response, Ms. Brown went through the roof.  In an email labeled, “A reply to your 
personal attack,” which we posted on the Zephyr Blog...

“Raunchy homosexual personal ads in the man camps?” Seriously?
She singled out longtime Moabite Bill Cunningham for criticism. She wrote, “It was 

interesting to see Bill Cunningham’s poorly informed letter to the T-I juxtaposed to a 
‘High Country News’ opinion piece on the opposite page.” Her remarks were dismissive 
and condescending. They weren’t overtly insulting, but were still meant to demean and 
marginalize Mr. Cunninghham’s concerns.

And then this letter from Ms. Brown truly brought her message home. She wrote, 
“There is lots of common ground for many of our problems, but if conscientious citi-
zens’ ideas are mocked because they haven’t lived here long enough, then we’re going 
nowhere. I found that longevity has little to do with expertise, world experience, and 
imaginative solutions. Moab could use some new blood.”

“New Blood” is the keyword. Implied was the idea that it’s time for the old blood to 
step aside. It has been the message of New Moabites for more than a decade.

Compared to the generally dismissive and insulting tone of her letters, my references 
to Ms. Brown seem quite mild. Still, she accused my short article of being a “hatchet 
piece” and “yellow journalism.” And she insisted that I distorted her family history. In 
another email to Grand County Councilman Lynn Jackson (which she inexplicably cc’d 
to me, making it open to scrutiny too) she complained, “When I write letters then in 
defense of environmental organizations dealing with changes, I do not expect to be in-

NEXT PAGE...

IN REPLY TO...

DARCEY BROWN
And the Insularity of the Erudite...part 1

Jim Stiles

(LINK: http://www.canyoncountryzephyr.com/blog/2015/06/02/update-darcey-
brown-responds-to-zephyr-story/)

...she wrote that her, “voice will also be silenced by your personal attack. I am stunned 
and hurt by not only your misrepresentations but that you would dig into my history 
and distort it.” She insisted that she’d lived in Carbondale all her life, and implied that 
she’d led a simple ranch life that in no way resembled the “hatchet piece” I’d perpetrated 
against her. And she complained, “I’m not sure what your problem is, but you have some 
issues, and I hope you address them before you undermine, polarize,  and do further 
damage to this community.”

The fact is, it was Brown’s on-going “polarizing, undermining” comments about many 
of her fellow Moabites, via her ubiquitous T-I letters, that inspired me to write my essay 
in the first place. In one of her diatribes, she proposed that Moabites find “common 
ground,” but it became clear the only common ground she could accept was the ground 
she was standing on. In one letter after another, Brown hurled a string of insults. Here’s 
a sampling...

“There appears to be an organized campaign to refer to environmental organizations 
as ‘powerful, special interest groups.’ If the intention weren’t so misleading and dishon-
est, it would be laughable.”

And she added, “Their anger seemed to be fueled by the intentional spread of false 
claims.”  In so many words, she called a large segment of the community a bunch of 
liars.

In one apocalyptic diatribe, she proposed that the approval of two of the Bishop land 
plan options might destroy Grand County altogether. Darcey predicted, “One has to 
only read last week’s paper to see what lies ahead if any of the alternatives proposed 
are passed: graffiti, vandalism, raunchy homosexual personal ads in the man camps, 
sky-rocketing rents, earthquakes from fracking, letters of concern from tourists and so 
on. ..Is this the future we want for Grand County, and more importantly, is this what the 
rest of the U.S. wants for their lands?”

vestigated, castigated, and intimidated. Stiles wrote a hatchet piece, much of which was 
wrong and warped. Stiles, not me, misrepresented my family.”

What I did was to disagree with Ms. Brown, something she clearly has no tolerance 
for. And she has a family history for this kind of intolerance. But Brown insists she was 
just a ranch girl and that her family was of modest means and hardly a powerful influ-
ence in her home state of Colorado.

THE FACTS FROM THE COLORADO PRESS
So okay, to avoid the accusation of “yellow journalism” again, let me offer some ex-

cerpts from various respected Colorado news sources--facts that have been available to 
the public, via the world wide web,  for years and have gone unchallenged, as far as I can 
tell, by Darcey Brown or her family.

Her mother and father, Ruth and D.R.C. were, to be sure, a fascinating pair. They both 
shared long and colorful, if sometimes controversial, lives.  D.R.C. Brown (Darcy) was 
a larger-than-life figure who, by many accounts, wielded great power and influence in 
the Colorado Rockies and was either loved or loathed. For sure, he became the stuff of 
legend.

According to Colorado Central Magazine, the Brown family made its fortune in the 
late 19th Century, improbably—considering Ms. Brown’s position these days—via the 
mining industry. The senior D.R.C. Brown, “became a millionaire mine owner– with 
properties on Aspen Mountain, where the ski area is now– and he was wise enough 
to diversify prior to the silver crash of 1893.”  Ruth Brown, “was a descendant of the 
Boettcher family from Denver, whose wealth was derived from the silver mines of Lead-
ville. The Boettchers used their fortune to create the Ideal Cement and Great Western 
Sugar factories that were so important in Colorado for much of the 20th century.”

Colorado Central continues, “The Brown family’s ownership of a mine on Aspen 
Mountain became the conduit to D.R.C.’s involvement with the skiing company. The 
family leased the hundreds of acres to the ski company, and Brown, who lived in Car-
bondale, became the managing director and then chief executive.”

Compared to the generally 
dismissive and insulting tone 
of her letters, my references 
to Ms. Brown seem quite 
mild.  And she insisted that 
I distorted her family 
history. ..she complained, 
“When I write letters in 
defense of environmental 
organizations dealing with 
changes, I do not expect to 
be investigated, castigated, 
and intimidated. Stiles wrote 
a hatchet piece, much of 
which was wrong and 
warped. Stiles, not me, 
misrepresented my family.”
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“Brown also helped form Colorado Ski Country USA and the National Ski Areas Asso-
ciation. He was perceived as the most powerful man in Aspen, and he enjoyed the role, 
acquaintances said — even if that often meant the hostility of locals. Indeed, he seemed 
to take a perverse pleasure in their antagonism. (emphasis added)

“For example, Aspen for many years gave away season passes to all teachers and 
other locals. Bill Coors, 92, of the brewing family, was on the board of directors of Aspen 
then, and told Brown that he didn’t give away beer to all people in Golden just because 
they lived there. Coors told the Rocky Mountain News that he remembers Brown being 
burned in effigy in Aspen after the free skiing ended.

“In 1976, in an effort to get local skiers to ski less on an increasingly crowded Aspen 
Mountain, Brown started requiring an $8 daily surcharge, on top of the $200 season 
pass. That led to a Congressional investigation and a demand from the Forest Service 
that Brown change his pricing policies. Brown refused — and won.”

“Brown blocked the Teamsters Union when it attempted to organize the ski patrol.”

* * *
The Denver Post confirmed Darcey Brown’s assertion that she grew up on a ranch. 

But there’s more to the story:  According to the Post, Brown owned several ranches, 
“including ones in Carbondale, Creede, Utah and Australia.”  

You can never have too many ranches.
The Post reported that, “Brown, whose full name was David Robinson Crocker Brown 

Jr., and a handful of other men started the skiing corporation, which they expanded into 
Snowmass, Buttermilk, Breckenridge, a slope in Spain and two in Canada.”  

And Brown was involved in other activities as well. He served on the State Legislature 
and, “Brown was chairman of the Denver Branch of the Federal Reserve Board, on the 
board of the Boettcher Family holding companies and was in both the Colorado Ski Hall 
of Fame and the Colorado Business Hall of Fame.”

* * *
The Aspen Times reported that, “Brown went to one of the most prestigious boarding 

schools in America, traveled extensively in Europe and graduated from Yale in 1935...
In his 22 years as president of the Ski Corp., he transformed the somewhat anemic com-
pany into one of the busiest and best-known ski resorts in North America. He supervised 
25 employees when he assumed command. There were 1,200 by the time he left. During 
Brown’s tenure the Ski Corp. fully developed Aspen Mountain, bought and expanded 
Buttermilk and developed Snowmass Ski Area from scratch. The company more than 
quadrupled its volume, from 259,000 skier visits during winter 1964-65 to 1.23 million 
in 1978-79.”

And the Times reported that, Brown “also had his differences with former Aspen 
Times publisher Bil Dunaway and his crew over the newspaper’s probes into his 
company’s business.

“He didn’t think it was any of your business,” Sue Smedstad, a Ski Corp veep told the 
Times.

* * *
I don’t offer these well-documented facts and figures to embarrass Ms. Brown, though 

she seems to think the mere mention of them is an attack on her privacy and an insult 
to her integrity. And while she insists my previous revelations about her Aspen past are 
“wrong and warped,” this is simply information that has been available for years.

And here’s why these facts are relevant. When Rural Westerners talk about the trans-
formation of small Western communities into what’s become a significant economic and 
cultural powerhouse—the New West—what remote rural community came first? What 
former mining town was transformed and became a symbol of the New West? What was 
indeed the first New West town? 

It was Aspen, Colorado and I don’t think many Westerners would dispute that, 
whether their politics run to the Right or the Left. Aspen is where it all started. Today 
it’s the ultimate New West town where “the billionaires chased the millionaires out of 
the valley.”  The fact is, the Brown family helped create that startling transformation 
and D.R.C. Brown played a major role. To recall Colorado Central Magazine’s account, 
Brown was “the most powerful man in Aspen, and he enjoyed the role...even if that often 
meant the hostility of locals. Indeed, he seemed to take a perverse pleasure in their an-
tagonism.” So it’s fair to note that today, the Brown tradition continues in Moab.

NON-PROFIT FOUNDATIONS AND SALARIES
Darcey Brown also took exception to my comments about her “foundation” and the 

salaries of the larger environmental non-profits. My comments about her foundation 
contained two sentences:

“Darcey Brown manages a non-profit foundation herself, with assets of $4,998,884. 
She distributes those funds to organizations she deems worthy.”

That’s it. That’s all I wrote...but Ms. Brown angrily replied, “As far as the family 
foundation, it has been in existence for years and has grown over time to be sizable by 
Moab standards, but is still one of the smallest foundations in the country.” And she 
took issue with the idea that she could distribute funds to whoever she “found worthy.”  
She insisted her foundation has a board of directors who make those decisions. And 

that’s true—she does indeed have a board and it’s composed entirely of family members. 
I don’t see any possibility of rogue votes on that board. 

Darcey Brown revealed more than she meant to when she said her foundation was 
“sizable by Moab standards.” You see, most of us don’t have foundations at all. Most of 
us work just to pay the bills. And so the idea that someone has a “small foundation” to 
begin with, is beyond the reach and imagination of most working class people, not just 
in Moab but everywhere else for that matter. To downplay the significance of a founda-
tion that ONLY has $5 million in assets is revealing.

In her reply, she also lists some of the non-profit groups in Moab her foundation sup-
ports. Had Ms. Brown taken the time to read another article by me in the same issue, 
she might have toned down her own comments. In “The Rich Green Benefactor” story, I 
noted that, “philanthropy by the very wealthy has greatly enriched and improved Ameri-
can Life. Colleges and universities, museums, art galleries, libraries, medical research—
all of these institutions have flourished in part at least to the generosity of a limited few. 
Humanitarian aid by the wealthy to provide food and shelter and medical assistance to 
disaster victims around the world is universally praised.”

But I also warned that, “when it comes to social and political issues, where opinions 
vary and philosophies clash, the line between charitable giving and undue influence be-
comes a blur. Can a social activist accept money from an individual or company, whose 
goals and strategies stand in direct contradiction to those of the recipient?”

Brown trivialized the massive salaries of mainstream environmental organization ex-
ecutives like National Resources Defense Council (NRDC) and Environmental Defense 
Fund (EDF), by comparing their incomes to corporate CEOs. She wrote to Jackson, 
“While it makes good yellow journalism to rile people up about executive pay at environ-
mental organizations, their salaries are well below the typical CEO pay, and they receive 
no lucrative stock bonuses. I think executive pay is obscene (the top CEO received $156 
MILLION last year and the top 100 all received more than $20 MILLION) so Stiles hav-
ing a problem with thousands seems a little strange. “

The EDF’s executive director salary  was indeed in “the thousands,” $545,000 to be 
precise. And again, Ms. Brown reveals the chasm that lies between her and the citizens  
she takes issue with. For most middle class people, even half a million dollars is beyond 
their reach and beyond their dreams. Wealth that exceeds that level barely computes. To 
most of us, $545,000 sounds pretty flush.

What “seems a little strange” to me is that Brown would want to mention corporate 
wealth in the first place, since organizations like EDF and NRDC and the Nature Con-
servancy depend on the financial support of the same corporate giants and “the One Per 
Cent” she appears to attack.

Big Business loves these kinds of “green” organizations because they know they’ll do 
little or nothing to slow down the kind of insane growth that drives their profits and 
consumes the world. In fact, groups like NRDC embrace growth. In 2008, NRDC wrote, 
“We can stave off the biggest environmental and humanitarian crisis without disrupting 
economic growth…Business executives…are beginning to see significant economic op-
portunities in tackling global warming.”

It’s business as usual...Greed and materialism, even among the Green Elite,  can con-
tinue, but in a more energy efficient manner.

Almost a decade ago,  NEWSWEEK made this observation, “So where’s the money 
in climate change? Investors sense a tumultuous market in the making, if they can only 
hit it right. ‘Sometimes I feel like a fly on the wall, watching a new era unfold,’ says 
Rona Fried, editor and publisher of ‘Progressive Investor,’ a six year old newsletter that 
follows the field…Wall Street’s own change in climate is nothing less than astonishing. 
Save-the-planet investing has suddenly, well, heated up.”

In 2015, it’s about the money. If their contributions alleviate some problems in the 
short-term, their long range view simply doesn’t exist.

“BOTTOM LINES”
Darcey Brown’s voice has not “been silenced.” Not by me, not by “Old Moab,” not by 

anybody. All I did was respond, finally,  to ten years of commentary that until now had 
mostly gone unchallenged.  She was welcome to respond, and we posted her comments 
the same hour we received them.  But she was incorrect if she thought she could, in turn, 
silence me with accusations of “yellow journalism” and “hatchet pieces” or descriptions 
like “warped and wrong,” or by claiming that the Zephyr’s ongoing commentary on 
Moab’s transformation was “polarizing and undermining.” This publication has been 
called worse in the past, and it hasn’t once stopped us from writing honestly.

If Darcey Brown wants to be a force for change in Moab and southeast Utah, then 
her fellow Moabites have the right to know how that ‘force’ was used in the past.  She 
can’t shut down the debate when the talk turns to her credentials. She can rightfully 
call herself a local face, but she comes with a history that represents a much larger and 
more powerful kind of force, one which is altering the face and the future of the entire 
American West.

OTHER LINKS:
http://www.aspentimes.com/article/20040826/ASPENWEEKLY/108260008
http://www.aspentimes.com/article/20080312/NEWS/259377536
http://cozine.com/2008-november/remembering-3-pioneers-of-the-ski-industry/
http://www.denverpost.com/search/ci_8564454
http://archive.onearth.org/article/a-strong-economy-is-a-green-economy

IN REPY TO:

DARCEY BROWN
continued
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