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OOPS...’SKETCHY ANDY’ SAYS 
HE’S  ‘GUILTY’ AFTER ALL..
GETS SLAP ON WRIST

For the last 
couple of years, 
The Zephyr has 
been following, 
with a sense of 
bewilderment 
and amusement 
(see link below), 
the life and times 

of extreme sports entertainer, Andy “Sketchy Andy” 
Lewis. Most recently, we’ve been keeping an eye on 
his war with the National Park Service, stemming 
from an incident last May at Arches National Park.

On December 18, after months of bellicose online 
protests, BASE jumper/Slackliner Andy Lewis 
changed his plea to ‘guilty’ and paid a slap-on-the-
wrist $965 fine. He appeared before Magistrate 
Judge Paul M. Warner, in federal court in Salt Lake 
City.

He had faced five Class B misdemeanors, stem-
ming from a BASE jump at Arches National Park. 
According to court documents, Lewis was charged 
with:

1. Knowingly giving a false and fictitious report 
to an authorized person.

2. Interfering, resisting, threatening and intimi-
dating a government employee.

3. Delivering and retrieving a person or object by 
airborne means.

4. Gathering and possessing undesignated natu-
ral products.

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

Lewis pleaded guilty to the first three counts; the 
government dismissed counts four and five. In ad-
dition to the fine, Lewis was “placed on 18 months 
of Non-Supervised Probation. Probation is to start 
from May 2, 2014. The date of his offense.”

The conditions of his probation require that the, 
“Defendant is not to enter into national parks/mon-
uments,” and that he is, “not to make any threaten-
ing remarks to the rangers or employees that work 
at the national parks.” Further, that he commit, “no 
additional criminal violations.”

Lewis’s guilty plea stems from an incident last 
May. According to arresting officer NPS Ranger 
Liza Kent, Lewis had BASE jumped from the towers 
above the Three Gossips in the Park Avenue section 
of the park. Another NPS employee could see Lewis 
“hiding behind Juniper Trees;” when Officer Kent 
arrived, she found Lewis “lying on his back on the 
ground,” and when confronted by Kent,  he tried 
to blame this incident on his friend. According to 
Kent, “LEWIS denied ever being in the wash or base 
jumping” and “stated that his friend did the BASE 
jump and he had nothing to do with it.”

tracks it appeared LEWIS was running and stay-
ing in a wash. The wash was deep enough so a 
person could not see LEWIS from the parking lot 
or roadway. LEWIS was reported by an Arches 
National Park employee as hiding behind Juniper 
Trees and quickly sticking his head out and then 
quickly hiding behind trees again. LEWIS was 
found over an hour after the BASE jump was re-
ported. I contacted Andrew L. LEWIS at the base of 
Three Gossips. LEWIS was lying on his back on the 
ground. LEWIS stated that his friend did the BASE 
jump and he had nothing to do with it. LEWIS then 
stated he saw Law Enforcement vehicles in the area 
and became scared because he knew his friend was 
in trouble. LEWIS’s [sic] tracks put him in a wash 
were [sic] a pack and parachute were found hidden 
in a tree. LEWIS denied ever being in the wash or 
base jumping.”

For Lewis to plead guilty to anything must have 
been a bitter pill to swallow—his plea confirms the 
ranger’s account. It is an admission that he made 
the jump, then hid on the ground behind a tree, lied 
to the ranger by denying he’d ever made the jump in 
the first place, and then, incredibly, tried to misdi-
rect the ranger’s attention to his “friend,” by sug-
gesting his buddy was to blame.

In the months after his arrest and the charges 
had been filed, Lewis frequently vented on one of 
his public facebook pages. In a June 27 post, Lewis 
complained, “Like, by them arresting me and taking 
my shit away, they’ve now affected my well-being as 
a human. Did I affect their well-being as humans by 
jumping off a tower? Absolutely not. This is my job. 
This is what I do. I BASE jump. For a living. Like, 
this is like how I make my money.”

By July 16, his rhetoric got even hotter...:

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

And just four days before he changed his plea 
to guilty, Lewis posted another complaint on his 
facebook page, aimed at law enforcement in general 
and specifically at his arresting officer, Liza Kent. 
Watching the riots that occurred after the Grand 
Jury decision in Ferguson, Missouri, Lewis wrote, 
“Part of me thinks this mob should break into the 
homes of these officers, drag them into the day-
light, and murder them in cold blood for the world 
to see—only to be pardoned of all charges by the 
state. Sounds pretty fucked up when the roles are 

Here is Kent’s full description from her report:

“While investigating a BASE jumping incident 
at Three Gossips, I began to track the suspect 
based on an eyewitness account of were [sic] the 
person landed and then were [sic] the person 
ran and hid behind Juniper Trees. Based on the 
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reversed, huh?”

Thinking he and Michael Brown were somehow 

kindred spirits, Lewis then offered his own sad tale: 
“I recently encountered a personal emotional ven-
detta against MALE extreme athletes of one national 
park ranger—Liza Kemp (sic) who generously over 

stepped her authority and decided to use it against 
me and my well being.”

Yes, indeed, who could be better suited to relate 
to the crushing poverty and discrimination of in-
ner city minorities than a spoiled, white dude who 
makes a comfortable living by jetting around the 
world, jumping off the tops of high-rise casinos? 
My...how poor Andy has suffered

Interestingly, (perhaps on the advice of coun-
sel?), Lewis removed the post a couple days later. 
(The rest of Lewis’s complaint appears below as 
screen shots, taken directly from his page, before he 
removed it.)

For all of his bravado and bluster, Lewis con-

firmed, via his guilty plea, just how deeply the 
courage of his convictions runs. Hiding under a tree 
and blaming a friend for his own behavior? That’s 
not the kind of man he claims to be. But “Sketchy?” 
Absolutely. 

* * *
For more:
“Andy Lewis vs the United States of America” 
by Jim Stiles
http://www.canyoncountryzephyr.

com/2014/08/03/andy-lewis-vs-the-united-states-
of-america-by-jim-stiles/
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THE BLESSINGS OF UNCERTAINTY

When I was a kid, I heard about my imagination constantly from adults--”What an 
imagination you have!” “Did that all happen in your imagination?” “Don’t worry. That’s 
just your imagination.” Sometimes these were meant as compliments. Sometimes they 
clearly were not. “Are you daydreaming again?” “Pay attention!” “You can’t live in your 
imagination, you know.” “Wake up, kiddo.” I didn’t call it an imagination, and I wasn’t 
sure I liked when others did. I spent about 90 percent of my time in this fantastical 
place. It was my whole world, but whenever I talked to anyone about the great wide uni-
verse in which I was living, they would take it from me, make it smaller, and file it under 
the heading “imagination.” And so, with time, I talked about it less.

I invented a game and I played it by myself, off and on, for years. It seems crazy to 
call it a game, really. The whole forest, which began at our back door and stretched to 
Hawaii, as far as I knew, was my playground. And I populated it with a fantastical array 
of characters, both friendly and dangerous. I left acorn-heads as clues, and buried plastic 
vending-machine-jewelry in dead stumps as offerings. When the wind blew through and 
dropped a shower of pine needles over my hidden camp, that was a portent of danger. In 
winter, witches left a path of blood-red grape leaves over the snow for me to chase after 
them. But I didn’t like to think of this as my game, my invention. I preferred to believe 
that this world had always existed, that those wily fairy-eyes had always peeked out from 
under the tree stumps, and I was only lucky to have been the one to notice them.

early childhood are acted out among three primary sets—home and the forest around it, 
school, and the public library. The public library was my preferred babysitter. I would 
beg to be dropped off there while my parents ran errands, or visited their friends, or for 
whole long stretches of summer days while they were working. The librarians must have 
been concerned the first few times, to have this little blond girl roaming the stacks by 
herself, but, over time, it seemed they would forget I was there. I can remember startling 
the head librarian more than once when I appeared, peeking over the front desk, with a 
stack of books to check out.

The children’s section was probably a lot smaller than I remember, but it offered a 
number of hidden corners, where I could sprawl out on the scratchy orange carpet and 
devour a series of books—all the Nancy Drew mysteries over a week, then the Boxcar 
Kids, the Babysitter’s Club, the Bobbsey Twins.

Multiple volumes of ghost stories and simplified novelizations of history--the Titanic, 
the British Monarchy, the Salem Witchcraft Trials.

It was around the time that I read about the Witchcraft Trials that I figured out the 
weakness of our library’s layout. I had pretty well exhausted all the interesting books 
in the children’s area, but the next logical step—Young Adult—was directly in front of 
the librarian’s desk, and blocked off by a thick rope to anyone under the age of 13. The 
couple of times I wandered near that section, I was immediately shooed away. I went 
back to the children’s section, frustrated, for a couple days, but then I realized—while 
I couldn’t manage to reach the Young Adult books, the Adult stacks, inexplicably, were 
open to anyone and mostly blocked from the librarian’s view. I walked anxiously to the 
card catalog and wrote down the information I needed. Then, while no one was looking, 
I darted into the tall shelves.

And that was how I went straight from reading a children’s book about Witchcraft tri-
als to reading Ann Rice.

I’ll never forget the moment of exhilaration, drunk on forbidden Adult-only books, 
when it occurred to me that all the things I believed were possible—Witches, ghosts, re-
incarnation, time travel—were all present in the Adult stacks too. I was lying on the floor 
with books all around me. I looked up, out the tall window, at the street lights flickering 
on, and I reasoned with myself: surely adulthood means knowing what’s real and what 
isn’t. So either (1) I’m right about magic existing, and when I’m an adult I’ll find out for 
sure, or (2) I’m wrong, and (this was a painful thought,) someday I won’t believe in any 
of this stuff anymore. The adults might lie to me, if I asked them, because I was still a 
kid, but one day the matter would be settled, if I just waited for it.

It never occurred to me that adulthood wouldn’t bring certainty.

A few months ago, my husband Jim and I stayed the night at an old railroad hotel in 
Northern Kansas. We’ve driven over there a few times since we’ve lived on the plains, 
because it’s old and creaky and haunted, supposedly, and we both enjoy old, creaky, 
haunted things. This most recent time, at breakfast, we finally met the owner. He 
stopped and chatted a bit about the hotel, the restoration process, the small town. He 
mentioned that a few ghosthunters had come to the hotel recently and had discovered a 
number of “presences” on the upper floors. He chuckled at my obvious interest in what 
they’d found, and asked, would I like to meet one of the ghosts?

I agreed warily. I’m far more likely to believe in ghostly presences than I am to trust in 
humans, and so I stood unhappily where he told me to stand, and followed his instruc-
tions. The trick involved him touching above my eyelids in a rhythm, while I closed and 
opened my eyes. I was uncomfortable and growing less fond of this guy by the minute, 
and still—when I felt the extra “tap” on my forehead, about three inches from where I 
believed his fingers to be, I experienced maybe half a second of pure excitement and ela-
tion. Was that the ghost?! Then I opened my eyes and saw his gloating smile, and Jim’s 
bemused face beside him, and my happiness sank into a perplexed frustration. “How did 
you do that?” I demanded, until finally the owner showed me the trick. It was so simple. 
A kid would’ve known what was happening. And I felt like a fool over that half-second 
of gullible joy. I had wanted this to be that moment of certainty. The veil drawn back to 
reveal--ta da!--that I was right all along. And so I had let myself be tricked.

The worry that washed over me while I watched the trick explained—the worry that 
haunts me, now that growing older hasn’t proven itself the key to unlocking the truth—is 

From my favorite bluff, I could see over the hilltops for miles, and my child’s mind 
believed that view to be the span of the continent. In the far distance, a vaguely defined 
copse of trees stood apart and above the others, and those were Californian palm trees. 
It wasn’t until I was embarrassingly old—maybe 11 or 12—that I asked one of my parents 
and they explained that those trees were pine, like all the others, and only perhaps 10 
miles away. I remember that moment clearly, the moment when I was corrected, be-
cause it was one of the first times I was conscious of the pleasure of letting go of reality. I 
stood and looked out over the hills and I let myself believe 100% that I was looking into 
that eternal, tropical distance I’d always imagined, and at the next moment I knew 100% 
that I was wrong. And then I went back. And forth. Like sliding between different frames 
of the same image. Each displaced the other entirely, and each felt equally real.

That tendency to let my mind make and unmake the world around me has surfaced 
again and again over the years, especially in the months after my father died. I would 
find myself shifting in and out of the knowledge that he was gone. It wasn’t that I was 
wishing he were alive, (though that was true as well.) It was that I could make myself 
know he was. He was only in the other room, or just outside the door, or on a trip some-
where. And then, after awhile, I would let reality crash back through. And it would break 
over me so devastatingly hard that I would let myself shift back again.

I enabled this shaky grasp on the world with my constant reading. Memories of my 

It never 
occurred to me 
that adulthood 
wouldn’t bring 
certainty.
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that life will solve no mysteries at all. I fear that my imagination was only ever just that-
-a child’s tool for explaining a large, frightening world. That nothing supernatural will 
ever reveal itself to me, that no map will ever lead me to someplace hitherto undiscov-
ered. That the longing for deeper answers will not prove qualification enough for finding 
them. And that death will come, finally, and that none of my consciousness will survive 
to understand what happens next.

Other people seem comfortable with this likelihood. Smarter people than I. Saner 
people. Probably these people understood not to look to fictional worlds for promises 
about this one. They didn’t let themselves get lost, so often, in that boundary between 
plausible realities.

I did this to myself. Too many years spent inside one novel and then the next. Too 
many days spent roaming the forest with glitter on my face and leaves in my hair. I in-
vested so much time in other universes that I just can’t summon the inclination to swim 
back to reality—or “reality,” as the case may be.

In some ways, I could call it a blessing that adulthood, with all its other disillusions, 
hasn’t yet rid me of my hopes for receiving hidden knowledge. As long as there is uncer-
tainty, and brief glimpses of evidence to support me—quantum theory and near-death 
experiences, millions of ghost stories and memories of reincarnation—there is a reason 
to hope I’m right. I never thought I’d be someone who held her beliefs only because they 
are comforting, whether or not they stand up to a rigorous logical examination, but as 
I get older, I feel more sympathy with those who do. Who could prove to me that the 
material world is the sum total of what’s real? Let them prove it to somebody else. Hon-
estly, I’d rather not know.

The worry that washed over me while I watched 
the trick explained—the worry that haunts me, 

now that growing older hasn’t proven itself the key 
to unlocking the truth—is that life will solve 

no mysteries at all.
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JOHN   D   E   P   U   Y 
“His work is unique and strongly individualistic, though, at once indigenous to this land. For he has probed, with 

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

                                                   -----Stan Steiner

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

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

John De Puy

34310 EMERGENCE SERIES 22Hx30W 2010

32006 
GRAND CANYON 
40Hx26W    2006

43106 
NAVAJO MT-UTAH 
34Hx48W OIL     2006
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The home 
of the

“DON’T 
WORRY,

BE HOPI” 
T-shirt

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

done in the  
traditional style, 

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

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

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

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

in the heart of the HOPI REZ

928.734.2478  POB 234  SECOND MESA, AZ  86043

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

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

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

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

SIGNED 
COPIES OF
Brave 
New 
West
are now 
available  

directly from
The Zephyr
PO Box 271
Monticello, 

UT 
84535

$20.00 postage 
paid,, checks 

only at 
this time

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

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

are all complicit in the 
shadow side of growth. 

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

broken heart.
He says he writes elegies 

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

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

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

Terry 
Tempest Williams

83 N. MAIN ST.   MOAB, UT 84532
435.259.5154

www.backofbeyondbooks.com

Tombstone, AZ: C. S. Fly,  1886. No Binding. Very Good. 
8vo - over 7¾ - 9¾” tall. One of the most recognizable imag-
es of Geronimo and one of the few taken before his surrender; 
this photo depicts Geronimo with his brother-in-law Yanozha, 
son Chappo, and Yanozha’s half-brother Fun. The photographer, Camillus Sydney 
Fly, ran a studio Tombstone where he was witness to a number of other iconic events. 
This image has since been popularized on a t-shirt with the caption “The Original 
Homeland Security: Fighting Terrorism since 1492.”
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THE ‘NEW WEST/PROGRESSIVE’ PARADOX
CAN ‘LIBERAL/GREENS’ STILL POSSESS AN HONEST SOCIAL CONSCEINCE?

JIM STILES
NOTE: Some of the information in this story can be found in my book ‘Brave New West’ and in 

previous Zephyr articles, dating back to 1998...JS

On the evening of October 31, 1936, 
President Franklin D. Roosevelt faced a 
standing-room only crowd at Madison 
Square Garden in New York. The Great De-
pression continued to grip the country and 
millions of Americans struggled to survive; 
yet many of them believed they’d found an 
unlikely hero in the wealthy patrician who 
had already given hope to so much despair. 
His voice lifted their hearts and spirits as he 
delivered a fiery address to his enthusiastic 
supporters.

Roosevelt,who had once urged Ameri-
cans to “judge me by the enemies I have 
made,” now reminded his audience of those 
enemies as if they were badges of honor.  
He ran the list--- “business and financial 

monopoly, speculation, reckless banking, organized money.” The crowd was on its feet.
“Never before in all our history,” Roosevelt declared, “have these forces been so unanimous in 

their hatred for me—and I welcome their hatred.” The people cheered wildly. FDR could barely 
be heard over the roar. He continued, “I should like to have it said of my first administration that 
in it, the forces of selfishness and of lust for power met their match.” He waited for the din to 
abate......

“I would like to have it said of my second administration,” he added, “that in it, these forces met 
their master!” A week later, Roosevelt won the greatest electoral victory in the country’s history.

When FDR came to office four years earlier, the country was about to come apart. A third of its 
citizens were out of work, poverty and despair crossed political party lines–now, in 1936,  even 
Utah’s citizens supported him. Subsequently, Roosevelt and the Democratic Party became symbols 
of the hope he gave to so many Americans. Franklin Roosevelt, almost 70 years after his death, 
remains a hero to ‘Liberal/Progressives,’ the Democratic Party, and to working class people every-
where. He was, and still is, loathed by the rich, loved by the poor.

An old friend recently noted to me that, “a ‘progressive,’ (most often found in the Democratic 
Party) has historically meant supporting the oppressed against the oppressor, labor against the 
bosses, indigenous people against colonizers, with a progressive media that ‘comforts the afflicted, 
and afflicts the comfortable.’” According to Wikipedia, Progressivism “asserts that advancement in 
science, technology, economic development, and social organization are vital to improve the hu-
man condition.” But which humans? Which technology? What kind of economic development?

It would be challenging to find anyone worth their “progressive” stripes who could muster a bad 
word for FDR.  But do his values still ring true across the broad spectrum of the Democratic Party? 
Within its ranks, opinions vary. Of course, there are mild dissenters—the ‘Blue Dog Democrats’—
who embrace a more conservative view on fiscal and social issues

But could there be a new faction within the Democratic Party ranks, especially among those 
‘progressive/environmentalists’ who live in and recreate upon the ever-expanding demographic 
phenomenon called ‘The New West?’ How would FDR’s values hold up in the likes of Jackson, 
Wyoming, or Aspen, Colorado, or Sedona, Arizona? Or perhaps even the latest full-blown entry as 
a New West town...Moab, Utah in 2015?

‘THE NEW WEST’: A DEFINITION AND A SHORT HISTORY
Ever since white Americans pushed across the Great Plains, we’ve been creating the ‘New West.’ 

Between 1845 and 1895, we transformed the landscape, but for the purposes of this story, the New 
West is a fairly recent phenomenon. For better or worse, the economy of the American West has 
always been dominated by the extraction industries—mining, timber, grazing, energy exploration 
and production—these were the predominant revenue earners for western states and their citizens, 
going back to the mid-1800s. And the economy has always been subject to a ‘boom and bust’ cycle, 
as supply and demand for commodities waxed and waned.

Environmental activism in the West is relatively new. Serious opposition to the extraction 
industries and the environmental damage they can cause has only become significant in the last 
half century. Efforts to shut down extraction and demands for more stringent rules to reduce their 
environmental impacts have all been part of the ‘green’ strategy to protect the natural resources 
of the West. But the newest crop of “progressive/green’ activists have embraced another tactic in 

its war against the extractive economy of the 
‘Old West,’ though it would be unfair to say they 
initiated it.

As resources played out across the West, 
many of these booming communities went bust. 
Once vibrant mining towns with burgeoning 
populations dried up and almost blew away. 
Communities saw their citizens move away and 
their economies shrink. The once bustling boom 
towns became quaint, run-down relics of another 
time.

But this is America–the free market capital of 
the world, where the entrepreneurial spirit burns 
brightly and capitalism commands more worship 
than any deity could hope for. In the 1960s and 
1970s, as tourism and recreation became ever 
more significant components of the economy, 
investors looked for good deals—for steals—and 
there were plenty of them. Properties in mining 
towns across the West could be bought for pen-
nies on the dollar. Land was cheap. Buildings, 
once full of life and energy, lay abandoned and 

deteriorating.
   Only the hangers-on, that stridently independent handful of survivors who had preferred to eke 

out a marginal existence in exchange for solitude and quiet, stood in the way. Even some of them 
saw the economic opportunities and profited. The rest were easily pushed aside.

And so change came, and rapidly...to places like Park City, Utah and Telluride, Colorado. And 
Aspen. And Central City. And Salida. And Flagstaff, Arizona. And Prescott. And Virginia City, 
Nevada. And Durango, Colorado. And Boise and Coeur d’alene, Idaho and Bozeman and Missoula, 
Montana.

And to Moab, once the ‘Uranium Capitol of the World,’ in the southeast corner of Utah--- my 
old hometown for more than 30 years. While the New West can be found in scores of places, from 
the Front Range of the Rockies to the Pacific Coast, this story chooses to focus on the microcosm it 
knows best...

ENTER...THE ‘AMENITIES ECONOMY’ & WILDERNESS
In the 1980s, Grand County, Utah’s economy went bust. Atlas Minerals, the massive vanadium 

processing mill, built by the Uranium King Charlie Steen in the 1960s, closed its doors. Falling ore 
prices and Three Mile Island were its undoing. Moab struggled to find a way to survive. In 1988 its 
elected leaders proposed the construction of a toxic waste incinerator near Cisco, 40 miles upriver, 
as a way of generating revenues for the county and bolstering its economy. But Grand County resi-
dents, many of them relatively new and leaning more to the Left than its older citizens imagined, 
opposed the incinerator via a public referendum. And they won. But how to keep the town alive?

The term “amenities economy” was new to me in 1991, when I published a story by Moab’s Lance 
Christie, in behalf of the Utah Chapter of the Sierra Club titled, “Wilderness Economics: Boom and 
Bust Baloney.”

Christie noted that, “Studies done on the economic 
impacts of wilderness on local economies consistently 
support the idea that designated wilderness in an area 
acts like an advertisement that says: ‘Here is a treasure 
house of environmental amenities!  And, they’ll be 
here tomorrow because some treasure-hunter with a 
bulldozer can’t come and tear them up.’ This advertis-
ing attracts people economists call ‘amenity migrants,’ 
causing twice the economic growth in rural areas with 
designated wilderness than in areas without wilder-
ness.” Christie added. “Once there, these energetic and 
educated people develop their own economic opportu-
nities.”

In addition to energy and education, Christie 
failed to mention another advantage the “amenities 
migrants” possessed over their homegrown neighbors-
--Capital. Assets. MONEY.

To create the marketable amenities that would draw 
tourists to the more intrinsic ‘wilderness amenities’ 
Christie first described, those migrants must be finan-
cially well-equipped to follow through. Lance noted, 
“If a community uses wilderness amenities as a drawing card, then offers goods and services people 
want when they come to enjoy the local amenities, wilderness can make the people selling those 
goods a lot of money.” 

But for this kind of economy to “make a lot of money,” its investors need a considerable amount 
of it at the start. In all of these depressed economies across the rural west, those residents who 
needed an economic boost the most were the least equipped to benefit from this type of growth. 
From the start, they were doomed to be the clerks and the servers, the tangential low-wage ben-
eficiaries of a tourism/recreation industry whose primary rewards would be reaped by people who 
had not yet even arrived in these backwater towns. And in many cases, the highest profit recipients 
would never step foot there. The era of the New West absentee business owner was about to begin 
in earnest

And when it came to the idea of preserving the dwindling wilderness in the Rural West, Christie 
added this final note—and a warning---to the amenities dream: “The whole economic debate over 
wilderness tends to distract us from the fact that the major reasons for designating wilderness arise 
from non-economic values.”

Amen. But few noticed.

The New West transformation was slow, and at least in the beginning, many environmental 
groups resisted the temptation to embrace it. Through most of the 1990s, grassroots environmental 
groups openly opposed efforts by the tourist/recreation industry to turn the beauty of the land into 
a marketable commodity. Few, if any, environmentalists took note when Grand County hired an 
economic development director to promote a strategy called, “You’ve come to play...why not stay?”

Grand County Councilman and Grand Canyon Trust (GCT)  staffer (now its executive director) 
Bill Hedden noted, “Throughout the region...visitation has grown by more than 400 percent since 
1980. This surge of interest has coincided with a proliferation of new recreation technologies--some 

But this is America–the free market capital of the world, 
where the entrepreneurial spirit burns brightly and 
capitalism commands more worship than any deity 

could hope for. In the 1960s and 1970s, as tourism and 
recreation became ever more significant components of 

the economy, investors looked for good deals
—for steals—and there were plenty of them. 

Properties in mining towns across the West could 
be bought for pennies on the dollar. Land was cheap.
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exotic like modern ATVs, humvees, mountain 
bikes, climbing gear, jet skis and hangliders; and 
others prosaic like water filters, sunscreen and 
dry suits....And though it is common to blame 
the destruction on a small percentage of lawless 
visitors, my experience brings to mind the old joke 
that a mere 99 percent of users give a bad name 
to all the rest. Make no mistake--we are in this 
together.” Hedden concluded, “Everywhere we 
looked, natural resource professionals agreed that 
industrial-strength recreation holds more potential 
to disrupt natural processes on a broad scale than 
just about anything else. It’s a very tough problem 
affecting all of us.”

But in 1998, as environmentalists grew increas-
ingly frustrated by their efforts to protect wildlands 
in the West, their strategies shifted. At a landmark 
‘wilderness mentoring’ conference that May, at-
tended by scores of the country’s environmentalist 
leaders, a more aggressive, down-and-dirty strat-

egy was proposed. A prominently displayed quotation by Michael Carroll, now of The Wilderness 
Society, established the tone and direction of all that would come later:

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

That, in its most succinct essence, was the theme of the conference.  While the organizers of the 
event paid tribute to the wilderness activists who had come before, clearly the purpose of the meet-
ing was to propose a new approach. “Although it is important to pioneer new wilderness strategies,” 
the report explained almost as an afterthought, “we must do so with knowledge of what has come 
before.” 

With that token nod to the “importance of history” and to the “philosophical and political con-
texts” of the wilderness movement, the conference explored the new territories of salesmanship, 
marketing and media manipulation to win the legislative wilderness battle. One might think you 
were being taught how to sell a new Buick.

By 2003, GCT’s Hedden, seemed ready to accept and even embrace the changes.  In a Zephyr 
interview he admitted, “We’ve had some of the most spectacular country in the world, and no one 
else in it.  The fact that those days are just about over is sad, but there are many more people in the 
world, and they have found this place, and there’s no keeping them away.” And so, suddenly, the 
idea of embracing an unbridled  recreation/amenities economy that had once worried the most 
enthusiastic supporters of wilderness, achieved political, if not moral, acceptability.

Add to the mix the sudden willingness of mainstream environmental groups like the Grand Can-
yon Trust to accept huge sums of money from some of the nation’s most celebrated capitalists—in-
dustrialists, financiers, bankers, hedge fund managers---in exchange for influential positions on 
their boards of directors, and anything was fair in the amenities/wilderness game.

FEARS FROM THE ‘OLD WEST’...AND THE ‘NEW WEST’ MOVES IN
Lily Mae Noorlander came from one of Moab’s oldest families. She was as kind and decent a 

woman as  I’ve ever known. But she had no use for ‘wilderness,’ in the legislative designation of the 
word, and thought even less of some of its proponents. She could not help but note the irony as the 
New West came to her hometown.

In 1994, Lily wrote a letter to the Salt Lake Tribune: “Long-forgotten ranches, abandoned 
decades ago, are now front page fare in the full-color marketing pieces of this lucrative industry...
Some of the direct consequences of their promotional activities, aside from generating profit from 
calendars, hiking exposes and membership dues include: more foot trails, bike trails, garbage, hu-
man waste, instructional signs, regulations, law enforcement patrols, costs to local government for 
crowd control, and a general loss of peace and serenity to the plaid clad, waffle stomper crowd.

  “The spirit of wilderness,” concluded Ms. Noorlander, “has already been stolen by those who 
profess to be its savior, but who have, in fact, trampled the life out of its essential serenity and 
solitude in an orgy of self-indulgence.”

   A few months later, The Tribune published another letter titled, “There’s Money in Wilder-
ness.” Its author, Randall Tolpinrud, president of Groupwest Properties Corporation in Salt Lake 
City, wrote, in part:

   “As a real-estate developer and homebuilder in Utah, I have a very strong interest in maintain-
ing the long-term economic foundation of this region...Because of this conviction, I am concerned 
over the wilderness proposal suggested by our congressional delegation.

   “I support the Utah Wilderness Coalition’s proposal for 5.7 million acres (in 2015, the proposal 
is near 10 million) of wilderness primarily because the long-term economic potential which wilder-
ness designation will provide this state.

   “The West is changing dramatically. Lands from Montana to New Mexico are rapidly being 
developed by people like myself in response to growing migration and population...We must look 
years and decades ahead. Wilderness designation will grow to represent a powerful economic op-
portunity as the West’s open spaces shrivel from development. Utah, with its unique beauty and 
abundant national parks, could be positioned to reap significant economic rewards from masses of 
people seeking solitude in a wilderness experience from their fast-paced lives.”

In 2002, the Southern Utah Wilderness Alliance (SUWA) weighed in with its own feature story 
in their quarterly newsletter. It was called “The Local Economic Impacts of Protected Wildlands: 
Enhanced Economic Vitality.” It was written by Thomas Michael Power, a Professor of Economics 
at the University of Montana.  Power asserted that protecting the Rural West’s wildlands did not 
damage local economies; on the contrary, he believed that “protected landscapes are often associ-
ated with enhanced economic vitality.”  But he followed that declaration with a curious caveat, 
considering the  intent of the article,  that was all but ignored by environmentalists. Power warned:

  “This does not mean that those seeking to preserve natural areas should base their case for 
preservation on the economic expansion it will stimulate. That could be a dangerous strategy in 
the long run and one that may not be very convincing besides. In fact, in the long run, ongoing 
economic growth may well threaten the ecological integrity of wildlands as growing population, hu-
man settlement, and commercial activities and their accompanying pollutants isolate and disrupt 
natural areas. Even though wildlands may be good for local economic vitality, local economic vital-
ity may not be good for the ecological integrity of those wildlands.”

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

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

   It was as if he was saying, we can let the anti-wilderness people destroy the West on their terms 
or we can fight to destroy it on our terms. And aren’t our terms of destruction better than theirs? 
After all, before we destroy the wilderness, we’re going to protect it.

Environmentalists failed to see or would not acknowledge the double-edged sword Power 
described.  In a subsequent issue of “Red Rock Wilderness,” SUWA put its own spin on Power’s 
report, noting that, “Total employment in Utah has increased by 45% in the last decade...What is 
fueling Utah’s pacesetting growth? Tourism and related services have been especially robust, and 
now provides more than a third of all jobs....Growth is not limited to urban Utah. In Grand County, 
a tourism explosion helped to make it the third fastest growing county in Utah.”

   This was written with almost evangelical enthusiasm.  None of Power’s warnings saw the light 
of day in this particular spin. Finally, SUWA noted the ballooning Utah population, which grew by 
30% in the 1990s. “This tremendous regional growth, with Utah at its epicenter, is driven by West-
ern quality of life factors like outdoor recreation, open space, and wilderness....There is a very real 
place for wilderness in Utah’s economic future. Protected by BLM, wilderness can serve as a modest 
sustainable source for economic well-being and community development.”

But who would benefit from the “economic well-being?” Would it be the people who had lived 
in the Rural West, in places like Moab, Utah, for generations? Or was this the beginning of a New 
West purge? The handwriting was already on the wall.

THE NEW WEST’S ‘PORK BELLY’ HOUSING BOOM
When Thomas Power set out to analyze the effects of wilderness on the rural economy, he noted 

an anomaly that he could not initially explain. “Researchers,” he wrote, “puzzled by the growth of 
population in western Montana, despite low wages and incomes, studied the location of new resi-
dential housing to determine what locational characteristics explained the decisions homebuilders 
were making.  They found that the closer a location was to a designated wilderness area, the higher 
the likelihood of new construction. The same was true of national parks.”

Power’s bewilderment is old news to the citizens of small communities near parks and wilder-
ness.   New home construction, which took off in Moab during the early 90s, targeted part-time 
residents and retirees, who have no need to seek employment in the area. In fact, these homes and 
condominiums are, in a way, very disconnected from the socio-economic needs and difficulties of 
the community to which they have, at least physically, joined.  The part-timers exist in a vacuum, 
oblivious or indifferent to the issues and problems that affect the town, save for the few more nar-
rowly confined issues that affect them personally.  They usually don’t know much of the communi-
ty’s history and know few of its citizens. And until recently,  they didn’t get involved in local politics. 
(That would change.)

As the demand for New West  homes grew, so did the price. An existing home in Moab that 
might have sold for $30,000 in 1985 doubled its value in five years. And doubled again. And by 
2008, yet again. Even vacant lots in Spanish Valley—once improbably named Poverty Flats–that 
sold for a thousand dollars an acre in 1985 quickly increased in price beyond the reach of most low 
wage earners. (A recent perusal of the real estate web sites showed unimproved quarter acre lots 
listing for $65,000 and beyond—a QUARTER ACRE.)

Clearly, the housing market in Grand County was now beyond the reach of anyone of modest 
means and limited resources. But an amenities/tourist economy also requires a large low-wage 
work force to provide the services to tourists that the visitors demand—servers and cooks and bus-
boys and maids and store clerks and other low-paying tourist amenities jobs. Where would they live 
and how would they afford it? Even in the early 2000s, a small home in Moab/Grand County could 
be rented for $500-600. By 2010, the rent had doubled.

This publication reported on the speculative nature of home prices and their stunning rise in 
Grand County as far back as the early 1990s. Few heeded the warnings or cared.  And by 2000, no 
one among the ‘green/progressives’ was willing to even offer the slightest of misgivings, much less 
opposition, to the way the recreation economy was affecting the community. The problem would 
only grow more critical.

Housing data for the 2008-2012 period shows that the “median house value has grown by 
96.43% since 2000. The growth rate for the price of a house in the 84532 zip code is much higher 
than the state average rate of 49.08% and is much higher than the national average rate of 51.67%.” 
The data also revealed that of the 5,016 housing units available in Grand County, 4,080 were occu-
pied, with almost 20% of them, 916 units, vacant.  Of the occupied housing units, about 2700 were 
owned and 1300 rented.

http://www.usa.com/84532-ut-housing.htm

Home prices continued to rise, rents doubled. Low income citizens attempting to find economic 
relief in low cost trailers and mobile homes along the river road were evicted for violation of zoning 
laws. Once affordable rental homes became flophouses, as renters were forced to pack as many 

New home construction, 
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needs and difficulties of 
the community to which 
they have, at least 
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THE ‘NEW WEST/PROGRESSIVE’
PARADOX

CONTINUED

people as they could into the space, in order to reduce the per person share of the cost.  Desperate 
to pay the inflated rates, renters even sublet outbuildings as sleeping rooms—illegally but under-
standably--- to make ends meet.

Hedden had once said, “This used to be a hard place to get rich, but it was a real good place to be 
poor.” Now that was all changing. But to ‘progressives/environmentalists,’ this was good news, at 
least in the long run.

Why? Because the changing demographics of Moab, as Lance Christie and others had observed 
a decade earlier, meant a population more sympathetic to supporters of wilderness. The New West 
functions like reverse gerrymandering–instead of re-arranging political boundary lines to create a 
constituency that represents a preferred ideology, you encourage the people with that ideology to 
move inside those boundaries (or opponents to move out of them) by creating conditions favorable 
to one and unfavorable to the other.

It would be foolish to suggest that there was any overt conspiracy or pre-planned strategy 
between mainstream environmental-progressives and no-holds-barred developers in the amenities 
industry to perpetrate this kind of demographic shift. But once progressives saw the advantages of 
such a change, opposition to the recreation economy and all its associated impacts vanished.

It was more like detente than collaboration at first. But eventually, many entrepreneurs who, 
justifiably or not, saw themselves as environmentalists too, embraced the amalgamation. From 
environmentalists and entrepreneurs, we found a new category—enviropreneurs, dedicated to cre-
ating a New West economy, driven by tourism and recreation and squarely opposed to the further 
exploitation of the West’s natural resources. In Utah, the close ties between ‘grassroots’ environ-
mentalists like SUWA and the GCT with the outdoor recreation industry became inextricable.

One can argue that such a partnership could help achieve the goals of progressives/environmen-
talists. But at what cost, even to its own supporters? Somehow they forgot that not all open-minded 
people with an environmental conscience can afford a $300,000 home.

THE SEA CHANGE COMETH...NOVEMBER 2008
On the night Barack Obama was elected, Dave Erley, the new Castle Valley mayor-elect and an 

outspoken environmental activist, sent out a celebratory email to scores of friends and acquain-
tances.

He wrote: “Dear all, Obama carried Grand County, Utah. The progressive, green, candidate won 
all three contested County Council seats and the progressives now have a clear majority on the 
Council...This all reflects the demographic changes that have occurred in Grand County in the last 
four years... Fallout from the amenities economy I guess...”

He even invoked the memory of Franklin 
Roosevelt and the old Democratic Party theme 
song when Erley proclaimed, “How loud can I 
sing “Happy Days are here again?”  At the 1932 
Democratic convention, FDR supporters spon-
taneously burst into song—that melody–when 
Roosevelt’s nomination was won. It became an 
anthem for the millions of poor and unem-
ployed victims of the Great depression, who 
hoped the new president meant better times 
ahead. Was this what Erley had in mind?

In Dave’s open message, he saved a part of it 
for me. Noting The Zephyr’s ongoing warnings 
about the impacts of an amenities economy, 
Erley wrote, “Jim, this is another aspect of the 
amenities economy you have been hammering 
on. I hope you have the courage to discuss the 
pros and not just the cons of (this) demograph-
ic shift...”

Besides the satisfaction of being elected, it was difficult to see the advantages, from an historic 
FDR--- “Happy Days are Here Again” perspective, of their victory. Was this a victory for the op-
pressed and the downtrodden? The poor and the jobless and the homeless?

On the other hand, from the point of view of an urban environmentalist/anti-production/pro-
consumption mind set, the win was seminal. The new county council’s progressive leaders estab-
lished themselves early for their opposition to expanded energy production in Grand County. It 
openly opposed the proposed nuclear power plant near Green River. It expressed its dissatisfaction 
with a proposed tar sands test plant in the Book Cliffs and oil shale research. And some of its newly 
elected leaders offered public support for climate activist Tim DeChristopher, who did prison time 
for sabotaging a BLM oil lease sale.

In the area of recreation and tourism and the 
amenities economy, the council could not have 
been more accommodating. Newly elected council-
man, Chris Baird served as project manager for 
the multi-million dollar “Colorado River Elevated 
Bikeway,” (now completed) and played a key role 
in coordinating bicycle trail development through-
out Grand County with local and federal agencies. 

Baird claimed to see the inherent risk in placing 
all of the town’s economic marbles in one basket. 
In a 2012 conversation he noted, “You make it 
sound like the recreation industry in Moab is some 
kind of unstoppable juggernaut. However, it just 
barely keeps people alive, and has facilitated a 
1% growth rate. Grand County is the 4th slowest 
growing county in Utah.” But then he explained,  “I 
see how many of my friends are dependent on the 
recreation economy, and it is hard for me to say, 
to be so self centered, as to deny them that. I think non-motorized recreation is the best industry to 
push, if we are to push one.”

Noble words. But just how does this economy benefit his friends, especially the lower wage earn-
ers that represent so many of the county’s residents? Going back to the 1990s, twenty years ago and 
more, enough warnings about runaway home prices in tourist-dominated economies were being 
issued to give everyone pause, especially “progressives” who maintain their concern for the working 

class. But who noticed?

In Mayor Erley’s 2008 victory dance, there is the suggestion that the “amenities economy” some-
how created a political atmosphere that would allow the election of a progressive government and 
create an opportunity to find solutions for issues like affordable housing, when, in reality, it was the 
amenities economy that created the crisis in the first place.

Yet progressive politicians continue to talk about affordable housing problems as if they’re as 
shocked and dismayed as everyone else. Baird, running recently for election again (he won) said,  
“There’s a lot of people in this community that work three jobs and it’s difficult for them to find af-
fordable housing.”  Even higher wage residents struggle—teachers in particular have found housing 
costs too high to consider a move to Moab. Baird noted, “The entire economy relies on affordable 
housing...We need to be proactive about it.”

And no doubt that’s true. But isn’t it a bit disingenuous?  “Progressives/environmentalists helped 
create, or at least gave their tacit approval to, an economy that by definition restricts the kinds of 
residents who can afford to live there. It’s an economy embraced and promoted by them for two 
decades. But there’s a catch. The amenities economy needs those same “undesirable” residents, as 
food servers and busboys and clerks and maids, and other low-paying jobs, to keep the recreation/
amenities economy running full tilt.

Realistic efforts by government agencies to provide assistance via low-interest loans can only do 
so much to alleviate the problem. The Housing Authority of Southeastern Utah discovered in 2014 
that they couldn’t even find building lots within their applicants’ price range. Critics have noted 
that many of these home buyers who take advantage of the low income status are free to flip those 
homes at a better price. And they do. And despite a lot of hand wringing, there’s very little anyone 
can do to stop it. And more than any other factor, real estate developers and the contractors who 
build them are in business to make a profit. As one honest observer noted on a facebook page, “ 
Money can be made faster by building for the second/third/forth home market, even on specula-
tion. So land gets used up that way because the land owner will make more money faster.”

Other Moabites noted that “NIMBYism”(Not In MY Back Yard) plays a role in keeping prices 
high. Zoning residential areas for higher densities could reduce the housing costs but efforts to 
increase density have been met with stiff resistance, particularly from environmentalists, many of 
whom are relatively new Moab/Grand County residents. Everyone in the New West, it seems, wants 
to own their little ranchette.

But NIMBYism in the New West extends beyond zoning ordinances and back window view sheds 
and who lives next door. The issue was expressed succinctly in the local papers by Moabite Carol 
Mayer, who had no problem sharing her feelings...

“Not in my backyard,” Mayer proclaimed. “Who has the right to say that any more? In these days 
of rampant oil and gas exploration, very few...I wish I had several million dollars to fund a lawsuit 
against the oil companies for the wells, pipelines and truck traffic that will cause irreparable dam-
age to land, air and water in my ‘neighborhood.’”

For Mayer and so many other relatively recent Moab/Grand County residents, they believe any 
energy extraction and production in their new homeland is nothing short of sinful. “For American 
visitors and concerned locals who live here, we have a big stake in protecting this area.” she says. 
“We taxpayers own it. To stop the abuse, we must act. Conservation voices, rise above those of the 
rapacious profiteers. We must protect Greater Canyonlands. Shout...’NOT IN OUR BACKYARD.’”

Many agree. Former SUWA staffer and longtime Moab resident Kevin Walker complained at 
a hearing last summer,  “This is a crazy place to have oil and gas drilling.” If you could leave it to 
many of Grand County’s newer residents, they’d ban the energy industry altogether. Perhaps they 
know it isn’t a realistic approach, but it’s what resides in their 3 am hearts. And the shift in senti-
ment in this once rural part of the West continues..

‘THE WOLF BY THE EAR’
And yet, for every Moabite who actively promotes the complete transformation of Moab/Grand 

County into a New West tourist mecca, there are a much greater number of conflicted citizens, 
caught in the whirlwind and unable to extricate themselves from it. They follow the course being 
set for them more out of necessity and even survival, and less out of enthusiasm and unbridled 
support.

Sometimes they are the owners of small businesses directly connected to tourism; sometimes 
it’s the low wage earners who work for them. And sometimes it’s craftsmen and artisans and other 
businesses that aren’t in the tourism industry per se, but who on some level benefit from its pres-
ence.

Maybe they were in Moab before things went crazy and tried to adapt. Perhaps they came in the 
late 80s, when Moab was still a quiet place and they thought it would be a good town to run a low-
key tourist business, where, if the mood struck, you could hang up a “Gone Fishing’ sign and take 
a couple days off. After all, commercial rent for a decent sized Main Street shop in those days was 
about $600 a month.

But as the years passed and news of Moab’s ‘success’ spread, and new businesses came to town 
to compete with the ones already there, and as out of town investors began to buy up as much of 
the commercial property as they could get their hands on...well...life in Moab changed. It tended 
to destroy the very reasons living in Moab was once so appealing. It changed the way we define 
success, it changed our values—in fact, it created a situation where the future we once loathed the 
most, became the future we absolutely required, just to survive.

And so, we remembered how we once longed for Spring–the warmth of an April sun, the burst 
of wildflowers, the sweet aroma of cliffrose, the chance to hike and explore---and  we cringed at 
the noise and the congestion and utter chaos that March and April and May  brought us. BUT,   
Moabites needed the latter, because it was the sudden infusion of tourist money, after a long win-
ter, that allowed them to pay the bills.

Store owners who once thought nothing of taking a day off now couldn’t afford the luxury of a 
quiet 24 hour escape; instead many extended their operations to seven days a week. They needed 
all the business they could muster to pay their skyrocketing commercial rents. Young Moabites had 
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the election of a progressive government and create 
an opportunity to find solutions for issues like affordable 

housing, when, in reality, it was the amenities economy that 
created the crisis in the first place...Yet progressive politicians 

continue to talk about affordable housing problems as if 
they’re as shocked and dismayed as everyone else.



THE ZEPHYR/ FEBRUARY-MARCH  2015

11

next page...

come to town for the beauty of the place, but needed to work extra shifts to pay their rent as well. 
Someone longing for peace and quiet had to greet a packed restaurant with mixed feelings–was this 
why they came to Moab? But it was all those tips that allowed the servers to pay the bills.

The more success Moab found, the more competition it created, as more investors came to 
southeast Utah (At press time, plans became public for five new motels in Moab, with construction 
to begin soon–and with four more in the hopper.).

Business owners, seeing their own share of the pie shrink, called for more promotion. The tourist 
bureau sought ways to “build up the shoulders of the tourist season.” The tourist season had once 
begun on Easter Week and ended after Labor Day, with a brief shot in the arm for hunting season. 
But as time passed, the shoulders got closer together. Many sought ways to extend “the season” into 
December. And then they tried to get the tourists back in February.  How much longer until those 
shoulders touch? It’s the goal of some, a necessity for others.

Thomas Jefferson once said, “As it is, we have the wolf by the ear, and we can neither hold him, 
nor safely let him go. Justice is in one scale, and self-preservation in the other.” He was talking 
about the institution of slavery, but the citizens of modern day tourist towns must feel similarly. 
To oppose this ‘amenities monster,’ at this late date, would be a challenge for anyone struggling to 
survive in a town like Moab. Holding onto the wolf is a matter of “self-preservation.”

And the challenge here is greater than just economic considerations; other factors come into 
play. Our most cherished personal values are sometimes called into question. A tourist town is a 
tough place to be an idealist.

For example, a couple years ago I was called on the carpet by a young Moab activist, Heila 
Ershadi. I had written a piece called, “Is There Anywhere Good to Frack?” It was about the NIMBY 
attitude so many people embrace about the energy industry and their opposition to the impacts 
extraction and production cause. And I questioned whether the commitment to oppose fossil fuels 
was as strong as some claim. It was my contention that even the most dedicated environmentalist, 
who struggles with a modest income and bills to pay, quietly does a “jump for joy” when the price of 
gas goes down a dime.

But Ms. Ershadi took me to task. In a public comment she wrote, “I personally do a little ‘jump 
for joy’ when the gas price goes UP. And since I’m not a unique and beautiful snowflake, I’m sure 
I’m not the only one. I wish it would hit $5. Yes, it will make my life harder; my family of four lives 
off of about $26,000/year, and that’s gross, not take-home. But I am pretty sure that nothing will 
change systemically until there is sufficient financial incentive. And systemic change is what we 
need.”

To read the article and the comments:
http://www.canyoncountryzephyr.com/2013/04/01/take-it-or-leave-it-is-anywhere-good-to-

frack/

But Ershadi was also in the process of running for 
Moab City Council and since then, trying to represent the 
people of the community, she’s had a change of heart. She 
recently explained, “What changed my mind was continu-
ing to read and talk about the subject with people of many 
different backgrounds and opinions, both on and off the 
campaign trail...Change is unlikely when people have to 
go against their own economic self-interest to get there, 
and mostly NOT due to greed but just the need to get by...
The idea behind the idea that higher gas prices could have 
an overall good effect is that it will make alternative, less 
energy intensive ways of doing things more appealing. 
I still fear what will happen to us due to the ecological 
destruction brought about by the intensive use of fossil 
fuels. And if higher gas prices could avoid that, it would 
be a small pain compared to what is likely to happen 
down the road to lower income people as environmental 

damage reaches a critical point...The problem is that there’s not a good reason to think that will 

work at all.”
That’s a change in tone from two years ago, when Ershadi declared, “The current order of things 

cannot continue much longer. I don’t mean that it shouldn’t; I mean that it can’t.” Her new job 
requires her to be less global and more local; she represents the people who elected her, many of 
them are connected in some way to the amenities economy. And nothing, of course, could be more 
damaging to a town dependent on tourism than $5/gallon gasoline.

Ironically, if Ershadi lived a hundred miles to the north in Uintah County, where the oil and 
gas boom has been as transforming to that part of Utah as tourism has been to Grand County, she 
might find herself again supporting $5 gas, but for an entirely different reason. The majority of jobs 
in Uintah County flow from oil and gas and the recent collapse of oil prices could have a devastating 
effect on its citizens. Supporting high prices there would ensure jobs.

The simple truth is, most people are too busy just trying to make ends meet to worry about the 
broader issues. Climate change looms out there, somewhere beyond the horizon, like a gathering 
storm, but who’s going to feed the kids tonight? How do we find the $1200 rent? How do we make 
payments for a home in a town where ‘starter homes’ begin at $200,000?

It’s Maslow’s Hierarchy of Needs. It’s about  the priorities we create for ourselves, again, more 
out of need than desire. We need food and water and shelter; we need to know that we’re safe and 
protected from external threats and risks; and when all those needs have been met, then...maybe...
we can worry about the broader implications of an economy based on oil and gas development or 
tourism and recreation. Consequently, most of us relinquish our responsibility on those larger is-
sues to the relative few...and that’s where the power lies.

In Moab, where the average weekly wage ($553) is barely half the national average, and lower 
than 26 of Utah’s 31 counties, more and more of its citizens find themselves entrapped in a 21st 
Century version of a medieval system—a New West Feudalism that drives a large part of the econ-
omy. Many of its citizens, its ‘serfs,’ depend on a relatively small number of employers. And though 
it requires  the majority of the residents to make the amenities economy work, its architects either 
knew this was the future they were helping to promote and didn’t care about the consequences, or 
failed to comprehend the innumerable warnings that were being voiced more than a decade ago. 
Which leads us to—now.

MOAB 2015—‘THE FUTURE VIRTUAL GATED COMMUNITY?’
More than a decade ago, this publication interviewed two of southern Utah’s most controversial 

environmentalists. Patrick Diehl and his partner Tori Woodard had moved to Escalante, Utah a few 
years earlier and, from the get-go, they expressed an open hostility for the very conservative local 
culture. The animosity, of course,  cut both ways.

In a candid interview with Erica Walz, also a 
resident of Escalante, neither Diehl nor Woodard 
was in a mollifying mood. Diehl could find noth-
ing good to say about the town they’d chosen to 
call home.  “I can’t imagine enjoying it. I really 
loathe this town,” he said. “And you can quote me. 
Socially it’s a really loathsome place. You can put 
that in the paper. Absolutely. It’s the worst place 
I’ve ever lived, and I’ve lived quite a few places. So 
some people like it--it’s like there’s no accounting 
for taste.”

He and Tori had moved there for health 
reasons, they said, but hated it. They liked the 
landscape and that was the extent of their affec-
tions. They opposed farming and ranching; Diehl 

noted that he’d like to eliminate every alfalfa field in southern Utah.  “I don’t have the impression 
that the people in this town know very much at all about the land around them. They have a very 
narrow knowledge of a few things that are of practical relevance in their lives, so I’m not convinced 
that family ranching and family farming fosters a valid connection to the land.”

Diehl proposed a ‘New Economy’ for Rural Utah and explained, “The ‘amenities economy’ idea 
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that the Wilderness Society was putting out is what I think lies behind that. There’s still a fair 
amount of merit to this concept.” What would happen to the Escalante families who had lived in 
and near this town for the past century?  He wasn’t clear, but thought maybe they could be put to 
work cutting the exotic plant tamarisk, “if they were paid for it.”

Diehl and Woodard’s comments went unchallenged among progressive/greens, and though few 
of his peers were, or are, willing to be as candid, there is tacit support for the kind of future they 
proposed. Like Diehl and Woodard, it isn’t just that many of them dislike ranching and mining and 
logging, they dislike the people who mined and ranched and logged.

In the last decade, efforts to transform 
Moab/Grand County into the kind of place 
Patrick Diehl could call home have met little 
or no resistance. And they have created 
some of the oddest alliances one can imag-
ine to achieve their goals.

*   When the proposed Cloudrock resort 
community first raised its ugly head, one 
could find little opposition from mainstream 
greens. The Sierra Club, while opposing 
the idea in general, made it clear that it 
had no intention of putting up a fight. They 
wrote to the developers, “We realize you 
are making efforts to ensure that Cloudrock 
meets standards above and beyond Grand 
County’s...we hope you will be receptive to 
our concerns...”

What kind of concerns did the Sierra Club 
have and what were their requests? Besides 
setting structures farther back from the rim 
of the canyon, spokesperson Jean Binyon 
made the following demands: “coloring 
roads and parking lots to match the sur-
rounding soil...utilizing medium to darker 
earth-tones, and non-reflective materials 

on all structures...outdoor lighting should be kept to a minimum...” All the requests were literally 
cosmetic in nature.

The Sierra Club also encouraged restrictions on Off Highway Vehicles...”Next to cows, (this is) 
the most damaging thing currently happening on the mesa. Please be explicit in not permitting 
their use on the mesa.” Apparently, keeping out cows and OHVs was an acceptable trade-off for a 
massive multi-million dollar “wilderness” resort lodge and scores of condos and homes built on 
$600,000 lots.

*   In 2011, when the Occupy Wall Street movement dominated headlines, Moab green/progres-
sives tried to connect wilderness designation with human rights and proudly marched in a well-at-
tended Main Street parade. To cite Franklin Roosevelt again, “The liberty of a democracy is not safe 
if the people tolerated the growth of private power to a point where it becomes stronger than the 
democratic state itself. That in its essence is fascism: ownership of government by an individual, by 
a group, or any controlling private power.”

And yet the major Colorado Plateau green organizations who support the Red Rock Wilder-
ness Bill–the Grand Canyon Trust (GCT) and the Southern Utah Wilderness Alliance (SUWA) are 
funded by some of the wealthiest capitalists and industrialists and financiers in the United States. 
This publication has documented the exploits of GCT’s board member, venture capitalist David 
Bonderman, for more than a decade.

For more:
‘The Green Circle that Eats Its Own’
http://www.canyoncountryzephyr.

com/2012/08/01/the-green-circle-that-eats-its-own-
by-jim-stiles/

‘Looking for Green heroes in a Coal-fired World’
http://www.canyoncountryzephyr.com/

blog/2013/11/12/looking-for-green-heroes-in-a-coal-
fired-world-jim-stiles/

‘The Greening of Wilderness...pt 2’
http://www.canyoncountryzephyr.com/

blog/2013/10/07/from-the-august-2008-zarchives-
the-greening-of-wilderne-jim-stiles/

Also consider GCT board member Louis Callister. 
Callister is a founder, former chair, and counsel to the 
law firm of Callister, Nebeker & McCullough in Salt 
Lake City. Their web site is open to the public and de-
tails their areas of expertise. Those ‘details’ should give 
any honest activist a sour stomach.

From its ‘Energy, Natural Resources and Environ-
mental’ section: “The firm has represented developers 
of gas, biofuels, geothermal, waste coal, coal and wind 
projects. Our attorneys’ expertise includes obtaining 
governmental approval and related permits for energy 
production projects as well as representation for con-
tinuing operations and compliance.”

http://www.cnmlaw.com/practice-areas/energy-
natural-resource-utilities-environmental-law

From its Labor and Employment section: “Emphasis 
is placed on preventative measures...However, even the 
best of employers are sometimes surprised by litigation 
filed by their employees. In such situations, the litiga-

tors of the Labor and Employment Group stand ready to assist with a vigorous defense against all 
employee claims.” (Emphasis added)

http://www.cnmlaw.com/practice-areas/labor-employment

And so when young activists carried a large banner through the streets of Moab that read:

CORPORATIONS GET YOUR OWN LAND.
THIS IS OUR LAND...

...did any of them realize that  the very same green groups claiming to be their allies were funded 
by the very people they were protesting against?

For more:  Read ‘An Honest Response to Bill Hedden, the Grand Canyon Trust & ‘A Just and 
Healthy Future for the 100%’…by Doug Meyer 

& GCT Board Member biographies...
http://www.canyoncountryzephyr.com/2012/06/01/an-honest-response-to-bill-hedden-the-

grand-canyon-trust-a-just-and-healthy-future-for-the-100-by-doug-meyer/

*   Progressives/Greens have attempted to frame their support for the tourist/amenities economy 
as part of a war against climate change. In the recent Grand County election, when progressives 
solidified their control of government, they argued that a proposal to join a coalition of rural coun-
ties to promote energy development could have dire consequences. Candidate Chris Baird argued 
that, “This won’t just be a local impact, it will be a global impact; millions, if not billions of people 
the world over, will suffer if this Coalition’s goals are achieved.”

And Castle Valley Mayor Dave Erley, whose 2008 victory letter defended the amenities economy, 
worried about proposed tar sands proposals and new roads. In a message to fellow members of a 
tightly controlled, members-only online group called “Moab Area Progressive Network (MAPN), 
Erley lamented,  “I am sorry but if climate change is real,  then everything else is window-dressing 
conservation. What happened last night is potentially the biggest threat to Quality of Life since the 
uranium boom.” All the while, he and others continued to support unbridled recreation and tour-
ism expansion.

Neither Erley nor any of the other progressives wanted to discuss the impacts that their own 
preferred economic alternative was creating. Their silence  speaks volumes about the total discon-
nect between “production” and “consumption.” Tourism and recreation and second homes are 
not forms of clean, non-motorized recreation. Grand County boasted building permits in the first 
quarter of 2013 totalling $16 million, but no one from the Progressives seemed concerned. Yet 
these kinds of tourist amenities are inextricably linked to energy extraction. One leads to the other. 
But environmentalists refuse to consider the unholy bond between them.

A few years ago, a United Nations on the impact of tourism on climate change noted that 
“tourism’s contribution to global warming was estimated to contribute between 5% and 14% to the 
overall warming caused by human emissions of greenhouse gases.”

And it will get worse.  “By 2035, tourism’s contribution to climate change may have grown con-
siderably. A recent scenario…considers different emission pathways, including a ‘business as usual’ 
projection based on anticipated growth rates in tourist arrivals, as well as distances travelled by 
various means of transport.…The development of emissions from tourism and their contribution to 
global warming is thus in stark contrast to the international community’s climate change mitigation 
goals for the coming decades.”

To read more:  Moab & Fracking & Climate Change & Elevated River Bikeways…by Jim Stiles
http://www.canyoncountryzephyr.com/2012/10/01/moab-fracking-climate-change-elevated-

river-bikeways-by-jim-stiles/

So, while most environmentalists oppose extraction and speak endlessly of resource degradation 
and the dangers of climate change and fears that the end of life on this planet as we know it is near, 
they seek some comfort in deluding themselves with the myth that if we just build enough wind and 
solar farms and utilize reusable grocery bags that we can restore the life and vitality—and longev-
ity–of the planet. Yes, we can keep on consuming as we always have. And recreating. And promot-
ing the endless growth of things like tourism.

As Wendell Berry wrote (and I’ve re-quoted time and again...

“..this is what is wrong with the conservation movement. It has a clear conscience....To the con-
servation movement, it is only production that causes environmental degradation; the consump-
tion that supports the production is rarely acknowledged to be at fault. The ideal of the run-of-
the-mill conservationist is to impose restraints upon production without limiting consumption or 
burdening the consciences of consumers. “

There is a certain irony that, despite such strong opposition to the energy industry, Moabites 
must admit that the remarkable success of fracking and subsequent  increased oil and gas produc-
tion, which has led to cheaper gas prices and cheaper transportation costs, will be a boon to their 
local tourist industry.

And finally, while progressives embrace social justice causes and rally around popular liberal 
themes, one can’t help but ask, “Where’s the beef?”

A year before his death, Edward Abbey expressed his own dismay. He was often quoted for 
saying, “The only thing worse than a kneejerk liberal is a kneepad conservative.” But in 1988 he 
devoted a page in his journal to “Yuppie Liberalism.” In part he noted:

“They love Negroes, Mexicans and Indians (our official minorities), but prefer not to live near 
them or send their children to their schools...They support civil rights but seem unaware of or 
indifferent to the concentration of wealth and power in America (i.e. one percent of the popula-

THE ‘NEW WEST/PROGRESSIVE’
PARADOX

CONTINUED

...did any of them 
realize that  the very 
same green groups 
claiming to be their 
allies were funded by 
the very people they 
were protesting 
against?
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tion controls thirty-four percent of the country’s wealth, while ten percent controls sixty-eight 
percent) as a threat to democracy. (NOTE: Abbey wrote that 27 years ago)...They promote eco-
nomic Growth while ignoring the effects of Growth upon our air, water, soil, wildlife, open space, 
wilderness, etc...Neo-racism, yupster liberalism, New Age liberalism.”

Last year, the letters to the editor column in the local Times-Independent was overflowing with 
demands that a local popular canyon, called ‘Negro Bill’ Canyon be changed to something less of-
fensive. And it’s true that for years, the reprehensible N-word was used in place of “Negro.” But that 
obscenity was corrected more than 50 years ago. Changing the name again became, briefly,  Moab’s 
latest cause celebre for its liberal constituents. But one would be hard pressed to find those same 
activists doing anything to resolve the outrageous wealth disparity that their amenities economy 
has brought to town.

In November, Moab/Grand County Progressives crushed the old guard, winning all of the seats 
in the county council it sought. Its first order of business was to rescind the previous councils’s vote 
to join a coalition of southern Utah counties. Their goal, to coordinate and consolidate efforts to 
further develop the extraction industry, will continue without Grand County. It was one of the most 
toxic, ugly elections in anyone’s recent memory and, when the dust cleared, Moab established itself, 
more firmly and finally than ever, as the latest permanent colony of the New West.

As one Moab veteran put it, rather depressingly, “We are past the point of no return in becoming 
the final version of a wealthy, crowded ‘in-place’ to be in the New West. The amenities economy at 
its best. Retire to Moab, live your lifelong old hippie dream of citizen activism. You don’t need to 
work anymore, you made your nest egg elsewhere. Save the planet while conveniently ignoring your 
contribution to the problem.”

SUNSET FOR ‘OLD MOAB’ & THE ‘OLD WEST?’

“Did it ever occur to you that everything we done was a mistake? You and me did our jobs too 
well, Woodrow...hell, we killed off most of the people that made this country interestin’ to begin 
with.”

                                                ------Augustus McCrae, ‘Lonesome Dove’

This part is personal.
I came West from Kentucky to make a home in Utah  when I was just out of school and still wet 

behind the ears. I dreamed of the day when I’d need to shave more than once a week. I was raised 
a Republican but had recently discovered ‘Desert Solitaire’ and had morphed into a fire-breathing 
Ed Abbey Groupie. I was pretty sure I knew everything that needed to be known about ‘saving the 
West.’ It had not yet occurred to this young activist that someday I’d feel obliged to try and save it 
from the likes of myself.

Moab was a quiet place in those days. It survived on mining, some ranching, the Atlas mill and 
tourism. Like other young environmentalists of the day, I went to the wilderness hearings and 
attended the public lands debates. Smug and all-knowing–not to mention young and stupid—I 
laughed at the oldtimers, the Moabites who had lived there for years and decades and beyond, who 
resented our ilk and warily viewed us as arrogant interlopers.

I remember one town meeting about wilderness designation, when Moab’s Joe Stocks rose to ad-
dress the crowd. Joe came from one of Moab’s oldest families, going back almost a century, and he 
was not happy to see the changes coming. And he could not understand backpackers.

Joe said, “I spent two years in Vietnam, carrying an 85 pound pack on my back. It was miserable. 
So now that I’m home, why on earth would I want to do that for fun? I love this country but I’m not 
walking my ass off to see it.” We all chuckled, but even then, as otherwise condescending as I could 
be, I saw some logic in Joe’s argument. Or maybe it was his honesty that I admired. The longer I 
lived in Utah, the more I came to respect the Moabites who had come before me, even if I didn’t 
agree with them. I admired their candor. Their integrity. Even if I thought they were wrongheaded.

One day, maybe 25 years ago, I sat down at the counter at the Westerner Grill for lunch. I noticed 
that the man next to me was glaring at the side of my head—I could almost feel it. He squinted for a 
moment and growled, “Aren’t you one of those damn hippies at that wilderness meeting last night 
who wants to lock everything up?”

I gulped. But recovered. “Well...yes I am. Aren’t you one of those anti-wilderness guys who wants 
to bulldoze everything?”

The two questions hung uncomfortably in the air. Finally he said, “Ah..what the hell. What’s Mae 
got on the special today? I’m Neldon Lemon,” and we shook hands. We’d stay friends for decades 
until his death just last year. The last time I saw Neldon, a few years ago, we’d talked about doing 
an interview; he was a good friend of Charlie Steen and memories of those days are fast fading. I 
still regret that I didn’t make a stronger effort to meet again.

And I regret that, in those early days, I didn’t try harder to at least see both sides of the public 
lands debate that was playing out in Moab, and which continues even today. By the time I started 
The Zephyr, I had come to appreciate my ‘Old Moab’ friends, even when we disagreed. I wished 
that I could have seen this country as they did when they were boys and young men. I often tried to 
imagine the red rock through their eyes and their accounts. Maybe that was the problem–I wanted 
to have been there as a boy too. I wanted things to stay as they had been. Like them, the future 
scared me. And yet, I’d guess that most of the older Moabites then saw me as an interloper too. 
And, of course, they were right.

As the years passed and New Moabites became a more prominent force in southeast Utah, I real-
ized that, though we shared similar concerns about the land, many of my new friends had little or 
no regard for the place’s history or the people who came before them. Stories of Moab’s past drew 
little attention. When I ran a three part series by Mark Steen about his father, Charlie Steen, called 
“My Old Man, the ‘Uranium King,’” some of my new progressive friends questioned my sanity. 
“Why would you waste time and pages,” one asked, “on a guy who mined uranium and tore up the 
land? And,” he added, “they made bombs out of it.”

Even trying to explain seemed pointless.  But I persevered and found it more comforting to re-
member where Moab had been than where it was going. Nowadays, many of Moab’s new residents 
think that Southeast Utah itself began on the day of their arrival.

Consequently, I’ve encountered some hostility from Moab’s progressive leaders who believe I’m 
consorting with the enemy. It’s been a strange experience to be the pariah among my old environ-
mentalist pals; they seem unable to grasp that I can retain my own principles and still appreciate 
someone with a different perspective.

Recently County Councilman Chris Baird argued, in an email to me, that because, “probably you 
aren’t from the west,” I was trying to earn my “red-neck merit badge.” He tried to make the argu-
ment that I was somehow usurping his authority as an expert on rural life in Utah and complained 
bitterly on a facebook page, “Try going to church for a few decades, learn to shoot a gun, and drive 
a motorcycle, go hunting,” he wrote, “Or spend your entire life surrounded by your tea party family 
members. I’m sorry, but Jim Stiles doesn’t have the right to dictate anything rural Utah to me.” He 
concluded, “I just get upset that he tries to lecture me on my own turf, as if he knows this com-
munity better than I do, knows rural Utah better than I do. I know rural Utah in a way that he will 
never know it.”

I’ve lived in Utah’s Rural West for 30 plus years and Mr. Baird has been alive for 30 plus years, 
so when it comes to which of us has had more experience, it seems we should be able to call it a 

draw.
The difference between Chris (and so many others like him) and me is that while I still find value 

in aspects of the rural life in Utah, he and his New West allies seem hell-bent on dismantling it. 
Baird may have endured a right-wing  family and “going to church for a few decades,” but I get the 
feeling it’s not a lifestyle or culture he has much use for.

Fair enough, but he and his ilk don’t seem to think the Rural Westerners have the right to exist 
anywhere. So, I don’t understand  why he would want to claim the role of spokesman for rural Utah 
when it’s clear he despises every component of it

I’m far from being a ‘tea party guy’ myself and I don’t know how many of my Old Moab friends 
embrace its core beliefs. What I do know is that, despite our political differences, I still like and 
respect many of the ‘Old Moabites,’ whose families have been in southeast Utah for decades and 
who eked out a hard living in an unforgiving landscape for a century, when nobody else wanted to 
live there at all.  To recall Hedden, it was “a hard place to get rich, but it was a real good place to be 
poor.” 

They may not claim to have a zen experience when they see a canyon country sunset or wax 
poetic about the red rocks, but it doesn’t mean they’re indifferent to the beauty of the land they’ve 
been a part of for so long.

Besides, diversity--- having a different opinion and being able to express it—is a hallmark of 
progressive thought. Remember FDR? He once visited the Grand Canyon with his wife Eleanor. 
She thought it was “the most beautiful and majestic sight” she had ever seen, but he disagreed. “No, 
it looks dead,” he said. “I like my green trees at Hyde Park better. They are alive and growing.”

It just goes to show, everyone’s entitled to their own opinion...even the most revered Liberal of 
the 20th Century.

WHAT’S NEXT...
I don’t know what the future holds for the New West—for towns like Moab. For many of us, it 

feels like its fate is sealed.  How long has it been since our most ardent environmentalists dared to 
speak out against this transmogrification of the Rural West—its ‘Disneyfication?’

Recently, the town has finally been engaged in a debate about affordable housing in Moab/Grand 
County and the gross inequity of its wealth. There are some good hearts and souls still residing in 
my old home town and their passion and concerns are genuine.  But the governing bodies have 
been slow to respond and, at this late date, I’m not sure what can be done to really change a process 
that was proposed and embraced and promoted for the past two decades. Perhaps tax breaks could 
be offered to low income families and a lower percentage rate on loans. Maybe the town can further 
reduce impact fees for them as well. Maybe they can require the larger businesses to provide em-
ployee housing.

But the cost of a starter home in Moab is around $200,000 and, barring some unforeseen cata-
clysmic economic downturn, that won’t change. And now, the same citizens who have supported 
the tourism economy enthusiastically embrace plans to establish Moab as a college town. And that 
will transform the community yet again.

‘Transformation’ is the word to remember. The “amenities economy” was not a device to help 
a community that was struggling to survive. It was a device to replace the community that was 
there—to transform it into something else entirely. To replace it. Like I’ve said before, “Moab is 
assimilated.” Or pretty damn close.

* * *
A few years ago, as social media like facebook began to change the world in ways I could not have 

even imagined, I thought of one of my favorite poet/songwriters, Utah Phillips. His ballad, ‘The 
Tellin’ Takes Me Home’ still haunts me. He wrote:

“I’ll sing about an emptiness the East has never known,
Where coyotes don’t pay taxes and a man can live alone.
And you’ve got to walk forever just to find a telephone.
It’s sad, but the tellin’ takes me home.”

For me,the West was always about silence and space. Lots of it. About endless landscapes that 
stretch to infinity, and skies so vast and unbroken that they defy description, and moments of such 
incredible beauty and clarity that you thought you’d burst if you didn’t share this extraordinary mo-
ment with someone right now.

And what made the West so special was that you couldn’t.
The West was about remoteness and unimagined quiet and sometimes it made us crazy trying to 

decide if we loved it for its solitude or loathed it for its isolation. We really did have to walk forever 
to find a telephone. No one can truly know the West and love the West without also hating it. But 
it was the West’s unforgiving nature that also made us feel stronger. We chose to live here with all 
its emptiness and hardship and unforgiving space. Somehow being able to survive the West, on its 
terms, gave us a leg up on the world.

Still the West overwhelmed us and filled us with unbridled joy and crushing loneliness, all at 
once. Like a bear hug from the Universe, we’d stand on the summit of a favorite peak or stretch out 
on our backs in the middle of a desert valley and for a moment we’d almost be giddy.

And then the silence would sweep over us and we’d search for some sign that we aren’t as insig-
nificant as we feel, and we couldn’t. We’d look around and think—it’s so…big. And suddenly our 
laughter would sound like the hollow giggles of a mad man let loose in a coliseum and we’d start to 
cry. Because this was as good and as bad as it gets.

And we’d feel so alone and we’d want to tell someone. We’d want to hear a voice. But we couldn’t. 
Because this was The West—the big, hard, breathtaking, heartbreaking, unrelenting, unforgiving 
American West.

The West was more than the sum of its parts; now, for so many, its only value is its parts. Should 
we exploit its physical resources? Should we mine it and drill it and chop it? Or should we build 
strip malls and condos and curio shops?  Should we run seismic trucks across the desert or ATVs 
and mountain bikes? And how many more amenities can make the West more attractive? Or profit-
able?

I always knew we couldn’t save the west via elections or ordinances or pieces of legislation. But I 
thought there’d be more defenders who understood what it was they trying to save. One day, I came 
across this quotation, by the late Charles Bowden...

“Imagine the problem is not physical. Imagine the problem has never been physical, that it 
is not biodiversity, it is not the ozone layer, it is not the greenhouse effect, the whales, the old-
growth forests, the loss of jobs, the crack in the ghetto, the abortions, the tongue in the mouth, 
the diseases talking everywhere as love goes on unconcerned.  Imagine the problem is not some 
syndrome of our society that can be solved by commissions or laws or redistribution of what we 
call wealth. Imagine that it goes deeper, right to the core of what we call our civilization and that 
no one outside of ourselves can effect real change, that our civilization, our government are sick 
and that we are mentally ill and spiritually dead - that all our issues and crises are symptoms of 
this deeper sickness.”

Bowden’s right... It goes deeper.
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HERB RINGER came West from his home in 
New Jersey in 1939. Camera in hand, Herb cap-
tured the American West, from the Canadian 
Border to the Rio Grande and from the Big Sur 
coast to the High Plains.

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

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

RENO!
NEVADA
1945
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WASHOE
MARKET

On Virginia Street. 
Herb’s employer for
more than 25 years.
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Willie Flocko’s.....COUNTRY KITCHEN
As some of you no doubt know, Old Flocko’s ancestral home 

is French Lick, Mississippi, not too far from the Louisiana bor-
der, so I grew up with some acquaintance with things “voodoo.” 
However, I had never heard of this recipe until it was recently 
imparted to me by a Hopi attorney acquaintance of mine at a 
meeting on the Navajo Nation at Window Rock. For this recipe 
you will need the following ingredients:

1 package of hot dogs

1 package uncooked long spaghetti (if you go into a trendy, 
gourmet food store, buy the “black” kind that is colored with 
squid ink or the “green” kind which is colored and flavored with 
spinach.)

Lg. Pot of boiling water

Each participant in the Voodoo Hotdog Ceremony should take 
one hotdog and, either to him or herself or to the group as a 
whole, he or she must personify the hotdog, preferably in the 
persona of someone he or she detests. After this personification, 
the participant makes a suitable incantation and pierces the hot-
dog with many sticks of spaghetti. When the hotdog is suitably 
pierced and the participant’s hatred for the victim is suitably 
quelled (this may take more than one hotdog,) the porcupine-
like hotdogs are then placed in the boiling water and cooked for 
12 minutes. The hot dogs, which have now changed in appear-
ance and look like worms are growing out of them, may be re-
moved from the boiling water and eaten.

There are three schools of thought for eating Voodoo Hotdogs. 
One school serves them in a bowl with spaghetti sauce over 
them. The second school serves them on a hotdog bun with mus-
tard, ketchup or other desired condiments. The third school, in 
my opinion the preferable way of serving Voodoo Hotdogs, plac-
es them on a flour tortilla with desired condiments and cheese 
and rolls them up and eats them like a burrito.

As my Hopi attorney friend would say, “Hotdogs, Voodoo Hot-
dogs. What kind of kids eat Voodoo Hotdogs?”

Our buddy 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 mys-
tic from Salt Lake City, 
Utah.  She agrees with 
Edward Abbey that the 
environmental move-
ment needs more poets 
and fewer lawyers (even 
though some of her best 
friends are lawyers).

Mule Deer Protection Act
Of course, the Utah legislature had to blame

Someone for steeply declining  numbers

Of mule deer and other hunted game

Animals -- it couldn’t be the hunters

Themselves, or the fossil fuel industry

Building drill pads on the winter range,

Or suburban sprawl in river valleys

Where deer went to drink. Political campaigns

Depend on those people.  Wolves, exiled

From the state, had left a vacancy

For a large predator, coyotes filled it 

And found themselves hunted for bounty:

Fifty dollars paid for each dead skin.

Run fast, be safe, my wily little ones.

How to Tell a Raven from a Crow

They are all black but not the same blackness.
In sunlight Crow shines iridescent green;
The subtext of Raven is oilslick blue.

Ravens gather in unkindness
Though they are of the same kind. 
Raven solitaire runs with the wolves
Chasing carrion, the crack of gunshots,
Drifting along the edge of the highway 
Hoping for something dead.
When you hear a voice in the woods
You have never heard before, it is Raven
Singing barking dog, running water,
Engines and explosions, nevermore,
Gronk-gronk. Ravens’ wings slice the air
With far more flourish than necessary
Surfing updrafts, turning somersaults,
Extending their long thin feather fingers
In that familiar gesture of disdain.

On the other hand, there is no such thing
As just one Crow, perched lowbrow
In the stark lattice of winter branches.
Raucously playing Exquisite Corpse, 
Charades, Murder in the Dark, laughing stupidly 
At mimes, scarecrows and clowns. 
Crows get up too early, Sing too loudly 
And off-key, though technically
Songbirds they have a tin ear;
Crows hate Owls and feud with Ravens 
Over which feathers to ruffle,
They invented crowbars, hold grudges,
Mourn their dead, never forget a face. 

To eat Crow means 
You know that you were wrong.

To eat Raven means
You should have been paying more attention
Before you pulled that trigger.
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www.eddiemcstiffs.com
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SO BOGIE...WHAT DO 
YOU THINK? FOR 20116... I THINK I NEED A DRINK...

MANY....

MITT??? SERIOUSLY?
YOU’RE REALLY 
SERIOUS?
HELLO?
MITT?

THIRD TIME,   
JIMBO...
IT’S CHARM
TIME...
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T  D  A
from the desk of Ned Mudd, 
reporting from the crawlspace of history

“It is not necessary to ‘go back’ in time to be the kind of creature you are. The genes 
from the past have come forward to us. I am asking that people change not their genes 
but their society, in order to harmonize with the inheritance they already have.” 

Paul Shepard

Homo erectus asphaltus has entered a new and dangerous labyrinth of social experi-
mentation. Thanks to our species’ proclivity for eternal entertainment, we have evolved 
into creatures with a deep seated lust for the latest fickle flash, regardless of how silly or 
ephemeral the attraction is. In sum, we are now guinea pigs in an exotic new quasi-reli-
gion: The Cult of the New. 

As pioneers of Big Data, we now have the ability to communicate with the Cosmos 
simply by feeding Siri our present coordinates. It is an age whereby potentially nefari-
ous threats to our merry-go-round cultural fantasy can be dismissed with the help of 
modern science and its hierarchy of ever-evolving technological gadgetry (tongue pierc-
ing and garish tattoos notwithstanding). Welcome to the Dimformation Age!

Alas, in a world of dimformation, facts become an exceedingly rare commodity. Being 
pesky critters, facts require some amount of verification in order to be useful. Yet, today 
we find ourselves passengers on a digital bullet train, immersed in a hyper-storm of dis-
connected data, one step away from an elusive truth that isn’t what it seems and is what 
it isn’t. If it sounds good, it is good; I saw it on Reality.org.

set loose in a digital hall of mirrors. Space Age monkeys in blue jeans we may be, but 
it appears we’ve arrived in the Cyber World slightly unprepared to deal with our own 
whimsy. Buyer beware.

We are becoming a population of armchair philosophers, comedians, and media 
wonks, waxing poetic mainly to our-
selves. Is anybody actually listening to 
the tsunami of digital babble out there? 
Doubtful, as the ability to truly listen is 
a dying art, perhaps at our peril. And 
we haven’t even gotten to Twitter yet! 

Simply re-posting unvetted Internet 
drivel is hardly a road map to cosmic 
consciousness, despite the dazzling 
retina display. So maybe now is a good 
time to remember the old axiom that 
“you can sprinkle perfume on bullshit, 
but it’s still bullshit.” 

We have finally reached a point in our evolution that mandates hard decisions about 
where to take this so-called civilization we find ourselves in. Standing on the brink of 
becoming cyborg chimpanzees, ever removed from the biological matrix that gave rise 
to us in the first place, we revel at the latest techno trinkets while ignoring the ecological 
debris piling up outside our window. Our fellow planetary critters are vanishing in the 
blink of a robot’s eye, while we dance along to this week’s twerk video. Simply put, the 
Earth is melting down. Not to worry - there’s an app for that.

Suffice it to say, the thrill of the cyber world isn’t going to seem so captivating when 
the well runs dry and the GMO corn won’t grow, thanks to an overpopulated planet of 
globally warmed technogeeks. Are we ready to find out what Soylent Green tastes like? 
Pass the mustard, this puppy is going viral.....

Perhaps the most poignant question facing our current era is this: How much is 
enough? Or will we only discover the answer to that question when we’ve had too much? 
Perhaps if this were a televised game show, our myopic monkey business would be ex-
cusable. But real life tends to be quite unforgiving where monkey business is concerned. 
Or, as Will Rogers once quipped: “Letting the cat out of the bag is a whole lot easier than 
putting it back in.”

When we can slide into our cyber suits and conjure up any reality we want, includ-
ing sex with our favorite celebrity de jour, who will think twice about the collapse of 
the Amazon rain forest? Or disappearing polar caps? Or the last free roaming wolf? 
What may sound over-the-top today will seem pedestrian in tomorrow’s whacky world 
of pixillated tomfoolery. But the losers will be us, exiles from the atavistic incubator of 
humanity - the Wild. 

We may be fashionistas of the highest order, bejeweled, bewitched, and bewildered, 
but we remain bipedal Pleistocene hominids in the depths of our chromosomes, regard-
less of the fact that most of us probably can’t spell Deoxyribonucleic acid. But we can 
only boogie down the razor’s edge for so long before we find ourselves out where the 
buses don’t run. At that point, even Siri won’t be able to find us. We will simply be lost 
in a fata morgana of our own making, servants of some inbred nihilistic chimera that 
nobody controls, yet controls everybody. Unless we decide otherwise. 

Despite what Fox News might have told us, we are biological animals with the same 
basic drives and needs that all mammals come factory loaded with. And that factory is 

just outside the door, seething with an infinite biological 
complexity beyond even Terry Gilliam’s bizarre imagi-
nation. Such is life. And it’s what makes us who we are, 
regardless of how speedy our hard drives whir.

In the final analysis, no sane creature can consistently 
violate the laws of Nature and expect to avoid retribu-
tion. Of course, sanity and cleverness do not always go 
hand in glove. But, as sentient beings, we have a choice 
in where this behemoth of a culture is headed. And a re-
sponsibility to exercise our minds in the pursuit of truth, 
beauty, and freedom. We can become clones in a virtual 

web of tweets, or stand astride terra firma and take ownership of the funky muck of biol-
ogy that constitutes our very being. 

The choice is ours, if we can slow down long enough to let our genes do the talking. 

Salut!

Let’s reflect on the meaning of dimformation - data for the sake of data. Dimformation 
is neither salutary nor informative. True information provides some form of tangible 
benefit to its recipient. A guy who asks directions to the nearest waterhole and receives 
correct instructions has been informed. Dimformation, on the other hand, provides the 
same guy with Pinterest images of every waterhole between Baghdad and Barstow. As 
the old saying goes: a painting of a pizza tastes like paint.  

Dimformation lives in a domain of its own. Not particularly relevant to personal or 
tribal wellbeing, it simply thrives for the sake of itself. Kim Kardashian’s latest wardrobe 

malfunction may be titillating, but hardly 
of any discernible use to a reasonably co-
herent primate. As cotton candy is to food, 
dimformation is to human culture: devoid of 
nutrition, but relished by the hungry and the 
bored.

Which gets us to the gritty meat of the mat-
ter at hand: social media.

Social media is a peculiar worm hole unto 
itself, flashing warmed-over dimformation to 
a captive audience with the collective atten-
tion span of a five year old. And the grand-
daddy of them all is my favorite go-to theater 
of the absurd - FaceBook. Never before in hu-
man history has so much baloney been stuffed 
into one sandwich. Don’t get me wrong: I 
enjoy FaceBook. Perhaps for reasons other 
than its creators would appreciate.

FaceBook is, by any standard of measure-
ment, a gold mine of quasi-relevant data 

masquerading as erudition. A weird species of low-hanging fruit, sparkling in digital 
technicolor, FaceBook offers an endless supply of empty calories to its legion of starving 
socialites. 

On the other hand, FaceBook is every anthropologist’s dream, a virtual treasure trove 
of eccentric human behavior, easily observed through the one-way mirror of technology. 

“I know I’ve posted this Led Zeppelin video 8 times already, but it’s TBT and I can’t 
help but share this again with my 4,879 friends! LOL.” For this malarkey, innumerable 
servers housed in gigantic air conditioned warehouses are sucking energy out of the grid 
as we speak. Stairway to Heaven, indeed. 

There is a certain stink of narcissism associated with much of what passes for today’s 
social media. Constantly telling a crowd of strangers our heartfelt thoughts is down-
right kooky. Infatuated with our virtual lives, we resemble a troop of untethered souls 

Alas, in a world of dimformation, facts become 
an exceedingly rare commodity. Being pesky critters, 

facts require some amount of verification in order 
to be useful. Yet, today we find ourselves passengers on 

a digital bullet train, immersed in a hyper-storm 
of disconnected data, one step away from an elusive truth 

that isn’t what it seems and is what it isn’t. 
If it sounds good, it is good; I saw it on Reality.org.
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LIFETIME
BACKBONER

STEVE RUSSELL
Moab, UT

Postscript:  Lest my readers think I’ve neglected the tantalizing subject of artificial 
intelligence (AI), there is a logic to that avoidance. It is simply because the rush to per-
fect artificial intelligence seems laughable when you consider that our species has barely 
demonstrated that we, ourselves, can act intelligently. Enough about that nonsense.

[Editor’s note: Ned Mudd can be reached on FaceBook, a site he frequents for laughs 
and assorted dimformation. Of course, there are, indeed, worthy FaceBook sojourners. 
Friends of the Canyon Country Zephyr being one of them.]
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FROM THE ZEPHYR ARCHIVES

THE ‘PROFESSOR’ OF PROFESSOR VALLEY
The Eternal Optimist, Wanderer and Dreamer---SYLVESTOR RICHARDON

LLOYD PIERSON

He was known as an eternal optimist, a wanderer, dreamer and sometime impracti-
cal pioneer. His name was Sylvester Richardson. The west of the post-Civil War era was 
filled with ambitious men out to conquer the west, get out of the congested east and 
make a fortune or at least settle down on some fertile acres and lead a better life. Rich-
ardson was one of these and despite his sometimes ineptness and over-blown dreams, 
he left his mark on several parts of the west—the last being the country to the northwest 
of the La Sal Mountains in Utah. Professor Valley, Richardson Amphitheater, Professor 
Creek and the Richardson Post office were all named after him. His nickname, “Profes-
sor,” was given to him early in life because his peers recognized his apparent encyclope-
dic knowledge based on a lifetime involvement in many endeavors. It was said that he 
always had a book under his arm.

Richardson’s life story began in West Camp, New York on the Hudson River, where 
he was born in 1830. His family had long lived there. His grandfather fought with 
George Washington during the revolutionary birth of our country. His father, an 
abolitionist, worked with the Underground Railway, helping Southern slaves escape to 
freedom in the northern U.S. And Canada.

In his 20’s, Richardson’s family moved to Sheboygan Falls, Wisconsin and he accom-
panied them. This move seems to have initiated his restless spirit and yearn for wander-
ing as his horizons were widened.

After a few years of teaching school and singing lessons and working as a carpen-
ter, he picked up and moved, with his wife Elizabeth, whom he’d married in 1858, to 
Denver, Colorado, arriving there in July, 1860. The great gold strikes of the Colorado 
Rockies undoubtedly lured him westward with their possibilities of fame and fortune.

His time in and about Denver brought him neither. He worked as a teamster and for 
a while he tried ranching some 22 miles from town. The story is told that rather than go 
to the forest for firewood he chopped up the ranch fence rails to burn one winter. This 
was indicative of his ability to run a good ranch operation and he, his wife, and his son 
Denver, born on 1861, soon packed up and went back to Wisconsin for a while.

tales of mineral wealth and agricultural potential in the Gunnison Valley gathered to 
him a band of some 20 visionaries, all men, ready to conquer the wilderness.

They set out in April, 1874, and were almost immediately hit with an unseasonable 
two-foot snowfall just south of Denver. After the thaw some days later, the braver souls 
pushed on to the Gunnison via Colorado Springs, Ute Pass, South Park and over Poncha 
and Cochetopa Passes to the site of Gunnison. On May 21, 1874, lots of 160 acres were 
drawn for until 31 had been passed out. Richardson built the first cabin, a dirt-roofed 
crude structure, and 20 more were started by the rest of the colony.

Dissention broke out during the summer over the platting of the town and the loca-
tion of a bridge over the Gunnison River. One third of the men took to the hills to pros-
pect that same summer. The colony struggled along aided by newcomers from Denver 
and Trinidad and the fertile soil which produced good potatoes and garden crops.

Some of the colony returned to Denver for the Winter and the 20 remaining were 
scattered over a 30 mile radius. Only Richardson remained of the original founding 
colony but the future of Gunnison was assured as the Spring of 1875 arrived. The Utes in 
the region were removed to a new reservation further west and more land was available 
to settlers.

A post office was established in 1876, mostly for the settlers surrounding Gunnison 
as only Richardson and a few others remained in the town. By 1877 the county had been 
set up and elections of officials accomplished. Another mining flurry occurred in 1879 
which led to the replatting of the town of Gunnison with the involvement of Richardson. 
Dissention broke out again that winter with the town split in two; but by 1880 Gunnison 
grew to a thousand. Many toll roads were built to satisfy the mineral exploitation and 
agricultural development. The Denver and Rio Grande Railroad built to Gunnison in 
1881 assuring its permanence.

Meanwhile, during 1875-1883 Richardson was totally involved in making the settle-
ment work. He was the instigator in getting a sawmill in the area; finished the bridge 

But Richardson had been infected with the western fever and he was soon back in 
Denver. Talking to many of the prospectors and mountain men who used Denver as the 
base for their search of the Rocky Mountains for mineral and other riches. Richardson’s 
desires were further honed to make his fame and fortune. They talked of a fabulous 
country further west, over the continental divide, especially the newly entered but va-
cant Gunnison Valley.

Opportunity came to Sylvester Richardson in July of 1873 when he joined an explor-
ing expedition of 30 men, 8 teams and pack animals under Dr. John Parsons to exploit 
and develop the mineral resources of the Elk Mountains in the vicinity of the Gunnison 
Valley. Richardson signed on as a geologist, evidently having developed some skills in 
that area somewhere or perhaps talking a “good fight” and selling himself to Parsons. 
The happy group broke up shortly after reaching the Elk Mountains and Richardson set 
out to explore the region on his own. By October, 1873, he had walked some 600 miles 
and covered much of the Gunnison Basin. He discovered important marble, coal and 
carbonate deposits and most of all land that he considered arable and ripe for settle-
ment.

He returned to Denver in the Fall of 1873 and by February of 1874 he had set up a 
joint stock company capitalized at $6,000 to establish the townsite of Gunnison. His 

across the Gunnison just south of Palisades; developed and sold coal mines and toll 
roads; tried his hand at making bricks, terra cotta, and cement; built a stationary and 
drug store, which served the community as a church, law office, school, political and so-
cial gathering place. He put up buildings on many of the lots he owned and he wrote for 
the local papers, including the short-lived one he started in 1883, and he made speeches 
and entertained as a musician. However, Richardson’s business acumen is best illus-
trated by his deal with Otto Mears for the Cebolla Toll Road to haul coal to Lake City. 
Richardson built it for $2,000 and sold it to Mears for half that. Reportedly a business 
deal altogether too typical of Richardson.

By November of 1885 he was broke and his prospects in ruins. He packed his belong-
ings and set out with a wagon and team and a friend, Joseph Harpole, to move to what 
is now known as Professor Valley, along the Colorado River between Moab and Dewey. 
They came by way of Paradox Valley in Colorado and Richardson settled on what he 
called Bijou Creek, now the Professor Creek, according to U.S. Geological Survey maps. 
His fortunes were at low ebb for it was reported that he only had three dollars in his 
pocket when he arrived in Utah.

Gunnison papers reported that Richardson had founded the first Gentile colony in 

By November of 1885 he was broke and his prospects in ruins. He packed his belongings and set out with 
a wagon and team and a friend, Joseph Harpole, to move to what is now known as Professor Valley, along 
the Colorado River between Moab and Dewey...His fortunes were at low ebb for it was reported 
that he only had three dollars in his pocket when he arrived in Utah.
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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

Utah. If so, it consisted mostly of Richardson, for he apparently had no family with him 
until he remarried in the fall of 1886 to Marion Muir, a writer who contributed to the 
Rocky Mountain News and the Denver Inter-Ocean, whom he met while running his 
newspaper, the Gunnison Sun.

Richardson established a store at the mouth of Professor Creek. This was built of slabs 
set in the ground vertically and was only the Dole Ranch property until it burned some 
years ago. A post office named Richardson was established here on September 15, 1886, 
with Richardson as Postmaster. Mail came over the trail from Moab until Richardson 
secured an “established mail route” to Cisco in July of 1888, “a much shorter trip than 
the present way of circling around via Moab and Thompson.”

Richardson also homesteaded a farm/ranch further up the creek on property pres-
ently owned by Robin Wilson, the Professor Valley Ranch. Here he experimented with 
the growing of various trees and plants to see which would do best in the desert climate. 
During 1887 and 1888 he and his wife continued to submit glowing reports on the agri-
cultural successes he and his neighbors were making in the valley and in “Little Castle 
Valley” (now Castle Valley) to the Grand Junction News. In January of 1897 the editor 
of the Grand Valley Times visited Richardson, describing his home and ranch life. He 
reportedly had an orchard and vineyard under cultivation. Mrs. Richardson was contrib-
uting to “leading papers and periodicals throughout the country” as a writer.

Later that year, in April 30, 1897, it was reported that the fruit was in bloom at the 
Richardsons’ ranch. Almonds, Japanese plums, apricots, pie plant (rhubarb,) asparagus 
and onions were growing there. Today there is a dense grove of trees near the ruins of 
the homestead where Richardson lived. Among the trees today are honey locust, allan-
tha (tree of heaven,) elm, ash, osage orange, apricot, pear mulberry, lombardy poplar, 
apple, silver maple and others. More than the soil of Richardson’s Ranch was fertile, for 
it was announced in the Grand Junction News that Mrs. Richardson produced a son on 
February 22, 1888; no name was given.

Grand County was created by an act of March 13, 1890 and separated from Emery 
County. This created a need for county officers at the county seat in Moab. Sylvester 
Richardson was appointed prosecuting attorney until a general election could be held 
that fall. At the general election, Richardson was voted in as a selectman.

He continued his interest in politics during his lifetime as the Grand Valley Times 
reported in its weekly publication which started in 1896. He served frequently as an 
election judge for his area and sometimes was on the county Republican committee 
although he seemed to lean more to an Independent philosophy. In October of 1896 he 
ran as an Independent for County Attorney and lost, getting only 60 votes.

Richardson, in keeping with the times, was not too fond of Mormonism, although in 
his reports to the News he mentions various aspects of life in Moab, where most of the 
Mormons settled, very favorably. He brags about Bishop Stewart’s peaches and thanks 
Postmaster Crouse of Moab for his help. The polygamy problem seems to have been 
at the bottom of most of the antagonism. However, in 1900 he presided over a girls’ 
oratorical contest in Moab on Pioneer Day, so it wasn’t all bad. During the same period 
he was engaged in a legal battle with his neighbor, Waring, over the water in Professor 
Creek. It was finally settled in November 1900, with Richardson getting one third of 
one cubic foot per second as a primary right. Waring got two thirds of a cubic food per 
second after this and then the rest of the water was to be divided equally. Inasmuch as 
Waring settled in the area after Richardson, this seems a rather unfair division.

1900 was a bad year for Richardson, as he was accused by the postal authorities of a 
shortage of funds at his post office. Friends raised a $2,000 bond and by the end of the 
year he had satisfactorily cleared the matter.

The professor died in Morrison, Colorado on May 4, 1902. Over-exposure while locat-
ing and surveying oil lands around Cisco hastened his death, according to the papers. 
The Grand Valley Times said he was 76 years old and that his son, Denver, born in 1861 
in Denver, was a conductor on the Denver and Rio Grande Railroad and was the first 
child born in Denver. It is ironic that Richardson was prospecting so far from home as 
one of the earliest uranium claims in Grand County was located just across the creek 
from his home and less than a mile away. Such was Richardson’s luck, however.

Richardson was described as over six feet in height and “spare of build.” He wore a 
beard most of his life and was at home in the hills as well as the town. He was a good 
conversationalist and spoke in a positive manner, which brought him attention. He 
left Gunnison with good feelings, but not Grand County. His wife, who had moved to 
Morrison, Colorado, complained to the Denver Post that the Mormon neighbors had 
interfered with Richardson’s endeavors—possibly referring to the water suit. The editor 
of the Grand Valley Times denied this. Marion Richardson sold the ranch, both parcels, 
by the end of 1902 with “water rights and ditches.”

Today there are foundations of Richardson’s buildings and a rocked-up well located 
north of the grove he planted on the Wilson Ranch. They give evidence of the Professor’s 
dreams and hopes. Perhaps they can someday be studied and preserved, for the Profes-
sor deserves some recognition for his contributions to the settlement of the pioneer 
west.

Former NPS Ranger LLOYD PIERSON still lives in MOAB, 
UTAH. At 91, as ornery as ever. He wrote this story in 1991.
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From the ‘Flying Knouff Family...Sister & Brother:

the sis...B E C K Y    K N O U F F 

New River, Arizona

CLOUDS in Spanish Valley

La Sal Junction

FOR MANY MORE 
IMAGES BY
BECKY AND TERRY, 
VISIT OUR 
HOME PAGE

Becky Knouff has lived in Moab, Utah for 
the last 27 years.  She is a third generation 
house painter following in the footsteps of her 
father, grandfather, uncles and brothers.  She 
enjoys photography, and  developed her style 
early on being influenced by her three brothers 
unique take on life and her love for “all things 
old”.  Embracing the beautiful aged patina that 
time paints on the world in the form of cracked 
and peeling paint, architecture eaten away by 
wind and rain, and the wonderful emptiness of 
vast landscapes, believing that our history is 
important and capturing that history in photo-
graphs is her passion.
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the bro...T E R R Y    K N O U F F 

Manipulated Moab Chev, Polaroid SX70 film.

Manipulated Polaroid...
formerly the ‘Westerner Grill”

Gas station: My brother and sister painted this movie set gas station, 
people stopped for gas and beer anyway.

CANYONLANDS RODEO GROUNDS...

Caddy Fin : Moab attracts all manner of wheeled vehicles, some like this Cad 
have more class than others.

Terry Knouff has been loving the Canyonlands country since 1979, and living in it 
since 1987. But his first love ( not counting Claudia Fancier in the 4th grade) is photog-
raphy. Especially instant photography, the kind the Polaroid Corporation once provided 
to the world. Those days are past, Polaroid went belly up, and the Canyonlands have 
, by some estimations, been loved to death. But life goes on, and Terry continues to 
find enjoyment in the Canyon Country near his home in Moab, Utah, and in the art of 
Photography. He has since found some satisfaction in digital photography, but of late 
he’s yearned for the “good-old-days” of his instant photography youth. You can find his 
photography online at http://www.flickr.com/photos/tknou
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ESTABLISHMENT ENVIRONMENTALISM
& ‘Change without Changing’

Scott Thompson
Sometimes a radical movement ignites a spark of passion that captures the public’s 

imagination. After awhile powerful people, assuming they have some foresight, come 
to recognize that in order to protect themselves the group must be granted a bona fide 
role in society. Indeed, such a maneuver often confers a bonus beyond neutralizing the 
movement’s threat: the group’s symbols and terminology can be turned around to sup-
port the mainstream political and economic order.While still seeming to change it. I call 
such a scheme change without changing.So it is that mainstream environmentalism has 
thrived by focusing on environmental work that does not fundamentally threaten the 
mainstream political and economic order, such as preserving large tracts of wild land or 
fighting pollution from coal-fired power plants. And while these efforts are important, 
and probably necessary, they don’t effect the radical social transformations - change 
itself - that are essential in order to save planetary ecologies in the long run.

Another irony is that what has become vital to establishment environmentalism’s 
prosperity is appearing to save the environment. Yet another irony (they’re stacking up, 
aren’t they?) is that this 
appearance is maintained 
by the predominant belief 
of those within mainstream 
environmentalism that 
they are doing all they can 
to save the environment.

We can see how far 
establishment environmen-
tal groups have distanced 
themselves from the 
essential transformations 
– change itself - by looking 
at three vital issues. The 
first two have been well 
known since at least the 
1960s, while the hair-rais-
ing nature of the last has 
became apparent to the 
best climate scientists in 
the last 5-7 years.

The first issue: signifi-
cantly reducing the human 
population. Let’s initially 
draw from two Elders of 
the environmental move-
ment, Edward Abbey and 
Gary Snyder, because they 
wrote about the real thing.

Abbey’s comments, vintage 1967, crackle with energy. Bear in mind that the U.S. 
population at the time was 200,700,000, as compared to today’s 312,600,000: “It will 
be objected that a constantly increasing population makes resistance and conservation 
a hopeless battle. This is true. Unless a way is found to stabilize the nation’s [existing] 
population, the parks cannot be saved. Or anything else worth a damn. Wilderness pres-
ervation, like a hundred other good causes, will be forgotten under the overwhelming 
pressure of a struggle for mere survival and sanity in a completely urbanized, ever more 
crowded environment. For my own part I would rather take my chances in a thermo-
nuclear war than live in such a world.” (Desert Solitaire, Touchstone version, p.52.)

In 1969 Gary Snyder published his seminal “Four Changes,” a twelve page article 
that crystallized environmental priorities from a deep ecology perspective. While he 
wrote with a cooler hand than Cactus Ed, he was even more pointed:  “There are now 
too many human beings, and the problem is growing rapidly worse. It is potentially 
disastrous not only for the human race but for most other life forms…The goal would 
be half of the present world population or less…The long-range answer is a steady low 
birthrate…the measure of ‘optimum population’ should be based on what is best for 
the total ecological health of the region, including its wildlife populations.” (A Place in 
Space, pp. 32-34.)

When he wrote “Four Changes” the world population was 3,631,000,000. Just recent-
ly it topped 7 billion. Snyder’s goal was 1,816,000,000 or less.

Today, in spite of dropping birth rates in many places, human overpopulation re-
mains an intense, unresolved predicament. Even if it should somehow “stabilize” at 10 
billion at mid-century, as certain experts glibly predict, just think: how are that many 
people going to survive with a meaningful lifestyle on a planet with an increasingly 
unstable and therefore unpredictable climate, without completely destroying essential 
biodiversity and therefore themselves?

The assumption that the global population will peak at the predicted numbers and 
that this will somehow contribute to social stability is a pipe dream, concocted by people 
who find the truth either too financially expensive or too emotionally painful to bear. 
It’s also textbook change without changing.

If this seems unfair, consider what the classic book The Limits to Growth, first pub-
lished in 1972, had to say about the matter: “The unspoken assumption behind all of the 
model runs we have presented in this chapter [on technology and the limits to growth] 
is that population and capital growth should be allowed to continue until they reach 
some ‘natural’ limit. This assumption also appears to be a basic part of the human value 
system currently operational in the real world. Whenever we incorporate this value into 
the model, the result is that the growing system rises above its ultimate limit and then 
collapses…Given that first assumption, that population and capital growth should not 
be deliberately limited but should be left to ‘seek their own levels,’ we have not been 
able to find a set of policies that avoids the collapse mode of behavior.” (Authors Donel-

la Meadows, Dennis Meadows, Jorgen Randers, and William Behrens III; pp. 142-143.)

Stanford biologists Paul and Anne Ehrlich and their colleague Gretchen Daily have 
estimated that the optimal long-term global population for a sustainable civilization on 
our planet is about 2 billion people. That’s what the population was in 1930. (See their 
2004 book, One With Nineveh, pp. 184-185.) Richard Heinberg, in his 2003 book, The 
Party’s Over, cited a study by Russell Hopfenberg and David Pimentel that made the 
same estimate. (p. 226.)

So: ask yourself if the establishment environmental organizations on your plate 
advocate significantly reducing global population. Another way this can be phrased is 
not overpopulating ecosystems beyond their carrying capacity. Check this out on their 
websites or when you get letters from them seeking donations.

Bet you’ll find that 
almost none of them 
do.

Second issue: 
repudiating exponen-
tial economic growth. 
Here is Gary Snyder in 
“Four Changes:” “To 
grossly use more than 
you need, to destroy, is 
biologically unsound…
humanity has become 
a locustlike blight on 
the planet that will 
leave a bare cupboard 
for its own children 
– all the while living a 
kind of addict’s dream 
of affluence, comfort, 
eternal progress, using 
the great achievements 
of science to produce 
software and swill…a 
continually ‘growing 
economy’ is no longer 
healthy, but a can-
cer…Economics must 
be seen as a small sub-

branch of ecology…” (pp. 38-39).

In 1967 Edward Abbey said, “Growth for the sake of growth is a cancerous mad-
ness…an economic system which can only expand or expire must be false to all that is 
human.” (Desert Solitaire, p. 127.) In 1982 he added: “We hear the demand by conven-
tional economists for increased ‘productivity’…Productivity of what? For whose benefit? 
To what end? By what means and at what cost? Those questions are not considered. We 
are belabored by the insistence on the part of our politicians, businessmen and mili-
tary leaders, and the claque of scriveners who serve them, that ‘growth’ and ‘power’ are 
intrinsic goods…As if gigantism were an end in itself.” (The Best of Edward Abbey, p. 
298.)

James Gustave Speth, a professor at Vermont Law School, arrived at similar conclu-
sions in his 2008 book, The Bridge at the Edge of the World: “Right now, one can only 
conclude that growth is the enemy of environment. Economy and environment remain 
in collision…Capitalism as we know it today is incapable of sustaining the environment.” 
(pp.57, 63.)

Among other things, he foun destructive correlations between exponential economic 
growth on the one hand and increases in environmental impacts on the other, and 
between increasing incomes on the one hand and many negative environmental impacts 
on the other. (pp. 51-52, 56-57.) The pattern is simple: the more the economic output 
grows, the more damage relevant ecologies suffer.

He is also skeptical that reducing greenhouse gas emissions and continued economic 
growth are compatible processes: “In the carbon dioxide example, almost half the 
required rate of [technological] change is needed simply to compensate for the effects of 
economic growth…Perhaps it can be done. I am doubtful…” (p.114).

And he did contend that markets could be effective, at least in theory, if prices 
included environmental costs, which they now do not. This phenomenon is known as 
“market failure.” But Washington lobbyists and the government that works for them 
have been unwilling to make this happen, and that phenomenon is known as “political 
failure.” (pp. 52-54.) The trouble is that way too many powerful people have way too 
much money invested in keeping these failures going.

So: do the mainstream environmental organizations you’re interested in openly 
advocate on their websites either for scrapping growth economic models in favor of no-
growth models (for example, Daly and Farley, Ecological Economics) or at a minimum 
insisting that all environmental costs without exception be included in market prices?

The best bet is that they’re either silent or waffling on that one.

Third issue: reducing atmospheric C02 to 350 parts per million or less FAST (the cur-
rent level is over 396 ppm and rising by about 2 ppm each year).

By late 2005, NASA scientist James Hansen was openly talking about recent paleo-
climate research showing that the planet is perilously close to global warming “tipping 
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points.” Meaning that once the oceans and atmosphere heat up beyond a critical point 
amplifying feedbacks, including most prominently the uncontrolled melting of massive 
ice sheets, will take the process of global warming out of humanity’s hands. The results 
will be catastrophic sea level rises, massive acceleration of species extinctions due to 
“unnaturally rapid shifting of climatic zones,” hellaciously destructive storms from an 
increasingly unstable climate (we’re already beginning to get these), and an epidemic of 
famines from droughts, floods, and the melting of glaciers that feed major rivers. Plus 
other ugly surprises.

Every mainstream environmentalist not high on cough syrup knows this much. The 
sticking point is that in late 2007 Hansen and his colleagues determined that the safe 
level of atmospheric C02 is actually 350 ppm or less; that we are dangerously close to 
the tipping points right now. Up until then it was thought that some additional warming 
was safe. Another 1.2 degrees C or maybe 0.7 degrees C. In other words, it was thought 
that there was leeway for at least a modified version of business as usual.

I can think of three motivations for their largesse to the major green groups.
Speth gives us the first: “The eco-efficiency of the economy is improving…However, 

eco-efficiency is not improving fast enough to prevent impacts from rising…things are 
getting worse at a slower rate.” (The Bridge at the Edge of the World, p. 51.) The irony 
is that by slowing down the rate of environmental destruction, mainstream environ-
mentalism is in fact supporting exponential economic expansion, and with it an ever-
increasing population and ever-increasing C02 emissions. It has unwittingly given an 
unworkable system even more time to degrade ecologies and continue its relentless 
trajectory toward global warming tipping points. Change without changing.

Wealthy environmental donors and board members know that once recipient organi-
zations have large operating budgets they will be exquisitely careful to not bite the big 
hands that feed them. And that in time they will learn to carefully avoid advocating for 
change itself, because that’s precisely what the bite is.

A second motivation is that green credentials are important to protecting one’s brand 
in the global business world these days. So there is a kind of perverse common sense op-
erating when an environmental scoundrel shovels money into a well known green group 
and then participates as a board member (think of the photo ops). It reminds me of my 
childhood in the small town South in the 1950s and 1960s, where the local business-
men were solid financial supporters of the respected churches around town. This was 
a necessary step in order to bolster their business reputations. If they slipped off to the 
whorehouse after being seen smiling in church, their reputations as respectable busi-
nessmen were nevertheless safe. There may be a comparable process happening with 
green credentials today.

A third motivation for some is a sincere desire to help the environment, while avoid-
ing any risk to their own economic interests.

To wrap up now. It often happens that when we set out to solve a vitally important 
problem, we end up perpetuating it, in spite of our initial idealism. This is particularly 
sad in the case of establishment environmentalism, because there is much to respect 
in the people who work within it. Many of them have given up business or professional 
opportunities which would have made them much more money, and they carry out prag-
matic tasks that matter.

Functioning as they do within the mainstream environmental box, they probably do 
not like the idea that on a fundamental level their work is perpetuating the system they 
entered the field to change. I expect they are even less fond of the thought that they are 
conferring green business credentials upon polluters who come to them with mixed 
motivations at best.

And they especially don’t appreciate Jim Stiles calling attention to the absurdity of 
their circumstances.

Absurdity and sincerity make strange companions within one’s psyche.

For more change without changing.

And indeed, governments in developed countries have largely ignored what Hansen 
and his colleagues said, opting for business as usual. B-b-but gosh, with planetary disas-
ter & all at stake, you’d think mainstream environmental groups would have jumped on 
board with 350 ppm. As the Dalai Lama did by letter in December, 2008.

But come to think of it, maybe the Dalai Lama has the advantage of not being depen-
dent on wealthy donors, at least when it comes to environmental matters (I don’t know 
where the Tibetan government-in-exile gets its funding). Or maybe His Holiness doesn’t 
care what his donors (if any) think about 350 ppm. Either way, good for him.

So: see if the major environmental organizations you’re aware of have caught up with 
the Dalai Lama. Look on their websites to see if they’ve endorsed 350 ppm.

Unless one of them is 350.org, I’ll betcha they haven’t.

A solid indication of what’s behind change without changing in big time environ-
mentalism can be found in Jim Stiles’ outstanding story, “The Greening of Wilderness 
(Part 2),” which was printed in the August/September 2008 issue of the Zephyr. He 
described mainstream green board members who were, let’s see, up to their arses in coal 
or nuclear, or backing an airline that massively farts C02, or who have been convicted of 
securities fraud, and so on. Not exactly behavior that is congruent with green exemplars 
like Rachel Carson, John Muir, Adolph Murie, or Edward Abbey. Mainstream enviros 
largely responded to Stiles’ story by either ignoring it or dismissing him as a “disgrun-
tled conservationist.”

Which meant that he hit the bulls eye: more than a few of the people who donate bag-
fuls of money to mainstream environmental organizations or who serve on their boards 
are ardent fans of both market failure and political failure. That’s the point.
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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

THE FOOTPRINTS
Top 10 List

From the
DESERT RAT
COMMANDO

A team of scientists, in a 
groundbreaking analysis 
of data from hundreds of 
sources, has concluded that 
humans are on the verge of 
causing unprecedented dam-
age to the oceans and the 
animals living in them.

“We may be sitting on a 
precipice of a major extinc-
tion event,” said Douglas J. 
McCauley, an ecologist at the 
University of California, Santa 
Barbara, and an author of 
the new research, which was 
published on Thursday in the 
journal Science.

http://www.cnbc.com/id/102343516

IT’S
WINTER.
I’M COLD &
I SURE AS 
HELL DON’T 
FEEL LIKE
DOING A 
‘TOP 10’
LIST.

SO HOW 
ABOUT THE
TOP ONE
 REASON
WE’RE NOT
DOING A 10
THIS TIME...

BECAUSE I
DON’T WANNA.
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KEN SLEIGHT REMEMBERS...part 3
THE EARLY 1950s...

KEN SLEIGHT continues his remembrance...the early 1950s...

At twenty-one years of age, in 1950, I went through a hellish year, as national and international 
events seemed to pull me into areas in which I had little control. Distractions were many. Continu-
ous war talk left my mind immobilized, an ominous beginning for the decade.

President Truman ordered the development of the hydrogen 
bomb, and in short order, on March 8, 1950 the Soviets announced 
that they too had possession of an atomic bomb.

I still hung on at the University of Utah - my third year. The Dean 
told me that I wasn’t a good student. My grade point average plum-
meted to a C average, and I flunked a few courses. Too much cutting 
of classes and hiking the mountain trails.

On a shoestring budget, I didn’t even have a car. I pondered on 
buying a used one, but then I asked myself, for why? I’d probably 
not be around much longer to enjoy or pay for it anyway. After all, 
some 40 percent of American households still didn’t have a car 
either. Considering my lust for travel and wandering about, it would 
have lent itself to my cutting even more classes than I did.

As I said, there were many distractions. During this time, my 
bishop asked me to go on a mission after the school year was over. 

This was tempting. Wanting an assignment in Peru, I took a course in Spanish to prepare the way. 
I’d be able to explore Cusco and Machu Picchu, and Lake Titacaca and the hundreds of other an-
cient archeological ruins that I so wanted to see.

Ominous clouds lay on the horizon. U.S. Senator Joseph R. McCarthy made an ass of himself 
with his announcement that he held a list of 205 known card-carrying communists working in the 
State Department. Though he didn’t produce much, a nationwide frenzy of communist hysteria 
followed. People everywhere was searching under pillows and in closets for evidence that family 
members, friends, and acquaintances might be a bit pinko.

North Korean forces had gathered north of the 38th Parallel for an invasion of South Korea. 
America had grown tired of supporting the chaotic situation. Korean leader Syngman Rhee angrily 
took issue with the American people’s apathy, and in disgust, he pushed his own troops northward 
across the 38th Parallel into North Korea in order to provoke war.

On June 25, 1950, another day of infamy, Communist North Korea forces invaded South Korea 
crossing the 38th parallel, capturing Seoul, and the war was on. It was a “bandit raid,” the Presi-
dent retorted. The war brought the president, as he had counted on, overwhelming support for his 
“police action” encounter.

That day, the most fateful day of my life, sped me down a road that I didn’t want to travel. I at-
tended summer school at the time, the military draft loomed on the horizon, and I was at the prime 
age for induction.

U.N. forces completely controlled South Korea by September. By that time, thousands of troops 
and civilians lay dead or wounded. Then all hell broke lose again. General MacArthur sent his 
troops north across the 38th, all the way to the Yalu River and the border of Manchuria. At that 
point, Chinese communist troops joined the North Koreans, and their combined forces, some 
300,000 troops, fought the U.N. back to the 38th parallel. The casualties: 15,000 marines had been 
trapped and 3,000 of them killed and 7,000 wounded.

On the home front, the New Deal died. Wallace F. Bennett won the race in 1950 for the Senate in 
beating out Elbert D. Thomas, an old Roosevelt liberal. Bennett wrote a book that year, Faith and 
Freedom. It surely must have helped his candidacy. He clamored for a strong national defense and 
later lobbied hard for the Glen Canyon dam. I voted for him then, but I regret my vote now.

The city of Bountiful, population 6,004, annexed our farm. Excitement ensued on the comple-
tion of the new sewer system and the fact that it worked. Some of us worried about sprawl. taking 
over the farm lands.

Nuclear tests began on Jan 27, 1951 when a B-50 dropped an atomic bomb that detonated more 
than a thousand feet above the desert floor of Frenchman Flat in Nevada. In the next 11 years, 100 
atmospheric tests would take place, sending hazardous and life-killing radioactive dust storms all 
over Utah

After summer school ended, a bunch of us students took a road trip to southern Utah to explore 
the canyon country. In the party were Bob Waite, Jim Dean, Blaine Busenbark, Neldon Chris-
tensen, Richard Elzinga, and myself.

At Capitol Reef, we met Charles Kelly, the cus-
todian of the park, sitting on a wooden chair next 
to a small shed. We sat there for a couple of hours 
entranced with his tall tales about the canyons. I 
didn’t know it then, but Kelly wrote gobs of books 
and articles on outlaws, old pioneer trails, and 
Mormon history..

We also visited Elijah Cutler Behunin’s one-
room sandstone block cabin on the Fremont River. 
Tabitha Jane, Elijah’s wife, was a second cousin of 
mine. Though they departed long ago, I felt a kin-
ship to them and their 13 children and sensed the 
troubles they must have endured as they pioneered 
the land.

Nearing Monticello, we stopped at Marie 
Ogden’s Home of Truth Colony, a religious com-
munity that she founded in 1933, and we visited 
with her for a while. An accomplished musician, 
she played her piano for us. She told us as how she 
hiked to the top of nearby Shay Mountain each year 
to receive revelation and inspiration.

And we drove to Monticello and looked about the old flourmill erected in pioneer times by Ches-
ter and Sarah Black. I claim Sarah as another cousin of mine. This trip began shaping up as a “meet 
your kin” trip.

We journeyed south to Monument Valley. The sandy road proved difficult to negotiate and while 
the other guys were digging our stuck car out, I hiked up and over some sand dunes and came upon 

a Navajo family. The woman of the house, weaving a beautiful blanket, showed me other blankets 
that she had made and were for sale. I wished that I had the money to buy one. After a short chat, I 
hurried back to the car where the guys were waiting.

We drove over to Father Liebler’s mission to the Navajos on the San Juan River near Bluff. At his 
invitation, we camped near his chapel that night. The next morning, it being Sunday, we attended 
his Episcopal services. We listened closely as he told us about his mission.

This great trip exerted a great influence on my later life. Blaine Busenbark enjoyed telling us 
about his uncle Bert Loper, the grand old man of the river. Also Jim Dean had run the river with 
Loper. Before our trip had ended, Jim invited me on a private trip through Lodore Canyon in the 
fall, and I took him up on it.

My first trip on the Colorado River system excited me greatly. The trip list: Jim Dean, Malcolm 
“Moki Mac” Ellingston and Al Quist, and other veteran river runners. We became life-long friends 
as it was such an eventful trip; I knew now what my life’s profession was destined to be.

On an evening in June, my girl friend Carleen Buchanan and I participated as a couple in a 
Mormon Dance Festival on the local high school grounds. We danced the squares, rounds, polkas, 
and waltzes. Later we would dance on the stadium grass in the All-church Dance Festival at the 
University of Utah in front of thousands of people. It was great fun but a bit much. Better to dance 
on the river bank.

Frustrated with schooling, I decided to enter the Army. I gave up my education deferment and 
told the draft board to place my name on the next call up. This the board did, and I was directed to 
report to Fort Douglas for my arraignment. My father was pissed.

The army gave me the rank of Private E-1. Lining up that first day, I endured the wait for initial 
dental and medical exams. Sizing up in the nude, I weighed 160 pounds and measured six feet tall. 
A skinny kid indeed.

By bus, rail, and shank’s pony, I made it to Fort Lewis and then to Camp Roberts, California 
for basic training. My new army buddies from Utah included George W. Hatch, Newell B. Ostler, 
Robert D. Pettit, and Rey Wiser. We had an integrated unit: whites, blacks, Hispanics, Texans and 
a few Mormons

At times, we were granted leave time. I wanted to spend a weekend at Sequoia and Kings Canyon 
National Parks and other guys wanted to go too. Therefore, I made a proposal to the officer staff, 
that it would be great for morale if the Army conducted a bus trip to a national park.

I was very surprised when they told me to organize the trip. We recruited two busloads of en-
listed men and one officer. The eating expense was to borne by each of us. We’d camp out for one 
night. The people of Fresno generously gave us a banquet en route And John Muir was right when 
long ago he wrote, “Going to the mountains is going home.” I surely felt Muir’s presence there at 
Sequoia and Kings Canyon.

Basic training toughened us up and rewarded us many times over. It’s a remarkable body 
buildup and conditioning factory. No need for conditioning-spas and the like, and it was all paid for 
too, and there was no need for lycra tights either. Each day of a 16-week course, we’d arrive back to 
the barracks exhausted. We’d take a shower and just collapse.

On graduation from basic training on March 8, 1952, I earned the rank of Private E-2. I had also 
applied for Officer Candidate School (OCS). Here’s a checklist of things to do: an OCS application 
form, high school diploma, birth certificate, transcript of college credits, fingerprint card, a security 
investigation, recommends from the commanding officers, referrals from an OCS Interview Board, 
copies of their proceedings, appraisal sheets and their recommendations - all to be sent to the Sixth 
Army Commanding General for approval.

After security clearance, which encompassed investigators asking my employers, friends and 
neighbors back home of my character and such, a directive came down that I needed an 8-week 
“Leaders Course” before acceptance to OCS. It was essentially a repeat of basic training with an 
emphasis on leadership training. This done, I was promoted to Private First Class.

At the end of the grueling course, I appeared before the Board of Review and even though I had 
one of the highest grades of the class, the members of the board refused my acceptance to OCS. The 
officer said it right out, “Private Sleight, you don’t have military bearing.” The unit officers cut my 
rank to Private E-2 again and sent me to a replacement company.

While awaiting reassignment and licking my wounds, I had the plea-
sure to meet Gene Fullmer, from West Jordan, Utah, later to become the 
middleweight boxing champ of the world. He prepped me up and told me 
that sometimes he’d got clobbered too. After talking with this great guy, I 
wasn’t so pissed off. Later he would go to Korea.

My special orders told me to report to Camp Stoneman in Pittsburg, 
California not later than 2400 hours on May 22 for a May shipment to 
FECOM - the Far East Command.

The Army gave me 10 days of leave. Fully uniformed, my duffel in tow, 
I trotted out onto the highway and thumbed my way home and beat the scheduled bus by a wide 
margin.

On arrival home, I went to see Carleen and discovered that she had become engaged to another 
man, a pharmaceutical salesman. He was there when I dropped in, and we three played table ten-

This great trip exerted a great influence 
on my later life. Blaine Busenbark 

enjoyed telling us about his uncle Bert Loper, 
the grand old man of the river. Also Jim Dean 
had run the river with Loper. Before our trip 
had ended, Jim invited me on a private trip 

through Lodore Canyon in the fall, 
and I took him up on it.
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NEXT TIME...Ken Sleight heads for Glen Canyon
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nis, made small talk, spoke of the outdoors for a while and then I left.
On returning to Camp Stoneman, our troopship departed on June 7 from San Francisco bay. It 

was destined for Yokohama. This was my first ocean voyage, and I was terribly seasick for the first 
few days. Before long, it pleasured me to watch the ever-beautiful ocean sunsets.

Arriving at Yokahama, I awaited my next assignment. Would it be Japan or Korea? The orders 
came through in two days. Korea it was. .

By ship, we headed to Inchon and arrived there on June 26 after encountering huge storms most 
of the way. I wondered why South Korea was called “The Land of the Morning Calm.”

Assigned to the 48th Field Artillery of the 7th Infantry Division, I journeyed by truck to Chun-
chon which lay a few miles behind the front line It was a small, ravaged, dirty city that had been the 
site of a last-chance stand during the earlier North Korean invasion of 1950.

My job demanded that I prepare and maintain personnel records and to prepare a variety of 
administrative reports, rosters, and correspondence for the battalion. Later, my jobs would include 
classification and assignment duties involving front line personnel. Occasionally, I would be as-
signed duty at the front where I carted ammunition.

Our original objective in Korea, so it was said, was to help the Koreans build up their own army, 
and to train their officers and soldiers. But by July, more than 110,000 American soldiers had been 
killed, wounded or captured.

There were bitter fights for several small hills: the Jane Russell, White Horse, and Pikes Peak, 
which cost the U.N. forces another 9,000 casualties.

Meanwhile, the United States successfully tested a hydrogen bomb at Eniwetok, many times 
more powerful than the bombs Truman ordered dropped on Hiroshima and Nagasaki . It is said 
that the United States had an arsenal of some 1600 fission bombs, many of them located at over-
sees bases ready to use if necessary. That’s just what we needed in Korea, right? Wrong!

In November, we received word that Dwight Eisenhower had been elected as the new president 
and Richard Nixon as vice-president. Republicans gained control of both chambers of Congress. My 
vote seemingly counted.

President Eisenhower promised to work for a lasting peace, and he pledged publicly in a televi-
sion speech: “I shall go to Korea.” He came to Korea in early December as promised. Rumors filled 
our unit and our hopes mounted. On Dec 5, in a press conference in Seoul, he indicated it was a 
risk to enlarge the war, or to engage Communist China in a larger war. “Small attacks on small hills 
would not end this war,” he said

The winter turned cold and frigid. Our tents seemed woefully insecure. The showing of the 
movie, High Noon, created high entertainment for us, with Gary Cooper facing a bunch of bad guys 
alone after cowardly townspeople refused to help him.

I heard that back in the states, Charlie Steen had discovered uraninite ore near Moab. The ura-
nium rush and the penny stock market raced into high gear.

Finally, on July 27, 1953, an armistice was signed providing for a cease-fire between North and 
South Korea. And we all celebrated and wanted to go home.

Then Paul Douglas and beautiful Jan Sterling came to Chunchon to entertain us. I shook Ms. 
Sterling’s hand and then for a brief moment grasped her elbow in trying to protect her from the 
throng of boisterous and drooling GI’s. She had a leading role in Pony Express that was filmed that 
same year, which also starred Charlton Heston and Rhonda Fleming.

One day, my buddy Bennie Fowler and I went down to the nearby river. We swam the river and 
hiked along its banks the full afternoon. We concocted a small raft of drift material and jumped 
aboard. Boating a river was once again so great and uplifting, and this was the most fun I had in all 
of my military experience. It took my thoughts back to home; the rivers in Utah awaited me

After a short distance, we alighted from the river. Making our way back up the bank, it took lon-
ger than we had thought. And then anxiously trotting back to our compound, we found ourselves 
very late, coming in after dark. Placed on report, absent without leave, we awaited the worst.

We weren’t court marshaled, but we were confined to the compound for a time and ordered to 
give an official explanation. The lieutenant asked me “Did you not know you were walking through 
mine fields?” Startled, I pled ignorance, but it would have been futile to try to tell him why we did 
what we did. He wouldn’t understand the excitement and love I have for rivers. Word came that 
Colonel Kimmett had frozen my scheduled promotion to sergeant.

Then I agitated to leave Korea, as the army didn’t need me any more. Homesickness sank in and 
I had to get the hell out of there. Even an R&R to Japan didn’t help much, but it enabled me to stay 
the course.

My day to leave Korea soon arrived, and I hurried to complete the tasks of my job. Before I left, 
our officers called our group together, and in a spirit of hilarity, they awarded me my Sergeant 
stripes as a farewell gift. With great ceremony, I happily pinned them on.

Our ship pulled into the harbor at Seattle, the first troopship that alighted there since the end 
of the war. The citizenry made a big fuss: flags were waving; and little ladies, quite exposed, waved 
their delicacies. It was good to be back in America.

On returning home, I bought my first car. I set my course, and for a year I traveled continuously 
the paved and dirt roads of Utah, and I boated the rivers and hiked the many canyons and never 
became satiated with it at all

Meanwhile, the United States 
successfully tested a hydrogen 
bomb at Eniwetok, many times 
more powerful than the bombs 
Truman ordered dropped on 
Hiroshima and Nagasaki . It is 
said that the United States had 
an arsenal of some 1600 fission 
bombs, many of them located 
at oversees bases ready to use if 
necessary. That’s just what we 
needed in Korea, right? Wrong!
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V L A C H O S’   V I E W S
America through the lens of PAUL VLACHOS

Copyright © Paul Vlachos 2015

VLACHOS REPORTS...
I am currently on the road and I don’t have access to all of my photos, so I decided to base this issue’s selections on one or two days’ 

worth of shots in Florida, where I currently reside at a not-luxurious motel a bit south of Jacksonville, on my sad way up north. Why sad? 
Because I am returning to winter. In the East, we have the option - some of us, at least - to leave winter behind, in mind, body and spirit. 
All we need do is drive for two full days and the jackets can come off, the wool socks can be tossed cavalierly to the rear of the van, the hat 
and gloves and scarf can get lost somewhere near the dog bed, which is right behind the drivers’s seat. Two days of driving, listening to 
music, making meaningless phone calls home, eating from the bottomless bag of chocolate-covered raisins that I wisely threw on the pas-
senger seat. Had I tossed them on the floor, directly above the muffler, they would have congealed into a sorry mess, but that’s the subject 
of my first novel, so I’ll not reveal any more here.

Anyway, you can tell I’m tired when I ramble on like this. Let me sum it up - for the past four days, I left winter behind. Now, I return 
to the cold, the wet, the dark, the street salt, the depressing faces, the arctic wind whipping off the Hudson River, direct from New York 
Harbor. I am going back to misery. BUT, I spent a couple of days shooting photos in the heat, wearing only a t-shirt. I normally like to let 
photos marinate for a while, then choose the ones that speak to me. In this case, though, I just chose the ones with the bluest skies, the 
ones that said “it’s summer, you idiot, until you turn your rig around and head up I-95.” So, here it is, my brief respite from the Northeast 
Hell.

Photos of water towers did not begin as a theme for me, but 
I realized a few years ago that they speak to me. I have been 
shooting them for a long time. I like the intersecting wires in this 
one, along with the intersecting clouds and the intersecting gird-
ers on the tower, itself. This one, and all the shots below, by the 
way, were shot within a 30 mile strip, going south from North 
Palm Beach.

Corrugated metal buildings, Quonset huts, especially, have 
been something else I have long enjoyed shooting. It’s not always 
easy to get a good shot of a Quonset hut. They are often tucked 
behind an old fence or another building. I found a line of them 
here, all painted in odd colors. Maybe I’ll include some of the 
other ones in some future issue of the Zephyr.

This place is on old Route 1, US Route 1, the Big Mama of the 
old Federal Highways. Highway 50 may be older - I’m not sure 
- but Route 1 has more strange old businesses on it than 50 ever 
will. That makes it no better or no worse. It’s just something to 
think about. My mom drove to Florida once, before I was born, 
and she told me about it for years afterwards, how she took US 
1 all the way down, and how some guy had told her that “Route 
1 goes straight to Florida, just like an arrow.” I don’t know what 
that guy was smoking, but it’s not quite true. Either way, it’s 
something that has stuck in my head ever since and something 
that I often think about when I’m on the old road.
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For more images and captions 
by Paul Vlachos, visit our home page.

This is the side of an abandoned gas station. They all have 
a bit of the Mondrian in them, these old gas stations with the 
checkerboard windows, which inevitably have a few oddly 
painted panes. The corrugated strip covering the side door 
makes me sad. It seems so final. The three stripes along the 
top, were they green, would have identified this as having 
once been a Texaco station. They are blue, though, so I have 
no idea what it was. Perhaps they were once green and the 
previous owner painted them blue. I can always think of 
something interesting to do with buildings like this and it 
saddens me to see them in disuse.

Imagine my surprise to see a Carvel ice cream stand down 
in Florida. All I can figure is that old Tom Carvel, like many 
of the other old Greeks, used to head south in the winter 
and he probably decided to reach out the long, bony finger 
of his empire and knight another franchisee down in West 
Palm Beach. This one had a little shrine to Tom Carvel on 
the wall, complete with a grainy black and white photo and 
some other memorabilia. How do I know so much about Tom 
Carvel? I grew up in Yonkers, New York, which was the seat 
of his empire. In truth, the soft vanilla cone I got there was 
a little more crystalline, a little less creamy than most of the 
ones up north, but I’ll excuse them. It was good to get a taste 
of home. And, on the bright side, the chocolate sprinkles were 
slightly finer and better than what you’d find up north. There 
no Carvels, so far as I know, west of the Mississippi. In fact, 
I’d be surprised to find any west of the Hudson River. Discov-
ering this one felt a bit like stumbling into a still-active Yugo 
dealership.

This little shop serves a small neighborhood just 
off of Route 1.

Just another gasoline wall on the great American road.
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from TOM TILL
“THEN  &  NOW”

The Zephyr 
is honored  
to present 
selected 
images  from
TOM TILL’s 
remarkable 
book...

“Then 
    & Now.”


