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In the tradition of literary bureau-
crats Kafka, Bukowski and Miller, 
T. Winston Mojo takes the reader on 
a journey into the abyss of institu-
tional smallness. Everybody knows 
that politics at the university are 
so vicious because the stakes are so 
small. Mojo’s real-life gauntlet of vil-
lains at Rocky Mountain University 
in Big Rock, Colorado, is an explora-
tion into just how small those stakes 
can be.

ROGUES’
GALLERY
My 27 years at 
Rocky Mountain University...

T. Winston Mojo

http://www.amazon.com/Rogues-Gallery-Years-Mountain-
University/dp/1483940985/ref=sr_1_1?ie=UTF8&qid=137427
0509&sr=8-1&keywords=t.+winston+mojo
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When I developed the pictures back home, they looked like color place mats in 
a chain restaurant.

***

The population growth in greater Phoenix exploded by 590% in the 48 years 
previous to 2009. Other desert metropolises, although much smaller, showed 
the same trend: Tucson, up 382%, Albuquerque, up 268%, and Las Vegas, the 
melanoma of growth, up 1,320%. No one has sized up the compulsive grip of 
this mindset better than Gary Snyder in a 1976 interview: “…we live in a nation 
of fossil fuel junkies, very sweet people and the best hearts in the world…who 
are still caught on the myth of the frontier, the myth of boundless resources and 
a vision of perpetual materialistic growth.” (The Real Work, p. 69).

To Phoenix and the people who have swarmed there, the mythical “boundless 
resource,” above and beyond fossil fuels, has been water.

Looking ahead, it is difficult to avoid the conclusion that Water Judgment 
Day will someday come upon greater Phoenix. It could be that another seeming 
fix such as buying up agricultural water rights, or even the protracted economic 
slump, will bail the system out for awhile. But eventually, after a desperate ef-
fort to prevent it, the price of water will spiral upward and stay put. The eco-
nomic juggernaut that was ignited here will not simply slow down. It’ll curve 
backwards.

I’m not saying Phoenix will become a ghost town. But it’ll be shrunk.
I like to imagine a different story, however. What if, when the water table was 

dropping in the 1960s, the various metropolitan leaders had planned for their 
descendants to be living there 500 years in the future? If they had they would 
have reduced Phoenix to a smaller, stable place in order to protect the water 
table long-haul, with no Central Arizona Project and no hint of a greed boom. 
Self-sustaining.

That’s the way the Pueblo Indians think.

***
As I drove out of the housing development I impulsively pulled over to study 

the pink stone entrance sign. The development’s name, “MEADOWBROOK 
VILLAGE,” was splayed in outsized brass lettering and a jet of water streamed 
over a wide stone lip into a five-foot artificial waterfall, filling a concrete pond 
underneath. The pond was landscaped in front with desert plants.

I stared at the sign and the waterfall.
If I’d somehow asked one of the developers about the ecological significance 

of the sign and the fake waterfall, she or he might have explained, after a 
longsuffering eye roll, that they were simple advertising ploys to soothe people 
shopping for new houses. Because, pause for another longsuffering eye roll, 

don’t tree huggers like me know that the words “meadow” and “brook” as well 
as the sight and sound of running water are known to relax people, blah, blah, 

blah. And might have added that house shoppers either didn’t notice the sign or 
the waterfall or if they did they didn’t think anything of it.

But I believe that that together they implied, perhaps subconsciously, that 
home buyers were in a landscape that provided sufficient running water, like 
the suburbs they’d left behind.

The trouble is that such messages, soothing as they may be, bear no relation-
ship to the landscape. There are no brooks or flowing streams in the Sonoran 
Desert. An hour’s walk along any trail in the Wilderness, just over the fence 
line, reveals to any prospective home buyer that in the absence of a thunder-
storm the arroyos and washes in this landscape remain dry. To actually have a 
flowing stream in the Sonoran Desert requires a nearby mountain range that 
is high enough – 8,000 feet or more – to have a winter snowpack feeding the 
stream bed melt-water each spring. And even then the stream will likely run 
dry in the late summer. The Superstition Wilderness, however, tops out at just 
over 6,000 feet.

At the time I found the fake waterfall, the population of greater Phoenix was 
up to 3,252,000.

Note: a longer version of this story appeared in the 
August/September 2009 issue of The Canyon Country 
Zephyr.
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Looking ahead, it is difficult to avoid 
the conclusion that Water Judgment Day 

will someday come upon 
Greater Phoenix.

The City’s Edge...for now  (GOOGLE Maps)



THE ZEPHYR/ OCTOBER-NOVEMBER  2013

35

John Fogg

insuremoab.com


