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moab chevron Chevron

GET A 4 CENT/
GALLON
DISCOUNT WITH
CASH OR
CHEVRON CARD

Specialty Sandwiches ..Salads to GO
Veggie Options...Check out our TACO BAR

fast...tasty...convenient.
(Buy 7 sandwiches & get ONE FREE)

\

817 S. Main St.

Moab. Utah www.moabsandwiches.com

v, THE Lazy Lizarp
,-.-.J 7 INTERNATIONAL HoSTEL

% ONE MmILE souTH oF Moas oN US 191

435.259.6097

www.lazylizardhostel.com
reservations@lazylizardhostel.com

check out our nightly rate:
THE BEST DEAL ON THE PLANET

I’'m not as GRUMPY
as | look...Stiles just
draws me like this.

ARE You DIRTY?
TAKE A SHOWER
roR THREE BUCKS

Jim Dexter..0akland, CA

Patrick 0'Driscoll..Denver, CO
Ruth Frear..Beach Park, IL
Randall D Payne...Renton, WA
Kevin Flicker..New Ashford, MA
John J. O'Hara..Deptford, N)

Basix /John Fry..SLC, UT

Cheryl Bradiey, Denver, CO

Pam Mahoney..Ann Arbor, M
Gretchen Elder..Canon City, CO
Boh Greenherg..Moah, UT
Barhara Churchill..Bethesda, MD
Michael Sanders...Albugquergue, NM
Judy Muller...Pacific Palisades, CA
Jean Bucher...Oregon City, OR
DENNIS LEMOTS..-ORKDALE, CT

RON PARRY..-Houston, TK

THE

\, DAVE WAGSTAFF
CONSTRUCTION

New Construction Re-models
“High Quality at a Fair Price”
CALL 435.259.5077 after 5pm

May the longtime sun shine upon you,
all love surround you, and the pure light
within you- guide your way on.
Sat Nam
(old sikh hymn)

LIFETIME BACKBONE
MEMBER

what we like on

facebook.

New West is a digital guide to
news, analysis, and culture for the
Rocky Mountain region. Based in
Missoula, Montana, and Boulder,
Colorado, the company’s network
of writers and editors cover Mon-
tana, Idaho, Colorado, Wyoming,
Utah and New Mexico.

http://www.newwest.net

Stan Herd pioneered the art form known
as representational crop art — a method
of creating images of people, landscapes
and brands by digging, disking, plowing
and otherwise manipulating acres of green
space.

http://www.millermeiers.com/stanherd

—

g SOLUTIONS
OF MOAB!"

The Solutions of Moab promote the Respect, Rethink, Reduce,
Reuse and Recycle lifestyle through a variety of hands-on projects
that anyone can help with, including regular recycle/cleanup activi-

ties in streams, on trails, and along roadways
of this gorgeous region

Donations to SOLUTIONS are welcome!
All donations made to Solutions go directly toward expenses in our ef-
forts to provide“Respect, Rethink, Reduce, Reuse, and Recycle”
activities and education.
Please mail your contribution to: Solutions,
P. O. Box 1549, Moab, UT 84532

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

Walking on Holy Ground Unaware

Jack Bollan

The tour group, including myself and two colleagues, walked along the wall of
the Old City of Jerusalem, approaching the room that ancient tradition claims
was the location of the Last Supper. Complex personal religious feelings had
me in a state of wonder and awe.

My inner state was suddenly shattered by a disturbance behind me on the
wall--two men shouting angrily. One of my colleagues had faced off with an-
other member of the tour group. Nose to nose, my colleague was threatening
to beat the hell out of the man if he didn’t back off. The man was accusing my
colleague of hitting on his wife.

It was a momentary deal. The man backed off, and my colleague walked
away. The group continued on to the room where charismatic Christians were
dancing, singing, and praying. But
I never fully recovered from that
moment of sharp contrast between
what was going on inside me and
what was going on inside those
men.

How can meaning and perception
be so different? I probably should
have beaten the hell out of both of
the men and reminded them that
the ground upon which they stood
is holy. But what good would it
have done in the midst of a city that
is itself full of paradoxes of deep re-
ligious meaning and petty conflict?

Episodes like the one that hap-
pened in Jerusalem force me to look
at and revise my values. I don’t
know how to keep the faith in a world that does not share my meanings. I hate
to think of my ideals as something others cannot, with a little right thought,
understand and accept.

I went to a Christmas party a few weeks back. Here was me, old man, sur-
rounded by a bunch of twenty-something’s. The only thing in common was
smart phones and addiction to same. I wondered why the host and hostess had
invited us and insisted on us coming in text after text. I mean, God! I'm not Ed
Abbey or Justin Bieber or somebody; just an old dude.

But then I watched as the hostess consumed bowl after bowl of my wife’s
artichoke and hot Italian sausage soup. Now, for me, the soup is pleasantly hal-
lucinogenic, creating illusions of a childhood that probably never existed--very
Ratatouille-like. It obviously has similar effects on the hostess of the Christmas
party and explains my anachronistic presence there. But it doesn’t have that
effect on everyone.

Is my love of the Moab area and Canyon Country just a taste unique to my
particular tongue and psychology? Hell, my wife won’t even begin to let me go
there like I used to, like I want to. She just doesn’t care that much for the long
drive from Grand Junction, even down highway 128.

I remember what the area looked like when I was a kid all those years ago.
We had relatives there. But my dad didn’t drive from Dolores to Moab to see
relatives. He drove there because he loved the remote, natural beauty of the
area. There was no I-70 through Green River then, no Lake Powell, and no
such thing as a “mountain bike”. The license plates in Moab said either “Utah”
or “Colorado.” A trip to the Arches was solitary communion of beautiful Earth
with her creature.

My adult exposure to the area came just before the Eastern Slope invasion. I
worked at Powell the summer after I got out of the Army. The lake had filled
that year for the first time.

Years before, I had seen Glen Canyon with my family and 120 other jeeps
just before Lake Powell flooded the Mormon crossing at Hole-in-the-Rock. It
was comely before and after the flooding. For some reason, during that first
summer, it didn’t bother me that they had dammed the River and flooded the
canyons. By the time I had worked there a couple of summers, it did bother me.
But Powell wasn’t crowded then, and its shores didn’t look like the area just
outside the Grand Junction city dump.

I loved to take highway 128 back then. You had to ford the creeks. So I would
goose it on up to about a hundred on the stretches and lay hard on the brakes at
the several crossings. You didn’t have to watch out for cops or bikers.

Within a few years, however, I became concerned; my trendy Boulder-based
brother-in-law started talking about biking in Moab. To be fair, he is not the

type to hit on another guy’s wife on the Old Wall of Jerusalem, and he is the
only person I know who, at seventeen years old, did Westwater Canyon on a
homemade (kid-made) wood-and-inner tube raft. And his skill as a rafts man
is legendary in a small circle. So he has some squatter’s rights. And how could
he have known that the Department of the Interior’s website would one day say
about Westwater:

“Westwater Canyon is the first whitewater stretch of the Colorado River in
Utah. It is an exceedingly popular trip due to the Canyon’s relative proximity to
metropolitan areas, its classic desert scenery, and several challenging rapids.
Westwater Canyon includes class IV rapids and is therefore only recommended
for experienced boaters. As with
any remote river segment, West-
water can be a very humbling and
dangerous place if not treated with
proper respect and ability.”

My brother-in-law survived long
enough to be part of the problem.
And when he and his trendy bud-
dies started talking about Canyon
Country like it was Disneyland, I
saw the handwriting on the wall.
Their play would be the end of Can-
yon Country as I knew it.

Sure enough, within a few years
a trip down highway 128 no longer
required fording streams. The li-
cense plates at Arches now included
not just every state in the union, but
even some from North American
neighbors. Someone was building a housing division at Dewey Bridge. Care-
less children burned Dewey Bridge. The washing out of a remote desert road
with access to the Green River entailed the loss of millions of dollars in tourist
income. Finding a camping spot required reservations. The solitude was gone,
or at least greatly diminished.

...the associated belief in a benign self-correcting force
is as hollow a solution to the environmental issues
facing the modern West as is the idea of heaven

a hollow solution to the problems

that face humans and humankind.

Now Moab is a play haven for all types of people. Canyon Country is not
what it was. Certainly, more people enjoy it today than they did when I was a
kid and young adult, and how can I expect them to understand my values? I
would love to kick their asses politically, but I am in the minority and will prob-
ably stay that way throughout the remainder of my life. And, to be honest, I
would concede Jerusalem to the infidels rather than carry on an interminable
and unwinnable crusade.

1 could hope that economic conditions would keep the infidels away from
Canyon Country, but that is an awful wish that comes back on my children and
grandchildren. I can certainly rest comfortable that the desert will eventually
reclaim its land, but the associated belief in a benign self-correcting force is as
hollow a solution to the environmental issues facing the modern West as is the
idea of heaven a hollow solution to the problems that face humans and human-
kind.

So here I am again, walking the wall of the Old City, the Last Supper just a
short distance away. In my head are meanings that my fellow travelers don’t
share and can’t share because they are so personal, so tied up with what I am
and where I've been.

We can’t share the same desert. But I'm not arrogant enough to scream at
them and tell them that they’re wrong and drive them out of the temple. And
I'm not irreverent enough to break Delicate Arch in a grand protest, as Ed Ab-
bey might have done by now.

These hordes tread on holy ground unaware. And if there is victory in this for
me—and it is an infinitesimally small victory at best--it is that I recognize that
truth.

Jack Borran lives in Grand Junction, Colorado
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