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AUTHOR'S INTRODUCTION

ApouT TEN years ago I took a job as a seasonal park
ranger in a place called Arches National Monument near
the little town of Moab in southeast Utah. Why I went
there no longer matters; what I found there is the subject
of this book.

My job began on the first of April and ended on the

~ last day of September. I liked the work and the canyon

country and returned the following year for a second sea-
son. I would have returned the third year too and each
year thereafter but unfortunately for me the Arches, a
primitive place when I first went there, was developed
and improved so well that I had to leave. But after a
number of years I returned anyway, traveling full circle,
and stayed for a third season. In this way I was better able
to appreciate the changes which had been made during
my absence,
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Those were all good times, especially the first two sea.
sons when the tourist business was poor and the time |

passed extremely slowly, as time should pass, with the

days lingering and long, spacious and free as the summers {

of childhood. There was time enough for once to do noth.
ing, or next to nothing, and most of the substance of
this book is drawn, sometimes direct and unchanged, from
the pages of the journals I kept and filled through the
undivided, seamless days of those marvelous summess, The
remainder of the book consists of digressions and excur-
sions into ideas and places that border in varied ways
upon that central season in the canyonlands.

. This is not primarily a book about the desert. In record-
ing my impressions of the natural scene I have striven
above all for accuracy, since I believe that there is a kind
of poetry, even a kind of truth, in simple fact. But the
desert is a vast world, an oceanic world, as deep in its way

and complex and various as the sea, Language makes a |

mighty loose net with which to go fishing for simple
facts, when facts are infinite. If a man knew enough he
could write a whole book about the jumiper tree. Not
Juniper frees in gencral but that one particular juniper
tree which grows from a ledge of naked sandstone near
the old entrance to Arches National Monument. What
I have tried to do then is something a bit different, Since
you cannot get the desert into a book any more than a
fsherman can haul up the sea with his nets, I have tried
to create @ world of words in which the desert figures
more as medivm than as material, Not imitation but |
€vacation has been the goal.

Aside from this modest pretension the book is fairly
plain and stright, Certain faults will be obvious to the
general reader, of course, and for these I wish to apologize.
I quite agree that much of the book will seem coarse,
rude, bad-tempered, violently prejudiced, unconstructive—
even frankly antisocial in its point of view. Serous critics,
Serious librarians, serious associate professors of English
will if they read this work dislike it intensely; at least I
hope so. To others I can only say that if the book has
virtues they cannot be disentangled from the faults; that
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there is a way of being wrong which is also sometimes
necessanly right.

It will be objected that the book deals too much with
mere appearances, with the surface of things, and fails
to engage and reveal the patterns of unifying relation-
ships which form the true underlying reality of existence.
Here I must confess that I know nothing whatever about
tme underlying reality, having never met any. There are
many people who say they have, I know, but they've been
luckier than L. ' :

For my own part I am pleased enough with surfaces
—in fact they alone seem to me to be of much importance,
Such things for example as the grasp of a child’s hand in
your own, the flavor of an apple, the embrace of friend or
jover, the silk of a girl’s thigh, the sunlight on rock and
Jeaves, the feel of music, the bark of a tree, the abrasion of
granite and sand, the plunge of clear water into a pool,
the face of the wind—what else is there? What else do
we need?

Regrettably I have found it unavoidable to write some
harsh words about my scasonal employer the National
Park Service, Department of the Interior, United States
Government, Even the Government itself has not entirely
escaped censure. T wish to point out therefore that the
Park Service has labored under severe pressure from pow-
erful forces for many decades and that under the circum-
stances and so far it has done its work rather well. As
governmental agencies go the Park Service is a good one,
far superior to most. This I attribute not to the administra-
tors of the Park Service—like administrators everywhere
they are distinguished chiefly by their ineffable mediocrity
—but to the actual working rangers in the field, the ma-
jority of whom are capable, honest, dedicated men. Pre-
eminent among those I have known peronally is Mr.
Bates Wilson of Moab, Utah, who might justly be con-
sidered the founder of Canyonlands National Park, Ie
cannot be held responsible for any of the opinions ex-
pressed herein, but he is responsible for much of what
understanding I have of a country we both love.

A note on names. All of the persons and places men-
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tioned in this book are or were real. However for the sake
of their privacy I have invented fictitious names for somge§
of the people I once knew in the Moab ares and in a’
couple of cases relocated them in space and time, Those }
who read this will, I hope, understand and forgive me; |

the others will not mind,
Finally a word of caution:

Do not jump into your automobile next June and rush |

out to the Canyon country hoping to see some of thag

which T have attempted to evoke in these pages. In the:
first place you can't see anything from a can you've got-f
to get out of the goddamned contraption and walk, better

yet crawl, on hands and knecs, over the sandstone and

through the thombush and cactus. When traces of blood |
begin to mark your frail you'll see something, maybe, |

Probably not, In the second place most of what 1 write

about in this book is already gone or going under fast, This |

is not a travel guide but an clegy. A memorial, You're

holding a tombstone in your hands. A bloady rock. Don’t |
drop it on your foot—throw it at something big and glassy, |

‘What do you have to loge?

E. A

April 1967

Nelson’s Marine Bar
Hoboken

Give me silence, water, hope

Give me struggle, iron, volcanoes
| —Neruda




THE FIRST MORNING

Ts 15 the most beautiful place on earth.

There are many such places. Every man, every woman,
carries in heart and mind the image of the ideal place,
the right place, the one true home, known or unknown,
actual or visionary. A houseboat in Kashmir, a view down
Atlantic Avenue in Brooklyn, a gray gothic farmhouse
two stories high at the end of a red dog road in the
Allegheny Mountains, a cabin on the shore of a blue
lake in spruce and fir country, a greasy alley near the
Hoboken waterfront, or even, possibly, for those of a less

-demanding sensibility, the world to be scen from a com-

fortable apartment high in the tender, velvety smog of
Manhattan, Chicago, Paris, Tokyo, Rio or Rome—there’s
no limit to the human capacity for the homing sentiment.
Theologians, sky pilots, astronauts have even felt the ap-
peal of home calling to them from up above, in the cold
black outback of intersteller space.

1
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For mysclf I'll take Moab, Utah. I don’t mean g

itself, of course, but the country which surrouy,
f{?j;jlle] cznyon]ands. The slickrack desert. The red gy
and the burnt cliffs and the lonely sky—all that whic
lies beyond the end of the roads.

The choice became apparent to me this morning Wheﬁ}% '
I stepped out of a Park Service housetrailer—my caravan-g}

to watch for the first time in my life the sun com
over the hoodoo stone of Arches National Monument,

I wasn’t able to sce much of it last night. After driving;
all day from Albuquerque~—450 miles—I reached Moab:

¢ llpj"

after dark in cold, windy, clouded weather, At parkt |

headquarters north of town I met the superintendeng:;

and the chicf ranger, the only permanent employees, ey. .

cept for one maintenance man, in this particular unit of
America’s national park system. After coffee they gave me:
a key to the housetrailer and directions on how b reach *
it; I am required to live and work not at headquarters but *
at this one-man station some twenty miles back in the ip.
ierior, on my own. The way I wanted it, naturally, or I'q
never have asked for the job. ’
Leaving the headquarters area and the lights of Moah,
I drove twelve miles farther north on the highway unti]
I came to a dirt road on the tight, where a small wooden
sign pointed the way: Arches National Menument Eight
Miles. I left the pavement, tumed cast into the howling
‘wildemess. Wind roaring out of the northwest, black
clouds across the stars—all I could see were clumps of

brush and scattered junipers along the roadside. Then
another modest signboard:

WARNING: QUICKSAND
DO NOT CROSS WASH
WHEN WATER 1§ RUNNING

The wash looked perfectly dry in my headlights. T drove
down, across, up the other side and on into the night.
- Glimpses of weird humps of pale rock on either side, like

petrified clephants, dinosaurs, stone-age hobgoblins, Now
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. d then something alive scurried across the road: kan-
n

i jackrabbit, an animal that looked like a
amob?tlei:’ej a: raccoont’and a squirrel—the ringtail cat.
cwstsher on a pair of mule deer started from the I?msh
Fazl bounded obliquely through the beams of my lights,
e ing puffs of dust which the wind, moving faster than
s ;'gckup truck, caught and carried ahead of me out of
;?ght into the datk. The road, narrow and rocky, twisted

' sharply left and right, dipped in and out of tight ravines,

climbing by degrees toward a summit which I would see
only in the light of the coming day. 1
Snow was swiiling through the air when I crossed the

- unfenced line and passed the boundary marker of the

er-mile beyond I found the ranger station—
Pa;}?d? pcll:(?étin the roa¥1, an informational display under
: lean-to shelter, and fifty yards away the little tin gov;
ernment housetrailer where I would be living for the nex
six months. ) o .
ight, a cold wind, the snow falling like confetti.
Inﬁhc:%gﬁtg tf’f the truck I unlocked the housetrailer, go}:
out bedroll and baggage and moved in. By flashlight
found the bed, unrolled my sleeping bag, pulled off lm}i,:
boots and crawled in and went to sleep at once. Th:e1 ta}f
I knew was the shaking of the trailer in the wind an 3
sound, from inside, of hungry mice scampering arc_)uir:l
with the good news that their long lean lonesome winter
was over—their friend and provider had finally arrived. 1
This morning I awake before sunrise, stick my hea

out of the sack, peer through a frosty window at a scene

dim and vague with flowing ml;'ists, dark fantastic shapes
ing beyond. An unlikely landscape.
lo?ng!:tgu;,yznoving about in long underwear and socks,
stooping carefully under the low ceiling and the lower
doorways of the housetrailer, a machine for living built
so efficiently and compactly there’s hardly room for a
man to breathe, An iron lung it is, with windows and
ian blinds. o
Ve%%im;niclg :re silent, watching me from their hiding
places, but the wind is still blowing and outside the ground
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is covered with snow. Cold as a tomb, a jail, a cave; T Ije
down on the dusty floor, on the cold linoleum sprinkleq
with mouse turds, and light the pilot on the butane’.
heater. Once this thing gets going the place wamms yy”

fast, in a dense unhealthy way, with a layer of heat unde;
the ceiling where my head is and nothing but frigid aj
from the knees down, But we've got all the indispensable
conveniences: gas cookstove, gas refrigerator, hot water
heater, sink with running water (if the pipes aren’t fro.
zen), storage cabinets and shelves, everything within arm’s
reach of everything else. The gas comes from two steg]
bottles in a shed outside; the water comes by gravity floy
from a tank buried in a hill close by. Quite luxnzious for
the wilds. There’s even a shower stall and a flush toilet
with a dead at in the bowl. Pretty soft. My poor mother
raised five children without any of these luxuries and
might be doing without them yet if it hadn’t been for
Hitler, war and general prosperity.

Time to get dressed, get out and have a look at the lay
of the land, fix a breakfast. I t1y to pull on my boots but
they're stiff as iron from the cold. I light a burner on
the stove and hold the boots upside down above the flame
until they are malleable enough to force my feet inte, I
put on a coat and step outside. In the center of the world,
God’s navel, Abbey’s country, the red wasteland.

The sun is not yet in sight but signs of the advent are
plain to see. Lavender clouds sail like a fleet of ships
across the pale green dawn; each cloud, planed flat on
the wind, has a base of fiery gold. Southeast, twenty miles
by line of sight, stand the peaks of the Siema la Sal,
twelve to thirteen thousand feet above sea level, all cov-
ered with snow and rosy in the morning sunlight. The air

is dry and clear as well as cold; the last fogbanks left -

over from last night’s storm are scudding away like ghosts,
fading into nothing before the wind and the sunrise.

The view is open and perfect in all directons except
to the west where the ground rises and the skyline is only
a few hundred yards away. Looking toward the mountains
I can sec the dark goige of the Colorado River five or
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: iles away, carved through the ganglstone mesa,
i{fougiﬁlerfoﬂﬁng of the river itself down inside the gorge.
Southward, on the far side of the river, lics the Moab
yalley between thousand-foot walls of rock, with the town
of Moab somewhere on the valley floor, too small fo be
seen from here, Beyond the Moab valley is more canyon
and tableland stretching away to the Blue Mountains fifty
miles south. On the north and northwest I see the Roan
Cliffs and the Book Cliffs, the two-_level face of the Uinta
Plateau. Along the foot of those cliffs, maybe thirty miles
off, invisible fiom where I stand, runs U.S. 6-50, a
ma,ior ‘east-west artery of commerce, traffic and rub-
bish, and the main line of the Denver-Rio Grande Rail-
toad, To the east, under the spreading sunrise, are more
mesas, more canyons, league on league of red cliff and arid
tablelands, extending through purple haze over the bulg-
ing curve of the planet to the ranges of Colorado—a sea

esert. -
Of{iﬁiﬂlin this vast perimeter, in the middle ground and
foreground of the picture, a mather personal demesne, are
the 33,000 acres of Arches National Monument of which

1 am now sole inhabitant, usufructuary, observer and
cu%voltll;in;re the Arches? From my place in front of the
housetrailer I can see several of the hundred or more of
them which have been discovered in the park. These are
natural arches, holes in the rogk, windows in stone, no
two alike, as varied in form as in dimension. They range
in size from holes just big emough to walk through to
openings large enough to contain the dome of the Cap-
itol building in Washington, D.C. Some resemble jug
handles or flying buttresses, others natural bridges but
with this technical distinction: a natural bridge spans a
watercourse—a natural arch does not. The arches were
formed through hundreds of thousands of years by the
weathering of the huge sandstone walls, or fins, in which
they are found. Not the work of a cosmic hand, nor sculp-
tured by sand-bearing winds, as many people prefer to
believe, the arches came into being and continue to come
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. ing throuch the modest _wedgg‘ng action of rain.
?:gar?ig]e%ﬁng sn%)w, frost, and ice, aided by gravity. I

and the moods of the light, the weather, the sky,

to know it all, possess it all, embrace the entire scene

woman, An insane wish? Perhaps not—at least there’s

nothing else, no one human, to dispute possession with
.} me,

| light, reflecting the sky and the approaching sunrise, Lead-
I ing away from me the narrow dirt road, an alluring and
pumitive track into nowhere, meanders down the slope

and toward the heart of the labyrinth of naked stone,
Near the first group of arches, looming over a bend in the
road, is a balanced rock about fifty feet high, mounted on
a pedestal of equal heighi; it looks like a head from Easter
Island, a stone god or a petrified ogre, ‘

Like a god, like an ogre? The personification of the
natural is exactly the tendency I wish to suppress in my-
self, to_eliminate for good. T am here not only 6 evade
for a while the clamor and flth and confusion of the cul-
tural apparatus but also to confront, immediately and
directly if it’s possible, the bare bones of existence, the
€lemental and fundamental, the bedrock which sustaing
| us. I want to be able to look at and into a juniper tree,
’ a piece of quartz, a vulture, a spider, and see it as it is in
itsclf, devoid of all humanly ascribed qualities, ant-
Kantian, even the categories of scientific description, To
meet God or Medusa face to face, even if it means riskin
everything human in myself, I dream of a hard and brutal
mysticism in which the naked sclf merges with a non-
human world and yet somehow survives still intact, in-
dividual, separate. Paradox and bedrock.

{ Well—the sun will be up in a few minutes and I haven't

shade from off-white through buff, pink, browy.
:g?frgcfytones which also change with the time of day -

Standing there, gaping at this monstrous and inhumap
spectacle of rock and cloud and sky and space, I feel a -
ridiculous greed and possessiveness come over me. I want .

intimately, deeply, totally, as 2 man desires a beautify} -

The snow-covered ground glimmers with a dull blue
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to make coffce. I take more baggage from

evenpilz;%lll)lj the grub box and cooking gear, go back in
ﬁ?é trailer and start breakfast. Simply breathing, in a
Jace like this, arouses the appetite. The orange juice dls

ozen, the milk slushy with ice. Still chilly enough inside
t]rm railer o tum my %reath to vapor, When the fisst rays -
of the sun strike the cliffs I fill a mug with steaming
coffee and sit in the doorway facing the sunrise, hungry

rmth. )
fogﬁ:lilgsly it comes, the flaming globe, blazing on the
innacles and minarets and balanced rocks, on the can%%n
walls and through the windows in the sandstone ﬁns:d e;
rect each other, sun and I, across the black void o
ninety-three million miles. The snow glitters b%ﬁyﬁegn ui:
acres of diamonds almost painful to lock at. iy ;:e in ae
hour all the snow exposed to the sunlight m'th' go;:1 °
and the rock will be damp and steaming. Within f:;n
utes, even as I watch, melting snow begins to drip ho:ﬁ
the branches of a iux;i&er Eae%rbﬁ; d;ops of water strea
the side of the trailerhouse. )
ﬂofvallgndgg?alone after all, Three ravens are wheeling nfhat
the balanced rock, squawking at each other and aié the
dawn. I'm sure they’re as delighted by the retun of the
sun as I am and I wish T knew the language. I'd sooner
exchange ideas with the birds on earth than learn to carty
on intergalactic communications with some obscurel dracc‘:_
of humanoids on a satellite planet from the \yorh 1?
Betelgense. First things first. The ravens cry outlxéx usk Yy
voices, blue-black wings flapping against the go fen sky.
Over my shoulder comes the sizzle and smell of frying
bacon. ) .
That's the way it was this morning.
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Sty maE fist day, All Fools’ Day, here at the
Center. Merle McRae and Floyd Bence—the superintend-
ent and the chief ranger—appear at noon, bringing me
five hundred gallons of water in a tank truck and a Park
Service pickup truck outfitted with shortwave radio, fire
tools, climbing rope, shovel, tow chain, first aid kit,
stretcher, axe, etc; the pickup and its equipment they
will leave with me. I am to use it in patrolling the roads
within the park, for assisting tourists in trouble, and for
hauling firewood to and garbage from the campgrounds.
Once a week I may drive the government vehicle to head-
quarters and Moab for fuel and supplies.

‘We fill the water tank bured in the slope above the
housetrailer and have lunch together in the sunshine,
sitting at a wooden picnic table near my doorway. Merle
the super, the boss, is a slender, graceful man of about

9
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though not hardened by a life spent mos

desert, bad news seems far away.

it out ‘hege in the middle of nowherer”
1 said it was okay by me,

I said it was all right.

quite adequately developed.

fifty years, with a fine, grave, expressive face fﬂllghenéd
ﬂ ’
He was born and raised on a small ranch inyl‘:l',élvzol\f/l-do%‘
; went to the University of Virginia, and has made h?xl
( ing as a cattle rancher, dude rancher, CCC supels' N
(during the Great Depression) and, since 1940
ranger in the National Park Service. He gives me i
pression of tendemess, generosity and impertarbabl
humor, but also complains, gently, of the hypo
ulcer he expects to acquire from his years of struggle wi
administrative paper work, Married, he has thre reh
th%i)ld&et boy attends the University of Utah.
. oyd E(?l?oe is a tall powerful man around thirty yeq
old, alﬁ archeolo, st by training, married, with two chiris-
hrenl.1 ecanse of his interests and academic backgroumi
C?: should be working at some place like Mesa Verde ¢
¢ acohCapyon,_ poking about in dusty ruins, but is hap "
i:noug with his present situation so long as he is f£e
o spend at least part of his time outside the office; th
two things he dreads most, as a Park Service career 1 ;
are promotion {0 a responsible high-salaried ad
tlvebposmon, and a transfer back East to one of the can.
Jl1:)011 al,l.lik parks like APpomattox or Gettysburg or Ticonde-
x g. Like myself he'd rather go hungry in the West than
ourish and fatten in the Siberian East. A violen
pd:gﬁ, doomed to (disappointment. But at the m
n the sparkling air and brlliant sunlight of the Utah

pal 8
' {33 any automobile except during or immediately after a -
rainstorm. The trails are well marked, easy to follow; you'd
pave to make an effort to get lost. There are three small
campgrounds, each with tables, fireplaces, garbage cans
and pit toilets. (Bring your own water.) We even supply the
Grewood, in the form of pinyon pine logs and old fence
posts of cedar, which it will be my task to find and haul to

the campgrounds.

“Well, Ranger Abbey,” says Merle, “how do you like

They smile. “Kind of lonesome?” Floyd asks.

After lunch we get into the
] cab of the
K/llckup, all three of us, and tour the park. Arch%?l%?ggg;
1cI)numvE:nt remains at this time what the Park Service
calls an undeveloped area, although to me it appears
=q The roads, branchi
lead to within easy walking distance of most o? ﬂl?%ri?:g:
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rches, none more than two miles beyond the end of a
The roads are not paved, true, but are easily passable

We drive the dirt roads and walk out some of the trails.
Everything is lovely and wild, with a virginal sweetness.

The . arches themselves, strange, impressive, grotesque,

form but a small and inessential part of the general beauty
of this country. When we think of rock we usually think of
stones, broken rock, buried under soil and plant life, but
here all is exposed and naked, dominated by the mono-
lithic formations of sandstone which stand above the sur-
face of the ground and extend for miles, sometimes level,
sometimes tilted or warped by pressures from below, carved
by erosion and weathering into an intricate maze of glens,
grottoes, fissures, passageways, and deep narrow canyons.
At first Jook it all seems like a geologic chaos, but there
is method at work here, method of a fanatic order and
perseverance: each groove in the rock leads to a natural
charmel of some kind, every channel to a ditch and gulch
and tavine, each larger waterway o a canyon bottom or
broad wash Jeading in tum to the Colorado River and the

- s€a.

As predicted, the snowfall has disappeared by this time
and all watercourses in the park are dry except for the
one spring-fed perennial stream known as Salt Creek, a
glassy flow inches deep that trickles over shoals of quick-
sand and between mud flats covered with white crusts of
alkali. Though it looks potable the water is too saline for
human consumption; horses and cattle can drink it but
not men. Or so 1 am informed by Merle and Floyd. 1
choose to test their belief by experiment. Squatting on the
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shore of the stream, I dip my cupped hands inty th
water and sample a little. Pretty bad, neither potable y,
palatable. Perhaps, I suggest, a man could Icarn to dy
this water by taking only a little each day, gradually
creasing the dosage...?
“You try that,” says Merle,

“Yeah,” Floyd says, “give us a report at the end of the

summer.”

Late this afternoon we retum to the housetmailer, Floy&.;

lends me a park ranger shirt which he says he doesn’y
need anymore and which I am to wear in lieu of a uni.
form, so as to give me an official sort of aspect wheq
meeting the tourists, Then there’s this silver badlge I'm
supposed to pin to the shirt. The badge gives me the
authority to arrest malefactors and evildoers, Floyd ex.
plains. Or anyone at all, for that matter.

I place both Floyd and Merle under arrest at once,
urging them to stay and have supper with me. I've gota
big pot of pinto beans simmering on the stove. But they
won't stay, they have promises to keep and must leave,
and soon they're driving off in the watertruck over the
rocky road to the highway and Moab. Climbing the rise
behind the housetrailer I watch them go, the truck visible
for a mile or so before the road winds deeper into the com-
plex of sand dunes, corraded monoliths and hogback
ridges to the west.

Beyond the highway, about ten miles away, rse the
talus slopes and vertical red walls of Dead Horse Mesa,
a flai-topped uninhabited island in the sky which extends
for thirty miles north and south between the convergent
canyons of the Green and Colorado rivers. Public do-
main. Above the mesa the sun hangs behind streaks and
streamers of wind-whipped clouds. More storms coming,

But for the time being, around my place at least, the
air is untroubled, and I become aware for the first time
today of the immense silence in which I am lost. Not a
silence so much as a great stillness—for there are a few
sounds: the creak of some bird in a juniper tree, an
eddy of wind which passes and fades like a sigh, the tick-
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the watch on my wrist—slight noises which break

ng of sation of absolute silence but at the same time

the sen

. qaggerate my sense of the surrounding, overwhelming
%

cace. A suspension of time, a continuous present. If 1

| Jook at the small device strapped to my wrist the num-

the sweeping second hand, scem meaningless,
bf;lsés?figiculous. le: t%avelers, no campers, no wanderers
2 ve come to this part of the desert today and for a few
haoments I feel and realize that I am very much alone.
ﬂlThere is nothing to do but return fo the trailer, open
1, ¢4t my supper. . .
acg?tgfw?aer?i; 1 putyon %I;t and coat and go outside again,
it on the table, and watch the sky and the desert dis-
solve slowly into the mystery under the chemistry of twi-
light. We need a fire, 1 range around the trailer, pick up
some dead sticks from under the junipers and build a Little
1e, for company.
sq‘]])a.:f‘r’lcfl clouds saiﬁngyoverhead across the ficlds of the
stars, Stars which are usually bold and close, with an Olcy
glitter in their light—glints of blue, emerald, gold. ﬂl:.t
there, spread before me to the south, east, and north, de
arches and cliffs and pinnacles and balanced rocks of saln -
stone {now entsusted to my care) have lost the rosy glow
of sunset and become soft, intangible, in unnamed un-
nameable shades of violet,f colors that seem to radiate
—not overlay—their surfaces. ] o
fgogn yellow plangt floats on the west, brightest ob]ecti in
the sky. Venus, I listen closely for the call of an owl, a
dove, a nighthawk,dbut can hear only the crackle_ of my
of wind.
ﬁre’T;ebli.iefet.hThe odor of buming juniper is the swectest
fragrance on the face of the earth, in my honesj: judg-
ment; I doubt if all the smoking censers of Dante’s para-
dise could equal it. One breath of juniper smoke, l.zk?
the perfume of sagebrush after rain, evokes in mag:cs:i
catalysis, like certain music, the space and light ant
clarity and piercing strangeness of the American Wes
ay it burn. )
LO’?%? li¥t1e: fire wavers, flickers, begins to die. I break
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ther branch of jumiper over my knee and adg i
?;;;m:;ts to the heap of coals. A wisp of bluish smf}%&
goes up and the wood, arid as the rock from which.s
came, blossoms out in fire,

Go thou my incense upward from this hearih
And ask the gods to pardon this clear fame.

I wait and watch, guarding the desert, the arches, ﬂ]e

sand and barten rock, the isolated junipers and scaftereq

clumps of sage surrounding me in stillness and simplicity-.

under the starlight. , ,
Again the fire begins to fail. Letting it die, I take my
walking stick and go for a stroll down the road into the
thickening darkness. I have a Hashlight with me but wi]
not use it unless I hear some sign of animal life worth
of investigation. The fashlight, or electrical torch as the
English call it, is a useful instrument in certain situationg
})ut I can see the road well enough without it. Better, in
act, .
There’s another disadvantage to the use of the flash.
light: like many other mechanical gadgets it tends to
Scparate a man from the world around him. If [ switch
it on my eyes adapt te it and I can see only the small poo}
of light which it makes in front of me; I am isolated,

Leaving the flashlight in my pocket where it belongs, I' !

remain a part of the environment 1 walk through and my
vision though limited has no sharp or definite boundary,
This peculiar imitation of the machine becomes doubly
apparent when I return to the housetrailer, I've decided
to write a letter (to mysclf) before going to bed, and
tather than use a candle for light I'm going to crank up
the old generator. The generator is a small four-cylinder
gasoline engine mounted on a wooden block not fa from
the trailer, Much too close, I'd say. I open the switch,
adjust the choke, engage the crank and heave it around,
The engine sputters, gasps, catches fire, gains momentum,
winds up into a roar, valves popping, rockers thumping,
pistons hissing up and down inside their oiled jackets.

3 s-h
-8
- generab

Solitaire 15

wer surges into the ]‘:riring],; the light bclill)g 6131(1:211(11:
- 1 in to glow, brighten, becoming in .
e tr]i!ﬂﬁisbzgénso bgll'ight 1 Ean’t see a thing and have to

Eg %ny eyes as I stumble toward the open door of the
aﬂer Nor can I hear anything but the clatter of the
tor. 1 am shut off from the natural world and sealed
up. encapsulated, in a box of artificial light and tyrannical
o e ins ' djust to the new

ide the trailer my senses adj
.tuoartl?:nmasnd soon enough,y wiiting the letter, I %)se
" reness of the lights and the whine of the motor. But
?vfave cut mysclf off completely from the greater woid
hich surrounds the man-made shell. The desert and the
Wiht are pushed back—I can no longer partzmpated Hc_’ll
nth%m or observe; 1 have exchanged a great and unbo?]n e
world for a small, comparatively meager one. By cd(nce,
certainly; the exchangle is ;clemporanly convenient and can
d whenever I wish. '

beFr‘?giesrii?ng the leiter I go outside and close the smit:;:!h
on the generator. The light bulbs dim and dxsappear,d‘ €
furious gnashing of pistons whimpess to a halt, Sganﬁmg
by the inert and helpless engine, I hear its last v::h ratons:
die like ripples on a pool somewhere far out on eh r?)n
quil sea of desert, somewhere beyond Delicate A;p , be-
yond the Yellow Cat badlands, beyond the shadow 1{;11612

I wait. Now the night flows back, the mighty st nesg
embraces and includes me; I can see the stars agamfan
the world of starlight. I am twenty miles or }'norelrfog
the nearest fellow human, but instead of loneliness I fe
loveliness. Loveliness and a quiet exultation.




THE SERPENTS
OF PARADISE

Tuz APRIL mornings are bright, clear and calm. Not
until the afternoon does the wind begin to blow, raising
dust and sand in funnelshaped twisters that spin across
the desert briefly, like dancers, and then collapse—whirl-
winds from which issue no voice or word except the for-
lomn moan of the elements under stress. After the recon-
noitering dust-devils comes the real, the serious wind, the
voice of the desert rising to a demented howl and blotting
out sky and sun behind yellow clouds of dust, sand, con-
fusion, emnbattled birds, last year’s scrub-oak leaves, pollen,
the husks of locusts, bark of juniper.. ..

Time of the red eye, the sore and bloody nostril, the
sand-pitted windshield, if one is foolish enough to drive
his car into such a storm. Time to sit indoors and con-
tinue that letter which is never finished—while the fine

17
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dust forms neat little windrows under the edge of the do
and on the windowsills. Yet the springtime winds are |
much a part of the canyon country as the silence ang th
glamorous distances; you leam, after a number of yea
to love them also. :

The mornings therefore, as I started to say and meapy:
to say, are all the sweeter in the knowledge of what the
afternoon is likely to bring, Before beginning the Moy,
ing chores I like to sit on the sill of my doorway, bag
feet planted on the bare ground and a mug of hot coffeg;
in hand, facing the sunrise. The air is gelid, not far aboyg
freezing, but the butane heater inside the trailer keeps 1y
back warm, the rising sun warms the front, and the coﬁez-
warms the interior. :

Perhaps this is the loveliest hour of the day, though
it's hard to choose. Much depends on the season, In mig.
summer the sweetest hour begins at sundown, after the
awful heat of the afternoon. But now, in April, we'll take
the opposite, that hour beginning with the sunrise. The
birds, returning from wherever they go in winter, scem
inclined to agree. The pinyon jays are whirling in garry.
lous, gregarious flocks from one stunted tree to the next
and back again, ematic exuberant games without any
apparent practical function, A few big ravens hang
around and eroak harsh clanking statements of smug satis.
faction from the rimrock, kifting their greasy wings how
and then to probe for lice, I can hear but seldom see the
canyon wrens singing their distinctive song from some-
where up on the cliffs: a flutelike descent~never ascent—
of the whole-tone scale. Staking out new nesting claims,
I understand. Also invisible but invarably present at
some indefinable distance are the mouming doves whose
plaintive call suggests irresistibly a kind of secking-out, the
attempt by separated souls to restore a lost communion; -

Hello . .. they seem to cry, who . . . are.. . . you?

And the reply from a different quarter. Hello. . . (pause)
where .. . are. .. you?

No doubt this line of analogy must be rejected. It's
foolish and unfair to impute to the doves, with serious
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their own, an interest in questions moxe ap-

; s of 1 1
poncet their human kin. Yet their song, if not a

pate to

?ﬁﬁng call or a warning, must be what it sounds like, a

¢ line meditation on space, on solitude. The game.
bwgggf birds, silent, w]i?lich I have not yet lcarned to
dentify, are also lusking in the vicinity, watching me.
qt the omithologist terms Lgb.’s—little gray birds—

ey flit about from point o point on noiseless wings,

it origins obscure. ' o

?hf{; oggnﬁoned before, I share the housetrailer with a
umber of mice. I don’t know how many but apparently

gnly a few, perhaps a single family, They don’t disturb

e and are welcome to my crumbs and leavings. Where
| they came from, how they got into the trailer, how they
" quvived before my arrival (for the trailer had been
" Jocked up for six months), these are puzzling matters I
. g not prepared to zesolve. My only reservation concern-
' jng the mice is that they do attract rattlesnakes.

T'm sitting on my doorstep early one morning, facing

: the sun as usnal, drinking coffee, when I happen to look
_ down and see almost between my bare feet, only a couple

of inches to the rear of my heels, the very thing I had in
mind, No mistaking that wedgelike head, that tip of

. homy segmented tail peeping out of the coils. He's under
 the goor%tep and in the shade where the ground and air

remain very cold. In his sluggish condition he’s not likely
to strike unless I rouse him by some careless move of my
wi.
’ There's a revolver inside the trailer, a huge British Web-
ley 45, loaded, but it’s out of reach. Even if I had it in
my hands I'd hesitate to blast a fellow creature at such
dose range, shooting between my own legs at a living
target flat on solid rock thirty inches away. It would be
like murder; and where would I set my coffec? My cherry-
wood walking stick leans against the trailerhouse wall only
a few feet away but I'm afraid that in leaning over for
it I might stir up the rattler or spill some hot coffee on
his scales. - )
Other considerations come to mind. Arches National




20 Desert Solitaire

is meant to be among other things g sap
?f: ﬁuq;:ilﬁlfl;——for all forms of wildlife, It is §n du otu
patk ranger to protect, preserve and defend al] Living ;5
within the park boundaries, making no exceptions,
if this were not the case I have personal convi
uphold. Ideals, you might say. [ prefer not to kill ap;
I'm a humanist; I'd rather kill 2 man than a snake,
What to do. I drink some more coffee and study
dormant reptile at my hecls. It is not afier all the my ht}i
diamondback, Crotalus atrox, I'm confronted with but 5.
smaller species known locally as the homy rattler of Mo
precisely as the Faded Midget. An insulting name for 4
1attlesnake, which mnay cxplain the Faded Midget’s allegeg
bad temper. But the name is apt: he is small and dyggy,
looking, with a little knob above each eye—the hopg,
His bite though temporarily disabling would not likely ki)t
a full-grown man in normal health. Even so I don’t reall
want him around, Am I to be compelled to put on ooy
or shoes every time I wish to step outside? The scorpions,
tarantulas, centipedes, and black widows are nuisance
enough, .

I finish my coffee, Iean back and swing my feet up and
inside the doorway of the trailer, At once there is a buzzin
sound from below and the rattler Lfts his head from hig
coils, eyes brightening, and extends his narrow black
tongue to test the air,

After thawing out my boots over the gas flame I pull
them on and come back to the doorway. My visitor is
still waiting beneath the doorstep, basking in the sun,
fully alert. The trailerhouse has two doors. I leave by the
other and get a long-handled spade out of the bed of the
government pickup, With this tool I scoop the snake into
the open. He strikes; T can hear the click of the fangs
against steel, see the strain of venom, He wants fo stand
and fight, but I am patient; I insist on herding him well
away from the tmiler. On guard, head aloft—that evil
slit-eyed weaving head shaped like the ace of spades—tail
whirring, the rattler slithers sideways, retreating slowly

before me until he reaches the shelter of a sandstone slab.
He backs under it,

Y
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. . h
tter stay there, cousin, I warn him; if I catc
Ymrlo]?:d the trgiler again I'll chop your head off.
ou eck later he comes back, If mot him, his twin
A Wr I spot him one morning under the trailer near
b mﬂﬂ?t(':hen drain, waiting for a mouse. I have to keep

& .
' e )
my’I%ri(sm;:(sm’t do. If there are midget rattlers in the area

; iamondbacks too--five, six or seven feet

ther® tnlll?zkb:s d;a m(:m’s wiist, ddngerous. I don}: want
15;1;5’1 camping under my home. It looks as though I'll have
ice.

f'rwﬁiﬂrzl\::r:nbefore being forced to take that step I b;tm

- 1cky enough to capture a gopher snake. Burning garbage

[ fnorning at the park dump, I see a long slender yellow-

7 Gn‘e\,vn snake emerge from a mound of old tin cans a?d
‘bffsﬁc picnic plates and take off down the sandy bed o le:
P Ich. There is a burlap sack in the cab of the tn:lﬁ

hich I carry when plucking Kleenex flowers from | kua

L ;’msh and cactus along the road; I_ grab that and my stic eci
mn after the snake and corner it bencath the exlcnlos .

roots of a bush, Making sure it’s a gopher snake s.'znlc nod
something less useful, I open the neck of the sac :1111c
with a great deal of coaxing and prodding get the snake
into it. The gopher snake, Drymarchon corais ccupenicor
bull snake, has a repufation as the enemy of rattl&enél €5,
destroying or driving them away whenever encountered -

Hoping fo domesticate this sleck, handsome and (Lc_ e
reptile, I release him inside the trailerhouse and keci:ll? ;n}
there for several days. Should T attempt to feed Im.t
decide against it—let him eat mice. What little \zahqr
he may need can also be extracted from the flesh of his

P icely. During the

opher snake and I get along nicely. g
da?ife gc}a)ﬂs up like a cat in the warm corner bellt%%d

the heater and at night he goes about his business. ! e

mice, singularly quiet for a change, make themse’ ve;

scarce. The snake is passive, apparently |:‘:J_11tenf:edl,1 arz1
makes no resistance when I pick him up with my han ;
and drape him over an arm or around my neck. When

take him outside into the wind and sunshine his favorite
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place seems to be inside my shirt, where he wiaps hingg
around my waist and rests on my belt. In this
he sometimes sticks his head out between shirt buttong

a survey of the weather, astonishing and de]ighting a
tourists who may happen to be with me at the time. TH
scales of a snake are dry and smooth, quite pleasant tq 41

his temperature from that of the immediate environm
—in this case my body.
i We are compatible. From my point of view, friengs
i After a week of close association I turn him loose op the

i the partk. At noon when I return he is gone. I search

but my companion has disappeared. Has he left the

door.
‘The snake story is not yet ended.

snake’s disappearance, in the evening of a very hot dg A
with all the rosy desert cooling like a griddle with tie
i fire turned off, he reappears. This time with a mate,

I'm in the stifting heat of the trailer opening a can of beer,
barefooted, about to go outside and relax after a hard day
watching clond formations. I happen to glance out the
little window near the refrigerator and see two gopher
snakes on my verandah engaged in what secems to be a
kind of ritval dance. Like a living caduceus they wind
and unwind about each other in undulant, graceful, per
petual motion, moving slowly across a dome of sandstone,

them—scxual? combative? both? A shameless vovyeur, 1
stare at the lovers, and then to get a closer view run out-
side and around the trailer to the back. There I get down
on hands and knees and creep toward the dancing snakes,
not wanting to frighten or disturb them. I crawl to within
six feet of them and stop, flat on my belly, watching from

pents seem unaware of my presence.

. former household pet, I cannot even be sure that they
' re male and female, though their performance resembles
.:0 strongly a pas de deux by formal lovers. They intertwine

touch. Being a cold-blooded creature, of course, he tak&g :

" there is a variation: at regular intervals the snakes clevate

Their heads and bodies rise, higher and higher, than top-

warm sandstone at my doorstep and leave for patro] « .
4 ; el o ple together and the rite goes on,

cverywhere beneath, nearby and inside the tmile ;o .
R : f railorhouy - guddenly and simultancously they discover me, prone on

area entirely or is he hiding somewhere close by? At ayy | my belly a few feet away. The dance stops. After a mo-

rate I am troubled no more by ratilesnakes under the :_

g tongues flickering, their intense wild yellow eyes staring
In the middle of May, about a month after th . '
: ory Ty T > wonder; then, stung by a fear too ancient and powerful
. snakes veer and turn and race away from me in parallel

' noise as they slide over the sand and stone. I follow them

Invisible but tangible as music is the passion which joins |

" -maintaining useful connections with the primeval.

the snake’s-eye level. Obsessed with their ballet, the ser |
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Tﬁe two gopher snakes arc nearly identical in length
4 coloring; -1 cannot be certain that either is actually

eparate, glide side by side in perfect congruence, turn
;ﬂg Sml;tror images of each other and glide back again,
wind and unwind again. This is the basic pattern but

their heads, facing one another, as high as they can go,
g5 if each is irying fo outreach or overawe the other

°1 erawl after them, determined to see the whole thing.

ment’s pause the two snakes come straight toward me, still
in flawless unison, straight toward my face, the forked

directly into my eyes. For an instant I am paralyzed by
to overcome I scramble back, rising to my knees. The
motion, their lean elegant bodies making a soft hissing

for a short distance, still plagued by curiosity, before re-
membering my place and the requirements of common
courtesy. For godsake let them go in peace, I tell myself.
Wish them luck and (if lovers) innumerable offspring, a
life of happily ever after. Not for their sake alone but for
your OwWil. . .
In the long hot days and cool evenings to come I will
not see the gopher snakes again, Nevertheless I will feel
their presence watching over me like totemic deities, keep-
ing the rattlesnakes far back in the brush where I like
them best, cropping off the surplus mouse population,

Sympathy, mutual aid, symbiosis, continuity. .
How can I descend to such anthropomorphism? Easily
—but is it, in this casc entirely false? Perhaps not, I am
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not attributing human motives to my snake ang b
acquaintances. I recognize that when and where they g,
purposes of mine they do so for beautifully selfigh,
sons of their own. Which is exactly the way it shoylq
1 suggest, however, that it's a foolish, simple-min,
rationalism which denies any form of emotion to all 5

mals but man and his dog. This is no more justifieq tha

the Moslems are in denying souls to women, It seemg Iy
me possible, even probable, that many of the nonhumgy
undomesticated animals experience emotions unknown to

us, What do the coyotes mean when they yodel at o £
moon? What are the dolphins trying so patiently 4, |

tell us? Precisely what did those two enraptured gopher
snakes have in mind when they came gliding toward my

cyes over the naked sandstone? If I had been as capabjg

of trust as I am susceptible to fear I might have learneq
something new or some truth so very old we have all fo.
gotten it '

‘They do not sweat and whine about their condition,
They do not lie awake in the dark and weep for theiy
§ins. ... :

. All men are brothers, we like to say, half-wishing some.
times in secret it were not true. But perhaps it is true,
And is the evolutionary line from protozoan to Spinoza
any less certain? That also may be true. We are obliged,
thercfore, to spread the news, painful and bitter thongh it
may be for some to hear, that all living things on earth
are kindred.

CLIFFROSE AND BAYONETS

May Dav.

A crimson sunrise streaked with gold flares out beyond
Balanced Rock, beyond the arches and windows, beyond
Grand Mesa in Colorado. Dawn winds are driving stream-
ers of snow off the peaks of the Sierra La Sal and old
man Tukuhnikivats, mightiest of mountains in the land
of Moab, will soon be stripped bare to the granite if this
wind doesn’t stop. Blue scarves of snow fiying in the wind
twenty miles away—you wouldn’t want to be up there
now, as they say out here, 13,000 feet above the sea, with
only your spurs on.

In honor of the occasion I tack a scarlet bandanna to
the ridgepole of the ramada, where my Chinese windbells
also hang, jingling and jangling in the breeze. The red
rag flutiers brightly over the bells—poetry and revolu-
tion before breakfast. Afterwards I hoist the Stars and

25
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Stripes to the top of the flagpole up at the entrance 4
ﬁonf.}eIsmparﬁal and neutralist, taking no chances, fe “zsta
good fortunc fo both sides, good swill for all. O ¢
I‘;thd , depending on my mood of the moment, day,
and chain,

The gopher snake has deserted me, taking with
lonely place this mormning, Leaving the coffee to peregly

slowly over the lowest possible flame, °

cliffrose and a hint of mountain snow, more th
quate compensation, ’ o ade

Time to inspect the garden. I refer to the garden which, -
to the mouny. -

lies all around me, extending from here
tains, from here to the Book Cliffs, from here to Roberty’
Roost gnd Land_’s End-~an area about the size of the Ne-
I%z‘];i?:d.' excepling me and the huddled Moabites, unip.

Inventory. Great big

the road provides an extra margin of water, a sligh
significant difference. Growing agllnong the sn,mﬂowgerst 3115
scattered more thinly over the rest of the desert are the
others: yellow borage, Indian paintbrush, scaslet pen-
stemon, skyrocket gilia, prickly pear, hedgehog cactus
purple locoweed, the coralred globemallow, dockweed:
sand verbena, Loveliest of all, however, gay and sweet ag
a preity gitl, with a fragrance like that of orange blossoms
is the cliffrose, Cowanig stansburiana, also known—-b};
the anesﬂ}eti_c—as buckbrush or quinine bush.

The cliffrose is a sturdy shrub with gnarled trunk and
twisting branches, growing sometimes to twice a man’s
height.” When not in bloom it might not catch your
eye; buj: after the winter snows and a trace of rain in the
spring 1t comes on suddenly and gloriously like a swan,
hke a maiden, and the shaggy limbs go out of sight be-
hind dense clusters of flowers creamy white or pale yellow,

ouses and pox vobiscum. Swinish politics, our ball

most of my mice, and the government trailerhouse ?si?"'
I take v
wood and go for a walk before breakfast, The ﬁidc%ﬁ; ""
sand in my teeth but also brings the scent of ﬂoweﬁng".-

2 yellow muleear sunflowers age
. blooming along the dirt 0ad, where the drainage frg;:
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Jike wild roses, each with its five perfect petals and a golden
riter.

cE:There’s a cliffrose standing near the shed behind the

trailer, shaking in the wind, a dazzling mass of blossoms,

and another coming up out of solid sandstone beside the

ramada, ten feet tall and clothed in a fire of flowers. If

Housman were here he’d alter those lines to

Loveliest of shrubs the cliffrose now
Is hung with bloom along the bough. ..

The word “shrub” presents a challenge, at least to such
verse as this; but poetry is nothing if not exact. The poels
lie too much, said Jeffers. Exactly. We insist on precision
around here, thongh it bend the poesy a litile out of shape.

The cliffrose is practical as well as pretty. Concealed by
the flowers at this time are the leaves, small, tough, wax-
coated, bitter on the tongue—thus the name quinine
bush-—but popular just the same among the deer as
browse when nothing better is available—buckbrush. The
Indians too, a practical people, once used the bark of this
plant for sandals, mats and rope, and the Hopi medicine
man is said, even today; to mash and cook the leaves as an
emetic for his patients.

Because of its clouds of flowers the cliffrose is the
showiest plant in the canyon country, but the most beau-
tiful individual flower, most people would agree, is that
of the cacti: the prickly pear, the hedgehog, the fishhook.
Merely opinion, of course. But the various cactus Howers
have earned the distinction claimed for them on the
basis of their large size, their delicacy, their brilliance,
and their transience—they bloom, many of them, for
one day only in each year. Is that a fair criterion of
beauty? I dont know. For myself I hold no preference

among flowers, so long as they are wild, free, spontane-
ous. (Bricks to ail greenhouses! Black thumb and cut-
worm to the potted plant!)

The cactus flowers are all much alike, varying only in
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color within and among the different species. The prick}
pear, for cxample, produces a flower that may be viole
saffron, or red. It is cup-shaped, filled with golden stamep,

that respond with sensitive, one might almost say Sensua)

tenrdemness to the entrance of a bee, This fower s i i
irresistibly attractive to insects; I have yet to loojicll?nltrclydgﬁd
and not find a honeybee or bumblebee wallowing drunlz

enly inside, powdered with poilen, glutting itself on what °

must be 2 marvelous nectar. You can’t get them out of

them, poking and prodding with 2 stem of grass, but 3

bee in a cactus bloom will not be provoked; it stays unti] -

the flower wilts. Until closing time.

. The true distinction of these flowers, I fecl, is & :
in the contrast between the blossom and the pl’arls: vgl?iréﬁ '

produces it. The cactus of the high desert is a

grubby, obscure and humble vegetab%:associated witilmc;}{:
tle dung and overgrazing, interesting only when you fag.
gle with it in the wrong way. Yet from this nest of thorns
this snare of hooks and fiery spines, is bomn once each
year 2 splendid flower. It is unpluckable and except to
an insect almost unapproachable, yet soft, lovely, sweet,

desirable, exemplifying better than the rose among thoms -

thgs turuty of qpp%sites.
epping carefully around the stragoling prickl
I come after a few paces over bare sa%%istgng to aYPI;:;:
whose defensive weaponry makes the cactus scem relatively
benign, This one is formed of a cluster of bayonetlike
leaves pointing up and outward, each stff green blade
tipped with a point as intense and penetrating as a needle,
Out of the core of this untouchable dagger’s-nest rises a
slender stalk, waisthigh, gracefully curved, which sup-
ports a heav;_r .cluster of bellshaped, cream-colored, wax-
gg:sg,bﬁgéqumtel% perguttge% lﬂofwers. This plant, not a
a member of the li ily, i
called Spanish bayonet. y famil, s 2 type of yuesa
Despite its fierce defenscs, or perhaps because of them
the yucca is as beautiful as it is strange, perfect in its
place wherever that place may be—on the Dagger Flats of
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g Bend, the high grasslands of southern New Mexico,
% rim and interior of Grand Canyon or here in the

Agches country, growing widespaced and solitaire from

fhe red sands of Utah.,

'The yucca is bizarre not only in appearance but in its

ode of reproduction. The flowers are pollinated not by
ecs or hummingbirds but exclusively by a moth of the

" enus Pronuba with which the yucca, aided by a liberal
there—they won’t go home, I’ & Yowance of time, has worked out a symbiotic relation-
Y go home. I've done my best to annoy ‘- |- :}],i(;-, beneficial and necessary to both. The moth lays its

" [ ¢gps at the proper time in the ovary of the yucca flower

where the larvae, as they develop, feed on the growing

- ceeds, eating enough of them to reach maturity but leav-
* ing enough in the pod to allow the plant, assisted by the
- desert winds, to sow next year’s yucca crop. In return for

this nussery care the moth performs an essential service

for the yucea: in the process of entering the flower the

* moth—almost accidentally it might seem to us—transfers
* the flower’s pollen from anther to pistil, thus accomplish-
- ing pollination. No more; but it is sufficient.

The wind will not stop. Gusts of sand swirl before me,
stinging my face. But there is still too much fo see and
marvel at, the world very much alive in the bright light
and wind, exultant with the fever of spring, the delight
of moring, Strolling on, it seems to me that the sirange-
ness and wonder of existence are emphasized here, in the
desert, by the comparative spawsity of the flora and
fauna: life not crowded upon life as in other places but

scattered abroad in spareness and simplicity, with a gen-

erous gift of space for each hesb and bush and tree, each
siem of grass, so that the living organism stands out bold
and brave and vivid against the lifcless sand and barren
sock. The extreme clarity of the desert light is equaled by

the extreme individuation of desert life-forms. Love flow-

ers best in openness and freedom.

Patterns in the sand, tracks of tiger lizards, birds, kan-
garoo rats, beetles, Circles and semicircles on the red
dune where the wind whips the compliant stems of the
wild ricegrass back and forth, halfway around and back
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again. On the crcst of the dune is a curving comic £
which flies a constant spray of finc sand, Crescent-shgys
the dune shelters on its leeward side a growth of sunflg;
ers and scarlet penstemon, I lie on my belly on the ed
of the dune, back to the wind, and study the world of tﬁ
flowers from ground level, as a snake might see it,
below the flowers of the penstemon look like fyin
nants; the sunflowers shake and creak from thick I
hairy stalks that look, from a snake’s viewpoint, like iﬁ%
trunks of trees. :

I get up and start back to the trailer. A smell of bum;
ing coffee on the wind. On the way I pass a large anthyy’
the domed city of the harvester ants. Ormnivorous ted
devils with a vicious bite, they have denuded the groung:
surrounding their hill, destroying everything green and Jjy,
ing within a radius of ten feet. I cannot resist the impulsg
to shove my walking stick into the bowels of their hive and
rowel things up. Don’t actually care for ants, Neurotig
little pismires. Compared to ants the hairy scorpion is 5
beast of charm, dignity and tenderness. N

My favorite juniper stands before me glittering shaggily -
in the sunrise, ragged roots clutching at the rock on which’

8
Frof;i

grandmother of a tree may be three hundred years old;

greater than fifteen or twenty feet even in favorable loca.
tions. My juniper, though still fruitful and full of vigor,
is at the same time partly dead: one half of the divided
trunk holds skyward a sapless claw, a branch without leaf
or bark, baked by the sun and scoured by the wind to a
silver finish, where magpies and ravens like to roost when
I am not too close. '
P've had this tree under surveillance ever since my ar-
rival at Arches, hoping to leam something from it, to
discover the significance in its form, to make a connection
through its life with whatever falls beyond. Have failed,
The essence of the juniper continues to clude me unless,
as I presently suspect, its surface is also the essence. .

3l

: ?,i?]‘ii indicates, however, an internal effoit at liberation.
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wo living things on the same earth, respiring in a com-

0 :]11‘2digum, we contact one another but without dgrect
’ munication. Intuition, sympathy, empathy, all fail to
1.](116 me into the heart of this being—if it has a heart.

"0 Ar times I am exasperated by the juniper's static pose;

ing in its stylized gesture of appeal, that dead claw
n;ﬁ?;n:]%e sky, styuggests catalepsy. Perhaps the tree is
& The dull, painful creaking of the branches in the

The wind flows around us from the yellow haze in the
east, a morning wind, a solar wind, We're in for a storm

" today, dust and sand and filthy air.

ithout flowers as yet but bright and fresh, with leaves
of‘:/;tarﬂing, living gicen in contrast to the usnal desert

.glive drab, is a shrub known as singleleaf ash, one of the

few true deciduous planis in the pinyon-juniper comimnu-
nity. Most desert plants have only rudimentary leaves,

“or no leaves at all, the better to conserve moisture, and the

singleleaf ash seems out of place here, anomalous, fore-

E ed to wither and die. (Fraxinus anomala is the

3 ggi?amnical name.) But touch the leaves of this plant and
- you find them dry as paper, leathery in texture and there-

it feeds, rough dark boughs bedecked with a rash, withs | 1

shower of turquoise-colored berries, A female, this ancient - |

¢ desertesistant. The singleleaf ash in my garden
s(t);nds alone along the path, a dwarf tree only three feet

high but tongh and enduring, clenched to the stone.
growing very slowly, the juniper seldom attains a height” |

Sand sage or old man sage, a lustrous windblown blend
of silver and blue and aquamarine, gleams in the distance,
the feathery stems flowing like hair. Purple flowers no
bigger than your fingernail are half-revealed, half-con-

- cealed by the shining leaves. Purple sage: crush the leaves
- between thumb and finger and you release that characterds-
- tic odor, pungent and bittersweet, which means canyon
~ country, high lonesome mesaland, the winds that blow

from far away. ) . .
Also worthy of praise is the local pinyon pine, growing

hereabouts at isolated points, for its edible nuts that ap-

pear in good years, for its ragged raunchy piney good

*. looks, for the superior qualities of its wood as fuel—burns

clean and slow, little soot, litfle ash, and smells almost
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juniper. Unfortunately, most of the pinyon pineg :
?:i %Zd;:;“;ep dead or dying, victims of another kind of -

pine—the porcupine. This situation came about through

the conscientious efforts of a federal agency known for. "~ F.
mgrly as the Wildlife Service, which keeps ifs people busy -

in trapping, shooting and poisoning wildlife, particularly
coyotes and mountain lions. Having nearly exterminated
their natural enemies, the wildlife experts made it possible

for the porcupines to multiply so fast and so far that they

—the porcupines—have taken to gnawing the bark from
pinyon pines in order to survive.

What else? Still within sight of the housetrailer, 1 can
see the princess plume with its tall golden racemmes; the
green ephedra or Mormon tea, from which Indians and
pioneers extracted a medicinal drink (contains ephedrine),
the obnoxious Russian thistle, better known as tumble.

~ weed, an exotic; pepperweed, bladderweed, snakeweed,

matchweed, skeleton weed—the last-named so delicately
formed as to be almost invisible; the scrubby little wavy-leaf
oak, stabilizer of sand dunes; the Apache plume, poor
cousin of the cliffrose; gray blackbrush, most ubiquitous
and humble of desert plants, which will grow where all else
has given up; more annuals—primrose, sourdock, yellow
and purple beeplant, rockcress, wild buckwheat, grama
grass, and five miles north across the floor of Salt Valley,
acres and acres of the coral-colored globemallow.

Not quite within eyeshot but close by, in a shady damp-
ish secret place, the sacred datura—moonflower, moon-
lily, thornapple—blooms in the night, soft white trumpet-
shaped flowers that open only in darkness and close with
the coming of the heat. The datura is sacred (to certain
cultists) because of its content of atropine, a powerful
narcotic of the alkaloid group capable of inducing vision-
ary hallucinations, as the Indians discovered long before
the psychedelic craze began. How they could have made
such a discovery without poisoning themselves to death
nobody knows; but then nobody knows how so-called
primitive man made his many other discoveries. We must
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. ncede that science is nothing new, that research, em-
irical logic, the courage to experiment are as old as hu-

anity.

1nMost of the plants I have named so far belong to what

logists call the pinyon pinejuniper community, typi-

o0 the high, dry, sandy soils of the tablelands. Desqend
_ﬁﬁlt‘ffe alkaligﬂatsr};f Salt Valley and you find an entirely
- different grouping: shadscale, fourwinged saltbush, grease-

wood, spiny horsebrush, asters, milk vetch, budsage, galle-
tagrass. Along the washes and the rare perennial streams
owll find a third community: the Fremont poplar or
cottonwood tree, willow, tamansk, rabbitbrush or chamisq,

. atiety of sedges, tules, rushes, reeds, cattails, The
| ?31(111731 ‘;ﬂanzycommuiity, in the Arches ares, is found by

springs and around the seeps on the canyon walls—
tﬂﬁg hl;ng%:g gardens of fern, monkey-flower, death camas,
columbine, helleborine orchid, bracken, panicgrass, blue-
stem, poison ivy, squawbush, and the endemic primrose
Primule specuiols, found nowhere but in the canyon-

ds. . .
lanSo much for the inventory. After such a lengthy listing of
plant life the reader may now be visualizing Arches Na-
tional Monument as more a jungle than a desert. Be rc-
assured, it is not so. I have called it a garden, and it is—
a rock garden, Despite the great variety of living things to
be found here, most of the surface of the land, at ‘lea'st
three-quarters of it, is sand or sandstone, naked, monolithic,
austerc and unadomed as the sculpture of the moon.
It is undoubtedly a desest place, clean, pure, totally use-
less, quite unprofitable.

The sun is rising through a yellow, howling wind. Time
for breakfast. Inside the trailer now, broiling bacon and
frying eggs with good appetite, I hear the sand patter
like min against the metal walls and brush across the
windowpanes. A fine silt accumulates beneath the door
and on the window ledge. The trailer shakes in a sudden
gust. All one to me—sandstorm or sunshine I am con-

* tent, 5o long as I have something to eat, good health, the
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earth to take my stand on, and light behind the eyestosee by,
At eight o'clock I put on badge and ranger hat and go fy .

work, checking in at headquarters by radio and taking my
post at the entrance station to greet and orient whateye,
tourists may appear. None show. After an hour of waiting |
climb in the government pickup and begin a patrol of the

patk, taking lunch and coffee with me. So far as I knoy

there’s no one camping in the park at this time, but it won’t
hurt to make sure.

The wind is coming from the north, much colder thap
before—we may have sleet or rain or snow or possibly alt
three before nightfall. Bad weather means that the park
entrance road will be impassable; it is part of my job to
inform campers and visitors of this danger so that they will
have a chance to get out before it's too late,

Taking the Windows road first, 1 drive beneath the over-
hanging Balanced Rock, 3500 tons of seamless Entrada
sandstone perched on a ridiculous, inadequate pedestal of
the Carmel formation, soft and rotten stone eaten away by
the wind, deformed by the weight above. One of these days
that rock is going to fall—in ten, fifty, or five hundred
years. I drive past more free-standing pinnacles, around the
edge of outthrust ledges, in and out of the ravines that
corrode the rolling terrain—wind-deposited, cross-bedded
sand dunes laid down eons ago in the Mesozoic era and
since compressed and petrified by overlaying sediments.
Everywhere the cliffrose is blooming, the yellow fowers
shivering in the wind.

The heart-shaped prints of deer are plain in the dust of
the road and I wonder where the deer are now and how
they're doing and if they've got enough to eat. Like the
porcupine the deer too become victims of human med-
dling with the natural scheme of things—not enough
coyotes around and the mountain lions close to extinction,
the deer have multiplied like rabbits and are eating them-
selves out of house and home, which means that many
each year are condemned to a slow death by starvation.
The deerslayers come by the thousands every autumn out

P
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Galt Lake and California to harvest, as they like to say,
¢ surplus deer. But they are not adequate for the task.
The road ends at the Double Arch campground. No

of
th

* one here. I check the garbage can for trapped chipmunks, -

ick up a few bottlecaps, and inspect the “sanitary facili-
tics,” where all appears to be in good order: roll of paper,

. oan of lime, black widow spiders dangling in their usual

strategic comers. On the inside of the door someone has

written a cautionary note:

Attention: Watch out for rattlesnakes, coral snakes, whip
snakes, vinegaroons, centipedes, millipedes, ticks, mites,
black widows, cone-nosed kissing bugs, solpugids, taran.
tulas, horned toads, Gila monsters, red ants, fire ants,
Jerusalem crickets, chinch bugs and Giant Hairy Desert
Scorpions before being seated.

I walk out the foot trail to Double Arch and the Win-

- dows. The wind moans a dreary tune under the over- .

hanging coves, among the holes in the rock, and through
the dead pinyon pines. The sky is obscure and yellow
but the air in this relatively sheltered place among the
tocks is still clear. A few birds dart about: black-throated
sparrows, the cliff swallows, squawking magpies in their
handsome academic dress of black and white. In the
dust and on the sand dunes I can read the passage of
other creatures, from the big frack of a buck to the hn{
rints of birds, mice, lizards, and insecis. Hopefully
look for sign of bobcat or coyote but find none. o
We need more predators. The sheepmen complain, it

is tue, that the coyotes eat some of their lambs. This is

true but do they eat enough? I mean, enough lambs to
keep the coyotes sleek, healthy and well fed. That is my

concern, As for the gacrifice of an occasional lamb, that
seems to me a small%%cw&mﬁfof the
coyote population, The lambs, accustomed by tradition
to their 1ole, do not complain; and the sheepmen, who
run their hooved locusts on the public lands and are heav-
ily subsidized, most of them as hogrich as they are pig-
headed, can easily afford these trifling losses.
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We need more coyoles, more mountain lions, more

wolves and foxes and wildcats, more owls, hawks and
cagles. The livestock interests and their hired mercenarieg

from the Department of the Interior have pursued all of
these animals with unremitting ferocity and astonishing
cruelty for nearly a century, utilizing in this campaign of
extermination everything from the gun and trap to the gjr.

plane and the most ingenious devices of chemical and bio.

logical warfare. Not content with shooting coyotes from

airplanes and hunting lions with dogs, these bounty

hunters, self-styled sportsmen, and government agents like

to plant poisoned meat all over the landscape, distribute
tons of poisoned tallow balls by air, and hidlt?:e baited cya-
nide guns in the ground and brush—a threat to humans ag
well as animals. Still not satisfied, they have developed and
begun to use a biochemical compound which makes sterile
any animal foolish enough to take the bait.

Absorbed in these thoughts, wind in my eyes, [ round 3
corner of the cliff and there’s a doe and her fawn not ten
yards away, browsing on the cliffrose. Fating flowers.
While she could not have heard or scented me, the dge
sees me almost at once. But since [ stopped abruptly and
froze, she isn’t sure that I am dangerous. Puzzled and sus-
picious, she and the fawn at her side, madonna and child,
stare at me for several long seconds. I breathe out, making
the slightest of movements, and the doe springs up and
away as if bounced from a trampoline, followed by the
fawn. Theirsharp hooves clatter on the rock.

“Come back here!” I shout. “I want to talk to you.”

But they're not talking and in another moment have
vanished into the wind. I could follow if I wanted to, track
them down across the dunes and through the open parks of
juniper and cliffrose. But why should T disturb them fur-
ther? Even if I found them and somehow succeeded in
demonstrating my friendship and good will, why should I
lead them to believe that anything manlike can be trusted?
That is no office for a friend.

I come to the North Window, a great opening fifty
feet high in a wall of rock, through which I see the

. - Jeave,
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and the hazy mountains and feel the funneled
dgfd :hkg, wind. I clirz;lyb up to it, walk through—like an
crawling through the eyesocket of 2 skull—and down
other side a half-mile to a little spring at the head of
eeldom-visited canyon. I am out of the wind for a
/sn, can light up my pipe and look around without
: 'Ez’dust in my eyes; I can hear myself think,
Hexe I find the track of a coyote superimposed on the
th of many deer, So there 15 at least one remamning
the arca, perhaps the same coyote I heard two weeks
wailing at the evening moon. His trail comes down
%o'the sandstone from the west, passes over the sand

- §.nder a juniper and up io the seep of dark green water
: ';-;'i,n?f: cir!:le &F reeds, Under the juniper he has left two

avoreen droppings knitted together with rabbit hair.
f:ﬁ%th ?ingertipPII) w%ite my own signature in the sand fo
¢t him know, to tip him off; I take a drink of water and

Down below is Salt Creck Canyon, corraded through

-

| on anticline to the bed of the Colorado. If T were lucky I

- might find the trail of bighom sheep, rumored still to
;E;%chgn these rimrock hideaways. In all these years of
powling on foot fhrough the canyons and desert moun-
hins of the Southwest I have yet fo sce, free and alive
" in the wild, either a lion or a bighom. In part I can blame
‘ouly my ignorance and incompetence, for I know they
are out there, somewhere; I have seen their scat and their
cks.
ths I am returning to the campground and the truck I
see a young cottontail jump from the brush, scamper
| across the trail and freeze under a second bush. The rab-
bit huddles there, panting, ears back, one bright eye on
e. .
lnI am taken by the notion to experiment—on the rabbit.
Suppose, I say to myself, you were out here hungyy, starv-
ing, no weapon but your bare hands. What would you
.do? What could you do? ) .
" There are a few stones scattered along the trail. T pick
" up one that fits well in the hand, that seems to have the
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imum feel and heft. I starc at the cottontail hungy,

ﬁli;t'ﬁlusory shelter under the bush. Blackbrush, | °b3§§ve
the common variety, sprinkled with tightly rolleq lit]
green buds, ready to burst into bloom on short noﬁcée
Should I give the rabbit a sporting chance, that i5, jump g

again, try to hit it on the run? Or brain the litfle bastar:_{' :

where he is?

Notice the terminology. A sporisan is one who ives -

his quarry a chance to escape with its life, This i knoxfn
ir play, or sportsmanship. Animals have no sense of
sportsmanship. Some, like the mountain lion

‘bit, run away, which is cowardly,

Well, 'm a scientist not a sportsman and we've got an‘

important experiment under way here, for which the rabbit
has been volunteered. I rear back and throw the stone with
all I've got straight at his furry head.

'Io my amazement the stone flies true (as if guided by 4 |
Higher Power) and knocks the cottontail head over tincups,

clear out from under the budding blackbush. He crumples,
there’s the usual gushing of blood, ete., 2 brief spasm, and
then no more. The wicked rabbit is dead.

For a moment I am shocked by my deed; I stare at the
quiet rabbit, his glazed eyes, his blood drying in the dust,
Something vital is lacking. But shock is succeeded by g
mild elation. Leaving my victim to the vultures and Mag-
gots, who will appreciate him more than I could—the
flesh is probably infected with tularemia—I continue my
walk with a new, augmented cheerfulness which is hard
to understand but unmistakable. What the rabbit has lost
in energy and spirit seems added, by processes too subtle
to fathom, to my own soul. I try but cannot feel any
sense of guilt. T examine my soul: white as snow. Check
my hands: not a trace of blood. No longer do I feel so
isolated from the sparse and furtive life around me, a
stranger from another world. 1 have entered into this one,
We are kindred all of us, killer and victim, predator and
prey, me and the sly coyote, the soaring buzzard, the

elegant gopher snake, the trembling cottontail, the foul

was a comn
_ form it agatmn.

» A€ Vigjgyg -

—if attacked they defend themselves. Others, like the rab. -

E im
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qms that feed on our entrails, all of them, all of us.
0

ive diversity, Jong live the earth! .
agjg‘i\fing in rrtl};r innocence and power | stride down the

] beneath the elephantine forms of melting sandstone,

i t
% shadows of Double Arch. The experimen
) ;h forssinriete success; it will-never be necessary to per-

Back the warm pickup [ enjoy a well-eamed sandwich and

| drink my coffee before driving on another six miles, through

ind-driven dust and sand, to the old Turnbow
Clo;fafd‘lt?lg‘%)ggril;ning of the trail to Delicate Arch. N
caolnce there was a man named Turnbow who_hved in the
.my wastelands of an eastern city }vhlch we will nl(c)lt r.nen;
* lsflere—the name, though familiar to a]l_ the world, is no
o rtant. This Turnbow had consumption. His doctors
pohim six months. Mr. Turnbow in his despair fled to the
a?iv;wﬂds, to this very spot, built the cabin, lived on and on
ied, many years ago.
for"[?]?él%?fié?}%f :::l‘(ll ,the bgn)i(s of the Engotafble Wa{::;; gf
k, a shallow stream on a bed of quicksand.
ls)ariitnk(i:;gewater is available half a mile upstream at adtr:‘ztixr-l
tary spring. Turnbow Cabin itself is a well-preserve | ruin
(nothing decays around heil_'ﬁ) r.nadg ;fe ]grn;izr, 'if)’i}ggrudity
no two alike in sha ize.
C?tttl?: ‘:gr?;l’crlt?fgi,on followed from the scarcity of wood, not
i)ack of skill. The cracks. between the unrhewn logs wTelig
chinked with adobe; a few fragments still }femt:li;n. The
walls have a morbid greenish_ hpe that matc Hc;s N(Ie grison
ation of the nearby hills; this is dust fgom e Mo s
formation, a loose friable shale containing copper 03[“11] os,
agate, chert, and traces of vanadmyn and uranium. [here
is a ’doorway but no door, a single wmdqw sm1 n
glass. The floor consists of warped, odd(—isdx_zg P ana .
Tn one comer is a manger for horses, an a b1t10n ml <
long after the death of Mr. Tumnbow. Cobwebs comp. 3 °
with black widow spiders adorn the darker commers unt zf
the ceiling. In the center of i_:he room is a maz;swe }11)'0;1 o
juniper shoting up the ancient, sagging roof, whic
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-a thatchwork affair of poles, mud and rock, very 1.
As shelter, the cabin cannot be recommended, except §
its shade on a hot day.
Back of the cabin are the lonesome Morrison Ly
utterly lifeless piles of clay and shale and broken rog
dismal scene. In front are the walls of Dry Mes, kg
Salt Creek Canyon. It is a hot, sunken, desolate Pl§§§

closed in and still, lacking even a view. As Genghis Khas
said of India, “The water is bad and the higat makes

ndred foot drop-off. Looking through the ring
53 sﬁg;e ’Elhi rim of Dry ﬁesa and far beyond that the
¢ La Sal Mountains. _

egflfils;:gﬂa}re several ways of looking at Delicate Arch.
" epending on your preconceptions you may see the
. efoded remnant of a sandstone fin, a giant engagement
: e_n cemented in rock, a bowlegged pair of petnficd cow-
Eoy chaps, a triumphal arch for a procession of angels,
Ah me; o illogical geologic freak, a happening—a something that
8iek” A hiaunted place, in my Opiliic, haunted by fr. nappened and will never happen quite that way again, a
ghost of the lonely man who' died here. Except for y, |- fm%w more significant than its picture, a simple monolith
self no one lives within thirty miles of Turnbow Cabiy, » eaten away by weather and time and soon to disintegrate
With relief I tumn my back on this melancholy ryjy, §° jnto a chaos of falling rock (mot surprisingly there have

| e e the golden trail up the long ledge of Nava'11 " been some, even in the Park Service, who advocate spray-
i sandstone which Ieads to Delicate Arch, I crass the swinl(a ing Delicate Arch with a fixative of some sort—Elmer's
/| ing footbridge over Salt Creck, pestered on the way b Glue perhaps or Lady Clairol Spray-Net). There arc the
a couple of yellow cowflies (cattlemen call them deerflie ) inevitable pious Midwesterners who climb a mile and a
The cowfly, or deerfly if you prefer, loves blood, Humay | half under the desert sun to view Delicate Arch and find
! blOOld eSPeC.Ially' Persistent as a mosquito, it will keep at Only Cod (“Goldangit Katherine where_’S' Il‘.l}' llght meter;
i e untl either it samples your blood or you succeed this glare is turrible’™), and the equally inevitable students
o tonS, b or both, The most arttul among them like | of geology who look at the arch and see only Lycll and the

to land in your hair and attach themselves to the scalp, uniformity of nature. You may therefore find proof for or '
where they will not be noticed until too late, But they’ against His existence. Suit yousself. You may see a sym- -
are homeloving insects; once over the bridge and away bol, a sign, a fact, a thing without meaning or a meaning
from the slimy little creck you leave them behind, which includes all things. . .

: Many have made the climb to Delicate Arch, so many Much the same could be said of the tamarisk down in

1 that the erosion of human feet is visible on the soft sand, the canyon, of the blue-black raven croaking on the clifi,

I stone, a dim meandering path leading upward for a mile of your own body. The beauty of Delicate Arch explains

| and a half into a queer region of knobs, domes, turrets ‘nothing, for each thing in its way, when true to its own
and coves, all sculptured from a single solid mass of rock, character, is equally beautiful. (There is no beauty in
What do the pilgrims see? The trail climbs and winds nature, said Baudelaire. A place to throw empty beer cans

| past isolate pinyons and: solitary junipers to a vale of on Sunday, said Mencken.) If Delicate Arch bas any sig-

stone where nothing has happened for a thousand years, nificance it lies, I will venture, in the power of the odd

: to judge from the quictude of the place, the sense of and unexpected to startle the senses and surprise the mind
Wwditing that scems to hover in the air. From this vale you out of their ruts of habit, to compel us into a reawakened
climb a second ledge blasted across the face of a cliff, | awareness of the wonderful—that which is full of wonder.

round 2 comer at the end of the trai] and Delicate Arch A weird, lovely, fantastic object out of nature like D‘.ﬂi-
stﬁands before you, a fragile ring of stone on the far side cate Arch has the curious ability to remind us—like
g Of a matural amphitheater, set on its cdge at the brink |  rock and sunlight and wind and wilderness—that out there
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is a different world, older and greater and deeper by far -
ilsl;n ouf;; a woild which surrounds and sustains the lity]e -

world of men as sea and sky surround and sustain a ghi

"The shock of the real. For a little while we are again able
to see, as the child sees, a woirld of marvels. For a few
moments we discover that nothing can be taken for
granted, for if this ring of stone is marvelous then g|)
which shaped it is marvelous, and our journey here og
earth, able to see and touch and hear in the midst of

tangible and mysterious things-in-themselves, is the most

strange and daring of all adventures.

After Delicate Arch the others are anticlimactic but |

go on to inspect them, as I'm paid to do. From Turnbow
Cabin I drive northwesterly on a twisting soad above Salt
Valley past a labyrinth of fins and pinnacles toward the
Devil's Garden. On the way I pass Skyline Arch, a big
hole in the wall where something took place a few years
ago which seems to bear out the hypotheses of geology:
one November night in 1940 when no one was around o
watch, a big chunk of rock fell out of this arch, enlarg-
ing the opening by half again its former size. The photo-
graphs, “Before & After,” prove it. The event had doubt
less been in preparation for hundreds maybe thousands
of years—snow falling, melting, trickling into minute fis-
surcs, dissolving the cements which knit sandstone parti-
cles together, freezing and expanding, wedging apart the
tiny cracks, undermining the base—but the cumulative
result was a matter, probably, of only a few noisy and
dusty minutes in which the mighty slabs cracked and
grumbled, shook loose, dropped and slid and smashed
upon the older slabs below, shattering the peace of ages.
But none were there to see and hear except the local
lizards, mice and ground squirrels, and perhaps a pair of
outraged, astonished ravens.

I reach the end of the road and walk the deserted trail
to Landscape Arch and Double-O Arch, picking up a few
candy wrappers left from the weckend, straightening a
trail sign which somebody had tried to remove, noting
another girdled and bleeding pinyon pine, obliterating
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from 2 sandstone wall the pathetic scratchings of some
jmbeciles who had attempted to write their names across
the face of the Mesozoie, (Where are you now, J. Soder-
Tund? Alva T. Sarvis? John De Puy? Wilton Hoy? Malcolm
wn? .

Br’%he \Zvind blows, unrelenting, and flights of _11tt1e gray
birds whitl up and away like handfuls of confetti tossed in
the air. The temperature is still falling, presaging snow.
I am glad to return, several hours later, to the shelter and
warmth of the housetrailer. 1 have not seen a soul any-
where in Arches National Monument today. .

In the evening the wind stops. A low gray ceclhn'g of
clouds hangs over the desert from horizon to horizon,
silent and still. One small opening remains in the west.
The sun peers through as it goes down, For a few min-
utes the voodoo monuments burn with a golden ll_ght,
then fade to rose and blue and violet as the sun winks
out and drops. My private juniper stands alone, one
dead claw reaching at the sky. The blossoms on the ¢lif-
rose are folding up, the scarlet penstemon and.t'he bayo-
nets of the yucca tumn dull and vague in the twilight.

Something strange in the air. I go to the weather sta-
tion and check the instraments—nothing much, actually,
but a tain gauge, an anemometer or wind gauge, and a
set of thermometers which record the lows and highs for
the day. The little cups on the wind gauge are barely
turning, but this breath of air, such as it is, comes from
the southwest. The temperature is hfty-five or so, after a
low this moming of thirty-eight. It is not going to snow
after all. Balanced on a point of equilibrium, hesitating,
the world of the high desert turns toward summer.
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1 11k= my job. The pay is generous; I might even say
! ' munificent: $1.95 per hour, earned or not, backed solidly
i , by the wosld’s most powerful Air Force, biggest national
' debt, and grossest national product. The fringe benefits
are priceless: clean air to breathe (after the spring sand-
storms); stillness, solitude and space; an unobstructed
view every day and every night of sun, sky, stas, clouds,
mountains, moon, clifirock and canyons; a sense of time
enough to let thought and feeling range from here to the’
' end of the world and back; the discovery of something
: intimate—though impossible to name—in the remote.

The wosk is simple and requires almost no mental ef-
fort, a good thing in more ways than one. What little
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thinking I do is my own and I do it on government time,
Insofar as I follow a schedule it goes about like this:

For me the work weeck begins on Thwisday, which I
usually spend in patrolling the roads and walking out the
trails, On Friday I inspect the campgrounds, haul e,
wood, and distribute the toilet paper. Saturday and Sup.

day are my busy days as I deal with the influx of weekenq™

visitors and campers, answering questions, pullin

out of the sand, lowering chﬂc%re?'n down ’of}? the grogak;s
tracking lost grandfathers and investigating picnics, My
§aturday'n1ght campfite talks are brief and to the pointy:
Everything all right?” I say, badge and all, ambling up

to what looks like a cheerful group. “Fine,” they'll say;
how about a drink?” “Why not?” I say, %

By Sunday evening most everyone has gone home and
the heavy duty is over. Thank Cod it’s Monday, I say to
myself the next morning. Mondays are very nice, I
empty the garbage cans, read the discarded newspapers,
sweep out the outhouses and disengage the Kleenex from
the cluiches of cliffrose and cactus, In the afternoon I
watch the clouds drift past the bald peak of Mount Tuku-
hnikivats. (Someone has to do it.)

Tuesday and Wednesday I rest. Those are my days off
and I usually set aside Wednesday evening for a trip to
Moab, replenishing my supplies and establishing a litile
human contact more ‘vital than that possible with the
tourists I meet on the job. After a week in the desert,
Moab pop. 5500, during the great uranium boom), seems
like a dazzling metropolis, a throbbing dynamo of com-
merce and pleasure, I walk the single main street as dazed
by the noise and neon as a country boy on his first visit
to Times Square. (Wow, I'm thinking, this is great. )

After a visit to Miller's Supermarket, where I stock up

- on pinto beans and other necessities, I am free to visit the

beer joints. All of them are busy, crowded with prospec-
tors, miners, geologists, cowboys, truckdrivers and sheep-
herders, and the talk is lond, vigorous, blue with blas-
phemy. Although differences of opinion have been known
to occur, open violence is rare, for these men treat one
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another with courtesy and respect. The general atmosphere
is free and friendly, quite unlike the sad, sour gloom of
most bars I have known, where nervous men in tight col-
lars brood over their drinks between out-of-tune TV
screens and a remorseless clock. Why the difference?

I have considered the question and come up with the

following solution:
1. These prospectors, miners, etc. have most of them been

physically active all day out-of-doors at a mile or more above
sea level; they are comfortably tired and relaxed.

2. Most of them have been working alone; the presence
of a jostling crowd is therefore not a familiar irritation to be
borne with resignation but rather an unaccustomed plea-
sure to be enjoyed.

3. Most of them are making good wages and/or doing
work they like to do; they are, you might say, happy. (The
boom will not last, of course, but this is forgotten. And the
ethical and political implications of uranium exploitation
are simply unknown in these parts.)

4. The nature of their work requires a combination of
skills and knowledge, good health and self-reliance, which
tends to inspire self-confidence; they need not doubt their
manhood. (Again, everything is subject to change. }

S. Finally, Moab is a Mormon town with funny ways.
Hard booze is not sold across the bar except in the semi-
private “clubs.” Nor even standard beer. These hard-
drinking fellows whom I wish to praise are trying to get
drunk on three-point twol They rise somewhat heavily
from their chairs and barstools and tramp, with frequency
and a squelchy, sodden noise, toward the pissoirs at the
back of the room, more waterlogged than intoxicated.

In the end the beer halls of Moab, like all others, be-
come to me depressing places. After a few games of rota-
tion pool with my friend Viviano Jacquez, a reformed
sheepherder turned dude wrangler (a dubious reform), I
am glad to leave the last of those smoky dens around mid-
night and to climb into my pickup and take the long
drive notth and east back to the silent rock, the un-
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bounded space and the sweet clean air of my outpost in the
AICYZS,S it's a good job. On the rare occasions when | peer
into the future for more than a few days I can foresce my.
self returning here for scason after season, year after year,
indefinitely. And why not? What better sinecure could a
man with small needs, infinite desires, and philosophic
pretensions ask for? The ‘better part of each year in the
wilderness and the winters in some complementary,
equally agreeable environment—Hoboken perhaps, or Ti-
juana, Norales, Juareg. . . one of the border towns. Maybe
‘Tonopah, a good tough Nevada mining town with legal
prostitution, or possibly Oakland or even New Orleans—
some place grimy, cheap (since I'd be living on unemploy-
ment insurance), decayed, hopelessly corrupt. T idle away
hours dreaming of the wonderful winter to come, of the
chocolate-covered mistress Pl have to rub my back, the

“journal spread open between two tall candles in massive

silver candlesticks, the scrambled eggs with green chile, the
crock of homebrew fermenting quietly in the corner,
cte., the nights of desperate laughter with brave young
comrades, burning billboards, and defacing public in.
stitutions. . . . Romantic dreams, romantic dreams,

For there is a cloud on my horizon. A small dark cloud
no bigger than my hand. Its name is Progress.

The ease and relative freedom of this lively job at Arches
follow from the comparative absence of the motorized
tourists, who stay away by the millions. And they stay away
because of the unpaved entrance road, the unflushable toi-.
lets in the campgrounds, and the fact that most of them
have never even heard of Arches National Monument. "
(Could there be a more genuine testimonial to its beauty
and integrity?) All this must change,

I'd been warned. On the very first day Merle and Floyd
had mentioned something about developments, improve-
ments, a sinister Master Plan. Thinking that they were
the dreamers, | paid little heed and had soon forgotten
the whole ridiculous business. But only a few days ago
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- omething happened which shook me out of my pleasant
7 spathy:

was sitting out back on my 33,000-acre temrace, shoe-

jess and shirtless, scratching my toes in the sand and
7 slPPin

n a tall iced drink, watching the flow of evening
ver tl%eodesert. Prime time: the sun very low in th.e We{st,
ghe birds coming back to life, the shadows rolling for
miles over rock and sand to the very base of the bn]hanit;
ountains. I had a small fire going near the:_ taple—nod
?3,; heat or light but for the fragrance of the juniper an
the ritual appeal of the clear flames. For symbolic rea-
sons. For ceremony, When I heard a faint sound fover
my shoulder I Iooked and saw a file of deer watching kmrﬁ
fifty yards away, three does and a velvet-horned buck, aI
dark against the sundown sky. They began to tr‘l‘cge. I
whistled and they stopped again, staring at mg. om
on over,” I said, “have a drink.” They declined, movmg
off with casual, unhurried grace, quiet as phantoms, an
disappeared beyond the rise. Smiling, thoroughly at peace,
T turned back to my drink, the little fire, the subtle traéils-
formations of the immense landscape before me. On the
: rise of the full moon. )
nifrﬁ«[ ?ﬁgr? I heard the discordant note, the snarling
whine of a jeep in low range and four—wheel-dr.w_e,.comé-
ing from an unexpected direction, from the vicinity od
the old foot and howse trail that leads from Balrmcek
Rock down toward Courthouse Wash and on to fpar
headquartess near Moab. The jeep came in mghé YOI
beyond some bluffs, tumed onto the dirt road, and came
up the hill toward the entrance station. Now operating 15:
motor vehicle of any kind on the trails of a national Ee_uh
is strictly forbidden, a nasty bureaucratic regulation }\lv ic
I heartily support. My bosom swelled with tl,le righteous
indignation of a cop: by God, I thought, I'm going tI(:
write these sons of bitchesla ’;icke’;. I plgltd(;rgwn the drin
de to the housetrailer to get my badge. ]
angggg before I could find the shirt with the badge on if,
however, or the ticket book, or my shoes or my park ral}g}el:
hat, the jeep turned in at my diiveway and came Tig




50 Desert Solitaire

up to the door of the trailer. It was a gray je "
U.S. Government decal on the side——B%Jréu.ll Ec:)Pf ?;11:
Roads—and covered with dust, ‘I'wo empty water
flapped at the bumper. Inside were three sunburneq ma
in twill britches and engineering boots, and a
equipment: transit case, tripod, survey rod, bund

wooden stakes, (Oh nol) The men got out, drippingle:vif}f

dust, and the duver grinned at me, pointi 1
_ , pointing to his
open mouth and making horrible gasPinggnoisels 13223";:3 \

his throat.
‘I‘Okay,” I said, “come on in.” :
t was even hotter inside the trailer than outside b
opened the refrigerator and left it open and took oﬁ? ;{
pitcher filled with ice cubes and water. As they passed

the pitcher back and forth I got the full and ters
story, confirming the worst of my fears. They ‘Sélr‘;blz.

survey crew, laying out a new road into the Arches,
And when would the road be built? Nobody knew for
sure; perhaps in a couple of years, depending on when

the Park Service would be able to get the money. The -

new 1oad—to be paved, of course—would cost som.
between half a million and one million dollars, dep2§§f§§
on the bids, or more than fifty thousand dollars per linear
mile, At least enough to pay the salaries of ten park rang.
ers for ten years. Too much money, I suggested—they’ll
never go for it back in Washington. -

The three men thought that was pretty funny. Don’t
worry, they said, this yoad will be built. 'm worried, I
said. Look, the party chief explained, you need this road.
He was a pleasant-mannered, soft-spoken civil engineer
with an unquestioning dedication to his work. A very
dangerous man. Who needs it? 1 said; we get very few
tourists in this park. That’s why you need it, the engineer
expl’amed patiently; Took, he said, when this road is built
you'll get ten, twenty, thirty times as many tourists in
here as you get now. His men nodded in solemn agrec-
ment, and he stared at me intently, waiting to see what
possible answer I could have to that.

113 . -
Have some more water,” I said, I had an answer all
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¢ but I was saving it for later. I knew that I was deal-

righ
g th a madman,

ing W1
- As I type these words, several years after the little epi-
sode of the gray jecp and the thisty engineers, all that
was foretold has come to pass. Arches National Monu-
ment has been developed. The Master Plan has been ful-
flled. Where once a few adventurous people came on
weekends to camp for a night or two and enjoy a tasie
of the primitive and remote, you will now find scrpentine
sireams of baroque automobiles pouring in and out, all
E  ihrough the spring and summer, in numbers that would
" have seemed fantastic when I worked there: from 3,000
1o 30,000 to 300,000 per year, the “yisitation,” as they
call it, momnts ever upward. The little campgrounds
where 1 used to putter around reading three-day-old news-
apers full of lies and watermelon sceds have now been
consolidated into one master campground that looks, dur-
ing the busy season, like a suburban village: elaborate
housetrailers of quilted aluminum crowd upon gigantic
camper-trucks of Fiberglas and molded plastic; through
their windows you will see the blue glow of television
and hear the studio langhter of Los Angelcs; knobby-
kneed oldsters in plaid Bermudas buzz up and down the
quaintly cusving asphalt road om motorbikes; quarrels
break out between campsite neighbors while others gather
around their burning charcoal briquettes (ground camp-
* fires no longer permitted—not enough wood) to compare
clectric toothbrushes. The Comfort Stations are there,
too, all lit up with electricity, fully cquipped inside, though
the generator breaks down now and then and the lights
go out, or the sewage backs up in the plumbing system
{drain fields were laid out in sand over a solid bed of
sandstonc), and the water supply sometimes fails, since
the 3000-foot well can only produce about 5gpm—not al-
ways enough to meet the demand. Down at the beginning
of the new road, at park headquarters, is the new entrance
station and visitor center, where admission fees are col-
lected and where the mngers are going quictly nuis an-
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swering the same three basic questions five hundred timeg

a day: (1) Where’s the john? (2) How long’s it take to
sce this place? (3) Where's the Coke machine?

Progress has come at last to the Arches, after a million
years of neglect, Industrial Tourism has arrived.

‘What happened to Arches Natural Money-mint is, of
course, an old story in the Park Service. All the famous
national parks have the same problems on a far grander
scale, as everyone knows, and many other problems as yet
unknown to a little subordinate unit of the system in a
backward part of southeastern Utah. And the same kind
of devclopment that has so transformed Arches is under
way, planned or completed in many more national parks

and national monuments. I will mention only a few ex-

amples with which I am personally familiar:

The newly established Canyonlands National Park,
Most of the major points of interest in this park are pres-
eptly accessible, over passable dirt roads, by car—Grand-
view Po;n_t, Upheaval Dome, part of the White Rim,
Cave Spring, Squaw Spring campground and Elephant
Hﬂl.' The more difficult places, such as Angel Arch or
Druid Arch, can be reached by jeep, on horseback or in a
one- or two-day hike, Nevertheless the Park Service had
drawn up the usual Master Plan calling for modern paved
highways to most of the places named and some not
named.

Grand Canyon National Park, Most of the south rim
of this park is now closely followed by a conventional high-
speed highway and interrupted at numerous places by
large asphalt parking lots. It is no longer easy, on the

South Rim, to get away from the roar of motor traffic, -

except by descending into the canyon.

Navajo National Monument. A small, fragile, hidden
place containing two of the most beautiful cliff dwellings
in the Southwest—Keet Secel and Betatakin, This park
will be difficult to protect under heavy visitation, and for
years it was understood that it would be preserved in a
primitive way so as to screen out those tourists unwilling

——— v
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to drive their cars over some twenty miles of dirt road. No
longer so: the road has been paved, the campground en-
larzed and “modemized,” and the old magic destroyed.
Natural Bridges National Monument. Another small
em in the park system, a group of three adjacent natural
ridges tucked away in the canyon country of southern
Utah. Formerly you could drive your car (over dixt roads,
of course) to within sight of and easy walking distance-—a
hundred vardst—of the most sfgectacular of the three
bridges. From there it was only a few hours walking Hme to
the other two. All three could easily be seen in a single day.

-But this was not good enough for the developers. They

have now constructed a paved road into the heart of the
area, between the two biggest bridges.

Zion National Park. The northwestern part of this park,
known as the Kolob area, has until recently been saved as
almost virgin wilderness. But a broad highway, with
banked curves, deep cuts and heavy fills, that will invade
this splendid region, is alseady under consbruction.

Capitol Reef National Monument. Grand and colorful
scenery in a rugged land—south-central Utah. The most
beautitul portion of that pack was the canyon of the Fre-
mont River, a great place for hiking, camping, exploring.
And what did the authorities do? They built a state high-
way through it.

Lee’s Ferry. Until a few years ago a simple, quiet, primi-
tive place on the shores of the Colorado, Lee’s Ferry has
now fallen under the protection of the Park Service. And
who can protect it against the Park Service? Powerlines now
bisect the scene; a 100-foot pink water tower looms against
the red cliffs; tract-style houses are built to house the “protec-
tors”; natural campsites along the river are closed off while
all campers are now herded into an artificial steel-and-
asphalt “campground” in the hottest, windiest spot in
the area; historic buildings are razed by buildozers to save
the expense of maintaining them while at the same
time hundreds of thousands of dollars are spent on an un-
needed paved entrance road. And the administra-
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tors complain of vandalism.

I could easily cite ten more examples of unnecessary
or destructive development for every one I've named gq
far, What has happened in these particular areas, which
I chance to know a little and love too much, has ha
pened, is happening, or will soon happen to the maiorip-
of our national parks and national forests, despite the
illusory protection of the Wilderness Prescrvation Act, un.
iﬁsask a great many l(':éitizlens rear up on their hind legs ang

e vigorous poli estur ing i
e yigor Act.P g es demanding implementa-

There may be some among the readers of this baok
ke the earnest engineer, who believe without question
that_ any and all forms of construction and development
are intrinsic goods, in the national parks as well as any-
where €lse, who virtually identify quantity with quality
and therefor.e assume that the greater the quantity of
traffic, the higher the value received. There are some who
frankly and boldly advocate the eradication of the Iast
remnants of wilderness and the complete subjugation of
nature to the requirements of—not man—but industry,
This is a courageous view, admirable in its simplicity and
powet, and thl? the weight of all modem history hehind
it. Tt is also quite insane. T cannot attempt to deal with
it here.

There will be other readers, I hope, who share m i
assumption that wildemness is 3 n%cessary part ofygsrislli(—:
zation and that it is the primary responsibility of the
nahon?l patk system to preserve intact and undiminished
what little still remains,

1_VIost reqders, while generally sympathetic to this latter
point of view, will feel, as do the administrators of the
National Pgrk Service, that although wildemess is a fine
thing, certain compromises and adjustments are necessary
in order to meet the ever-expanding demand for outdoor
recreation. It is precisely this question which I would
like to examine now.

The Park Service, established by Congress in 1916, was
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Jirected not only to administer the parks but also to “pro-
yide for the enjoyment of same in such manner and by
such means as will leave them unimpaired for the enjoy-
ment of future generations.” This appropriately ambig-
uous Ianguage, employed long before the onslaught of the
automobile, has been understood in various and often op-
posing ways ever since. The Park Service, like any other
big organization, includes factions and factions. The

‘Developers, the dominant faction, place their emphasis on

the words “provide for the enjoyment.” The Preservers,
a minority but alo strong, emphasize the words “leave
therm unimpaired” It is apparent, then, that we cannot
decide the question of development versus preservation
by a simple referral to holy writ or an aitempt to guess
the intention of the founding fathers; we must make up
our own minds and decide for ourselves what the na-
tional parks should be and what purpose they should
serve.

The first issue that appears when we get into this mat-
ter, the most important issue and perhaps the only issue,
is the one called accessibility. The Developers insist that
the parks must be made fully accessible not only to pec-
ple but also to their machines, that is, to automobiles,
motorboats, ete. The Preservers argue, in principle at
least, that wilderness and motors are incompatible and
that the former can best be experienced, understood, and
enjoyed when the machines are left behind where they
belong—on the superhighways and in the parking lots, on
the reservoirs and in the marinas.

What does accessibility mean? Is there any spot on
earth that men have not proved accessible by the simplest
means—feet and legs and heart? Even Mt. McKinley, even
FEverest, have been surmounted by men on foot. (Some of
them, incidentally, rank amateurs, to the horror and in-
dignation of the professional mountaineers.) The interior
of the Grand Canyon, a fiercely hot and hostile abyss,
is visited each summer by thousands and thousands of
tourists of the most banal and unadventurous type, many
of them on foot—self-propelled, so to speak—and the
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others on the backs of mules. Thousands climb each sy,
mer to the summit of Mt. Whitney, highest point in the

forty-cight United States, while multitudes of others wan. .
der on foot or on horseback through the 1anges of the
Sierras, the Rockies, the Big Smokics, the Cascades anq -

the mountains of New England. Still more hundreds and
thousands float or paddle each year down the currenty of
the Salmon, the Snake, the Allagash, the Yampa, the
Green, the Rio Grande, the Ozark, the St. Croix and those

portions of the Colorade which have not yet been de.

sttoyed by the dam builders, And most significant, these
hordes of nonmotorized tourists, hungry for a taste of
the difficult, the original, the real, do not consist solely

of people young and athletic but also of old folks, fat folks,

pale-faced office clerks who don’t know a rucksack from a
haversack, and even children. The one thing they all have
in common is the refusal to live always like sardines in g
can—they are determined to get outside of their motor.
cars for at least a few weeks each year.

This being the case, why is the Park Service generally
50 anxious to accommodate that other crowd, the in-
dolent millions born on wheels and suckled on gasoline,
who expect and demand paved highways to lead them in
comfort, ease and safety into every nook and corner of
the national parks? For the answer to that we must
consider the character of what I call Industrial Tourism
and the quality of the mechanized tourists—the Wheel-
chair Explorers—who are at once the consumers, the raw
material and the victims of Industrial Tourism,

Industrial Tourism is a big business. It means money.
It includes the motel and restaurant owners, the gasoline
retailers, the oil corporations, the road-building contrac-
tors, the heavy equipment manufacturers, the state and
federal engineering agencies and the sovereign, all-power-
ful automotive industry. These various interests are well
organized, command more wealth than most modern na-
tions, and are represented in Congress with a strength far
greater than is justified in any constitutional or demo-

cratic sense. (Modern politics is expensive—power follows .
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ism industry can bring
ney.) Through Congress the tourism industry can
ﬂ:ﬁ;ngo{ls pressure to bear upon such a slender reed in the

¥ cvecutive branch as the poor old Park Service, a pressure
CE :fifi?;h is also exerted on every other possible level—local,
' gte, regional—and through advertising and the well-

established habits of a wasteful nation,
When a new national park, mational monument, na-

 tional seashore, or whatever it may be called is set up,
" the varions forces of Industrial Tourism, on all levels, im-
- mediately expect action—meaning specifically a road-
" puilding program. Where trails or primitive dirt roads al-

exist, the Industry expects—it hardly needs to ask— -
Eclaa(’iythesg’ be develogZd iﬁto modern paved highways.
On the local level, for example, the !ir_st thmg_ that the
superintendent of a new park can anticipate Izemg asked,
when he attends his first meeting of the area’s Chamber
of Commerce, is not “Will roads be bul‘l‘t.? but rather
“When does construction begin?” and “Why the de-
1w(?'I'he Natural Money-Mint. With supersensitive anten-

- nae these operatives from the C. of C, look into red can-

ons and see only green, stand among flowers snorting
out the smell of money, and hear, while thunderstorms
rumble over mountains, the fall of a dollar bill on motel
tin ) » -
carﬁﬁcus%o)med to this sort of relentless pressure since iis
founding, it is little wonder that the Park Service, through
a process of natural selection, has tended to evolve a type
of administration which, far from resisting such pressure,
has usually been more than willing to accommodate it,
even to encourage it. Not from any peculiar moral weak-
ness but simply because such well-adapted administrators
are themselves believers in a policy of economic develop-
ment., “Resource management” is the current term. Old
foot trails may be neglected, back-country ranger stations
left unmanned, and interpretive and protective services
inadequately staffed, but the administrators know from
long experience that millions for asphalt can always be
found; Congress is always willing to appropriate money
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for more and bigger paved roads, anywhere—particilay
if they form loops. Loop drives are extremely populg,
with the petrolenm industry—they bring the motorigy
tight back to the same gas station from which he starteq

Great though it is, however, the power of the touris{
business would not in itself be sufficient to shape Pgg
Service policy. To all accusations of excessive develp
ment the administrators can reply, as they will if presseq
hard enough, that they are giving the public what it wants
that their primary duty is to serve the public not preserye
the wilds., “Parks are for people” is the public-telationg
slogan, which decoded means that the patks are for peg.
ple-in-automobiles. Behind the slogan is the assumption
that the majority of Americans, exactly like the managers
of the tourist industry, expect and demand to see their
national parks from the comfort, security, and convenience
of their automobiles.

Is this assumption comect? Perhaps. Does that just
the continued and increasing erosion of the parks? It does
not. Which brings me to the fina) aspect of the problem
ofl Industrial Tourism: the Industrial Tourists them.
selves,

They work hard, these people. They roll up incredible
mileages on their odometers, rack up state after state in
two-week transcontinental motor marathons, knock of
one national park after another, take millions of square
yards of photographs, and endure patiently the most pro-

fonged discomforis: the tedious traffic jams, the awful !

food of park cafeterias and roadside eateries, the noctur-
nal search for a place to sleep or camp, the dreary
routine of One-Stop Service, the endless lines of creeping
traffic, the smell of exhaust fumes, the ever-proliferat-
ing Rules & Regulations, the fees and the bills and the
service charges, the boiling radiator and the flat tire and
the vapor lock, the surly retorts of room clerks and traffic

cops, the incessant jostling of the anxious crowds, the :

irtitation and restlessnmess of their children, the wory of
their wives, and the long drive home at night in a stream
of racing cars against the lights of another stream racing
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“in the opposite direction, passing now and then the ob-
seure tangle, the shattered glass, the patrolman’s lurid
plinker light, of one more wreck.

Hard work. And xisky. Too much for some, who have
given up the struggle on the highways in exchange for
an entirely different kind of vacation—out in the open,
on their own feet, following the quiet trail through forest
and mountains, bedding down at evening under the stars,
when and where they feel like it, at a time when the
Industrial Tourists are still hunting for a place to park
their automobiles.

Industrial Tourism is a threat to the mational parks.
But the chief victims of the system are the motorized
tourists. They are being robbed and rebbing themselves.
So Iong as they are unwilling to crawl out of their cars
they will not discover the treasures of the national parks
and will never escape the stress and turmoil of the urban-
suburban complexes which they had hoped, presumably,
to leave behind for a while,

How to pry the tourists out of their automobiles, out’
of their back-breaking upholstered mechanized wheel-
chairs and onto their feet, onto the sirange warmth and
solidity of Mother Earth again? This is the problem which
the Park Service should confront directly, not evasively,
and which it cannot resolve by simply submitting and
conforming to the antomobile habit. The automobile,
which began as a transportation convenience, has become
a bloody tyrant (50,000 lives a year), and it is the re-
sponsibility of the Park Service, as well as that of every-
one else concerned with preserving both wilderness and
civilization, to begin a campaign of resistance. The auto-
motive combine has almost succeeded in strangling our
cities; we need not let it also destroy our national parks.

It will be objected that a constantly increasing popula-
tion makes resistance and conservation a hopeless battle,
This is true. Unless a way is found to stabilize the na-
tion’s population, the parks canmot be saved. Or any-
thing else worth a damn. Wilderness preservation, like

- & hundred other good causes, will be forgotten under the
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overwhelming pressure of a struggle for mere survival aﬁ&

sanity in a completely urbanized, completely industrig |
ized, ever more crowded environment. For my own patt |
I would rather take my chances in a thermonuclear wy, |

than live in such a wozld.

Assuming, however, that population growth will b
halted at a tolerable level before catastrophe does it for-

us, it remaing permissible to talk about such things as the
national parks. Having indulged myself in a number ¢f
hawsh judgments upon the Park Service, the tourist iy,
dustry, and the motoring public, T now feel entitleq
make some constructive, practical, sensible proposals for
the salvation of both parks and people. ‘

(1) No more cass in national parks, Let the people walk,
Or ride horses, bicycles, mules, wild pigs—anything—byt
keep the automobiles and the motorcycles and all thejr
motorized relatives out. We have agreed not to drive onr
automobiles into cathedrals, concert halls, art musenms,
legislative assemblics, private bedrooms and the othe
sanctums of our colture; we should treat our nationg]
parks with the same deference, for they, too, are holy

places. An increasingly pagan and hedonistic people-

(thank God!), we are lecarning finally that the forests
and mountains and descit canyons are holier than our
churches. Therefore let us behave accordingly, _

Consider a concrete example and what could be done
with it: Yosemite Valley in Yosemite National Park,
At present a dusty milling confusion of motor vehicles
and ponderous camping machinery, it could be returned
to relative beauty and order by the simple expedient of

requiring all visitors, at the park entrance, to lock up .

their automobiles and continue their tour on the seats of
good- workable bicycles supplied free of charge by the
United States Government. :

Let our people travel light and free on their bicycles—
nothing on the back but a shiti, nothing tied to the bike

but a slicker, in case of rain, Their bedrolls, their back:

packs, their tents, their food and cooking kits will [
trucked in for them, free of charge, to the campgroungd
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of their choice in the Valley, by the Park Service. (Why

I pot? The roads will still be there.) Once in the Valley

they will find the concessioners waiting, ready to supply

whatever needs might have been overlooked, or to furnish

sooms and meals for those who don’t want to camp out.
The same thing could be done at Grand Canyon or at

" Yellowstone or at any of our other shrines to the out-of-

doors. There is no compelling 1eason, for example, why
tourists necd to drive their automobiles to the very brink
of the Grand Canyon’s south rim. They could walk that

1 Jast mile. Better yet, the Park Service should build an
" enormous parking lot about ten miles south of Grand Can-

yon Village and another east of Desert View. At those
points, as at Yosemite, our people could emerge from

- their steaming shells of steel and glass and climb upon

horses or bicycles for the final leg of the journey. On the
rim, as at present, the hotels and restaurants will remain
to serve the physical needs of the park visitors. Trips along

.. the rim would alsoc be made on foot, on horseback, or—
- utilizing the paved road which already exists—on bicycles.
- For those willing to go all the way from one parking lot
- to the other, a distance of some sixty or seventy miles,
~ we might provide bus seivice back to their cars, a service

which would at the same time effect a convenient ex-

~ change of bicycles and/or horses between the two terminals,

What about children? What about the aged and in-

. firm? Frankly, we necd waste little sympathy on these two
.- pressure groups. Children too small to ride bicycles and
-, too heavy to be borne on their parents” backs need only
- wait a few years—if they are not run over by automobiles

they will grow into a lifetime of joyous adventure, if we

save the parks and leave them unimpdired for the en-

joyment of future generations. The aged merit even less

- Sympathy: after all they had the opportunity to see the

country when it was still relatively unspoiled. However,
€1l stretch a point for those too old or too sickly to

-mount a bicycle and let them ride the shuttle buses.

I can foresee complaints. The motorized tourists, re-
ctant o give up the old ways, will complain that they
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can’t see enough without their automobiles to bear thepy, -

swiftly (traffic permitting) through the parks. But this j
nonsense, A man on foot, on horseback or on a bicydle

will see more, feel more, enjoy more in one mile than the -

motorized tourists can in a hundred miles, Better o
idle through one patk in twe weeks than try to race
through a dozen in the same amount of time. Those whe
are familiar with both modes of travel know from ex.
perience that this is true; the rest have only to make the
experiment to discover the same tmth for themselves.

They will complain of physical hardship, these sons of
the pioneers. Not for long; once they rediscover the pleas.
ures of actually operating their own limbs and senses in
a varied, spontaneous, voluntary style, they will complain
instead of crawling back into a car; they may even ob-
ject to returning to desk and office and that dry-wall box
on Mossy Brook Circle. The fires of revolt may be kindled
—which means hope for us all,

{2) No more new roads in national parks. After ban.
ning private automobiles the second step should be easy,
Where paved roads are already in existence they will be
reserved for the bicycles and essential in-park services,
such as shuttle buses, the trucking of camping gear and
concessioners’ supplies. Where dirt roads already exist
they too will be reserved for nonmotorized traffic. Plang
for new.roads can be discarded and in their place a pro-
gram of trail-building begun, badly needed in some of the
parks and in many of the national monuments. In moun-
tainous areas it may be desirable to build emergency shel-
ters along the trails and bike roads; in desert regions a
water supply might have to be provided at certain points
—wells drilled and handpumps installed if feasible.

Once people are liberated from the confines of auto-
mobiles there will be a greatly increased interest in hiking,
exploring, and back-country packirips. Fortunately the
parks, by the mere elimination of motor traffic, will come
to seem far bigger than they are now—there will be more
room for more persons, an astonishing expansion of space.
This follows from the interesting fact that a motorized

vehicle, when not at rest, requires a volume of space far
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out of proportion to its size. To illustrate: imagine a
| Jake approximately ten miles long and on the average one
- mile wide. A single motorboat could easily circummavi-

te the lake in an hour; ten motorboats would begin to
crowd it; twenty or thiity, all in operation, would domi-
nate the lake to the exclusion of any other form of activ-
jty; and fifty would create the hazards, confusion, and
turmoil that makes pleasure impossible. Suppose we ban-
ped motorboais and allowed only canoes and rowboats;
we would see at once that the lake seemed ten or perhaps

" g hundred times bigger. The same thing holds tiue, to an

even greater degree, for the automobile. Distance and
space are functions of speed and time. Without expend-
ing 2 single dollar from the United States Treasury we
could, if we wanted to, multiply the arca of our national
patks tenfold or a hundredfold—simply by banning the
rivate automobile. The next generation, all 250 million
of them, would be grateful to us.

(3) Put the park rangers to work. Lazy scheming loaf-
ers, they've wasted foo many years selling tickets at toll
booths and sitting behind desks filling out charts and
tables in the vain effort to appease the mania for statistics
which torments the Washington office. Put them to

- work., They're supposed to be rangers—make the bums

ange; kick them out of those overheated airconditioned
offices, yank them out of those overstuffed patrol cars,
and drive them out on the ixails where they should be,
leading the dudes over hill and dale, safely into and back
out of the wilderness. It won’t hurt them to work off a
little office fat; it'll do them good, help take their minds
off each other’s wives, and give them a chance to get out
of reach of the boss—a blessing for all concerned.

They will be needed on the tmil. Once we outlaw the
motors and stop the road-building and force the multi-
tudes back on their feet, the people will need leaders. A
venturesome minority will always be eager o set off on
their own, and no obstacles should be placed in their

- path; let them take risks, for Godsake, let them get lost,
. sunburnt, stranded, drowned, eaten by bears, buried alive
- under avalanches—that is the right and privilege of any
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free American, But the rest, the majority, most of they .'

new to the out-of-doors, will need and welcome assistance,
instruction and guidance. Many will not know how g
saddle a horse, read a topographical map, follow a traj]
over slickrock, memorize landmarks, build a fire in rjg
treat snakebite, rappel down a cliff, glissade down a glacie;
read a compass, find water under sand, load a burro, Splini’:
a broken bone, bury a body, patch a rubber boat, portage
a waterfall, survive a blizzard, avoid lightning, cook g
porcupine, comfort a girl during a thunderstorm, predict
the weather, dodge falling rock, climb out of a box can-

yon, or pour piss out of a boot. Park rangers know thege |

things, or should know them, or used to know them angd
can releam; they will be needed. In addition to this sort
of practical guide service the ranger will also be a bit of 3
naturalist, able to edify the party in his charge with the
natural and human history of the area, in detail and in
broad outline.

Ciritics of my program will argue that it is too late for
such a radical reformation of a people’s approach to the
out-of-doors, that the pattern is too deeply set, and that
the majority of Americans wonld not be willing to emerge
from the familiar luxury of their automobiles, even
briefly, to try the little-known and problematic advantages
of the bicycle, the saddle horse, and the footpath, This
might be so; but how can we be sure unless we dare the
experiment? I, for one, suspect that millions of our cit-
zens, especially the young, are yearning for adventure, dif-
ficulty, challenge—they will respond with enthusiasm.
What we must do, prodding the Park Service into the
forefront of the demonstration, is provide these young
people with the opportunity, the assistance, and the
necessary encouragement.

How could this most easily be done? By following the
steps I have proposed, plus reducing the expenses of wil-
derness recreation to the minimal level. Guide service by
rangess should, of course, be free to the public. Money
saved by not constructing more paved highways into the
parks should be sufficient to finance the cost of bicycles
and horses for the entire park system. Elimination of auto-
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mobile traffic would allow the Park Service to save more
millions now spent on road maintenance, police work and
aper work. Whatever the cost, however financed, the
geneﬁts for park visitors in health and happiness—virtues
unknown to the statisticians—would be immeasurable.
- Excluding the automobile from the heart of the great
cities has been seriously advocated by thoughtful observers
of our urban problems. It scems to me an equally proper
solution to the problems besetting our national parks.
course it would be a serious blow to Industrial Tourism and
would be bitterly resisted by those who profit from that
industry. Exclusion of automobiles would also require a
revolution in the thinking of Park Service officialdom and
in the assumptions of most American toutists. But such a
revolution, like it or not, is precisely what is needed. ‘The
only foreseeable alternative, given the current trend of
things, is the gradual destruction of our national park sys-
tem.

Let us therefore steal a slogan from the Development
Fever Faction in the Park Service. The parks, they say, are
for people. Very well. At the main entrance to each na-
tional park and natiorial monument we shall erect a bill-
board one hundred feet high, two hundred feet wide,
gorgeously filigreed in brilliant neon and outlined with
blinker lights, exploding stars, flashing prayer wheels and
great Byzantine phallic symbols that gush like geysers every
thirty seconds. {You could set your watch by them.) Behind
the fireworks will loom the figure of Smokey the Bear,
taller than a pine tree, with eyes in his head that swivel
back and forth, watching You, and ears that actually
twitch. Push a button and Smokey will recite, for the ben-
efit of children and government officials who might other-
wise have trouble with some of the big words, in a voice
ursine, loud and clear, the message spelled out on the face
of the billboard. To wit:

HOWDY FOLKS, WELCOME. THIS IS YOUR NATIONAL
PARK, ESTABLISHED FOR THE PLEASURE OF YOU AND
ALL PEQPLE EVERYWHERE. PARK YOUR CAR, JEEP,
TRUCK, TANK, MOTORBIKE, SNOWMOBILE, JETBOAT, AIR-
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BOAT, SUEMARINE, AIRPLANE, JETPLANE, HELICOPTER, f
HOVERCRAFT, WINGED MOTORCYCLE, ROCKETSHIP, OR ANy -
OTHER CONCEIVABLE TYPE OF MOTORIZED VEHICLE, IN TR, .| -

WORLD'S BIGGEST PARKINGLOT BEHIND THE COMFORT
STATION TMMEDIATELY TO YOUR REAR. GET OUT OF Youp
MOTORIZED VEHICLE, GET ON YOUR HORSE, MULF, BICYCLE
OR FEET, AND COME ON TN,

ENJOY YOURSELVES, THIS HERE PARK IS FOR people.

The survey chief and his two assistants did not stay
very long, Letting them go in peace, without debate, T

fixed myself another drink, retumed to the table in the
~backyard and sat down to await the rising of the moon.

My thoughts were on the 1oad and the crowds that
would pour upon it as inevitably as water under pressure
follows every channel which is opened to it, Man is 5
gregarious creature, we are told, a social being. Does that
mean he is also a herd animal? I don't believe it, despite
the character of modern life. The herd is for ungulates,
not for men and women and their children. Are men no
better than sheep or cattle, that they must live always in
view of one another in order to feel a sense of safety? T
can’t believe it.

We are preoccupied with time. If we could leam to
Tove space as decply as we are now obsessed with time,
we might discover a new meaning in the phrase to live
like men.

At what distance should good neighbors build their
houses? Let it be determined by the community’s mode
of travel: if by foot, fonr miles; if by horseback, eight
miles; if by motorcar, twenty-four miles; if by airplane,
ninety-six miles.

Recall the Proverb: “Set not thy foot too often in thy
neighbor’s house, lest he grow weary of thee and hate
thee.”

The sun went down and the light mellowed over the

sand and distance and hoodoo rocks “pinnacled dim in
the intense inane.” A few stars appeared, scattered lib-
erally through space. The solitary owl called,
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Finally the moon came up, a golden globe behind the
rocky fretwork of the horizon, a full and delicate moon
that floated lightly as a leaf upon the dark slow cuirent of
the night. A face that watched me from the othe; side.

The air grew cool. I put on boots and shirt, stuffed
some cheese and raisins in my pocket, and went for a

- walk. The moon was high enough to cast a good light

n I reached the place where the gray jeep had fust
gg]nie into view. I courid see the tracks of its wheels quite
lainly in the sand and the route was well marked, not
only by the tracks but by the survey stakes planted in the
round at regular fifty-foot intervals and by streamers of
lastic ribbon tied to the brush and trecs. .
Teamwork, that’s what made America what it is today.
Teamwork and initiative. The survey crew had done their
iob; I would do mine, For about five miles I followed the
course of their survey back toward headquarters, and as |
went I pulled up each little wooden stake and threw it
away, and cut all the bight ribbons from the bushes and
hid them under a rock. A futile effort, in the long rum,
put it made me feel good. Then I went home to the
trailer, taking a shortcut over the blufls.
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lingering look at the scene whi

4 which we know i

again see as we see it now: the great Coloraél‘?V()el{‘:y‘]rgrn“;‘i-’lé
¥

and free, surging past the base of the towering cliffs, yoqy, -
» 104r-

ing through the boulders below the mouth of .
I(;Jlanycm; Navajo Point and the precipice of thg Kle-:io I;):ddgn
ateau thousands of feet above, beyond the innerlz,va%‘;nti
0

the canyon; and in the east ranks of storm-driven Cumu]
us

_dlouds piled high on one another, gold-trimmed and blaz. -

in%:l the dawn. :
‘Ralph takes a photograph, puts the ca back j
the waterproof pouch which t i hi gl 0o
cimbs ino s hoat. Weshoveof & 17" i chest ang
s is the seventh day—or is it the nin
greamllke voyage. Late in the aftemnoon, wakti}r]:g_-fzfngm
eep reverie, I observe, as we glide silently by, a pair %
ravens roosting on a dead trce near the shore, watchin N
pass. I wonder where we are. I ask Ralph; hé has no ,lgdus
and cares less, cares only that the journey not yet end. “
I light up the last of my tobacco, and watch the b}
smoke curl and twist and vanish over the swirling brovge
w}itter. We are rounding a bend in the river and I see faIl
| ahead on the left-hand shore, something white, rigid roc.
| tangular, out of place. Our boats drift gradually’ clég;e; ;fx(:i
; EZ rff:dt'he ﬁrfct b]ﬂlboard ever erected in Glen Canyon
; in rocks close i :
! oam s o ui;(.) the water, the sign bears a mess-

ATTENTION
YOU ARE APPROACHING GLEN CANYON
DAMSITE ~ ALLBOATS MUST LEAVE
RIVER AT KANE CREEK LANDING ONE
MILE AHEAD ONRIGHT  ABSOLUTELY
NO BOATS ALLOWED IN
CONSTRUCTION ZONE
VIOLATORS WILL BE PROSECUTED
U.S. BUREAU OF RECLAMATION

HAVASU

OnE sumner T started off to visit for the first tim
the city of Los Angeles. I was riding with some friends
from the University of New Mexico. On the way we
stopped off briefly to roll an old tire into the Grand Can-

on, While watching the tire bounce over tall pine trees,
{ear hell out of a mule train and disappear with a final
grand leap into the inmer gorge, I overheard the park
ranger standing mearby say a few words about a place
called Havasu, or Havasupai. A branch, it scemed, of the
Grand Canyon.

What I heard made me think that T should see Havasu
immediately, before something went wrong somewhere.
My friends said they would wait. So I went down intc
Havasu—fourteen miles by trail—and looked things over.
When I returned five weeks later I discovered that the
others had gone on to Los Angeles without me.

221
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That was fiftcen years ago. And stll I ha
fabulo,us city on the Pacific shore. Perhap‘;efl?ltefreen ;
There’s something in the prospect southwest from N
which makes one hesitate. Although recently, drivig
%wn truck, I did succeed in penetrating as cloge as S

emardino. But was hurled back by what appea dSa -
be clouds of mustard gas rolling in from the west Onre fo
broad front. Thus failed again. It may be however th:tvery
Angeles will come to me. Will come to all of ug qu
mlgtt(tllieysay) g)allmen. k.
ut Havasu, Once down in there it’s h
The trail led across a stream wide, blue .':m:il réieg; %?I:eot‘lllt'
pure upper reaches of the River Jordan. Without a brid ;
Dripping wet and making muddy tracks I entered the g’?’
lage of the Havasupai Indians where unshod ponies aw -
bled down the only street and the children laughed, not
mahcl.ousljf, at the sight of the wet white man, I stayed tt?t
]fj;?t night in the lodge the people keep for tourists, rame

ing old bungalow with high ceilings, a screened verand h
and large comfortable rooms. When the sun went down t?x
1trlxll]age went dark except for kerosene lamps here ang
ﬁrgé?:esa éix:re ﬁpdﬂ'lffr;s’ _anld aI number of lighining bugs or

rifted aim i
logIkTilng pueh drift essly up and down Main Street,
e next morning I bought a slab of bacon and si
gf beans at the village post office, rented a latge coiileg?tgs-

le horse and proceeded farther down the canyon past
mimiature cornfields, green pastures, swimming pools and
waterfalls to the ruins of an old mining camp five miles
below the village. There I lived, mostly alone except for
the ghosts, for the next thirty-five days.

There was nothing wrong with the Indians. The Supai
are a charming cheerful completely relaxed and easygoing
bunch, all one hundred or so of them. But I had no desire
to ln:e among them unless clearly invited to do so, and I
wasn’t, Even if invited I might not have accepted. I'm not
sure that I care for the idea of strangers examining my
daily habits and folkways, studying my language, inspect-
Ing my costume, questioning me about my religion, classify-

- gent
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ing ™Y artifacts, investigating my sexual rites and evaluat-

ing Iy chances for cultural survival.
So 1lived alone,
The first thing I did was take off my pants. Naturally.
ext 1 unloaded the horse, smacked her on the rump and
her back to the village, I carried my food and gear
into the best-preserved of the old cabins and spread my
pedroll on a rusty steel cot, After that came a swim in the
ol beneath a great watesfall nearby, 120 feet high, which
rolled in mist and thunder over caverns and canopies of

- golidified travertine.

In the evening of that first day below the falls I lay
down to sleep in the cabin. A dark night. The door of the
cabin, unlatched, creaked slowly open, although there was
110 perceptible movement of the air, One firefly flickered in
and circled my bacon, suspended from the roofbeam on a
Jength of bailing wire. Slowly, without visible physical aid,
the door groaned shut, And opened again. A bat came
through one window and went out another, followed by a
second firefly (the first scooped up by the bat) and a host
of mosquitoes, which did not leave. I had no netting, of
course, and the air was much too humid and hot for sleep-
ing insidea bag.

1 got up and wandered around outside for a while, slap-
ping at mosquitoes, and thm!:n:? From the distance came
the softened roar of the waterfall, that “white noise” as
soothing as hypnosis. I tolled up my sleeping bag and in
the filtered light of the stars followed the trail that wound
through thickets of cactus and up around ledges to the ter-
race above the mining camp. The mosquitoes stayed close
but in lessening numbess, it seemed, as I climbed over
humps of travertine toward the head of the waterfall, Near
the brink of it, six feet from the drop-off and the plunge,
I found a sandy cove just big enough for my bed. The rac-
ing creek as it soared free aver the edge created a contin-
uous turbulence in the air sufficient to keep away all flying
insects. I slept well that night and the next day carried the

cot to the place and made it my permanent bedroom for
the rest of Julyand all of August.
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What did I do during those five weeks in Edeny Noti:
ing, 1 did nothing. Or nearly nothing. I caught a few I3}
bow trout, which grew big if not numerous i .
Creek. About once 2 week I put on my pants and walk
up to the Indian village to buy bacon, canned beans gy,
Argentine beef in the little store. That was ali the In
had in stock. To vary my diet I ordered more exotic

I Vil
lage and these were shipped to me by U.S. Mail, delive !
twice a weck on muleback down the fourteenmile traj]
irom Topocoba Hilltop. A little later in the season T way

able to buy sweet com, figs and peaches from the Supaj,

At one time for a period of three days my bowels seemeq

in danger of falling out, but I recovered. ‘The Indi
came down to my part of the canyon except when guiding
occasional tourists to the falls or hunting a stray horse, I
late August came the Great Havasupai Sacred Peach Fes.
tival and Four-Day Marathon Friendship Dance, to which
I was invited and in which I did participate. There I met
Reed Watahomagie, a good man, and Chief Sinyala and g
fellow named Spoonhead who took me for fve dollars ip
a horse race. Someone had fed my mount a half-bushel of
green figs just before the race~—I heard later,

The Friendship Dance, which continued day and night
to the thythm of drums made of old inner tube sirefched
over 10 tomato cans while ancient medicine men chanted
in the background, was perhaps marred but definitely not
interrupted when a drunken freefor-all exploded between
Spoonhead and friends and a group of visiting Fualapai
Indians down from the rim, But this, I was told, happened
every year. It was a traditional part of the ceremony, sane-

tified by custom. As Spoonhead told me afterwards, grin-
ning around broken teeth, it’s not every day you get a
chance to wallop a Hualapai. Or skin a paleface, I re-
minded him. (Yes, the Supai are an excellent tribe,
healthy, joyous and clever. Not only clever but shrewd,
Not only shrewd but wise: e.g,, the Bureau of Indian Af-
fairs and the Bureau of Public Roads, like most govern-

ment agencies always meddling, always fretting and itching

ans nevey’

I
|
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weating for something to do, last year made a joint
8

g » * - .
ffes to bla t a million-dollar road down into Havasu Can
! t n(} §ost whatsoever to the tribe, thus opening their
yon &

i i ism. The people
riches of motorized tourism :
ﬁomelaaril(}): (;fll:ast a majority of them voted to reject the

dod | of Sup y And the peach wine flowed freely, like the wa-
lang.- |

foods:
by telephone from the supermarket in Grand Canyo o

Pwpgsf;lé river of life, When the ball was over I went home
fero

y bunk on the verge of the watexfall and rested for
to m _ . .
o ey in, I explored the abandoned silver mincs
. o mynfe.iil: ;gs?l]ls: founpd a few sticks of dynaﬂ;r;xte glhg%
p thzﬁugﬁ. Disappointing; but theze was nothing

- - 4
ap ired Dlowing up. I climbed throug
:i?c:ggswa a?llztlrgg;lrrl to the foot of Mooney Falls, 200

i had to
i id I do? There was nothing that
feeiah;l%h-IVl\i’&i;S& to the voices, the many érmgis,lvligireé
P ot but astonishingly haman, of Favasu frih k. Lheard
dlsta; ors creak open, the doors creak shut, o d for
ﬂcl;?:tég cabins where no oirlxe with taz:g:gzle i%l;:tigtcuemed. c
fleciing light ever en N
propteiltgﬁ%i; I'.1enc.‘l dte%mgd away days on the f&)te c:fngg
we:l under the waterfall, wandered naked 'f:is A altIrfl:l hyivus
cottonwoods, inspecting my cactus garde s The o
e wild, strange, ambiguous—a siniser pemh. ¢ per
bef]a gl:he fow of time. I lived narcotic hours in W Hil ke
E ?Taoist Chuang-se [ worried about butterﬂ;gsrzger iho
y dreaming what. There was a serpent, a 1 er, b
tng int the rocks of the spring where 1 filled myoga usiné
Elgwas always there, slipping among the stones ndP(a:I g
, esmerize me with his suggestive tonguc at 3 doudy
b mt d primeval eyes. Damn his eyes. We g(:l Jmow
hauﬁn ethgr rather too well I think. I agonmized ov [ the
egr(i fhad known and over those I hoped ;v:}t; }];1 L i
o 1 slipped by degrees into lunacy, me an 1 the oo %
cmélei. st tg a certain extent the power to dis I?g o
s er:) what was and what was not myself: loohm e
htwed 1 would see a leaf trembling on a brailck A green
artg I thought of Debussy, of Keats and Bla :31 nd A
]de;!ev.v Marvelgl. I remembered Tom o’Bedlam, And a
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lost and never remembered. Who would return? To be 1o

o
again? I went for walks, I went for walks, I went for wal

and on one of these, the last I took in Havasu, Iegaineg
everything that seemed to bhe ebbing away,

Most of my wandering in the desert P've done along,
Not so much from choice as from necessity—I genera)j
prefer to go into places where no one else wants to go, {
tind that in contemplating the natural world my pleasuyg
is greater if there are not too many others contemplatiy
it with me, at the same time, However, there are specia]
hazards in traveling alone, Your chances of dying, in case
of sickness or accident, are much improved, simply because
thereis no onearound to go forhelp,

lozing a side canyon off Havasu Canyon one day, I
was unable to resist the temptation to climb up out of it
onto what corresponds in that region to the Tonto Bench,
Late in the afterncon I realized that I would not have
enough time to get back to my camp before dark, unless |
could find a much shorter route thag the one by which [
had come. I'looked for a shorteut,

earby was another little side canyon which appeareq

to lead down intc Havasu Canyon, It was a steep, shad-

oWy, extremely narrow defile with the usual meandering
course and overhanging walls; from where I stood, near its
head, I could not tell i the route was feasible all the wa
down to the floor of the main canyon. I had no rope vntﬂ
meé—only my walking stick, But I was hungry and thirsty,
as always, I started down.

For a while everything went well. The floor of the little
canyon began as a bed of dry sand, scattered with rocks.
Farther down a few boulders were wedged between the
walls; T climbed over and under them. Then the canyon
took on the stickrock character—smooth, sheer, slippery
sandstone carved by erosion ino a series of scoops and pot:
holes which got bigzer as I descended. In some of these

basins there was a little water left over from the last fload
warm and fetid

densed by prolon

H
water under an oily-looking scum, con-

ged evaporation to a sort of broth, rich in
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i and 1
dying organisms, My cantcen was empty
dead anc}:hizs]?ygbutgl felt that I could wait, fune b
e to a lip on the canyon floor which over : goz
{elfraeﬂfl:et the largest so far of these stagnant pools.
e

" ach side rose the canyon walls, roughly perpendicular.
€a

i ing into the
to continue except by dropping in
erel“l?essirigt?;.y Bgyc»nd this point there could Qaﬁly]laee_
ool turning, yet the main canyon was still not v:s:t e; be-
o Ie()bvioutcs:riy the only sensible thing to do Wgsf ot o
%;“Zk 1 edged over the lip of stone and dropped fee
ack.
B e s ted. The warm, thick fluid came up
ngec?gsegdﬂ:ifrérlri?ﬁga?i as my feet touched the muck at
a

the bottom. I had to swim to the farther side. And here I

found myself on the verge o]fp einother drop-off, with one
soupbelow.
mo‘éipuc%fom (\)nfagsrz(le:r:)ut e same height as Ehe one Il;e:
gut not overhanging. It resembled a children’s Edeii
fore d slide, concave and S-curved, only steepc(:lr,dly;uecﬂ,
r.c:;t; vertical pitch in the middle. It did l.li.:lt %:3 4 abovz-r.
'WIt the water but ended in a series of steplike t% s ab0
the ool. Beyond the pool lay another edge, anc; g cFﬁ
ﬂ%fe'rlzto an unknown depth. Again I paused, and (;: :uming
‘fon:ger time. But I ml)c I(Imgerdhady sté{giﬁﬂ“%?eochute iing
d going back. I eased m :
?;::) u:;%t? Ielvefythi%lg——m:ce]:nt my faithful stlckil cal injuy.
Ighit rock bottom hard, but without any 1p ysi al mjury.
I swam the stinking pond dog-paddle style, Ptusn tl%e he
hesavy scum away from my face, ar;d ];:rawled out o
i fatewasgoingtobe.
51dl"?' t&ﬁ)ﬂf}f rll:}): s:afvatio%, slow and tedious, Fg;lle W}‘i‘i
look%ng'straight down an overhanging cliff to a rubble p
of broken rocks eighty feet below.

After the first wave of utter panic had Ptisfﬁg ilmliﬁggg
to try to think. First of all I was not gomg gl
tely, unless another flash flood came owx(; the gorge
:heryé was the pond of stagnant water on hanth_ ave me
from thirst and a man can live, they say, for thirty day
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long, ighty feet long, or even twenty fogy
How about a sj
my o a signal fire? There was nothing to burg bu

take another pull fiom .
: his Tokay b ’
Without clothes, the sun would soon{akgﬁz tf élera ﬂfrmore,

a1 o ocke a stub of pencil, When th
1 st record L wouls
ave plenty of time to write noaf.n gn?; 21]1;;11 51;]1%:51 Lvlvtould
: m
Butnot yet, y

€re were a few loose st

of the pool, Taking' the bi;;nes scattle;?faﬂ) ?nlfliit:hﬂ:lis §d§£
hute and placed jt there, Oane
¢ a shaky litte pile

| the P
E: -:_bOOtsa
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down. 1 began to cry. It was easy. All alone, I didn’t
g brave.
Through the tears I noticed my old walking stick lying
tby. I took it and stood it on the most solid stone in
le, behind the iwo topmost stones. I took off my
tied them together and hung them around my neck,
back. I got up on the little pile again and lifted one
and set my big toc on the top of the stick. This could
pever woik. Slowly and painfully, leaning as much of my
weight as 1 could against the sandstone slide, I applied
more and more presstre to the stick, pushing my body up-
ard until I was again stretched out full length above it.
Acain I felt about for a fingerhold. There was none. The
chute was smooth as polished marble.

No, not quite that smooth. This was sandstone, soft and

rous, not marble, and between it and my wet body and
wet clothing a certain friction was created. In addition,
the stick had enabled me to reach a higher section of the
gourved chute, where the angle was more favorable. I
discovered that I could move upward, inch by inch, through
adhesion and with the help of the leveling tendency of the
curve. I gave an extia litile push with my big toe—the
stones collapsed below, the stick clattered down—and
crawled rather like a smail or slug, cozing slime, up over
the rounded summit of the slide.

The next obstacle, the overhanging spout twelve fest
abave a deep plunge pool, looked impossible. It was im-
possible, but with the blind faith of despair I slogged into
the water and swam underneath the drop-off and floun-
dered around for a while, scrabbling at the slippery rock
until my nerves and tiring muscles convinced my numbed
brain that this was not the way. I swam back to solid
ground and lay down to rest and die in comfort.

Far above I could see the sky, an irregular strip of blue
between the dark, hard-edged canyon walls that seemed to
lean toward each other as they towered above me. Across
that narrow opening a small white cloud was passing, so
lovely and precious and delicate and forever inaccessible
that it broke the heart and made me weep like a2 woman,
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likg a_child.. In all my life I had never seen anything sﬁ
eautiful.

'The walls that rose on either side of the drop-off Were

literally perpendicular. Eroded by weathering, howeyg,
and not by the corrasion of rushing floodwater, they had
a rough surface, chipped, bioken, cracked. Where the
walls joined the face of the overhang they formed almog
4 square corner, with a number of minute crevices and
inch-wide shelves on cither side, It might, after all, be po,
sible. What did I have to lose?

‘When I had regained some measure of nerve and Steadj,
ness I got up off my back and tried the wall beside the
pond, clinging to the rock with bare toes and fingertips anq
Inching my way crabwise toward the corner. The water.
soaked, heavy boots dangling from my neck, swinging
back and forth with my every movement, threw me off
balance and I fell into the pool. I swam out to the bank,
unslung the boots and threw them up over the drop-off
out of sight, They'd be there if I ever needed them again,
Once more I attached myself to the wall, tenderly, sensi.
tively, like a limpet, and very slowly, very cautiously,
worked my way into the corner. Here 1 was able to climb

upward, a few centimeters at a time, by bracing myself

against the opposite sides and finding sufficient niches for
fingers and toes. As I neared the top and the overhang
became noticeable I prepared for a slip, planning to push
myself away from the rock so as to fall into the centor of
the pool where the water was deepest. But it wasn’t neces-
sary. Somehow, with a skill and "tenacity I could never
have found in myself under ordinary circumstances, I man-
aged to creep straight up that gloomy cliff and over the
brink of the drop-off and into the flower of safety.. My
boots were floating under the surface of the Bifle puddle

above. As I poured the stinking water out of them and
pulled them on and laced them up I discovered myself
bawling again for the third time in three hours, the hot
delicious tears of victory. And up above the clouds re-
plied—thunder. .

I emerged from that treacherous little canyon at suns

| down,
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ith an enormous fize in the westem sky and light-
: o::fthead. Through sweet twilight and the sudden
““;ﬁung flaze of lightning I hiked back along the Tonto
g ¢h, bellowing the Ode to Joy. Long before I reached
b lace where 1 could descend safely to the main canyon
ﬂl?j%y camp, however, darkness set in, the clouds opened
:lr;eir bays and the rain poured down. I ook shelter under

Jedge in a shallow cave about three feet high—hardly
: om to sit up in. Others had been here before: the dusty
f{%or of the Little hole was littered with the droppings of
bieds, rats, jackrabbits and coyotes. There were also a few
Jong gray pieces of scat with a curious twist at one tip—
cougar? 1 didn’t care. I had some matches with me, sealed
in paraffin (the prudent explorer); I scraped together the
handiest twigs and animal droppings and built a little fire

“and waited for the rain to stop. _

It didn’t stop. The rain came down for hours in alternate
waves of storm and drizzle and 1 very soon had bur_nt up
a1l the fuel within reach. No matter, I stretched out in the
coyote den, pillowed my head on my arm and suffered
through the long long night, wet, cold, aching, hungry,
wretched, dreaming claustrophobic nightmares. It was one
of the happiest nights of my life.




