
Home on the Ridge?
An Essay on Modern Wilderness

Part I - Abbey’s Road – The Beginning

“Wilderness begins in the human mind.”  - Edward Abbey

April 8, 2009 – Camp is perfect, set along a bend on Mosquito Creek, at the very bottom 
of the Pennsylvania Moshannan State Forest in the Quehanna Wild Area.  My tent is nestled 
under a huge white pine in a floodplain, a 1,000 foot hill to my back and another one filling my 
view beyond the white, roiling river swollen with snow melt.  The steep hills are brown and gray 
for now, but the calendar says they will be returning to life soon, coloring the hills first in the 
whites and pinks of dogwoods and serviceberries and redbud, followed by the emerald greens of 
summer.  In the fall the hills will be ablaze in hues of orange, red and yellow; on the brightest 
autumn days they will be set against a blue sky, the colors of the leaves and sky and water and 
rocks running the entire spectrum – truly the majesty of Penn’s woods.  

Tonight’s evening sky is as cloudless as my autumn picture, the blue fading to white 
towards the horizon; this afternoon’s snow clouds have been chased away by a brisk wind, 
leaving only a few white wisps.  I’m protected from the chilly wind by the valley and my 
towering white pine and a comfy down jacket.  The sun has already ducked behind the ridge to 
my back, but I still have an hour or so of early spring daylight left.  My tent is already set up, the 
bear line is hung, and I’m settled into my camp chair.  I have everything I need to enjoy the 
evening within arm’s reach; my Jetboil gas stove and dinner, some snacks, a bottle of wine, a 
good book, kindling and a pile of sticks set upon a rock campfire circle.  The fatigue of carrying a
fifty pound pack 5 miles over the last two hours melts away into the padded chair; I won’t need to
move from it until I’m ready to retire.  

The cares of my over-stressed job begin to recede with each sip of merlot, with each bite 
of a fresh sandwich and each spoonful of steaming won-ton soup and with each minute of nothing
to do.  Contentment.  Peace.  Solitude.  

“I never found the companion that was so companionable as solitude.  To be in 
company, even with the best, is soon wearisome and dissipating.”  

So spoke Henry David Thoreau long ago, contemplating at Walden Pond, and still so spot
on 160 years later.  Mosquito creek is my Walden tonight, my cabin in the woods, my escape 
from civilization. Yes, the solitude tonight is perfect, exactly what I’m looking for, exactly what I
need.  Out here, there are no ringing phones, no spreadsheets, no clinging babies and nagging 
wives, no pressing, useless deadlines, no socially prescribed places to be and be seen; just 
glorious, magnificent solitude!  Wonderful, peaceful, uninterrupted, perfect solitude!  I celebrate 
with an unrestrained, unexcused belch.

Solitude is the first ingredient necessary to my escape, and it’s the easy one – no further 
explanation needed, everyone understands and experiences the craving for some solo downtime.  
But there is another very necessary ingredient, one I crave just as much as solitude, but one that is
much harder to rationalize – wilderness.

On the romantic surface, I’m trying to capture a bit of the real Pennsylvania, the wild 
Pennsylvania, a PA post card of a hemlock and rhododendron thicket dissected by a rushing 
mountain stream, or maybe a ruffed grouse puffed and proudly drumming on a moss covered log,
or perhaps a deer or a bear set against the autumn leaves.  Am I looking for a remnant from the 
distant past, or does it still exist?  And if it does exist, does it exist here, in the officially 



designated Quehanna Wild Area?  Perhaps the bigger question is, in the year 2009, is it even 
appropriate to call this state forest and this wild area wilderness?

Wilderness is a big, vague, romanticized, terrorizing term.  Is wilderness the absence of 
humans, or at least a place of minimal human impact, like national parks and preserves?  Is 
wilderness right in your own backyard, if you’d only take the time to look?  Or does wilderness 
only exist in the human heart?

Like art, wilderness is in the eye of the beholder, and like art, wilderness has been subject
to the interpretation of poets and philosophers, wanderers and wonderers, scientists and artists.  
One could spend a literary lifetime exploring the narrative of wilderness – and what a grand 
adventure it would be, imagining such magnificent places through minds much more colorful 
than mine!  But through my poetic wanderings, I’ve agreed most with the romantic notions of 
wilderness proposed by the always unrestrained Edward Abbey:

“Wilderness.  The word itself is music.
Wilderness, wilderness…We scarcely know what we mean by the term, though the sound 

of it draws all whose nerves and emotions have not yet been irreparably stunned, deadened, 
numbed by the caterwauling of commerce, the sweating scramble for profit and domination.

Why such allure in the very word?  What does it really mean?  Can wilderness be defined
in the words of government officialdom as simply “A minimum of not less than 5000 contiguous 
acres of roadless area”?  This much may be essential in attempting a definition but it is not 
sufficient; something more is involved.

Suppose we say that wilderness invokes nostalgia, a justified not merely sentimental 
nostalgia for the lost America our forefathers knew.  The word suggests the past and the 
unknown, the womb of earth from which we all emerged.  It means something lost and something 
still present, something remote and at the same time intimate, something buried in our blood and 
nerves, something beyond us and without limit.  Romance – but not to be dismissed on that 
account.  The romantic view, while not the whole truth, is a necessary part of the whole truth.

But the love of wilderness is more than a hunger for what is always beyond reach; it is 
also an expression of loyalty to the earth, the earth which bore us and sustains us, the only home 
we shall ever know, the only paradise we ever need – if only we had eyes to see.  Original sin, the
true original sin, is the blind destruction for the sake of greed of this natural paradise which lies 
all around us – if only we were worthy of it.”

So is the Quehanna wild area, nestled in the Moshannan State Forest in central 
Pennsylvania, is this place wilderness, is it paradise?  It certainly does not meet the “minimum of 
not less than 5000 contiguous acres of roadless area”, criss-crossed as it is by miles and miles of 
asphalt roads, gravel roads, dirt roads, old grown-over logging rods, ATV roads, old trails, 
improved trails, foot trails, and game trails.  No, every part of this forest has been explored and 
exploited; all of its trees harvested at least once, the ones standing now on a bureaucratic schedule
somewhere to be harvested sometime again in the future.  Its streams have been dammed and 
diked, it’s meadows grazed, it’s minerals mined, it’s landscape altered in every way to advantage 
these ingenious hominoids who think they own and control the wilderness, who think they can 
tame it to their wishes.

Why?  Why do we humans feel a need to tame the wilderness, to destroy it, just because 
we can?  Why must we master our domain rather than just accept is as it is, in all of its glory and 
splendor?  I pause while walking to camp, perched on a scenic overlook above the meandering 
creek, taking in the view and the crisp air and the peaceful relief from duty and deadlines and 
routine and mundane; breath in, breathe out.  The hills of Appalachia, once as grand as the 
Rockies, now eroded to their present form, but now grand not from the raw violence of uplifting 
spikes to pierce the sky, but grand from the respect earned through surviving the millennia on 
their own terms.  These ancient hills have accepted the challenges of time; they’ve borne the 



hardships of life, and still continue on.  A grandfatherly wisdom permeates, the hills sliced and 
shaped by ancient streams and countless storms, nurtured and feed by the infinite life cycle of 
forest and meadow come and gone and come and gone again.  I feel the primordial pull of the 
forest, the pull of our collective past, alive in these hills.  

But what is most refreshing, so soothing to me, why I come to these places – why I need 
to come to these remote places - is precisely because these places don’t need me, as they’ve 
proved over the millennia.  Alone in the silence, I understand for a moment the dread which 
many feel in the presence of primeval wilderness, the unconscious fear which compels them to 
tame, alter or destroy what they cannot understand, to reduce the wild and prehuman to human 
dimensions.  Anything rather than confront directly the antehuman, the other world which 
frightens not through danger or hostility but in something far worse – it’s implacable 
indifference.

Yes, that is it – indifference.  Implacable indifference – thank you, Mr. Abbey.  On 
display in wilderness is the overwhelming evidence that our race, held is such high esteem in our 
imaginations and myths and religious mantras, is nothing more than a small part of this glorious 
creation.  Our buildings and roads and monuments and space shuttles will all be reclaimed by the 
wilderness of creation, in due time.  We see how quickly things return to wilderness when given 
the chance.  The return of the eastern US forest, decimated with the arrival of Europeans, but 
rebounded in the last 100 years beyond most expectations, gives power to the timelessness of 
wilderness.  Even the radioactive ground in New Mexico, used for atomic testing, now sports 
vegetation.  Concrete is heavy; iron is hard - -but the grass will prevail.

It is here that I will stake my claim to this “wilderness” in Moshannan State Forest, 
despite it falling so short of the official definition – man CANNOT tame the land, no matter how 
big his bulldozer, no matter how powerful his dynamite.  Alter and desecrate it, for sure, but tame
and capture and subdue it, no.  No, here on my river bend, the stream still runs unimpeded, the 
hills sport hardwoods and pines, even if second- or third-growth, the air is crisp, and there are no 
buildings, no cities, no freeways, no gas stations, no street lights, no horns honking, no bustling 
crowds, no billboards, no people.  But there is an abundance of deer and elk and bears and 
coyotes and rattlesnakes and poison ivy and trees and dirt and rocks, and a cozy place to lay my 
head for a night of freedom.  

Is it important, even if it doesn’t measure up?  To me it is, for it’s all I’ve got.  However 
impaired this wilderness might be, it is not a luxury but a necessity of my spirit, and as vital to my
life as water and good bread. It is my only real freedom - and freedom is also what I seek.  I find 
it most in wilderness.

We can have wilderness without freedom; we can have wilderness without human life at 
all, but we cannot have freedom without wilderness, we cannot have freedom without leagues of 
open space beyond the cities, where boys and girls, men and women, can live at least part of 
their lives under no control but their own desires and abilities, free from any and all direct 
administration by their fellow men. I do nothing but sit in my chair; and I enjoy just sitting, freed 
from my self-imposed guilt that so plagues such a criminal activity in modern civilization… 

Purity is also on noble display in this wilderness – the purity of life lived the way it is 
supposed to be lived, based on animal instincts and evolutionary advantages and biological urges 
and occasional chance beneficial mutation - not a life of slavery to the routine and domestic, the 
dollar and dogma.  Purity that comes from freedom – freedom from human culture and norms and
expectations, freedom from routine, freedom bound not by supply-side economics but only by 
abilities and desires – a freedom that comes only from wilderness.

But wilderness certainly isn’t lily white in its freedom and purity; no sir, it is the opposite
of that.  It is bloody, full of fangs and claws and dirt and violence, death, decay, and beauty in all 
of these things.  Life is alive in color, pure in beating hearts and quickened breath and fatigued 



muscles, the rabbit in the clutches of the great horned owl, the bright orange fungal parasite living
off its decaying host, the mating of eagles joined at their loins while tumbling out of the sky.

Did Henry David understand this freedom and purity in his nature? He spoke of purity, a 
purity of heart and goodness, but that is not the purity of the wilderness that I see.  Was his purity 
derived from only observing nature from a safe distance, and not actually partaking in the joyous 
romp that is life and death in the forest?

Perhaps he didn’t make the real sacrifices that are necessary for real purity.  He lived in a 
cabin only a mile or two outside of town, for chrissake!  He walked to town most days.  Was he 
ever in danger of starvation, or being eaten by a bear, or even threatened by the weather?  How 
could he lecture on purity when he only experienced the romantic side of wilderness, not its anger
and ferocity and the vividness of death so much a part of wilderness?

For these reasons I’m not sure I want the company of Thoreau; not tonight, not on this 
trip, for it would soon be wearisome and dissipating.  His words still speak to me, they are still 
relevant, and have stood up to the ultimate democracy of time, but I’m afraid Henry was too much
of a bore.  He lectured too much of purity, in himself and in his ideals, which puts too much 
distance between himself and me.  His purity, so lily-white and squeaky clean, so ambiguous, so 
unachievable for me.  Noble?  Maybe, if one has the self-discipline (or self-loathing?) to try on its
cloak.  But it is not the cloak for me; not at this time, not when I’ve so much else to learn.

Maybe I’m being presumptuous, assuming a quiet, shy, bespectacled Thoreau in solemn 
contemplation, or crossed-legged meditation, or was he just asleep, his lack of vices and 
impurities the ultimate boredom?  But mostly he is a constant reminder of my own failings in 
striving for purity.  He could do it, why can’t we all, why can’t I?  Too much guilt…

If I discard Thoreau, perhaps I should try on Everett Ruess.  Young wanderer, hopelessly 
idealistic, childishly romantic, uncannily insightful, but tragically bound by the inherent naiveté 
of adolescence and blindness of youth.  He was also a true adventurer and explorer - and a lover 
of wilderness - wandering solo through the Sierras and along the California coast, but mostly, 
through his beloved red rock country of the desert southwest – Grand Canyon, Zion, Monument 
Valley, Navajo mountain, Canyon de Chelly, and through maze after maze of unnamed canyon.  
“Adventure is for the adventurous.  My face is set.  I go to make my destiny.  May many another 
youth be by me inspired to leave the snug and safety of his rut, and follow fortune to other 
lands.”  

He left home at 17, traveling with all his worldly possessions - which were only what he 
needed, meager even when measured by the minimal standards of the Great Depression, the 
period when he traveled – on two broken down burros.  But for this, he deserves much credit – he
did not let the dark times impede on his dreams and desires.  Ruess’s travels in pursuit of his 
dreams and art were undertaken in spite of the abject poverty of the times.  He didn’t necessarily 
choose poverty, a la Thoreau, but carried on in spite of it.  Indeed, he once stated that he was 
living “with an undercurrent of starvation and an overtone of magnificent music.”  

In the desert he pursued his art, hoping to gain expression from his experiences, hoping to
hone his painting and block print and writing skills.  He recognized that purity and trueness to his 
ideals required sacrifice, but that the sacrifice was necessary to be pure.  So he peddled his wares 
as best he could, trying to self-finance his wanderlust, but peddling art at a time when the basics 
like food and shelter eluded so many people was a hard sell at best.  He despised that he needed 
even his meagerist of possessions, lamenting the “clamor of that disgusting god, money.”  But 
these choices allowed him to enjoy more freedom and leisure in his brief lifetime than most 
experience in a long life of labor.  The idea that work is honorable and beautiful meant nothing to
Ruess, and he certainly did not succumb to the trap of the mundane inherent in a workaday world.
“Hope your next letter doesn’t say that you’re leading the same humdrum existence”, he ended a 
letter to his brother, I’m sure leaving a smarting, intentional hurt, implying that his brother 
couldn’t live up to his ideals.



Ruess’s overriding desire was to experience beauty, pure beauty, and he was determined 
to do so despite incredible obstacles.  Here is where Ruess made real sacrifices, and left his mark 
as a true adventurer; this is where he outdistanced himself from the safety that Thoreau never 
ventured far from at Walden Pond.  No wonder that Thoreau had to find beauty in the mundane, 
for he certainly didn’t (couldn’t?) endure the hardships that Ruess did!  Ruess withstood bee 
attacks that left him swollen and near death, food poisoning that almost killed him, a wild bull 
that tried to gore him (twice).  He endured the most extreme whether including scorching heat, 
blizzards, and “violent hailstorms that beat down like a thousand whiplashes, and of ferocious, 
relentlessly-battling winds”, not to mention all of the falls, sunburn and dehydration (his goal was
to not go more than two days without water!) that are as much a part of the desert as sand and 
cacti.  He detailed to a friend a severe case of poison ivy that nearly killed him: “For six days 
I’ve been suffering from the semi-annual poison ivy case – my sufferings are far from over.  For 
two days I couldn’t tell whether I was dead or alive.  I writhed and twisted in the heat, with 
swarms of ants and flies crawling over me, while the poison oozed and crusted on my face and 
arms and back.  I ate nothing – there was nothing to do but suffer philosophically.”

Everett gladly suffered these obstacles in his pursuit of beauty.  “Whatever I have 
suffered in the months past has been nothing compared to the beauty in which I have steeped my 
soul.  It has been a priceless experience.”  Everett described the sunset after a particularly violent
storm: “Then sunset, at my camp on a grassy spot in the sage.  Far to the north and east the 
purple mesas stretched.  Cloud banks arched everywhere overhead, stretching in long lines to the
horizons.  There was an endless variety of cloud forms, like swirls of smoke, like puff balls.  Here 
and there were golden brown and vermillion.  Then the treeless western hills were rimmed with 
orange that faded to green and deep blue.  A cold clear breeze caressed me and the full moon 
rolled through the clouds.  The lunatic quaver of a coyote – silence and sleep.”

“I have seen almost more beauty than I can bear” he wrote in his letters to family and 
friends.  Ruess was true to his dreams, a vagabond for beauty.  “The most important thing to me 
is still the nearly unbearable beauty of what I see.  Alone on the open desert, I have made up 
songs of wild, poignant rejoicing and transcendent melancholy.  The world has seemed more 
beautiful to me than ever before.  I have loved the red rocks, the twisted trees, the red sand 
blowing in the wind, the slow, sunny clouds crossing the sky, the shafts of moonlight on my bed at
night.  I have seemed to be at one with the world.  I have really lived.”  

Ruess lived intensely in the moment; this was undeniably the biggest reward for his 
pursuits and sufferings, and why his voice is still important and still speaks to us today, perhaps 
even more so as we devolve into “virtual reality” and electronic connections mistaken for real 
relationships.  “Once more I am roaring drunk with the lust of life and adventure and unbearable
beauty” he wrote from a backcountry canyon.  “I have been filled for three days with a dreamy 
intoxication from the serene beauty and perfect solitude” he quipped from the Sierras.  “Oh, I 
have lived intensely, drinking deep!”  

Everett traveled alone, not compromising an iota in his search for beauty.  “God, how the
wild calls to me.  There can be no other life for me but that of the lone wilderness wanderer.  It 
has an irresistible fascination.  The lone trail is best for me.  There is a splendid freedom in 
solitude, and after all, it is for solitude that I go to the mountains and deserts, not for 
companionship.  In solitude I can bare my soul to the mountains unabashed.  I can work or think,
act or recline at my whim, and nothing stands between me and the Wild.”  

But was this solitary confinement in the vast wide-open landscapes truly voluntary?  Or 
was it romanticized simply because he couldn’t find companions that lived up to his puritan 
ideals?  He regretted not having intelligent, educated and similarly sensitive company, but 
seemed to know that it was his standards that were set too high.  “My friends have been few 
because I’m a freakish person and few share my interests.  My solitary tramps have been made 
alone because I couldn’t find anyone congenial – you know it’s better to go alone than with a 
person one wearies of soon.  I’ve done things alone because I never found people who cared 



about things I’ve cared for enough to suffer the attendant hardships.  But a true companion 
halves the misery and doubles the joys.”

Or perhaps Everett was blinded by the intense beauty he found.  Perhaps he should have 
listened to his father, who argued in an extraordinary letter to his son that it takes all three ideas 
of the reason to define the whole of culture or to define God.  He whose life is exclusively devoted
to Truth, or to Goodness, or to Beauty, is a very fractional man.  Beauty is an ultimate 
fulfillment, as is Goodness, as is Truth.  But there is no conflict when all three are stressed and, 
as Aristotle says, we “…see life sanely and see it whole.”

By all accounts Everett embodied goodness as well as beauty – he never intentionally 
tried to hurt anyone, and he obviously loved his family and friends deeply.  His strange ways, 
however, often rubbed folks the wrong way, and his strange nature and choice of lifestyle left a 
bad taste in many, who would accuse him of freeloading and laziness on his extended, uninvited 
visits.  In his defense, can one who has spent so much time alone, and who was so young, really 
be expected to understand the complexities and expectations of social norms?

But beauty was his god, by his own admission, and this he pursued single-mindedly. Did 
he pursue, or even recognize, the truth?  His writings occasionally scratched at the surface of 
truth; he asked his father and others about it, and perhaps if he had lived longer he would have 
gravitated towards the truth.  

Unfortunately, the truth is often times in direct conflict with the conceived, romanticized 
notion of beauty.  It is often ugly, bloody, full of anger, violence and vice, the opposite of beauty 
and goodness.  For years the mystery of Everett’s disappearance spawned romantic notions of 
escape and disappearance, perhaps even the ultimate fantasy of finding lasting beauty, a myth that
so appeals to so many enslaved to mundane duty.  It spawned the hope for true purity, for genuine
goodness, for the ultimate beauty, for someone finally able to break the chains of slavery inherent
in earning a “living.”  

But the truth of Everett’s ultimate demise is not the triumph of beauty and goodness, but 
alas the same old truth of humanity that’s been around since Cain slew Able – Everett Ruess, who
intentionally hurt no one, who despite his eccentricies wanted nothing more complicated or lofty 
than to experience pure beauty and maybe share it with a true companion, who was only 20 years 
old - was bludgeoned to death by Indians, for the apparent reason of stealing his meager 
possessions, or worse, just for sport.

This is what makes truth the hardest to accept, the hardest to look in the eye; of course I 
don’t blame Ruess or Thoreau for not pursuing truth!  The truth is hard to swallow, and it is often 
times a bitter pill.  This is not to say that beauty and goodness are not also the truth, but that the 
truth recognizes that not all is beauty and goodness.  If Ruess accepted this, would he have been 
more wary and cautious in his travels?  Would he have not traded that shotgun, given to him by a 
concerned and worldly friend, for a burro?  Do purists and romantics like Ruess and Thoreau 
always have trouble with the truth?  And would the truth have compromised and diminished 
Ruess’ brief but vivid life?  

My answer has to be yes, and that would have been our loss, too.  Indeed, his words are 
still important, even if naïve, in that they were so pure.  His purity is what still attracts others to 
read him, what plants the seeds of idealism to follow Ruess’s dreams of beauty, in the same way 
that it is the purity in Thoreau’s words that compel us to still read him 160 years after his famous 
contemplations.  And this truth cannot be overstated – Everett lived more fully in his 20 short 
years than most who live to be 80.

Yes, the ideas of beauty and purity and goodness still hold powerful sway today, 
especially when applied to wilderness, one of the few places left where it still seems possible to 
actually still find these things, a place not yet corrupted by the truth of humanity.  Most recently 
another young, naïve purist, Into the Wild’s Chris McCandles, searched for his adventure and 
purity and escape from humanity in the wilds of Alaska.  But McCandles’ journey ended in an 



eerily similar and ignoble manner as Ruess, starved to death in a VW bus in the Alaskan outback.
I will again argue that such purity cannot be maintained without the white light of the harsh truth. 

Maybe in my youth I, too, would have been seduced by beauty and goodness, had I had 
the courage to look for it.  But I’m no spring chicken anymore, and I’m not sure I have the 
capacity for the true appreciation for beauty that Ruess embodied, simply because I have been 
worn down by years of routine and work.  Am I a cynic?  Possibly; probably when it comes to 
humanity.  But I still have the capacity, however diminished, to appreciate beauty, especially in 
wilderness.  I still have enough of the spark that burned so brightly in Ruess, and I periodically 
need to rekindle that spark with treks into wild places.  

As for goodness, well, perhaps there my cynicism there is more complete, especially 
when dealing with humanity - I don’t trust goodness in others, as too many endings like Ruess’ 
prove daily.  I don’t trust goodness in myself either, tortured as I am between conflicting rights 
and wrongs.  Who is to say what is right or wrong?  Certainly not me!  And besides, didn’t Billy 
Joel tell us only the good die young?  I will still hold out hope, however, for goodness in 
wilderness, as long as that goodness is bounded by truth.

So I no longer see the point of striving for purity and goodness alone.  What kind of 
pursuit is that anyway?  What is to be learned by going against our basic nature, by pretending 
that our will is greater than our humanity?  Christ, I gave that up long ago, throwing off my altar 
boy robes and catholic guilt when the burden of trying to bear all that gobble-de-gook, with all of 
its archaic relicts and Byzantine rules, all designed to avoid the truth, even the simplest of truths 
that I could clearly see with my own eyes, I gave it up when it bogged me down in senseless 
confusion.  No, I don’t want dogma and purity; I want the truth – the bloody, dirty, scarred and 
battered, but ultimately beautiful truth.  I want to travel with someone who isn’t afraid to get 
down into the mud and slime, into the underbelly of all that is unspeakable, and who comes out 
grinning, not because he likes the message, but because the message is the truth, and the truth has 
set him free, and the truth is he enjoys crawling in the slime, enjoys the dirt under his nails and 
the mud on her feet, and revels in vice and indolence, in the blood and the guts, in anarchy and 
mischief, in the shock and awe – because look around you, that’s the way nature operates, that is 
the way of the wild, the essence of wilderness and why I must dip my toes in it to ward off the 
slow death of civilization - to know that I am still alive!

So I will save Henry and Everett for another day, another adventure, when it’s more 
appropriate.  This trip finds a dog-eared paperback copy of Desert Solitaire in my pack, nestled 
along side the Irish whiskey, wine and jerky.  Edward Abbey, yes, that’s my traveling companion
in the Quehanna Wild Area; good old Ed, with his complete lack of respect for sacred cows, laws 
and customs, his tongue always sharp, his penchant for woman and wine and wilderness 
unquenchable, his humor unfailing, and most important, his unrelenting, overriding obsession 
with the truth, no matter what that truth might be.  Yes, Ed is the perfect ghost for this trip.

Is there room for intellectual and artistic stimulation on a wilderness trip?  Most certainly,
especially the unobtrusive companionship of a good book or a sketch pad!  A good book doesn’t 
impinge on solitude; it is enjoyed only when desired, and provides intellectual fodder for the long
walks and periods of calm alone with your own thoughts.  When the weather pins you down in a 
tent for an extended period of time, a book is a savior.  When in company, a good book or 
stimulating essay becomes good discussion, or in dire situations (or perhaps if the reading 
material is just really bad), the paper pages make excellent fire starter.  Yes indeed, I’d argue that 
a good book or two – as many as your pack can bear, which was a lot for Everett Ruess, who had 
mules to carry his voluminous library of literary classics - is another necessity to a good 
wilderness voyage.

Ironically, Abbey once brought Thoreau along with him for a float down the Green River.
I wonder why?  I won’t be so bold as to put words into his mouth, but I think back to my travels 
through the Sierra Nevada with John Muir.  I brought Muir along as an interpreter (and an 



excellent one at that!) of a land that was unfamiliar.  At his heart, author Muir was a salesman, 
hawking a beauty and peaceful contemplation of a place that he knew most people would not 
understand, let alone appreciate.  So he lent his eyes and his ears and his heart to dear reader, 
knowing that that was the best way – the only way? – to save these magnificent places that reflect
our own soul.  I think it is safe to say that Edward Abbey certainly didn’t need an interpreter for 
his travels down the Green; I could make an argument he didn’t need an interpreter for anything 
in the wilderness, such was his capacity for observation.  Surely Abbey saw as well as Muir and 
as a descriptionist was far superior, not in his love of his subjects but in his expression of that 
love, through his more cultured and educated filters.  

So did he bring Thoreau along because Thoreau never got very far away from his beloved
Walden and Concord, because dear sheltered Henry never saw a canyon run red with mud and 
trees, never experienced the river plowing through him at full speed on an unfettered rapid, never 
felt the full force of the desert sun boring through his very being late in a summer afternoon, 
never let himself loose in the lust for a woman?  Or was it because, even though he didn’t travel 
far, he also never ventured to the spectacular?  Was Abbey trying to show Thoreau what he 
missed?  Thoreau found the same magnificence as Muir and Abbey in the simple ordinary, by 
looking closely, by looking long and hard, by looking within as much as looking at, by looking 
from the vantage point of purity.  Was this something that Abbey admired in Thoreau, or did he 
see it as a flaw in himself that he couldn’t be happy doing the same thing?

I like to think Abbey brought Thoreau to seek and refine and continue his quest for the 
truth.  Abbeys’ truths, in hindsight, are not expressed in the beauty he sees, but in his demons and
vices, which he did not hide; either Muir and Thoreau didn’t have demons, or choose not to 
present them to their readers, or themselves.  At least Ruess spoke of his, but would he have 
edited them out had he known they would be made public?  We will never know.  Indeed, it 
seems to me that Abbey celebrated his demons, whether to shock the audience or for cathartic 
release I haven’t decided.  Did Abbey take Thoreau down the river to expose Thoreau’s demons 
to the bright, piercing light of Abbey’s desert sun?  Did Abbey take Thoreau down the river to 
teach him something?  Or did Abbey take Thoreau down the river to commiserate with a fellow 
loner, even though the two of them would probably prove Thoreau’s quote before the first oar hit 
the water?  

Two village cranks, two cantankerous bastards, two polar opposites so much alike; is 
there a river wide enough for the two of them?  Apparently so, for Down the River remains one of
Abbey’s best works.  It seems to me that Abbey is interested in Thoreau as a person, not as a 
fellow writer, nor is he as interested in Thoreau’s writing itself.  Why?  Was he trying to better 
himself, take himself in a new, purer direction?  Was he missing something that he thought 
Thoreau saw?  Or was he just tired, weary of the combativeness of the truth, growing too old for 
monkey wrenching and anarchy, tired from all the external beauty, and looking only for some 
common introspection along the lazy parts of the river?  I like to think it was just a part of his 
own journey, often referenced in his writing, to understand the truth of WHY – why are we here 
on this planet, why do we exist at all, what happens after death, and why, oh why will women be 
the last mystery unlocked???

I have room for only one ghost on this trip, and I choose Abbey, not as a sleight against 
Thoreau or Muir or Ruess, but because this time I, too, am looking for the person behind the 
words, not the words and thoughts themselves.  I am looking for arm’s length companionship, not
a sage, not a teacher.  I am looking for a little color to brighten the gray forest, for a little 
combativeness to keep me on my toes, for a little brevity and off-color humor.  Abbey, the wise 
old drunken fool, the infuriating bastard, forever playful but also the speaker of a truth so 
beautiful and so harsh that it should be called poetry; yes, this is the ghost and companion that 
will accompany me on this trip…



The wine mixes with the pages of Desert Solitaire and the sounds of the river and the 
chill in the air.  Old man Ed joins me at the campfire, puffing on a Cuban cigar, his slouch hat 
askew, his heavy flannel clothing dotted with stains and tatters from adventures past.  He looks 
like a mountain man, a real mountain man, not the sanitized and shined up Grizzly Adams of 
Hollywood.  He sports a scraggily, graying beard, unruly hair under his hat, his face and hands 
deeply weathered, like an ancient desert juniper exposed too long to the sun, each lined earned 
honestly by a hard life of chasing demons and beauty and the truth.  An elder statesman now, he 
commands respect, just like these ancient hills, Abbey having lived through his own recklessness 
none the wiser but maybe a bit more understanding and less quick to cut to the chase.  Along the 
way his writings, too, like Thoreau’s, have stood the ultimate democracy of time, and he has 
taken his rightful place in the literary hierarchy, near the top, at least to me.  Even so, given his 
gruff exterior and underlying anarchistic bent, I’m sure he would have been spied upon as a 
terrorist under the regressive, ignorant Bush regime.  Of course, that would have invigorated him 
– he’d probably still be around if he knew he’d made the latest watch list.

No need for pleasantries or introductions here, for we know each other through his 
writings, personal writing of depth and characters, desire and fears.  Writing is a window, a 
portal, into the author’s soul.  True, it is a guarded portal, and the sentry is under contract to the 
author, to protect the author, mostly from the truths the author himself does not want to 
recognize, or at least share.  But that is why I read Edward Abbey – dare I say why I love to read 
Edward Abbey – because Abbey’s sentry, most of the time, was AWOL, or at the very least, 
asleep or passed out.  Or maybe he just didn’t give a shit – he just wrote his truth because the 
truth is always bigger than the messenger.

I comment on the perfect camp, passing the wine to ol’ Ed as he chuckles under his 
breath.  “The perfect camp – ha!  Perfect for whom?  You, the human interloper, the observer?  
Perfect in your definition?  The personification of the natural is exactly the tendency I wish to 
suppress in myself, to eliminate for good.  I am here not only to evade for a while the clamor and 
filth and confusion of cultural apparatus but also to confront, immediately and directly if it’s 
possible, the bare bones of existence, the elemental, and fundamental, the bedrock which sustains
us.  I want to be able to look at and into a white pine tree, a piece of quartz, a vulture, a spider, 
and see it as it is in itself, devoid of all humanly ascribed qualities, anti-Kantian, even the 
categories of scientific description.  To meet god or medusa face-to-face, even if it means risking 
everything human in myself, I dream of a hard and brutal mysticism in which the naked self 
merges with a non-human world and yet somehow survives still intact, individual, separate.  
Paradox and bedrock.”

I take back the wine and swallow hard, trying to digest Ed’s epistle.  Ed’s eternal search 
for bedrock and paradox, a constant theme in his writing, thrown out there before the wine even 
creates a warm buzz – not fair, Ed.  My response is silence…

Escaping the clamor and filth and confusion of cultural apparatus, yes, that is a given; 
yes, that is too easy to understand.  Escaping “syphilization”, escaping the incredible shit we put 
up with most of our lives – the domestic routine (same old wife every night) the stupid and useless
and demanding jobs, the insufferable arrogance of elected officials, the crafty cheating and the 
slimy advertising of the businessman, the tedious wars in which we kill our buddies instead of our
real enemies back home in the capital, the foul, diseased and hideous cities and towns we live in, 
the constant, petty tyranny of automatic washers and automobiles and tv machines and 
telephones.  Ah Christ, I’m thinking, what intolerable garbage and what utterly useless crap we 
bury ourselves in day by day!  Escaping indeed, that’s exactly what I am doing here.



But suppressing the personification of nature, now that’s a much bigger nut to crack.  I’d 
never thought of trying to suppress it, blinded by my own egocentrism as I am and as devoid of 
nature, most of the time, that I am.  Perhaps because I spend most of my time away from nature – 
locked in beige cubicle 50 hours a week, hemmed in by the demands of homestead maintenance, 
of family commitments, of the shear leaden weight of routine, day after day, week after week, 
year after year – perhaps it is because my forays into the “wilderness” are so few and far between,
that I make them out to be so special.  The new is always more alluring than the routine.  Maybe 
that’s why I’ve always gone full tilt the other way, molding nature into my own golden calf, the 
ultimate in the personification of nature – as if nature needs some sentient being, some conscious 
fool, to look upon it and deem it good and right and pure and beautiful!  Would nature think its 
avalanches any more or less beautiful than its waterfalls, its smallest bacteria any less important 
than the mighty grizzly, its feathered flycatcher any more brilliant than the dragonfly it chases?  
No, that is the strict domain of the pathetic human beings, who somewhere along their self-
serving evolutionary path decided they were separate, better, more advanced and in control of the 
nature that still, even in the age of 3G networks and atomic power, sustains them.  No, I don’t 
think we’ve ever recovered from this fatal error in judgment; at least I know I haven’t, for I still 
feel the powerful pull of the primal, the true, the basic – wilderness.  

But now that Ed mentions it, I have noticed lately a growing awareness in myself to try to
suppress my adulation of nature, to cease looking for my salvation in the natural – for what 
grosser misapplication of ego is there than to think that nature would even want to save me?  
What sort of salvation was I looking for anyway?  Salvation from death?  Should the rabbit be 
saved from the talons of the owl, the lamb from the fox, the heifer from the slaughterhouse, the 
sinner from eternal damnation?  No, I was not looking for salvation from death, but perhaps 
meaning – meaning in life.  And life is made ever more meaningful by death.  The rabbit sustains 
the owl, the lamb sustains the fox, the heifer sustains the human – that is nature’s way, on full 
display – not hidden as it is most of the time in our modern culture.  It is because we are now so 
far removed from these truths that they speak so clearly to me in my brief stints in the wild.  

But make no mistake, nature does not need or care that I look on in appreciation.  No, 
she’s done pretty well on her own, thank you.  Does she care if man takes meaning from her 
existence?  No.  Does she care that man recognizes beauty in her?  No.  Does it matter that one 
species has risen to a high enough level of cognition to begin to unravel her secrets, even if they 
are only the obvious ones, to the point of influencing her in their favor?  No, for the rules are the 
rules, the truth is the truth, and even these newly conscious beings must still play by her rules.  
That much cannot change, no matter how clever these beings might think they have become.  The
world exists for its own sake, not for ours. Swallow that  pill!

For that matter, perhaps it doesn’t matter if the last of the great wild places fall prey to 
the bulldozers blade and progresses “inevitable” march.  In the collective it certainly doesn’t 
matter – the natural rules will reset and assert themselves when we get too much out of balance – 
history has shown this.  No, it’s not the collective level that interests me, it’s the individual level 
– specifically, my level – that I’m worried about.  I much more worried about me, about those 
around me that I care about, about what the effect all of this clamor and filth and confusion has to
me.  I need places of solitude – a mountaintop, a hidden canyon, a sunny rock in the forest, the 
ridge, a lone majestic white pine on a bend in the river.  These places allow me, give me 
permission, to escape from the clamor and filth.  Here I can contemplate, clear out, breathe, walk,
listen, observe, exert, rest, play, sleep, and share a pipe or a bottle of wine.  

Is that salvation?  Honestly, sometimes it does feel like salvation, as perfect as my soul 
soaring over the silver firs in a Sierran mountain cirque, as perfect as a California Condor sailing 
on outstretched wings above the Tonto plateau in the Grand Canyon, as perfect as this camp.  But
wouldn’t salvation be more long-lasting, or is that just a remnant of the stories of my upbringing?
Why am I forced from these perfect moments and perfect places to attend to bodily needs, or in 



response to changing weather, or worst of all, driven back by “responsibilities?”  Is not 
“responsibility” at the root of the clamor and filth and confusion?

So it can’t be, salvation cannot be found in wilderness, if it can be found at all, if it even 
exists.  I vow to suppress my quest for it, to just accept it for what it is, just as ol’ Ed vows to quit
seeing Hindu gods in the sandstone structures of his beloved red rock country.  A few more sips 
of wine as a red-tailed hawk descends out of the evening sky.  What do we look like from above, 
from the hawk’s view?  What does she see from up there, up in the heavens, the place where our 
salvation supposedly resides?  If we’re not out here for our salvation, than what are we here for, 
Ed?

“Hope” is the old man’s reply.
“Wilderness is not a luxury but a necessity of the human spirit.  We need wilderness 

whether or not we ever set foot in it.  We need a refuge even though we may never need to go 
there.  We need the possibility of escape as surely as we need hope.”

I agree with this thesis, because it is the truth.  I know because I feel it in my heart - my 
doom and gloom attitude of the city and household and cubicle is lifted just thinking about my 
next trip to the woods.  Edward Abbey, forever taking the long way home, because there are so 
many fascinating detours to explore on the way to the truth; but always his truths are exposed 
bluntly, simply, catching the listener off-guard.  

I’m feeling a bit bitter by being caught off guard by Ed’s simple answer.  I’m still not 
over bitching about the filth and confusion, because I still carry too much of it this early into a 
trip – it takes me a while to unload.  Aren’t we, slobivious Americanus, leading the way for the 
rest of the world, aren’t we accelerating the destruction of this planet, the last remaining 
wildernesses, aren’t we destroying our hope at breakneck speed? Ed’s famous polemic on 
Industrial Tourism and the National Parks, his rants on the destruction wrought by the 
automobile, his warnings on the dangers of “progress” – Ed, look around you, your worst fears 
have come true, on a scale I don’t think even you could have imagined!!!  We’re not just talking 
about putting paved roads on government lands – at least there was plenty of hope along those 
roads in the spectacular places of national parks.  Hope that they might inspire more to think 
twice about the way we choose to live.  

Hey Ed, we’re not picking Kleenex out of cactuses here – at least Kleenex is 
biodegradable.  Look at that plastic bag caught in the debris across the river, Ed.  They’re 
everywhere, as ubiquitous as house sparrows and cigarette butts.  We’ve clogged every stream 
and river and lake and ocean – Christ, there is a floating mass of this plastic shit and other 
garbage that chokes off thousands of square miles of the Pacific Ocean, all in the name of take-
out convenience for these “masters” of the domain!  Wake up and smell the polluted air, Ed – 
we’ve fouled the atmosphere to the point that it threatens our very existence, and we still don’t 
find it in our hearts to change!!!  You were way off the mark, Ed, it’s much worse than you could 
have thought.  Look at the scars on this place from the ATVs, look at the roads widening to 
accommodate the tank sized Hummers that need more room for their tank-sized, fast food fueled 
occupants, look at the entire mountaintops removed to get at a three day supply of coal!  

Ed, you saw this coming.  You told us that an economic system which can only expand or
expire must be false to all that is human, and that growth for the sake of growth is a cancerous 
madness.  

What happened, Ed?  Why didn’t anyone listen to you???

I stop there – does my rant go too far, is it too personal?  After all, I just insulted a 
legend’s life work, not a neighborly thing to do, especially with only one bottle of wine between 
us.  I pass the bottle back to him, part peace offering, part not knowing what else to do.

Silence.  The air is still singed with words of confusion and fear, but the trees don’t care.  
The river doesn’t care, nor does the hooting owl or the rising moon.  Nor, too, does it seem to 
bother at all my ghostly guest.  Implacable indifference?



Implacable indifference is the enemy of the ego.  True, our golden calf ego has ballooned 
to monumental proportions, as reflected in our skylines and houses and automobiles and 
waistlines.  But the cold, howling indifference of wilderness still sends shivers down my spine.  
Surely this part of our primeval collective will still be heard…

The coals glow red, the night gets colder as the moon arches across the sky, left to right 
from where we are sitting.  The wine and the wilderness and the solitude do their job, too – I 
mellow and relax.  There are folks who have heard you, I tell Ed, who still feel the collective 
winds of wilderness in their souls, even in 2009 A.D.  Would you believe, Ed, that there are no 
more cars in the Yosemite Valley, or in Zion Canyon, or would you believe Death Valley and 
Joshua Tree are National Parks, or that there is a preserve in southern California devoted to the 
Mojave desert?  And there is even an act of Congress designating the importance of preserving 
roadless areas, at least when the political winds are blowing right.  Yes Ed, there is still hope.

My olive branch is snapped under the hearty laughter of a madman, filling the valley, 
starling me out of my warm buzz of cheeriness.  “You still don’t understand what I am saying” 
insists Ed.  “You might think that a few more laws will enable us to go on safely as we are going, 
but it’s not our laws that needs addressed, it’s our culture.  The more corrupt a society” he laughs,
“the more numerous its laws.  For those folks I will always be a pain in the ass.  People need to 
feel it in their hearts and souls, not just their minds.  That can only happen when they get off their
duffs, strap on a pack, lace up the boots, and get out here!!!  Laws can’t change the heart.”

Satisfied in his triumph over me, old Ed rolls out his down bag on the ground and turns 
his back to the smoldering fire.  Stung by his rebuttal, I brood silently, watching the last wisps of 
smoke rise from the coals.  The night is still, the air is cold, the moon is bright; the promise of 
spring hangs in the air, the scent of the pine fills my nostrils.  Contentment.  Peace.  Solitude.  
Sometime after the last slug of wine and before the first slide toward unconsciousness, I find 
acceptance of Ed’s words, starting as an internal chuckle, but building until I laugh out loud, 
alone in the magnificent wilderness of night.  Ed hasn’t changed, he hasn’t mellowed and he 
certainly has not stopped doing the one thing that makes him so admired – telling the truth.  The 
whole, gawd-awful, stinking, rotting, unavoidable truth.  I take comfort that there still is truth to 
be spoken of, as I climb into my own down bag, insulated by the paradox and bedrock of truth…

April 9, 2009 – The morning dawns bright and cold, the tent frosted with condensation, 
the water in my Nalgene bottle frozen.  A great night’s sleep (9 hours!) despite needing to wear 
my down jacket in my sleeping bag to ward off the chill.  Old Ed, always the early riser, has been
banished to the nether regions of my imagination this morning.  Camp chores occupy my 
thoughts, me ever the slave to my “responsibilities” first.  But I take solace in the upcoming long, 
hard day on the trail ahead of me; I always do some of my most creative thinking under a heavy, 
monotonous load. 

A kingfisher rattles as it flies upstream, cackling at the coming warmth of the sun.  
Coffee and oatmeal warm my insides while waiting for the sun to crest the ridge and dry my tent. 
Once the sun is visible and my tent is dry, I pack quickly and bid adieu to my white pine river 
bend perfect camp.

A steep 500-foot climb greets me on the trail, perfect for warding off the morning chill.  I
feel great, alive, sparkling in the golden sunshine, even the heavy breathing required to mount the
hill is a thrill.  At the top, where the trail levels out, the blind switchbacks are traded for the 
comfort of the long view, especially before the trees leaf out.  Along the level trail I hike fast, 
enjoying the workout, heating up until the exertion and the sun undress me down to a tee shirt.  

I follow the flat-topped hardwood ridge southwest along the Quehanna Hiking trail, a 75-
mile loop that I vow every time I’m here that I will thru hike someday.  The sky is perfectly blue 
and cloudless when I come to rock outcropping above a cleft in the ridge that affords a 



wonderful, unencumbered view of the valley 500 feet below.  I drop the pack, taking a breather 
and taking in the magnificent scenery.  

Wouldn’t it be great to share this view with a woman?  Landscape and women.  
Whenever I discover a natural scene that pleases me, that I find beautiful, my first thought is: 
What a place to bring a girl!  And our world is so rich in both – beautiful places, lovely women.

Ahh, Ed, we think alike, I tell the young man who has joined me at the rocks.  Young Ed 
sports chiseled features and a clean cut face.  He stands straight and tall, and his strong build cuts 
an imposing figure against the rocks and sky.  But he has enough rough edges – well worn cloths 
and work boots and rough calloused hands that betray his working class upbringing - to never be 
considered a pretty boy.  His deep blue eyes are full of mischief, and a devilish smile gives away 
his not always wholesome intent.  No wonder the ladies found him irresistible.  

The conversation on the trail, as will all conversations on the trail amongst men, 
inevitably leads to discussions of women.  Ed rhapsodizes poetically about his latest love interest;
his passion for women equals his passion for wilderness.  My guess is that it may even surpass it 
at times, especially when his latest love starts as a prickly sensation in the base of his balls.  Poor
young Ed – he can’t possibly imagine where his loves will lead him!  Ed will forever be a slave to
his insatiable lusts and wandering eye, never content with monogamy.  He claimed that he 
“believed in marriage.  I love my wife.  I love family life.  And yet, I can’t bear monogamy; 
there’s the rub.  For me it’s unnatural.  Cruel.  Painful.  Unbearable.  I like girls: can’t seem to 
get over it, or outgrow it, or sublimate it – in fact, the more active and creative I am, and the 
happier I am, the more I crave sexual excitement.  Which means, for me, a new girl now and then
in bed.  The tragic fallacy of Joy of Sex is that what a man really desires is not 144 different 
positions, but 144 different women.  Beauty, charm, and novelty – and the greatest of these is 
novelty.”   Ahh, if we would finally run into the elusive Swedish Bikini team so talked about on 
all-male backpacking trips, I have no doubt that the energetic and passionate Ed would enthrall 
them all in his spell!!!

But the enslavement to his little head also tortured him.  I think of the advice that Everett 
Ruess’ father offered to his own wandering son when asked if pleasure was right or selfish.  
“There is no sin or wrong in pleasure except it be at the cost of another soul or life, to aggrandize 
ourselves by the degradation of others.”  Ed didn’t seem to think of anyone but himself when the 
testosterone flared.  Ed’s wanderlust would afford him incredible pleasure, but also cost him – 
and his first four wives, and children, and countless lovers – just as much grief.  “I’m sex-starved,
can’t seem to think of anything but thighs, belly, breast, lips, eyes, small of back, buttocks and – 
ah! – cunt.  It’s like an obsession.  Is there something wrong with me?  Am I sick?  Am I truly a 
satyrmaniac, as Judy (wife #3) thinks?  Do I really need a shrink?  Or just a good deep fuck now 
and then with some fresh young thing out of the blue?”

Ed’s adventures and his appreciation for beautiful women was intimately intertwined 
with beautiful landscapes, both equally mysterious and fleeting, always changing, always 
irresistible, neither ever fully captured in words or in paint or still frames – they have to be 
experienced.  He claimed that sex is the only primordial adventure still left to most of us, and like 
all of Ed’s adventures, his passion for the fairer sex pushed him beyond most peoples’ limits.  For
us, reader of mere words and not on the receiving end of his broken promises and hollow 
commitments - a fate that his wives and children and friends and lovers all took their turn at - we 
get unbridled passion, the deep appreciation of an artist truly in love with his subject; which is 
why so many still read Abbey, why he’s on this trip with me, and not Thoreau the spinster poet or
Ruess the naïve beauty freak.  I’m sure Thoreau’s self-flaunted purity irritated Abbey, who knew 
the truth that Thoreau’s chastity was imposed mainly as the result of his complete ineptitude with 
the ladies; “he (Thoreau) lived and probably died a virgin, pure as shriven snow.  Except for 
those sensual reptiles coiling and uncoiling down in the root cellar of his being.  Ah, purity!”  

Abbey did appreciated Thoreau’s wisdom in many ways, but obviously not enough to 
make him change his ways – and thank gawd for that!  Ed’s passions – for experiencing women, 



the desert, wilderness – that was his gift.  The truth is that Ed’s demons made him a better writer, 
more aware of beauty, whether the majesty of an incredible landscape or the promise of the soft 
skin between a woman’s thighs.  Ed wrote what he experienced, not just what he saw. He wrote 
what he felt, what he believed, what stirred him, what was good or bad or beautiful or messy or 
hurtful or disrespectful or criminal – and we got to tag along for the ride.  We’re there riding 
shotgun down a mountain on a flat stone, facing down a drunk redneck thug in a dive bar, and 
gloating over besting a gentleman rival and bedding a young South African hottie because, as she 
explained the morning after, “dear Edward, (a gentleman) you’ll never be.”  No Ed, gentleman 
are a dime a dozen, and besides, as you hottie continued, “we’ve so many of those.”  You were an
original, Mr. Abbey - that’s why we read you.   

Young Ed and I continue down the trail, Ed always leading the way, his gait full of 
energy, always exploring.  Not far off the trail he finds an old tire, and before I can object, he’s 
stood it on its worn-out treads and pushes it down the steep slope.  It crashes through the brush, 
further down the steep slope until it is out of sight and we can only hear its progress.  Ed howls 
with laughter, but I admonish his carelessness and preach about the need to respect wilderness.  
Ed laughs and tells me it’s already too late.  Didn’t I see all the roads with their bevy of beer cans 
and fast food wrappers and tossed away newspapers and junk mail and old auto parts and Dr. 
Pepper plastic bottles with a 5,000 year half life?  I don’t agree with rolling the tire down the 
gorge and would never do such an act myself, nor would I throw my beer cans out the car 
window, but I can see Ed’s reasoning, as skewed as it might be.  Is it just a show, or does it just 
sooth his cognitive dissonance?  Ed the enigma.

Another mile down the trail and we come to a high voltage transmission line.  Ed peers 
ignobly up at the buzzing lines – as far as we can see in either direction the line stretches, up and 
down hill and dale.  All of our “wilderness” in the eastern US is now transected by transmission 
lines, underground gas lines, water lines, pipelines and power line of every sort.  All of these are 
meticulously maintained with a militarily strict regimen of chainsaws, mowers and heavy doses 
of herbicides of incredible lethalness.  And I was worried about a lone tire rolled down the slope?

“It wouldn’t be hard at all to take down the whole line” young Ed comments as he 
inspects the metal tower.  “A well placed dynamite charge, right here at the main support.  Could 
even just cut ‘em with a saw.  Maybe we could train the porcupines to gnaw on metal instead of 
auto hoses” Ed laughs.  I guess his monkey-wrenching schemes started young…

Near the end of the ridge we come to another rock outcropping, but this one’s view is 
marred with a stone marker.  “WILD CAT ROCK.  3 WILDCATS SHOT FROM THIS ROCK 
BY GEO A. OSWALD, 125 4th ST., CONEMAUGH, PA, NOV. 20, 1946.”

There are no more wildcats (mountain lions) in Pennsylvania.  Legends and myths 
persist, sightings are dutifully filed every year with the game commission, but I fear the sightings 
are just longing; longing for the truly wild Pennsylvania of yore, of not that long ago, when not 
one, but three wildcats could be spotted in one rock sitting.    

“The essence of true wilderness is big mammals that can eat you” states Ed, and I agree. 
“There is something ‘titivating’ about a woods wherein Grizz, Ursus actos horribilus, is known to
prowl.  One stays alert.  One pays attention to strange noises in the brush.  One looks about for 
climbable trees.”  This leads to discussions of how big of a predator is really needed to define 
wilderness.  Ed, of course, takes it to extremes, lamenting on “how tragic that we humans arrived
too late, to the best of our conscious recollection, to have witnessed the fun and frolic of the giant
thunder lizards in their time of glory.  Why was that chapter ripped too soon from the Book of 
Life?  I would give ten years off the beginning of my life to see, only once, Tyrannosaurus rex 
come rearing up from the elms of Central Park, a Morgan police horse screaming in its jaws.  
We can never have enough nature!”



We both chuckle at the thought, but I understand Ed’s point – we need more predators to 
have more nature.  So why did Geo A Oswald feel the need to kill them, and why did he get a 
memorial to the deed?  C’mon, we need more coyotes, more mountain lions, more wolves and 
foxes and wildcats, more owls, hawks and eagles.  The livestock interests and their hired 
mercenaries from the Department of the Interior (and Geo A. Oswald) 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 airplane and the most 
ingenious devices of chemical and biological warfare.  Not content with shooting coyotes from 
airplanes and hunting lions with dogs, these bounty hunters, self-styled sportsmen (and women – 
think Sarah Palin posing for the press, goggles on, one mascared eye squinting as she pops off 
round after round at the wolves in this countries last great wilderness – from an airplane, eh!  I 
think of Ed’s quote about sportsmen: Whenever I see a photograph of some sportsman grinning 
over his kill, I am always impressed by the striking moral and esthetic superiority of the dead 
animal to the live one.), and government agents like to plant poisoned meat all over the 
landscape, distribute tons of tallow balls by air, and hide baited cyanide guns in the ground and 
brush - a threat to humans as 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.

As usual, our shortsighted approach to predator “management” has yielded worse results 
than predicted.  Here in Pennsylvania, the elimination of the big predators – the wolf and the lion 
– has allowed the deer population to explode.  Great for the well-organized and even better 
funded hunting groups, but look at the destruction wrought on the landscape by the over-populous
deer!

Once again, the human meddler, thinking himself above the natural laws, always trying to
improve his lot, others be damned, has created a worse problem than the one he didn’t understand
in the first place.  Three mountain lions from this spot, only 63 years ago.  What a sight!!!  Will 
we ever see it again?  I have hope that, yes, we will, but Ed has his doubts.  He doesn’t believe in 
man - he has much more faith in rocks and lions and trees.  We take turns pissing on Geo A. 
Oswald’s immortality.

After descending the ridge, lunch break is at the Corporation dam, 6 miles from morning 
camp.  I keep thinking of the definition of wilderness, and how this spot, once dammed to power 
a grist mill, has been freed to it former free-flowing self on purpose; hope, I want to believe; 
Moshannon edges towards the wilderness I want to experience.  

It feels good to get my new boots off, and I have to moleskin a few hotspots, but the 
lunch and weather are perfect, and I enjoy every minute, especially the conversations with Abbey 
that have kept me company.  After lunch I have to trek up the other side of the ridge - it takes 
1,200 steeps steps to gain the top, counted to distract from the burden of the heavy pack.  But 
again, it feels good to be away from the phone calls and emails and internet news.  Sure, 
technology is great, but does it enslave us further?  I figure that’s a campfire discussion; right 
now I agree with Ed’s quote that “high technology has done us one great service: It has retaught 
us the delight of performing simple and primordial tasks - chopping wood, building a fire, 
drawing water from a spring.”  To his list I’d add walking, a seemingly forgotten art in the 
modern age.

No other soul crosses my path over the next five miles, the only interruption to my 
solitude and thoughts being a large tom turkey in full spring display, initially mistaken for a bear 
(remembering the conversation about large mammalian predators.)  I’m disappointed that it isn’t 
a bear, having never seen one in the PA woods, despite countless miles on her trails.  But the 
large tom turkey is magnificent, its’ iridescent dark feathers reflecting the entire spectrum of light
in the perfect sunshine, it’s massive tail spread and strutted like a beach umbrella, it’s head and 
neck and gobble engorged with the blue blood of life and lust.  And the turkey embodies another 
wildlife success story, as its numbers have rebounded exponentially over the last few decades.   Is



the return of the wild turkey another step towards real wilderness?  Can the lion’s return be far 
behind?  Hope?!?!

In mid-afternoon, I stumble down the ridge plateau into a hardwood valley, picking up 
Right Cole Run at the confluence with Left Cole Run, and trudge upstream along the Right.  The 
bare hardwoods are replaced with white pines and mountain laurel the nearer the trail gets to the 
creek.  The day is still gloriously sunny, but the pack is feeling heavy and my dogs are tired and 
barking from 11 miles on the trail; it’s time to find a camp.  

I don’t expect a camp even better than last nights’, but that is what I find.  A half mile up 
Right Cole run, 20 feet off the trail as it runs alongside the creek, is an open flat area, space 
enough for three or four tents, complete with a past used fire pit.  Purists would lament the old 
fire pit as a blight upon the wilderness, but I’m thankful for being relieved of constructing one, 
and happy to bed down in an established site as opposed to carving out a new one, if even 
temporary and traceless.

The golden sunlight slices through the trees at the perfect angle to light up the bright 
green pines and laurels, the only green this early in the spring forest; it dances on the rushing 
cold, clear water of the mountain stream, sparkling like jewels.  The pines fill my nostrils with the
intoxicating scent of spring, sparking memories of camping trips past to just such places.  
Without a pack or shirt, tevas instead of boots, outside instead of in my beige work cell, my spirit 
soars – what a glorious day!  I breathe deep and easy while setting up another perfect camp.  I 
mentally post card this laurel-filled, white pine dominated mountain ravine as a picture of the real
Pennsylvania, still in existence, still here, still inspiring, still refreshing, still unspoiled, still 
invaluable to my soul…

Okay Henry, if solitude is the best companion and even the best companionship grows 
weary and dissipating, than I’m now growing weary of being alone.  Tonight I am anticipating 
the welcome addition of good, true companionship – the only kind to take to the woods!  My 
good friend Mark is to meet me here this evening.  I take what remains of my wine with me as I 
walk to the appointed rendezvous point along the Quehanna Highway, a half mile from camp.  
Mark is delayed an hour by a road closure; it’s near dark, just when I’m finished constructing my 
elaborate marker complete with instructions and map to the camp, when he pulls in.  It’s a subtle 
but joyous reunion, followed by a refreshing walk through the night woods back to camp.  

The campfire is set, needing only a spark, logs piled high in wait.  Mark sets up his tent 
quickly, and soon we are settled into our camp chairs around the roaring fire, catching up on 
families and jobs and all the other distractions that seem so much more bearable in the warm 
glow of a campfire and a good wine buzz.  The conversation is just as enjoyable as my thoughts 
in solitude the night before.  

We run the gamut from perfunctory to philosophical to sophomoric, and of course 
women course through all the topics.  I comment on our past desires to take our wives with us to 
these wild and sometimes spectacular places, shared by Mr. Abbey.  But my view is different; I 
put forth the proposition that it’s better out here, in the wilderness, without them.  In theory, yeah,
having our wives share that sunset or that overlook would make it better – but I’m not sure we’d 
actually see that view if they were here.  The dynamic would change, from one of sharing in the 
wilderness, to one of providing comfort to the womenfolk, so they could enjoy it like we do.  But 
would they?  The world is different through their eyes; they might not even notice the view 
through the mist of mosquitoes.  And would it diminish our enjoyment of the wilderness if they 
didn’t enjoy it?  It certainly diminishes the experience in the amount of extra equipment and 
planning necessary to bring a female companion into the woods.  This is not to even mention the 
insistent talk and chatter, notorious to all but the rarest of women, that gums up the birdsong, the 
insect buzz and the prized silence.

And what about the real reason why we want to bring our wives out here, why we would 
even consider enduring the extra preparation and ear-numbing blather – so that we could enjoy a 



little backcountry lovin’?  It sounds like such a good idea, especially with a good buzz around the
campfire, but let’s face it, we get good, clean sex all the time now, back home, where there are 
showers to clean up the trail sweat, and the girls are unconcerned about camp creatures joining in 
uninvited.  Maybe if we had hard core hiker babe wives who actually enjoyed a week in the 
wilderness without running water, hairspray and deodorant, we’d feel differently, but no, I think 
I’d rather wait for the lay when we’re back at home in the comfort and sanity of a bed, or at least 
a good backseat.  No, I want to leave the women at home – a woman companion is not a 
necessary ingredient to good wilderness trip.  Perhaps Mr. Abbey wouldn’t agree, but he did 
state, while floating down the Colorado River with a male companion, that “true, there are no 
women here (a blessing in disguise?)  Mark, however, does agree.  The true test will be if Tomass
agrees, he with the 10 year younger and newly wed wife.  

Are we just getting older?  Abbey was at his peak in his mid-forties.  But Ed never 
worked full time, with only a week or two off a year, every year, for 22 years; maybe we’d feel 
differently if we just weren’t so damn tired.  Tonight, male companionship, so simple, 
uncomplicated, and direct, beats the hassles and rewards of female companionship.  

Maybe we just need escape from women, too.  And besides, I got laid before the trip…

April 10, 2009 - Friday dawns gray and overcast; Mark tells me it’s supposed to rain all 
day.  Of course, it wouldn’t be right for any of the Hurricane Brothers to get together on the trail 
without massive amounts of precipitation.  It doesn’t take us long to decide to modify our plans to
stay at this perfect camp for one more night; we’ll do a good long day hike, without the packs, in 
the rain.  After breakfast we gather and stow enough dry firewood under a tarp for tonight’s 
entertainment, pack up a lunch, and hit the trail.  

We’re not on the trail ten minutes when the fine mist turns to steady drops and we don 
full rain gear.  I should have known to put the nylon and gore-tex on in camp, instead of changing
in the pines.  But the rain is not heavy, and the hiking is absolutely enjoyable.  There is not 
another soul on the trail today, and the rain contributes to the sense of solitude.  Mark and I have 
enough experience and understanding together to not need to fill every moment on the trail with 
conversation, enjoying the sound of the rain through the trees as much as the conversations we do
share.  

I bounce my ideas of wilderness off of Mark; yes, this state forest does feel like 
wilderness today, despite eating lunch at a recreation area next to a dam impeded, trout stocked 
stream, despite the new power lines that have been put in to light up a new private home (who 
was owed that big enough of a political favor to get this wish granted, we wonder?), despite the 
abandoned hunting cabins and old roads we cross paths with, despite the wonderful CCC camp 
we stumble across while taking an off trail short cut.  Perhaps wilderness does exist more in the 
heart, in the soul, of the human observer; perhaps it’s not all about pristine, unspoiled, 
untrammeled tracts of virgin forest; perhaps wilderness can spring from friendship, a respite from
duty, a walk in the rain with a good friend…

The rain doesn’t let up when we return to camp 10 miles and 7 hours later; might as well 
take a nap before dinner.  We’re free to do it out here; no guilt, no chores pressing, no reason not 
to.  However, before I can bed down in my comfy goose down, I have to remove a tick on my 
ass; goddamn hitchhiker!  I figure I picked him up when I changed into my rain clothes in the 
pines.  Too many deer means too many deer ticks too, a personal effect of not enough lions and 
wolves.  No matter, it hasn’t burrowed in far, and I able to easily remove it with a Leatherman 
pliers.  Now I can rest; is there a better white noise to sleep by than rain on a tent fly?  

I don’t sleep long, still benefiting from the deep sleep I enjoyed last night.  The rain is 
still coming down, but it’s dry under our large tarp.  I set up a fire, swigging some Irish whiskey 
while waiting for Mark to wake up to make dinner, losing myself in thought and contemplation.   



Middle-aged Ed saunters up to the whiskey bottle, taking a deep swig with me.  Ahh, the initial 
whiskey burn tingles on the tongue and warms the belly, warding off the chilly, damp air.  Ed’s 
appearance is a lot like mine, except for his full thick head of hair, the salt and pepper coloring 
the only clue that he’s not a young man.  He still sports a muscular, athletic build and a vibrant 
healthy aura.  

Ed did some of his best writing and wandering and womanizing when he was my age.  
He manned a lookout tower on the north rim of the Grand Canyon and at Aravaipa Canyon in 
Arizona and wrote some of his most memorable books, including Desert Solitaire, Black Sun and 
The Monkey Wrench Gang. He continued through his progression of women, quickly replacing 
the latest one to walk out on him with another pretty, sexy, clever, delightful, kind, - and usually 
younger - one.  

I ask Ed if he is happy.  “I am, most of the time, a rather happy man.  I am in good 
health.  Walked forty miles around Navajo Mountain a couple of weeks ago.  I can still fuck three
or four times a day, if decently stimulated (though not every day.)  I can ride, swim, dive, play 
tennis, climb rocks – in short, the old (forty-six years) body will do nigh anything I ask of it.  

And I look good, better than I ever have before.  My weight is up to 190 pounds –I look 
big, solid, muscular.  Well, shit, I am.  Sounds as if I’m falling in love with myself.  Quite true; 
I’m as vain as Narcissus; I love mirrors and running around stark-raving naked.  And I enjoy 
amazing success with the girls; I could pick up a new one every week if I wished.  But I don’t; too
much bother.  And besides – after a whole year! – I’m still largely pleased with my darling Janet.
And Renee – my “Natasha,” my “Sandy,” my forbidden delight.”

I have to chuckle, taking another swig of the sauce. Yes, I think I’d be happy too if I had 
your life too, Ed!  A relatively stress free job, being outside all day, in the wilderness, with plenty
of time to write and think and philosophize and fuck.  It’s his work that makes the artist 
interesting to us.  But then why, after a while, do we begin to find the artist more interesting than 
his work?  Perhaps because, when I read an author like Abbey, or Muir or Thoreau or Ruess, I 
wonder how they see so much more than I do, how they can perfectly describe what defies 
description, why their insights are so much more profound?  So I start looking at who the person 
is behind the art, looking for traits that maybe I can emulate; perhaps I can find some common 
ground.  

But I’m also looking for the flaws.  The finished product, whether a book or a song or a 
portrait, took months, maybe years of refinement and editing and finishing touches.  It is a far cry 
from the idea or scribble, or as envisioned when the bolt of lighting idea hit from the clear blue 
sky.  It had to be reworked and refined, started over, overhauled, given up on, and finally finished
while the rest of the artists’ life went on, including his or hers paid work demands, family 
commitments, love life and vices.  Inevitably when we look into the artist, we find that they have 
their demons, too, perhaps even ones which we identify with, and that it really is a long, hard 
journey that only looks easy from the finish line.  Suddenly the gifted artist, whose polished work
hides the flaws, becomes a real person, a normal person, an everyday person, who just happens to
be blessed with gifts that outshine the flaws.

But being there through the whole race, that’s when we learn from the artist.  For me, 
reading Ed’s work is inspiring; but hearing his story, that gives me hope; hope that maybe I too, 
might be able to convey what I see and hope and feel.  

I ask Ed why he writes.  “I write not so much to please, soothe or console, as to 
challenge, provoke, stimulate, even to anger if necessary – whatever’s required to force the 
reader to think, feel, react, make choices.  Such is my aim.  And, of course, to entertain.  To 
generate tears and laughter.  Or, I write to amuse my friends, and to aggravate – exasperate – 
ulcerate – our enemies.  The fine art of making enemies; I’ve become remarkably good at it.”

C’mon Ed, drop the act.  Everyone around you remarked that you were a pretty good 
person, in some ways almost shy and retiring, not nearly as confrontational as your written 
persona.  There’s not even much evidence that you engaged personally in any of the monkey-



wrenching that made you famous, aside from pulling up some surveying spikes and littering 
desert roads with beer cans and grand canyons with tires.  Ed, are you trapped, as so many artists 
become, in the persona of your writing - a prisoner to your art?  Do we judge you, the person, by 
your works, by your words, whether true or not?  Do we not put you in a box, a box made from 
your own material, of your own construction, simply because you’ve given us the tools to do so?  
Do you agree with Dan Bern that we should judge you only by your work, and that if we must put
you in a box that it should be a big box, with lots of windows, windows that we can see all the 
way to Jerusalem?  Okay, I’m sure Ed’s classical ear would bristle at the comparison to a folk 
rocker like Dan Bern, but Bern’s debt to Bob Dylan cannot remove the thought that Bob and Ed, 
like Dan, all were poets who spoke the truth.  Ahh, but we stray so far from the artist with such 
thoughts!

Ed laughs, swilling more whiskey.  “It’s just my job” he states non-chalantly.  Just a job, 
just a job, but so much more!  Today the middle-aged man is measured by his job, his status in 
the material world, his paycheck, his ability to provide, the size of his desk.  We prove ourselves 
not against the elements and physical obstacles, but through office politics and long titles and 
capitalized letters in your email signature and complex social agreements like having the right 
address and a trendy automobile.  To hell with the middle-aged mans’ heart and his thoughts, his 
passions and his hobbies, his sloth and his fears, hopes and dreams - bury those emotions deep 
unless you can afford a shrink – it’s your job, mister, you sole family provider, you walking 
paycheck, that’s what’s important.  It’s not about lulling around in the wilderness (lazy slob!), it’s
all about bringing home the bacon.  That’s where your self worth comes from, don’t you get it?  
So get your ass to work, everyday, sunny days, rainy days, cloudy days, birthdays, ordinary days, 
days you’re too tired to even think, days you just want to be anywhere else, days when you just 
want to be, not be at work, days when you’re sick, days when you’re tired, or days when you’re 
just sick and tired of being sick and tired – get your ass to work, you middle-aged working man.  
And get to work in an office or a factory, not in the backcountry or at a typewriter–there’s no 
money there!  

Most days, by the end of it, I’m too tired to remember that at one time, I too, had dreams, 
dreams so much bigger than my beige cubicle and an 8 to 5 treadmill existence.  But look at my 
house, my bank account, my perfect family – I’ve got everything I need, right???  Life is as good 
as it gets, right?  I should be happy, right?  Maybe I should see that shrink after all.

“A drink a day keeps the shrink away” Ed smiles, tipping the bottle.  Cheers to that Ed.  
But Ed, too, struggled mightily trying to balance his writing with providing and with family 
commitments.  He knew he wanted to be a writer, but to write well, especially good fiction, he 
felt he needed to write five or six hours a day, uninterrupted, everyday for extended periods, 
complimented with good, hard physical outdoor labor.  He often succumbed to his own “sloth and
insolence” and endured long periods of writer’s block.  Before he was able to actually earn 
money as a writer, he even had to work an office job for a year, choosing a welfare office in New 
Jersey, of all places.  And he hated it – he only lasted a year, before he walked out on his job –and
his family – returning to his beloved southwest desert and the pressure-less and co-worker-less 
and family-less job of manning a fire lookout tower in the remote wilderness.  

I don’t know why, but this provides me with immense comfort.  Part of that comfort 
comes from knowing that a genius like Abbey had to wrestle the making a living demon, as much
as I wouldn’t wish that fate on anyone.  But I also take a perverse comfort in knowing there are 
independent souls out there that actually do have the courage to follow their personal truths.  

“There are some things a man must stand and face.  And there are some things he’d be a 
fool not to flee.  Perhaps it requires more courage to do what you really want to do than what 
you believe you have to do.”  I’ll drink to that, Ed.  Even if I never find in myself that kind of 
courage, the courage to follow a dream to all the dark places it will lead, it’s comforting to know 
there are others who can…



Mark is still sleeping, his deep snores booming through camp.  Poor guy, absolutely 
exhausted, tired to the bone, wearing himself out providing for his family, trying to get ahead, or 
at least not fall behind.  This is what we’ve reduced our fathers and husbands to now - George 
Jetsons’ stuck on an infinite and ever speeding treadmill, the future so much more chained to duty
than we ever imagined.  Who will get us off this thing?  Who or what will set us free?  Well, for 
Mark and I, for this weekend at least, the wilderness and the solitude and the rain and a guilt free 
nap and the whiskey do, if only briefly.  I can think of no other time in my life when I needed it 
more.

I can no longer ignore the rumbles in my stomach.  I cook dinner for myself, putting 
aside Mark’s share.  I’m again back to enjoying the solitude, the rain pattering on the tarp.  I light 
the campfire when the darkness starts to set in.  Mark is shocked that he slept so long when he 
does finally emerge from his tent - three hours after lying down!  I cook up his dinner and put 
more logs on the fire and tell Mark he’d better start chugging the whiskey to catch up to my buzz.
He does one better by pulling out a packed hash pipe.  Well now, the evening is complete!  As the
rain mixes with the smoke from the campfire and the pipe and the whiskey and the pasta and the 
wilderness and the lack of responsibility, heartfelt laughter fills our perfect camp, the joyful 
sound of two grown men reconnecting to their souls…

April 11, 2009 – For the second day in a row I get up when I’m rested, not at the behest 
of the goddamned alarm clock.  Is there a more god-forsaken contraption?  I can’t think of one 
when it goes off at 5:10 every day.  This morning it’s 7 o’clock before I unfurl from my warm 
bag.  The rain has stopped, but the sky is still overcast.  Digging my cat hole is always the first 
chore, and always a pleasant one in the woods.  There’s nothing like the deep satisfaction of a 
good defecation in the morning; why carry two or three pounds of shit around all day?

After a good breakfast, Mark and I head back down Right Cole Run to the Fisher trail, 
taking only daypacks and some snacks and water.  Once we leave the Quehanna Wild area we 
come across a dirt road dotted with hunting camps.  Some are old and simple, others nicer than 
our primary houses.  We banter back and forth about the pros and cons of having one.  Mark 
romances about one of the newer cabins set right on a rhodo-laurel stream just like our perfect 
camp, the picture perfect real Pennsylvania we have been talking about and looking for.  Yes, it 
would be great to have such a place, I agree - but I don’t want to take care of it.  Wouldn’t it soon 
be another duty, another responsibility, another demand on my time that would keep me from 
actually enjoying the scene itself?  I already have a monster home that devours way too much of 
my time and money.  And really, can’t I get the same serenity and peacefulness anytime I want 
by setting up my tent along Right Cole Run?  And I get that without the hammers and shingles 
and two by fours and nails and water heaters and money and worries and responsibilities that go 
with maintaining another building.  No sir, I’ll take the voluntary simplicity of my tent over that 
second house any day.

After a six mile loop we are back at the confluence of the Cole runs.  The block outline of
the old Fisher house foundation is all that remain of the old homestead.  The house isn’t even as 
big as some of the SUVs on the road today, yet a family was raised here in years not that long 
ago.  Mark and I reminisce about what it might have been like pioneering a living here in the real 
PA a hundred years ago.  Surely it was a hard life, the conveniences of getting food at a grocery 
store and your clothes in town replaced by doing it yourself.  Did that leave any time to enjoy the 
beauty of their surroundings?  Did the Fisher kids frolic in Cole Run, under the white pines and 
the laurels, chasing butterflies and fireflies and hunting deer and rabbits?  Or was it all work, a 
hard life always on the edge of starvation?  But even if it was a hard life, was it also a satisfying 
life?  For I can imagine no greater satisfaction than what one must feel than to sleep in the house 
built by your own hands, on land bent and shaped by your own spade, with a belly full of the 
fruits and grains of your own sweat.  I’m tortured not knowing whether we have made life better 



for ourselves now with our inevitable march of progress, or whether our golden age has already 
passed and we are on the decline.

Such heavy thoughts, they weigh on you!  Combined with lots of walking, it makes you 
tired and thirsty and in need of a break!  As always, after breaking camp and returning to Mark’s 
car, we point our vehicles in the direction of the Medix Hotel, at the bottom of the plateau, for a 
celebratory beer.

Ahh, the Medix Hotel – and bar.  Established in 1896, the Medix is an Abbey kind of 
place, a place for outlaws and bikers, misfits and anarchists, burnouts and bohemians, broads and 
bullies.  The volatile crowd is managed by the rough and tumble – but cheery - sole proprietor 
Peg.  Don’t mess with her; she’s been around long enough – and if necessary, is mean enough - to
know how to handle drunks if they need their asses kicked.  Stay on her good side and perhaps 
she’ll introduce you to her three daughters; you’ll be smitten by their charms, but be careful, Peg 
and her allies are always watching.  

Inside it is dim, the windows too few and too dirty, the lights inadequate; pictures of elk 
and elk hunters with their trophies line the walls, alongside a few ungulate heads of deer and elk.  
The beer cooler is lined with bumper stickers supporting the NRA and Harley Davidson, 
endorsing patriotic themes, rednecks and rowdiness and don’t tread on me.  There are pictures 
from the fishing derbies and the snake hunts and the wood carving competitions.  My attention is 
drawn most to the party pictures that form a collage on a corkboard near the bar, hunters and ho’s
and hillbilly partiers in various stages of drunkenness and debauchery.  

The old wooden floors, the wood paneling, the heavy wood tables and the thick wooden 
bar have seen their fair share of bar fights over the 100+ years of operation, I’m sure, starting 
with the loggers and miners who first came to this area, then moving on the hunters and gatherers 
(farmers), and now catering to a mix of left behind locals, pseudo-burly weekend warrior 
wannabe bikers, and Birkenstock Nuevo-tourists, here to see the re-introduced elk heard that 
gathers on the lawn across the stream from the Medix patio deck.  The deck is a blinding escape 
from the dim barroom.  It sports an impressive view of the flood plain, elk filled meadow framed 
by the v-shaped confluence of two 1,000 foot ridges sliced by millions of years of erosion, a 
strikingly beautiful view – the new real PA?  As close as we get to the Wild West in 
Pennsylvania?  Take your pick.  Either way, the Medix Hotel has just enough wilderness, 
wildness, women and wine to make it a fine place to end any backpacking adventure.

Mark and I share a beer, satisfied with another great trip to Moshannon.  Our base camp 
was great.  And did you see that ruffed grouse displaying in road on the way down?  Isn’t that 
real wilderness, the real PA, where the official state bird (by legislative decree) still can be seen 
dancing and preening in its natural habitat?  And how about that cow elk in the neighbors’ front 
yard a few blocks down the road from here?  Elk in PA, the re-introduced heard thriving, isn’t 
that a sign that this really is wilderness?  Over a beer and in the afterglow of a good trip, we both 
agree that, yes, it is - Cheers!

Mark leaves after a second beer, driven back by responsibilities.  I’m left at the bar with 
my notepad and pen, jotting down my thoughts, my seeds of curiosity to be planted in the fertile 
soil of rare relaxation.  Immersed in my thoughts, I don’t notice the old man sitting in the corner 
with the double gin and tonic.  He watches me for a while, then saddles up to Mark’s vacated 
seat.  Old man Ed, good to see you!  I was just thinking of you.  

Always on backpacking trips, perhaps just in wilderness in general, I feel closer to my 
dreams, closer to what I think – what I believe – is the real me.  I’m just different out here; more 
relaxed, less stressed, more able to let life flow through me instead of trying to wrestle it in my 
favor.  I think I’m learning why, and I think I’m learning by reading some of the things that you 
taught me, Ed.  Tell me, am I crazy?  Am I on the right path?  Give me some direction, old man.

Ed smiles and laughs; I can tell he’s pleased that he’s garnered enough respect over the 
years for his opinion to matter, and I’m sure it caresses his ego (besides, aren’t all writers’ egos 



about the size of Texas anyway?)  No matter, for my request is genuine, and his advice warranted.
He takes a drink, smiles slightly, a faraway contemplative gaze across his wizened face.  Finally 
he speaks.

"One final paragraph of advice: Do not burn yourself out.  Be as I am - a reluctant 
enthusiast... a part time crusader, a half-hearted fanatic.  Save the other half of yourselves and 
your lives for pleasure and adventure.  It is not enough to fight for the land; it is even more 
important to enjoy it.  While you can.  While it is still there.  So get out there and mess around 
with your friends, ramble out yonder and explore the forests, encounter the grizz, climb the 
mountains.  Run the rivers, breathe deep of that yet sweet and lucid air, sit quietly for a while and
contemplate the precious stillness, that lovely, mysterious and awesome space.  Enjoy yourselves,
keep your brain in your head and your head firmly attached to your body, the body active and 
alive, and I promise you this much: I promise you this one sweet victory over our enemies, over 
those deskbound people with their hearts in a safe deposit box and their eyes hypnotized by desk 
calculators.  I promise you this: you will outlive the bastards."

I smile, and then laugh, heartily, at the advice – I think it is the only time in my life I’ve 
had someone tell me to not work so hard!  I’m not sure I’m even capable of actually doing it – 
that would entail some real, continuous and extended time away from duty - but I appreciate it 
nonetheless.  Get this man another double!  

Okay, so I hear what you’re saying, even though I’m not sure I believe you.  So what 
should do I do next, Ed?  Where do I go from here?

Ed’s bright blue eyes widen and sparkle, become sharper, like they were 20 years ago, a 
young man’s fire still burning in the old man’s eyes.  He leans in, closer, as if he’s going to tell 
me a secret, his face contorted in a contagious, mischievous grin.

“Come visit me; in red rock country, in the desert, in the wilderness, in the places where 
my heart beats to the same pulse as the land.  Come breathe the wide open spaces and dry desert 
air; come feel the sand between your toes, let the wind blow through your desolate and desperate 
heart; let your mind wander, let the spirits move you; let the mighty rivers take you on their 
course, let the winding and crooked trails lead you to places you’ve never been.”  Ed’s 
descriptions send a shiver down my spine.

“Don’t get me wrong, I love this place” – he makes a sweeping gesture, taking in the 
view of the valley from the deck – “I was born here, my roots are here, it was here that I learned 
to live and love, and to love the outdoors and the woods and the vultures and the rocks.  I’ve got a
goddamned historical marker right outside of Home on Rt. 119 to prove it, for chrissakes!”

“But look at all the damp, humid green all over the place - gives the country an 
unhealthy look”.  He pauses before continuing.  “I guess I really am a desert rat.  The sound of 
all these verdant leafy things breathing and sweating and photosynthesizing around me all the 
time makes me nervous.  Trees, I believe (in the ardor of my prejudice), like men, should be well 
spaced off from one another, not more than one to a square mile.  Space and scarcity give us 
dignity.  And liberty.  And thereby beauty.  Come visit us in the beautiful desert.”

Wow, I roll the offer over in my mind.  Wow, to see the places Ed loved, the places that 
meant so much to him, that inspired him, that gave him a life, not just a living.  It is a tempting 
offer, and I promise to find the time – sometime.  Sometime in the future, when I have a break 
from duty.  Yes, to the desert, to the mountains and to the canyons of the southwest – the seed is 
planted.  But in the meantime, Ed, give me something more, something to hold on to, something 
to tide me over.  Tell me, old man, what’s the meaning of life?  

Ed chuckles playfully and pulls on his scraggily beard.  “According to the current 
doctrines of mysticoscientism, we human animals are really and actually nothing but "organic 
patterns of nodular energy composed of collocations of infinitesimal points oscillating on the 
multi-dimensional coordinates of the space-time continuum". I'll have to think about that. 
Sometime. You do the same.  Meantime, I'm going to gnaw on this sparerib, drink my Blatz beer, 



and contemplate the a posteriori coordinates of that young blonde over yonder, the one in the 
tennis skirt, tying her shoelaces.”

Ed saunters outside, forever in love with his passions.  Me, I saunter back to my car and 
point it home, my head filled with peace and love and serenity and longing for my family – and a 
new wilderness destination…



Interlude – The Ridge

We are slaves in the sense that we depend for our daily survival upon an expand-or-expire agro-
industrial empire—a crackpot machine—that the specialists cannot comprehend and the

managers cannot manage. Which is, furthermore, devouring world resources at an exponential
rate. We are, most of us, dependent employees.

Summer, 2009 - But of course you just don’t pack up and go to Utah; not when you live 
in Pennsylvania, anyway.  It requires planning, a delicately delicious task if done properly.  
Pouring over maps, imagining the topo lines transforming into buttes and mesas and spectacular 
overlooks; reading travelogues and surfing websites, finding hidden trails and overlooked 
viewpoints, while being transported far from a beige cubicle.  Ahh, planning is its own joy.

But in the end, planning is not much doing, in the physical sense anyway.  Flipping 
through websites is no substitute for strapping on a pack and doing.  And the trip isn’t until the 
latter part of September; that won’t do, that’s too far off.  The spreadsheets are multiplying, 16 
versions now from the original, this one changed for a what-if scenario analysis, this one to 
correct an error I swore I fixed before, this one because I saved yesterday’s on the wrong drive.  
Version 2, 2.1, 2.2.1, versions saved by date, then saved by version by date, then saved by version
by date by time…so many spreadsheets, so many numbers!  Which one is correct?  The boss is in
my office now, she needs an answer for the nine o’clock meeting – are you sure this is it?  This 
has all the changes we talked about in this morning’s meeting, right? (What changes?  I don’t 
remember?!?!  What meeting?  I can’t remember that, either!?!?)  Okay, fine, this is good enough,
print out 20 copies and let’s go, we’re already five minutes late to the board room.  Of course 
halfway down the hall to the executive suites, I spot misspellings and printouts out of range and 
misnumberings.  Too late now, you’re just going to have to wing it, again…

Somehow I survive, day in day out, the stress not of being chased by a saber-tooth tiger, 
but rather the mind-numbing, soul-erasing wearing down of day-to-day life in the office; death by
a thousand minor changes.  Which is worse?  I don’t know, I’ve never been chased by a tiger.  
But the spreadsheets and deadlines haunt my dreams in the times of most stress, and internet 
connections, voicemail and mobile networks ensure that I am never fully untethered from my 
worries. 

Except when I can’t be found.  Except when I’m in a place beyond cell phone service and
electrical outlets.  Except when I can disappear to a place where only smoke signals can reach 
me.  

I’m lucky enough to live within an hour of a fantastic wilderness, only 40 miles from the 
office but a world away from the stress.  The Ridge.  Actually a series of parallel ridges, worn-
down rumples of rock, the first western folds of carpet pushed into the corner of what becomes 
the Appalachian mountains further east.  The Ridge itself is actually the second of the parallel 
ridges, properly named Laurel Ridge, just east of Chestnut Ridge.  It juts only 1,500 feet above 
the Allegheny Plateau, but even this minor rise creates dramatic changes in the flora and fauna, as
the terrain supports an ecosystem more characteristic on the boreal forest in Canada than of the 
hardwood plains of western Pennsylvania.  Mountain laurel and rhododendrons follow the 
mountain streams, Canadian hemlocks and eastern white pines their traveling companions, 
mixing with the hardwoods of oaks and maples and deciduous trees more characteristic of  
western Pennsylvania.  Bears and deer and foxes and coyotes lend to the wilderness feel, while 
exotic warblers and wildflowers found only on the ridges sprinkle their own unique color.  Only 
an hour away, but more than a world away...

And so it is that when the spreadsheets chase me into the night, I know it’s time to shed 
some of my burden.  Grab a sandwich and pint of imperial stout at the bottle shop at the bottom 
of the hill.  Fifteen minutes later, finally out of town; the stout makes its pleasing warm buzz 



debut.  Trees start to outnumber cars, more green than concrete.  Traffic eases, the road opens up, 
rolling hills replace subdivisions.  Soon it’s fence posts, fields, and farms, the mountains in the 
distance.  Replace same old radio tunes with a favorite disc; good song, turn it up, press down on 
the accelerator!  River on the left, mountain on the right, blue sky above through open sunroof – 
worries getting smaller in the rear view mirror.  Turn off the highway; all woods now.  Turn on to
an unmaintained, pot-holed, narrow road.  Low evening sun filters through the trees; road lined 
with purple wild geraniums and phlox.  Start climbing up the mountain along a mountain stream; 
the woods become thicker.  Stop at the spring, fill Nalgene bottles, drink deep - good stuff!  
Asphalt becomes gravel, gravel becomes dirt.  Park at deserted trailhead.  Breathe in big gulp of 
fresh mountain air.  Finish pint, sing out loud while putting on shorts and hiking boots.  Stuff 
camping gear into pack.  Freedom at last!

 Tunes replaced by white noise of rushing mountain stream.  Shirt and tie replaced by 
backpack.  Exertion squeezes out stress.  Calls of the wood warblers – blackburnian, Canada, 
magnolia, black & white, redstart – replace ringing phones and email ding.  Walk one mile 
through evening woods, enjoying the ferns and phlox and painted trillium.  Turn off the main 
trail, lose the blazes.  There’s my dark hemlock grove, perched above two converging streams!  
Refuge; home away from home; my secret spot, so close, but so many worlds away!  Set up tent 
on the soft hemlock needles in a perfect level bench between three hemlocks, but don’t step on 
the trilliums or the hearts and candy!   Hang backpack on snag, exchange hiking boots for tevas.  
Inflate camp chair; enjoy a sandwich and hot soup and chocolate and wine, all within arm’s reach.
Sit back and enjoy the evening vespers, as performed by The Woodland Thrushes, and watch the 
sun set.  What was I so frazzled about???  Go to bed when tired, in a fly-less tent under the stars 
and moon.  Dreams come quickly, soothed by the constant rushing stream…

Wake to birdsong, not an alarm clock.  Enjoy the morning sounds and gathering light 
before leaving toasty sleeping bag.  Brew a cup of coffee; sip the steaming beverage while sitting 
on rock above creek.  Spy on warblers as they flit among the trees.  Pack up camp, enjoy the 
morning walk through the sun soaked forest - yeah, this is how I should start everyday!  This will 
get me through another workday…

Yes, most times the Ridge is an escape, a necessary escape, a key ingredient to keeping 
my sanity and balance.  I go there often, a couple dozen times a year, in all seasons, in all 
weather.  The Ridge helped me overcome my fear of soloing in the woods, and has become 
familiar and as comfortable as home; it has become a home, has become a…friend?  Dare I say it,
despite my efforts to overcome the personification of nature?  The implacable indifference of the 
wilderness, a friend???  Ed would not approve…

But I think he would understand.  My secret spots are friends of my own conjuring, true, 
but they impart me with real gifts.  Sanity restoration is noble enough, but it’s more than that.  
There is beauty.  Beauty is all around me at the Ridge; the beauty of a sunset through the hemlock
boughs, the white foaming mountain stream with its calming drone, the smell of hemlock and 
pine and campfire, the stars at night, the dew on the ferns in the morning, the sweet songs of 
birds.  There is adventure.  Any night spent solo in the woods, no matter how familiar, sets 
priorities straight, especially when twigs break underfoot far off in the brush after the fire has 
died out.  Often times I camp at the Ridge during storms, just for the adventure of experiencing 
them raw, not protected in a building.  And winter camping, not a sound to be heard, the moon 
reflected in the snow, providing enough light to read without an artificial light, the risk that the 
temperature may drop below the comfort of my down bag.  

And yes, friendship, too.  I vividly recall the Ridge giving me a shoulder to cry on, a 
peaceful listener, at a time when the work and home pressure was just too much.  A Canada 
warbler sang that evening from an exposed bough, its sapphire necklace set against a breast of 
gold; a porcupine slowly scrambled up a tree at my approach, not sure I was a threat and not 



exactly in a hurry to get away, but unwilling to trust this weary intruder; the Hermit Thrushes and
Veeries sang at dusk, evening vespers of the sweetest kind; the protective hemlock, the fire, the 
warm tingle of whiskey.  That night, the Ridge soothed me, brought me a little bit back to my 
humanity, made me feel…okay.  Isn’t that what a good friend would do, too?



The finest quality of this tone, these plants and animals, this desert landscape is the 
indifference manifest to our presence, our absence, our coming, our staying or our going.  
Whether we live or die is a matter of absolutely no concern whatsoever to the desert.  Let men in 
their madness blast every city on earth into black rubble and envelop the entire planet in a cloud 
of lethal gas – the canyons and hills, the springs and rocks will still be here, the sunlight will 
filter through, water will form and warmth shall be upon the land and after sufficient time, no 
matter how long, somewhere, living things will emerge and join and stand once again, this time 
perhaps to take a different and better course.  I have seen the place called Trinity, in New 
Mexico, where our wise men exploded the first atomic bomb and the heat of the blast fused sand 
into a greenish glass – already the grass has returned, and the cactus and the mesquite.  On this 
bedrock of animal faith I take my stand, close by the old road that leads eventually out of the 
valley of paradox.

Yes.  Feet on earth.  Knock on wood.  Touch stone.

Part II - Desert Solitaire

Rocks

In the American Southwest, I began a lifelong love affair with a pile of rock.

September 26, 2009 – Denver to Colorado National Monument – This desert journey 
involves a rag-tag group of diverse travelers, ranging in age from 6 to 43, sprawling interests 
ranging from video game virtual reality to finding the meaning of life and all points in between.  
There are four sets of eyes, four minds in various stages of development and decay, four 
preconceived universes completely unique.  

Pre-pubescent boys are lovingly simply, thank gawd.  Laugh at bodily noises and 
excrements, blow things up and build things together, bounce and catch balls of all shapes and 
sizes, barrel down a snow-covered slope together, and you’ve built a pretty descent foundation.  
Keep your hands off each other, boys, nobody cross this invisible line between you two and we’ll 
all get to our destination alive!  Jake (nine), hands to yourself, Trevor (six), quit irritating Jake!  
Occasionally frustrating, but relatively simple.  Life isn’t complicated, yet, with love lives and 
biological urges that confuse and befuddle even the wisest of men.  Enjoy it now, I know.

Life with my wife, now that is not always so simple.  But we have reached a truce, a 
plateau of respect and boundaries that has taken decades to arrive at, the tug-o-war of influence 
and power and who is right now fading in importance.  Mortality casts these things in a much less
important role, and a cancer survivor sits proudly next to me, her worldview no more or no less 
important than mine.  I try now not to change that view; instead I hope to maybe learn from it, to 
take to good and leave the unnecessary.  Life has been once reduced to bedrock, and bedrock is 
beautiful.

Of course a group this unique cannot hold together of its own volition; no, these 
differences can only be held together by the bonds of family.  This trip is my idea, and I drag 
everyone along, although all say it is a good choice.  As patriarch, it is my duty to impart my 
worldview on developing minds, to bend it towards my good and righteous path.  Of course it is 
my young boys’ duty to completely reject that worldview, to smash it to pieces and from the 
rubble build their own.  Pieces of my own father’s rubble remain with me, nuggets of wisdom, 
moments of clarity and longing, caught in a passing moment triggered by a smell or a long 
forgotten memory at the core of a shivering nightmare.  Why do some memories remain, while 
countless others are washed into oblivion by the steady march of time and inevitable degradation 
of the mind?  How do the pieces of my old man that remain with me compare to the pieces he 



wanted me to have?  What about all of those childhood memories that never even imprinted, 
consciously at least – do they still exist somewhere deep in the folds of the gray matter, or do we 
call that instinct or personality, so much a part of us that we cannot even remember how they got 
there?  Or are these earliest memories only background noise, synapses that will never fire again, 
or have already been replaced by new wiring?  I don’t know these answers; the journey of 
fatherhood doesn’t come with an answer guide.  I muddle forward as best I can, learning more 
from my father now that I am a father than I ever did when he was alive.  

Perhaps that’s the way it has to be; but I’m not taking any chances either.  I’m way too 
aware of my own shortcomings and faults, and I know I need help in raising these little guys; 
therefore I am enlisting some allies.  I need something solid, something that I believe in, 
something that will stand the test of time, something that is true and unwavering, something to 
take a stand upon.  I can think of nothing more fitting than rocks.  

Men come and go, cities rise and fall, whole civilizations appear and disappear – the 
earth remains, slightly modified.  The earth remains, and the heartbreaking beauty where there 
are no hearts to break.  Turning Plato and Hegel on their heads I sometimes choose to think, no 
doubt perversely, that man is a dream, thought an illusion, and only rock is real.  Rock and sun.

Jake and Trevor love traveling, love flying, love airports and rental cars and the cheap 
bags of airline peanuts.  Debbie is excited about the trip, too, happy to not be hearing the details 
from me secondhand or through photos that can never convey the experience.

Our first treat is a drive through the Rocky Mountains.  True, we have a 5 hour drive 
today after a long flight from Pittsburgh to Denver, and the kids and mom take turns nodding off, 
but the scenery is spectacular!  The aspens are starting to turn gold, the sky is a brilliant, 
cloudless blue, and the peaks reach for the sky.  The air is downright cold over 11,000 foot 
Loveland Pass, dropping almost 20 degree from the valley floor.  The big ski resorts are tooling 
up for the upcoming season, lifts are being tuned, summer’s last dust being cleaned off in 
anticipation of the coming snows.  Passing through Silverthorne and the Gore Range brings back 
a flood of memories from last year’s backpacking trip, and even our stop in Vail for a Subway 
lunch and supplies is fun and on scenery overload.  The best part of the car trip, however, is the 
spectacular, awesome drive through Glenwood Springs canyon; I don’t know what is more awe-
inspiring, the impressive canyon itself, with it’s towering dark cliffs set against the blue sky at the
top and the green Colorado River at the bottom, or the engineering marvel that is Interstate 70 
cutting through the canyon.

But traveling is tiring, and even good kids require a lot of energy to herd and channel and
keep focused; I need a beer.  As we near our first nights’ destination, we grab some take-out grub 
and a four-pack of Guinness to take to our campsite.  When we arrive at Colorado National 
Monument in western Colorado, I’m on the receiving end of a scolding from the entrance gate 
park attendant, reminding us no alcohol is permitted in the park (damn, I forgot to hide the 
Guinness cans!  Here, can you dispose of this empty one please???), and then a pair of German 
tourists mistakenly take our campsite, but it’s all good – we’re outside, in the fresh, crisp air, the 
tents set up in a spectacular location at Saddlehorn campground!

Colorado National Monument, southwest of Grand Junction, CO and on the edge of the 
Colorado Plateau, preserves one of the grand landscapes of the American West.  Towering 
monoliths exist within a vast plateau-and-canyon panorama.  Located within Colorado National 
Monument's 32 square miles is a fascinating landscape of deep canyons and soaring cliffs; 
Saddlehorn campground sits on a plateau 2,000 feet above the Colorado River valley, among 
pinyon pines and junipers.  After setting up camp and finishing dinner, we explore a small part of 
this scenery as the sun goes down.

Otto’s Trail is the perfect place to unwind from a day of traveling.  In the soft amber hues
of twilight the cliffs lose their sharpness and edge, and trees and rocks and faces take on the warm
romantic glow of a campfire.  We skip out to the point, snapping pictures and marveling at the 



Pipe Organ and Independence Monument, while twirling ravens dive between cliffs and stately 
juniper snags.  The nearly full moon adds to the mystique.

But Jake is afraid tonight.  I’m sure getting up at 4 a.m. and traveling all day contributes, 
but mostly it’s the hundreds of vertical feet of open space on each side of the trail – cliffs this big 
aren’t seen back home in Pennsylvania.  But that is good, I’m glad Jake recognizes that he’s not 
in Kansas anymore.  Part of why I love doing these big vacations is to get everyone out of their 
routine, out of their comfort zones, because it forces you to pay attention to your surroundings, to 
your feelings, to your fears; that is when you learn, when you grow.  Will this memory remain in 
his rubble?

I also hope these places will inspire the kids, will broaden their horizons and open their 
eyes and minds to all the beauty of this world, and maybe even plant the seeds of appreciation for
the natural world.  My wife, I hope she gains a better understanding about why I come to these 
places, why I need to come to these places, why I’m drawn to wild places and wilderness.  
Perhaps she, too, will be inspired to look for her own wilderness, in her heart and soul as well as 
in her own special places.  

Foremost for myself, though, I hope to recharge; my battery is nearly dead, drawn down 
by duty.  But I also want to, need to, experience what I’ve been reading – I need to touch stone, to
taste the sand, to feel, see and hear what these words I’ve been reading from my desert sages 
really mean. 

The rocks are just beginning to release the day’s heat, reluctantly, to the cooling evening 
air as the sun sets.  A silver juniper is silhouetted against the cliffs and the purple sky, its unique 
desert aroma filling my nostrils.  The air is as alive as the rocks; I breathe it in deep, and the 
moon lights our path back to camp.  If this is what the desert feels like, we’re off to a great start.  

The First Morning

September 27, 2009 – Colorado National Monument - Sunrise after a great nights’ 
sleep continues the great start.  I sneak out of my tent an hour before dawn, and in the darkness 
start the long walk along the deserted road back to Otto’s Point.  A great horned owl, sitting at the
top of a rounded rock, flies silently to the next lookout rock down the road at my approach, 
silhouetted against the brightening sky.  Silently, the fiery orange sun pierces the dark purple sky 
and the black rocks, illuminating the cliffs and monuments and juniper snags, creating the soft 
daybreak wind as the sun’s heat begins to chase away the night’s chill.  The rocks and animals 
begin the process of capturing that heat, while ravens twirl in circles and caws over the cliffs, 
now glowing yellow and orange.  Three bighorn sheep, two ewes and one ram, browse through 
the desert scrub; even the kids get a good view now that they’ve joined me at the lookout.  
Enjoying a sunrise is always a great way to start the day.

That’s the way it was this morning.



Industrial Tourism and the National Parks

Industrialism, whether of the capitalist or socialist coloration, is the basic tyrant of the modern
age.

Desert Solitaire is the basis, the impetus, the inspiration for this trip, and its author is the 
platform of bedrock to whom I turn to as a guide to this harsh and hostile land.  A most peculiar 
individual, this Mr. Abbey, but he is at his best among the pages of Desert Solitaire.  In the book 
he voluntarily cohabitates with a gopher snake, drinks beer for breakfast, floats down a wild river 
without a map, cascades down a snow-covered sky island on a stone, makes a first descent into 
The Maze, is one of the last to see Glen Canyon, and spontaneously gets lost deep in the bowels 
of a turquoise canyon for five weeks; naturally, without pants.  

Humor and intelligence are his weapons of choice, but he wields them with such elegance
and grace that it catches the reader off-guard.  Often times a passage must be read again and 
again, not for understanding, but to marvel at his expression of passion, wrought with such 
simplicity that it takes the reader by ambush – why didn’t I think of that?  Ahh, passions – Ed 
doesn’t hide his loves, nor does he apologize for them.  But he avoids preaching through his 
masterful use of humor – at the moment most authors would drive the dagger through the heart, 
Ed lets them off the hook with a laugh.  Let the reader decide, for it is too much work to change 
minds and influence decisions, and Ed is a lazy and indolent part time activist.  Nature is his 
palace, but he throws his empty beer cans there, anyway.

Abbey the self proclaimed curmudgeon, who hates hypocrisy, cant, sham, dogmatic 
ideologies, the pretenses and evasions of euphemism, and has the nerve to point out unpleasant 
facts and takes the trouble to impale these sins on the skewer of humor and roast them over the 
fire of empiric fact and common sense, and native intelligence.  An isolate voice, crying from the 
desert.  Vox clamantis in deserto.  

Ed’s infamous combativeness is at its frothing best in his polemic on industrial tourism 
and the national parks.  Again the passion of his argument underlines the polemic, and he backs it
up with intelligent, well thought out ideals.  But he takes these ideals to ridiculous ends, for 
gentle humorous effect, to make even a nasty polemic heaping disgust on his employer (the 
National Park Service) poetry.  Contrast that with the acid sting of current polemics, sold 
nowadays as news.  

But I waffle on the polemic; yes, I want to see places preserved, not for people, but 
preserved because they are righteous places when unmarred by human fingerprints.  But I don’t 
want to see them closed off, bottled up and inaccessible.  I can understand the beauty of a place 
with no people – I strive actively for it many times – but I also understand that, no matter how 
eloquent the words, no matter how spectacular the picture or painting, some things just have to be
seen and experienced.  And therefore some amount of development will be necessary to make 
sure the majority still believe a place is worth preserving; for a place that nobody sees or feels or 
touches will become a place that nobody loves, and will inevitably become a parking lot or 
bombing range.  So this is our struggle now – how much “development” is needed in a National 
Park?

Arches National Park is the birthplace of Edward Abbey’s love for the desert.  Abbey 
spent three seasons in Arches as a ranger, back when it wasn’t even a National Park, when it was 
an obscure second-class National Monument, back when no asphalt marred its red rocks.  In the 
first sentence of Desert Solitaire, the man born and raised in my own western Pennsylvania called
it the “most beautiful place on earth.”  It must be, if it could inspire this Appalachian hillbilly to 
these words of inspiration and eloquence.  I had to see it, too, of course.

Industrialization got me and my family here.  Riding wings of steel and roads of asphalt, 
powered by a mechanized society that runs on gasoline and greed, backed by the most powerful 



army on earth and the will of the elite, we push our automobile through the desert at 75 miles per 
hour.  And I appreciate the maps and the helpful staff at the brick and mortar visitor center, the 
clean bathrooms with running water (which my children decide they don’t need to use), and the 
smooth ride of a paved road into the Park.  As much fun as Ed’s rides over washboard gravel 
roads reads, this to me is an improvement.  Sorry, Ed, but progress has come at last to the 
Arches, after millions of years of neglect.

Arches is an enigma.  In NPS-speak, the extraordinary features of the park create a 
landscape of contrasting colors, landforms and textures that is unlike any other in the world.  In 
some areas, the forces of nature have exposed millions of years of geologic history, working in 
concert to create the landscape of Arches, which contains the greatest density of natural arches in 
the world (over 2,000!)  Throughout the park, rock layers reveal millions of years of deposition, 
erosion and other geologic events.  These layers continue to shape life in Arches today, as their 
erosion influences elemental features like soil chemistry and where water flows when it rains.

In Abbey-speak, Arches is a place for rocks.  The unique rock formations here are merely
the result of weathering and erosion, but they have been caught a geologically brief and rare state 
of decomposition that results in unique arches and fins and spires and boulders of every shape 
and size.  We are lucky to be here to view it, to love these rocks, to get sand in our shoes and the 
desert in our hearts.  It does my heart good to know that we have thought enough of these 
colorful, inanimate objects to protect them, at least temporarily, from bulldozers, dynamite and 
Wal-Mart – it gives me something to believe in.  ”Belief in God?  An afterlife?  I believe in rock: 
this apodictic rock beneath my fee.”  So says Ed.  So agrees me.

The first stop on our modern mechanical tour is Park Avenue.  We are lucky, there are 
not a lot of other tourists here.  I practically leap from the car with excitement, but it’s tempered 
by the practicalities of traveling with small children (why didn’t you use the nice clean restroom 
in the visitor center 10 minutes ago?), and I’m soon hiking between the impressive eroding fins 
solo while Debbie tends to the kids.

Park Avenue is aptly named – walking through its sandy trails, with narrow, parallel, fins
jutting skyward on each side, reminds me of walking through a great modern city.  These streets 
are filled with people and tourists, too; many a strange tongue fills the canyon.  Necks strain to 
catch the light at the tops of the fins while cameras click; I duck into the canyons’ shadows to 
escape from the bright sun and find the perfect shot of the rock skyscrapers.

Yes, the place is more impressive than the pictures, for images cannot capture the scale 
and immenseness of this place.  But pictures will be all that I have to remind me of the 
experience.  And to me, the pictures will not be merely images of red rock fins and azure sky; 
they will evoke this warm sunshine, the slight breeze, the chill in the shadows, the dusty smell of 
rock and sand, and the cavernous quality of sounds here - the echoes of foreign accents, the 
ravens’ caws, and the distant, tinny sound of my children’s familiar voices, tiny now in this 
palacious sandbox, but tinged with excitement and awe and a hollow quality of reverence, as if 
we are in a great holy chamber.  And indeed we are.

Is this at last the locus Dei?  There are enough cathedrals and temples and altars here 
for a Hindu pantheon of divinities.  But if man’s imagination were not so weak, so easily tired, if 
his capacity for wonder not so limited, he would abandon forever such fantasies of the supernal.  
He would learn to perceive in water, leaves and silence more than sufficient of the absolute and 
marvelous, more than enough to console him for the loss of the ancient dreams.

Balanced Rock is the next famous formation down the road; here we again there are very 
few people, so we take the tourist loop and the requisite pictures of the Park’s second most 
famous formation.  I allow myself to actually enjoy this tourist attraction, and being a tourist – 
hey, it ain’t so bad Ed! - and Jake and I take playful pictures and just delight in being here.  Mom 
and Trevor catch up, and we walk again, clockwise in a circle around the rock.  



But when we get back to the parking lot two tour buses are empting.  The noise of the 
idling engines – can’t you shut those goddamn things off? – and the smell of diesel exhaust 
overwhelms the smell of sand and juniper.  Suddenly the people quotient is overwhelming, and 
my beautiful natural park is reduced to the nightmare that Ed warned about over 40 years ago.  
Congested as an outlet mall on black Friday, and as depressing and obscene as an American 
Christmas, the throng is here to be entertained.  Never mind that beauty is subtle, we’ve only got 
45 minutes here, quick, snap that picture and then back on that mechanical stage coach for the 
next stop.  Yes, Industrial Tourism is here Ed, big time.  We need your sarcastic wit now more 
than ever.

Ed protests.  What can I tell them? Sealed in their metallic shells like mollusks on wheels,
how can I pry the people free?  The auto as tin can, the park ranger as opener.  Look here, I want
to say, for godsake folks get out of them there machines, take off those fucking sunglasses and 
unpeel both eyeballs, look around; throw away those goddamned idiotic cameras!  For chrissake
folks what is this life if full of care we have no time to stand and stare? Eh?  Take off your shoes 
for a while, unzip your fly, piss hearty, dig your toes in the hot sand, feel that raw and rugged 
earth, split a couple of big toenails, draw blood!  Why not?  Jesus Christ, lady, roll that window 
down!  You can’t see the desert if you can’t smell it.  Dusty? Of course it’s dusty – this is Utah!  
But it’s good dust, good red Utahn dust, rich in iron, rich in irony.  Turn that motor off.  Get out 
of that piece of iron and stretch your varicose veins, take off your brassiere and get some hot sun 
on your old wrinkled dugs.  You sir, squinting at the map with your radiator boiling over and 
your fuel pump vapor-locked, crawl out of that shiny hunk of GM junk and take a walk – yes, 
leave the old lady and those squawling brats behind for a while, turn your back on them and take 
a long quiet walk straight into the canyons, get lost for a while, come back when you damn well 
feel like it, it’ll do you and her and them a world of good.  Give the kids a break too, let them out 
of the car, let them go scrambling over rocks hunting for rattlesnakes and scorpions and anthills 
– yes sir, let them out, turn them loose; how dare you imprison little children in your goddamned 
upholstered horseless hearse?  Yes sir, yes madam, I entreat you, get out of those motorized 
wheelchairs, get off your rubber backsides, stand up straight like men! Like women! Like human 
beings! And walk -  walk – WALK upon our sweet and blessed land! 

Well, at least they’re out of the buses, Ed…

An hour before dusk and the Walko family is finally pried from their metallic shell.  
Camp is set up at site #44 in the Devil’s Garden campground, the only camp in the Park.  Devil’s 
Garden is a spectacular campground, camp sites nestled amongst the rounded, red, sandstone 
boulders and pinyon pines.  A sandy floor cradles our two tents under a lone pine, and the boys 
are immediately off and exploring, the strange new environment fueling their imaginations as 
rocks become spaceships, trees become home base (you can’t get me here, Jake), sand fills their 
shoes and dirt their nails, and their excited chatter is only interrupted by the cautious discovery of
the next strange desert lizard.  

After dinner, I pry myself loose of my family duties, following my imagination and my 
own childhood sense of discovery towards a grove of orange rocks facing the sun.  The sun is low
in the sky, its light diffused through more of the atmosphere as it sets below the curving Earth, 
the most magical time of the day.  The rocks turn from a pale yellow to a school bus orange to a 
deep red.  Set against the blue sky and the green pines and junipers, the campground is alive with 
color.  I take on the orange rocks and climb to a ledge, where striated sentinel hoodoos stand 
watch over the meadows, an orange arch is the gatekeeper, and the near full moon rises in the east
– magical!  Sunrise Arch is magnificent even at sunset; two human shapes explore the arch, their 
anonyminity silhouetted against the darkening sky.  From my perch I hear Deb and the boys 
down in the meadow, the excited chirping of the little ones briefly interrupted by Debbie’s high-
pitched alarm scream when they encounter a warning rattle from an Arches rattlesnake.  We join 



up in the meadow just before dark and head back to camp together.  The bright moon provides all
the light we need at our campsite, and a bottle of wine and some snacks top off a good day.  

Sleep comes quickly after another full day, but I’m awakened at the darkest time of the 
night for a bathroom call.  Initially irritated at the inconvenience of leaving my warm down bag, 
once my eyes adjust to the darkness, I’m aware that this time of the night has certain advantages.  
First, all of the tourists are asleep, meaning a peaceful silence cocoons the full campground.  
Second, the moon has set, and the dark sky now reveals what the moons’ glow had hidden before 
– stars, millions of stars!  Stars of every brightness and hue, stars as far as the eye can see, stars 
and planets and other celestial bodies filling every nook and cranny in between arch and rock and 
dome.  The creamy cloud of the Milky Way stretches from horizon to horizon, a sight I have 
never seen.  I’m awed, at once bedazzled by the sight and humbled at the insignificance of our 
own tiny little planet, our own little place in a great big universe.  At first I want to wake Deb and
the kids, but decide against it, knowing that breaking the silence by imposing my will will only 
yield groans and protests and will undoubtedly break the spell.  Instead I selfishly enjoy the 
silence and the spectacle for fifteen more minutes before the night chill forces me back into my 
warm bag.



Into the Maze

A journey into the wilderness is the freest, cheapest, most nonprivileged of pleasures. Anyone
with two legs and the price of a pair of army surplus combat boots may enter.

September 28, 2009 - Arches National Park - The great thing about traveling in late 
September is that you don’t have to stay up late for the sunset, or get up early for the sunrise.  
Still being on Eastern Time, I’m up well before dawn and positioned at an unnamed arch about a 
mile from the campground, waiting for the next celestial event, the sunrise.  And the sunrise 
doesn’t disappoint, lighting up the arches and sandstone in spectacular warm hues of reds and 
oranges as brilliant as last nights’ sunset.  I travel lightly back to camp, my beauty quotient filled 
for the moment, my belly quotient beckoning for breakfast.

Today we travel back down the only road in the Park to the Fiery Furnace area, where we
meet Ranger Carrie in the parking area.  She is decked out in standard Park Service green, with an
oversized state trooper hat that is actually useful out here under the bright desert sun.  Carrie 
welcomes everyone in a soft and steady voice, calm with experience but firm with the authority 
her badge bestows.  A varied group of 25 people of all ages and nationalities crowd in around her.
As she talks her voice belays a love for this place, evident by the way she chooses her words 
carefully for maximum impact while letting the landscape speak for itself, beaming the way a 
proud parent watches a youngster perform a recital.

The Fiery Furnace offers a labyrinth of narrow passageways and abrupt dead-ends among
a series of sandstone fins. Though it does not encompass a very large area, it is easy to become 
disoriented or lost. For this reason, and to protect native plants and soils, visitors must join a 
guided hike, or obtain a special permit, in order to enter the Fiery Furnace.  Ranger Carrie tells us
that we will be walking and climbing on irregular and broken sandstone, along narrow ledges 
above drop-offs and in loose, sometimes wet, sand.  There are cracks which must be stepped over
and narrow places in the rock that you must squeeze into and pull yourself up and through. In 
some of these places, you must hold yourself off the ground by pushing against the sandstone 
walls with your hands and feet.  Due to the maze-like nature of the terrain, all participants are 
committed to completing the hike once they enter the Fiery Furnace.  

Of course we are all pumped for the hike, especially the boys, who relish the challenge 
and love showing off their nimbleness on the rocks and in the slots.  But especially for Trevor, 
there are a few sections, traversing over some pretty steep drops, where caution gets the best of 
him and we have to help him through or around some obstacle, over squeals of protest.  

Carrie points out arches that we might otherwise have missed, and encourages us to think 
of names for the arches.  Like Surprise Arch, so named when the discoverer, lying prone on his 
back, was surprised to see an arch above him.  The highlight for the boys is the Gorilla Punching 
Himself in the Face Arch, and crawling through one of the park’s smallest arches on their bellies 
(of course the boys do that twice!)

For me, I’m most impressed with Carrie’s simplistic and visually aided explanation of 
how these rocks got here in these fantastic shapes.  She explains that the red rocks in the Park 
were deposited in layers over millions of years.  Seas covered this region 300 million years ago. 
When they dried up, they left behind thousands of feet of salt.  Later, layers of sand and other 
sediments covered the salt.  When buried, the sediments were compressed into sedimentary rock. 
The buried salt moved under the pressure of the overlying sediment, which Carrie very 
effectively demonstrated using a tube of toothpaste to represent the effects of the rocks on the salt
layer, the toothpaste in the tube moving away from the high pressure areas and bulging in areas of
less pressure.  

The overlaying rocks, represented by Carrie now as a rectangular sponge on top of the 
tube of toothpaste, did not bend as easily as the salt (toothpaste) did, and so it cracked in parallel 
fractures along the sponge.  Over time, water ran into these cracks and dissolved much of the salt 



below.  The rock on top soon had nothing to hold it up.  It collapsed on itself, similar to a loaf of 
bread.  

Water carried away sand grains one by one and widened the cracks into narrow canyons. 
Today, the thin rock walls between these canyons are called fins, because they look something 
like a fishes’ fins.  Carrie demonstrated these fins in her sponge as the fissures appeared in her 
sponge as it is wrapped around the toothpaste tube.

Next, water in the form of rain and snow enters tiny cracks in the fins, freezes and 
expands, and causes little pieces of sandstone to flake off.  Over time, the tiny cracks break all the
way through and an arch is formed.  Carrie pulls back a layer of sponge, demonstrating the arch 
in her prop that is replicated for real behind her as Surprise Arch.  Masterful demonstration, even 
I followed it!  

But even in my wildest imaginings, however, I just cannot see Ranger Abbey getting 
through the same presentation.  I can’t imagine him having the patience to entertain the 
presentation week in and week out, before he’d intentionally leave a group or two in the maze; for
their own good, of course.  I can’t imagine him keeping his sarcastic wit in check as the obvious 
questions come fast and furious:

“Oh ranger, do you live in that little housetrailer down the there?”
“Yes madam, part of the time.  Mostly I live out of it.”
“Are you married?”
“Not seriously.”
“You must get awfully lonesome way out here.”
“No, I have good company.”
“Your wife?”
“No, myself.”  (They laugh; they all think I’m kidding.)
“Well what do you do for amusement?”
“Talk with the tourists.”  (General laughter.)
“Any dangerous animals out here, ranger?”
“Just tourists.”  (Laughter; tell the truth, they never believe you.)
“Ranger, where is Arches National Monument?”
“I don’t know mister.  But I can tell you where it was.”

Second, I can hear Ed’s howls of protest at the bureaucratic decision to force a special 
permit to hike in this section of Arches.  “A venturesome minority will always be eager to set off 
on their own, and no obstacles should be placed in their path; let them take risks, for gad sake, 
let them get lost, sunburnt, stranded, drowned, eaten by bears, buried alive under avalanches – 
that is the right and privilege of any free American. ”

But Ed missed a big point.  Not everyone who might love this place has the means to see 
it the way Ed did, on hands and knees.  Letting in only the adventurous would mean my little 
family would have had to skip it, along with the senior citizen with a cane who soldiered through 
to fulfill a long held dream to see the Furnace, and the overweight European who might now be 
inspired to walk more.  Opening this place up to ranger-led guided tours ensures many more will 
see it, and from the looks on everyone’s faces at the end of the tour, they took with them more 
than just a few fun facts and some nifty pictures.  Balance Ed, balance.  You said it yourself:  
Balance, that’s the secret.  Moderate extremism.  The best of both worlds.  How much 
development to let in those who might not have been able to enjoy it, versus keeping it pristine?  
Ranger Carrie ended by explaining to us the heart of the Fiery Furnace - all of us, who entered 
and explored, however brief, to return to visitor stations and faraway cities and legislative 
chambers with a little piece of this place in their hearts…



But if Ed missed this small point, he is still right on four decades later on so many.  

“Do not jump into your automobile next June and rush out to the Canyon country hoping
to see some of that which I have attempted to evoke in these pages.  In the first place, you can’t 
see anything from a car; you’ve got to get out of the goddamned contraption and walk, better yet 
crawl, on hands and knees, over the sandstone and through the thornbush and cactus.  When 
traces of blood begin to mark your trail you’ll see something, maybe.  Probably not.”

Unfortunately (or fortunately, Ed would argue), our camera battery dies during the Fiery 
Furnace tour, a victim of the cold nights.  Deb decides to go back to Moab for a new one, while 
Jake and T and I chill at camp.  There’s been a little bit of stress on the vacation so far, me trying 
to herd everyone and keep them on track to see all the things I want to see, and Jake not exactly 
being the model child (we’ve threatened to leave him in a number of remote locations already.)  
But this afternoon we (well, at least the boys, I’m sure Deb continued the frantic pace in Moab) 
can leave that behind and enjoy the desert the way Ed advised.

The boys love the campground, the sand, and the rocks.  With most people gone, the 
camp is theirs to do what they want.  Soon feet are bare, the cool sand in the shade a refreshing 
contrast to the hot sand in the sun, faces are smudged with dirt, and knees are skinned as hidden 
alcoves becomes secret inter-galactic hideouts, or we’re pioneers, trying to figure out where to 
find game and water in this strange and exciting new world.  Yes we are crawling on our bellies, 
we are dirty, and we are bloodied, and yes, we do see something; lizards of checkered browns and
blacks, strange feathers caught in a crevice, super fine sand as soft as cotton, relief from the 
midday sun in our cool, naturally air-conditioned rock alcove hideout; and yes, we do get a little, 
literal, taste of the desert, eating sand with granola bars and drinking dirt from water bottles on a 
glorious sunny afternoon!  The taste is good…

Not as good as tonight’s dinner, however, which I’m finishing up preparing right when 
Deb returns with a new camera battery and a cooler full of beer on ice.  Now there’s a benefit of 
industrialization that even ol’ Ed would succumb to, beer on ice in the desert!  Of course I won’t 
leave the empties scattered in the sand the way Ed might.  

We down our meal and then head out to the Devil’s Garden for an evening stroll.  We 
start out for Landscape Arch, not sure how far we will get before dark.  Some of the testiness 
returns as Jake is just being an ass tonight, but Deb and I try to overlook this in favor of the 
scenery.  Maybe our efforts to ignore the problem child taint the view, or maybe it’s the dull gray 
shadow that envelopes Landscape Arch, but the world’s longest arch is not as spectacular as 
expected.  We snap a few pictures and move further down the trail.

Past Landscape Arch, the people thin out, and we begin a fairly steep ascent up a 
sandstone fin.  We inch from the shadowed valley to the evenings glow at the top; the effort and 
softer hues lighten the mood – even Jake seems mellowed, and laughter and smiles return in the 
waning orange sun.  We snap some pictures along the fins before I dart off further down the trail, 
running to catch Double O Arch before the sun sets.

While running up ahead, the trail cairns top out along a narrow fin maybe a ¼ of a mile 
long.  Wow, what a fantastic trail, with a valley full of red fins to my right, under the gray-blue 
La Sal Mountains in the distance!  I wish Deb and the boys could see this!  I snap picture and 
move on, racing the sun.  

It soon becomes obvious, however, that it will be dark before I make it to Double-O, so I 
slow down and just enjoy the scenery here while slowly walking back.  And guess who I run into 
at the end of the orange fin?  Deb and the boys, hooray!  We enjoy the views and the risk 
together, a terrible fall off either side of the long fin, but impossible to not gaze into the abyss on 
each side, the full moon above.  We do “Fins to the Left, Fins to the Right” in a tribute to Jimmy 



Buffet, singing aloud, and Jake and I add our full moons to the picture under the real full moon.  
It is a great evening walk back to the campground, and boy does the cold Pale Ale taste good 
back at camp.  The boys enjoy some snacks and drinks, too, while Deb and I crash in our camp 
chairs, enjoying the beer and not moving after a full day.  Wow, it finally feels like we are truly 
on vacation, and we all enjoy the evening before crashing quickly into restful slumber under the 
full moon…



Down the River

We float away on the river, leaving behind for a while all that we most heartily and 
joyfully detest.

September 29, 2009 – Along the banks of the Colorado River, 25 miles north of 
Moab, Utah - Rock is the dark, apparent ying of the desert; water is the invisible yang.  The 
various layers of rock, exposed by the imperceptible movements of massive tectonic plates, or 
through the violence of volcanic eruptions from deep within the earth, or even by the catastrophic
visitation of inter-galactic comets and asteroids – whatever the path these rocks took to the 
surface, there is no denying that they took their current bizarre, stately, confusing and unique 
shapes because of the relentless sculpting of these rocks by water.

It is usually the lack of water that is most associated with the desert; rightly so, as 
reflected in the relatively sparse vegetation and forests, at least as compared to the semi-tropical 
landscape of the eastern forest region.  Yet water does come to the desert, and has more 
fingerprints on the rocks than any other force.  Singular raindrops soak in to the semi-porous 
sandstone, expanding as the temperature drops in the winter, flaking off bits and pieces of a new 
arch to appear 100,000 years in the future.  Collections of raindrops gather in cracks and crevices,
obeying the primal laws of gravity and picking up bits of sand as they flow downhill.  Over the 
millennia these cracks become channels and canyons, as they snake downward though the rock 
layer cake of the Colorado Plateau.  

Of course the permanent sources of water flowing through this area, the great rivers - 
these sculpt the most impressive gorges and gashes in the rock.  The Colorado, starting in the 
majestic Rocky Mountains to the east; the Green River, headwaters in the northern mountains of 
Wyoming, these two rivers combining forces at their confluence in Canyonlands National Park to
create the most impressive gash on Earth further downstream, the Grand Canyon.  Heart of the 
whole and essence of the scene is the river, the flowing river with its thin fringe of green, the vital
element in what would otherwise be a glamorous but moon-dead landscape.  The living river and
the living river alone gives coherence and significance and therefore beauty to the canyon world.

I couldn’t come to the desert without meeting its principal architect.  And of course I had 
to meet her on Abbey’s terms – not from a far lookout point, protected by a handrail and too far 
away to smell the scent of life that the river brings to this dry landscape.  No ma’am, I had to 
meet this most impressive force on a more intimate level.

And so it is that today, after telling Deb and the kids that these next two days will be the 
“laziest and easiest part of the trip”, a slow, calm float down the Colorado River, I find myself 
trying to calm nerves as we travel up Utah State Route 128 along the river.  Swells of white water
every now and then elicit comments of concern from Deb, cheers of anticipation from Jake, 
deafening silence and the bear face from Trevor.  Ian and Duncan, our guides from Red River 
Adventures, reassure us that the trip is easy, mostly Class I, maybe a Class II rapid or two.  Sure, 
easy for them, I can hear Deb thinking, but the holes in what is left of the in the interior ceiling 
liner  and the dog hair all over the seats undermines any confidence they might be trying to instill.

At Dewey Bridge, we dip our toes cautiously into the green water, still tentative.  The 
water is refreshing, cool against the warm sunny day.  Nervously our family ventures further into 
the water, at once trying to befriend it but not let on our fear and trepidations.  Ian and Duncan are
preparing our vessels for two days on the water, and are not concerned with our nervous banter.  
Everything will be fine is intoned in their short answers to nervous questions.  

But the reassurances of the snug fitting life vests and the calm glass of the slow moving 
water along the river here evaporate into outright terror in Deb’s voice when it becomes painfully
obvious that we are not floating down the river in a big, safe river raft like we saw in the 
brochure.  No, there are two two-person duckies now inflated before us, and Ian is instructing us 



on how to maneuver them.  I can tell Deb hasn’t heard one word Ian has said.  Finally she 
interrupts.

“You mean we’re going downstream in those?!?!”  Her voice cracks and quivers.  “I’m 
not comfortable with this at all.”  Her voice trails off and cracks on the last syllable.

Even Ian recognizes the unmistakable sound of fear and stops his preparations and talks 
directly to Debbie, as calmly as he can.  It’ll be okay is his message, it’ll be fun, it’s really easy.  
I’m sure it is to him, a river rat, but to a landlubber who’s afraid of water, his words dissolve like 
sand castles in waves.  

Deb hears what Ian is saying on some distant level, but ultimately it is her decision to 
face her fears head on, not Ian’s coaxing, that gets her into the little rubber craft.  I know at some 
level, this is a lesson Deb has learned recently, another sign of recovery from a very recent dark 
trial.  It is only from these challenges that we grow and gain wisdom; when you have been to the 
abyss, the big abyss, and looked into its dark maw, and have fought to come back – well, maybe 
this isn’t as scary as she once thought.  I’m proud of Deb’s decision to go on, and of her reaction 
of strength in front of the boys.  They are (happily!) missing a week of school, but mom is giving 
them a life lesson that the boys won’t fully appreciate until they, too, are inevitable facing one of 
their own fears.  Keep this one in your pile of rubble, boys, it is a gem.

Jake gets into the duckie with mom, while I’ve got little T in front of me.  We take a few 
minutes to paddle around in the calm sections; yes, Ian was right, they are super easy to 
maneuver, nothing like a canoe.  My confidence zooms that this is doable, and I try to confer 
some of that to Deb.  I’m not convinced she’s as confident as I would like, but she’s enough so 
that we’re soon nosing into the current and floating downstream.

Wow, it really is a lot of fun floating down the river in the desert, just like Ed said it 
would be!  T and I make circles and splash, and Jake wants to join in too, his confidence way 
beyond where it should be, bordering on arrogance, and that creates some tension between him 
and mom.  She still wants to go slow and steady, Jake wants to play.  

We pass the big cumbersome raft containing our guides and gear, and they point out a 
side canyon to explore.  After sloping through the mud we enter a narrow red rock slot canyon, 
cut by an unnamed, twisting tributary.  We are encased in a narrow chasm of orange rock, with 
fissures and drop-offs, tamarisk and willow, cottonwoods further up the wash.  Fresh bear and 
mountain lion tracks are in the mud; this river is often times the only source of water during the 
hot dry summer months.  The tracks add to the mystique of exploring, the boys eyes as wide as 
silver dollars.  

It’s a fun little exploration for our family, the same fun Ed had on his countless miles 
exploring side canyons from watercraft.  Each time I look up one of the secretive little side 
canyons I half expect to see not only the cottonwood tree rising over its tiny spring – the leafy 
god, the desert’s liquid eye – but also a rainbow-colored corona of blazing light, pure spirit, pure
being, pure disembodied intelligence, about to speak my name.

Soon we’re back on the water.  Then next stop is lunch, on a little island; we eddy back 
like pros, reveling in our new-found freedom on the water.  The wind is starting to pick up, and 
Ian has erected a tarp to defect the wind, but it’s ineffectively against a sudden gust – Duncan’s 
tortilla of lunchmeat and veggies becomes fish food.  

Although not nearly on par with water as an erosional force, wind is still a major player 
in the desert landscape.  It picks up sand and can sandblast smooth hard rock in areas of steady 
wind.  It fills in the cracks and crevices of gullies and canyons, providing the fodder for the 
sediment that water needs to cut the great gorges even further.  And when it is funneled through 
canyons, doubled over on itself and forced through narrowing passage ways at ever increasing 
speeds, it is a force to be reckoned with.

After lunch the wind picks up considerably.  It hits our little duckies hard, forcing us to 
dig hard with the paddles, even in the current.  Our guides, in their big high raft, are hit even 



harder, actually forced upstream by the wind on certain stretches of river.  They shout their 
instructions on the next stopping points before being blown upstream, out of sight.

Jake and mommy, and me and T, are just getting comfortable in the wind, even stopping 
to declare Jake king of an unnamed sandbar, when we round a corner and really get plowed by 
the gusts.  Here it is hardnosed paddling, oars to the river and don’t let up.  Hearts pounding, 
upper body muscles straining against the wind; we figure out it’s easier to paddle along the 
shores, especially where it is somewhat protected from the winds, and we make slow, steady 
progress downstream.

Trevor and I dock on a rocky sandbar and wait about 15 minutes for Deb and Jake to 
catch up.  The bickering of earlier in the trip, and Jake’s arrogance, has vanished when they reach
our beach.  In between gasps for breath and the wind gusts snatching away every other word, Jake
conveys that he fell out.  The wind took hold of his paddle, sending it flying, and he involuntarily 
leaped after it, falling out of the duckie and under the water.  Of course the life jacket popped him
right up, and mommy was quick to grab hold of him, but his confidence was shaken; he thought 
he was a goner.  Mommy is now a hero, saving his life, and earning back Jake’s respect in a big 
way – maybe sometimes these parents do deserve respect.  With Jake’s ego now back safely in 
the duckie, mom and Jake make a good team, and have figured out like T and I have, how to 
navigate the wind as well as the river.

The scenery here is stunning from the water; the red cliffs on each side of the river, the 
blue-gray mountains in the distance, the unique rock spires jutting up into the blue sky filled with 
puffy white clouds.  The winds tell of coming storms, but for now we snap pictures and enjoy our
float.

Ian and Duncan warn us that there will be one Class II rapid before camp, and they leave 
before us to show the way and get a jump on dinner.  The rapid is in the back of our minds, and 
this section of the float is a little more tense, still battling the wind and also now our fears.  
Darkness and storms are also approaching, a slight unease now a passenger in the duckies.

And yes, the rapid is a concern, but Trevor and I learn quickly how to maneuver in it, and
it, too is very enjoyable.  Splashes of water jolt a complacent body into action, the duckie 
responds gracefully to my commands, and we race through the bumps and ripples on an 
adrenaline rush.  We dock on a sandy river edge and wait for mom and Jake.

Jake is also whopping and hollering when he and mom get to shore – he loved it and 
can’t wait to do more tomorrow!  Deb is quiet, though, and has Trevor’s bear face on.  Once away
from the kids, safe on the beach, she confides that she hyperventilated on the rapid as her fears 
convalesced into a physical reaction.  With the realization that she was once again safe on the 
shore, her heart creeps slowly back into her chest.  

Jake and the boys play with a beach ball and romp in the sand as Ian and Duncan set up a 
kitchen and Deb and I set up our tent.  The campsite is spectacular, the dark glassy river cutting 
through silhouettes of cliffs and mesas and buttes and the jagged peaks of Fisher Towers.  The 
full moon rises between puffy clouds as the landscapes meshes into a postcard.  Okay Ed, you are
right, this can’t be matched anywhere!!!  Dinner is great, too, blackened chicken breasts and pasta
and bread, and smores for desert.  

“On with the river, day by day, down to the ultimate sea.” 
Ian regales us with harrowing tales from Cataract Canyon on raft, shin-splitting 

adventures on bikes, and side splitting adventures of sneaking into the river side hot tubs of a 
fancy desert resort not far from where we are now with a wide-eyed girl.  More yarns from the 
vagabond life of a river rat as we sip wine;  Ian is moving next to the Gauley River in West 
Virginia for a month, riding the class IVs and Vs there before spending the winter bumming off 
of mom and dad back in New Hampshire.  He has only enough money to get from one place to 
the next, no long term plans and no ambition beyond the next set of thrills.  Completely jealous I 
am.



Yawns come from all four of us as our little family climbs snug into our four-person tent,
exhausted from the unexpected adventure down the wind-ripped river.  

Sleep comes quickly, but is ended abruptly when the really big storms roll in some time 
towards dawn.  First it’s even bigger wind – enough to rip the fly off the tent.  I scramble to re-
attach it as the wind drives fine sand into the living quarters and our teeth and mouths and ears.  
Then its lightning and thunder – massive releases of energy high atop the mesas, lighting the 
rocks in an eerie blue light.  We are very safe at the bottom of the canyon, the high cliff walls 
absorbing the atmospheric energy, but the primal fear of lightning and involuntary jump at 
thunder doesn’t lessen knowing we are relatively safe.  The thunder rolls and rumbles forever 
through the canyons.  Ian checks to make sure we are okay, advising us to wait it out in the tent – 
like anyone was thinking of getting out now!  Jake and Trevor take the edge off by making a 
catch game with their bandanas, and we play the game in between holding up the four corners of 
the tent that the wind is trying furiously to flatten.

Dawn lightens the sky but the storms persist for another hour; finally around 8 a.m. the 
sun pokes through enough blue holes to allow breakfast to be started.  The wind is still howling, 
but the kids are already back to rolling in the sand.  I take in the stunning daybreak, as singular 
mesas are lit up through the blue holes, against a backdrop of black skies and pockets of 
raindrops.  We even get a brief hailstorm, pelted by pea-sized ice crystals for about 10 minutes.

Over breakfast of bacon and egg muffin sandwiches, granola and coffee, we decide to 
only try to make it down another 5 miles, to Rocky Rapid, not the 13 miles as originally planned. 
On top of that, it’s too windy for the duckies, so Ian and Brandon begin constructing a massive 
flotilla of raft, camp and duckies.

We push off under morning sun.  The first mile is bearable, the winds not too bad, 
although Ian still has to paddle the entire time, the wind slightly stronger in the opposite direction
of the current.  Deb even takes the oars for about a half mile, not only overcoming her fears but 
taking the first steps to becoming an oarswoman.

But then upon rounding a bend, the worst winds of the trip hit.  We are slammed 
sideways by a gust, the wind snatching Trevor’s breath; I have to cover his mouth with my hand 
to help him catch his breath and calm his fear.  On top of this, the river’s northern tributaries have
now started to run red, the silt and sand of the desert picked up by the heavy rains and now 
sluicing down the side canyons and spilling into the Colorado, a first had account of the timeless 
carving and devouring of the redrock.  Flash flood!!! Before long the southern tributaries carry 
the red sediment, too, and the entire Colorado River, green when we left the beach, is now a red, 
roiling froth.  Now we understand the Red River Adventures name.

Big wind driven swells now lap at us regularly, the four foot high waves soaking us to the
bone, taking breath away; this, on a normally calm stretch of river.  Ian is paddling furiously, but 
against the gale we are slowly moving back up river.  As Ian tires, the speed of our backtrack 
picks up; in ten minutes we have lost a half an hour’s worth of work; the frustration mounts.  I 
feel horrible – why am I putting my family through this?  But there is nothing I can do; even 
Duncan sits helplessly in the raft.

Around the bend upriver another rubber raft appears, but this one is still moving 
downriver, powered by a motor.  Ian had befriended its occupants last night, trading spices for 
beer, the real currency of the river amongst the locals.  Returning the favor, they offer to push us, 
an offer gladly accepted!  We’re now one jumbled mass of inflated rubber, with four squishy 
soaked tourist lashed to duckies facing into the wind, four river rats behind us popping tops off of
Pabst Blue Ribbon and laughing like madmen in the face of the gale.  Is that Ed himself behind 
me?  Comforted in the progress the motor affords us I relax slightly, but what does a six-year old 
think of this?  Trevor hasn’t moved, but he hasn’t complained either – he’s a trooper, just like his 
mom.  Jake, however, seems like he’d fit in better behind us, with the carefree river rats, his long 
hair blowing in the wind, squealing howls of delight.



Ian thought the current of the last rapid, the biggest on this stretch of river, would pull us 
down to the exit beach, and we unhook from the motorized raft to make one last rapid run.  But 
the wind is stronger than the current yet again, and even on this rapid we are forced upstream, 
despite Ian giving it everything he has, his grunts of exertion carried away with ease by the gusts. 
To the rescue once again comes our motorized Calvary, this time pushing us all the way to shore. 
We thank our rescuers profusely before hitting the shore, faces protected against the constant 
sting of the sandblasting by bandanas and what ever clothing can be battened down.  Despite the 
stench, Deb and the boys gladly hole up in a pit toilet, out of the wind for the first time in hours, 
while I return to the river to help Ian and Duncan corral all the equipment that is trying to escape 
back to the river on the wind.  Wow, what a storm!!!

Once all the equipment is stowed on the trailer and we are all packed safely into the van, 
out of the wind, and we begin the trip back to Moab, the scope of our adventure begins to sink in. 
Ian and Duncan are pointing out landforms and arches, but all the Walko's seem to be wrapped in 
reflection and relief – we’ve definitely got a tale to tell!  

Back in Moab, we bid Ian and Red River goodbye, anxious to get to a hotel, and a 
shower, and a bed.  We get rid of one layer of sand in the hotel pool and hot tub.  The hot tub is 
especially relaxing, soothing sore muscles and protecting us from the cold wind, which is still 
howling.  After an irritating delay we do finally get into our room, enjoy showers and a good nap,
and cap off the adventure with a great dinner and sampling of Utah’s best fresh brews at Moab 
Brewery.  Ahh, and a bed at night!  Sleep comes quickly; there is no more comfortable place to 
lay your head than on a bed of adventure!



Rock and Tree and Cloud

The strangeness and wonder are emphasized here, in the desert, by the comparative sparsity of
the flora and fauna: life not crowded upon life as in other places but scattered around in

spareness and simplicity, with a generous gift of space for each herb and bush and tree, each
stem of grass, so that the living organisms stand out bold and brave and vivid against the lifeless

sand and barren rock.  The extreme clarity of the desert light is equaled by the extreme
individuation of desert life forms.  Love flowers best in openness and freedom.

October 1, 2009 – Moab, Utah  – October is greeted sleeping in, followed by some 
souvenir shopping and a hearty breakfast at Denny’s; then it’s off to Arches again, this time to 
visit Utah’s most famous rock, the one that adorns the official state license plate.

It’s a mile and a half hike to Delicate Arch, and we enjoy a side trip to Wolfe Ranch and 
the pictoglyphs craved by the Ute Indians a couple of hundred years ago.  The day is crisp after 
yesterday’s big storms ushered in a cool front, the sun is bright and the sky cloudless, the 
atmosphere scrubbed squeaky clean by the violent electrical discharges and scouring winds.  The 
hike is crowded, as expected, but the arch is truly impressive and lives up to its status.  I snap 
pictures from every angle, and we explore under the arch and all around it.  Deb has even stowed 
the Santa hats in anticipation of this view, and we set up the picture and the timer to take the best 
Christmas card photo ever.  The practice picture is perfect, without our hats, but wouldn’t you 
know it, the battery dies right as I push the timer button for the official picture – and we left the 
new back-up battery in the car!  Duh!!!  How could we have done this again?!?!  Luckily a couple
of tourists from South Africa witness our plight, and offer to take a few pictures with their camera
and email them to us.  Wow, thank you very, very much!

I try to understand Delicate Arch, to come to some sort of truce with this impossibility in 
front of me.  With my limited vocabulary and lack of a poetic voice, I am stumped in trying to 
decipher the sight in front of me.  This is where my pocketbook genius comes in handy.

There are several ways of looking at Delicate Arch.  Depending on your preconceptions 
you may see the eroded remnant of a sandstone fin, a giant engagement ring cemented in rock, a 
bow-legged pair of petrified cowboy chaps, a triumphal arch for a procession of angels, an 
illogical geologic freak, a happening – a something that happened and will never happen quite 
that way again, a frame more significant than its picture, a simple monolith eaten away by 
weather and time and soon to disintegrate into a chaos of falling rock.  There are the inevitable 
pious Midwesterners who climb a mile and a half under the desert sun to view Delicate Arch and 
find only God (“Goldangit Ketherine, where’s my light meter, this glare is terrible”), and the 
equally inevitable students of geology who look at the Arch and see only Lyell and the uniformity 
of nature.  You may therefore find proof for or against His existence.  Suit yourself.  You may see 
a symbol, a sign, a fact, a thing without meaning or a meaning which includes all things.  

Much the same could be said of the tamarisk down the canyon, of the blue-black raven 
croaking on the cliff, of your own body.  The beauty of Delicate Arch explains nothing, for each 
thing in its way, when true to its own character, is equally beautiful.  (There is no beauty in 
nature, said Baudelaire.  A place to throw empty beer cans on Sunday, said Mencken.)  If 
Delicate Arch has any significance it lies, I will venture, in the power of the odd and unexpected 
to startle the senses and surprise the mind out of their ruts of habit, to compel us into a 
reawakened awareness of the wonderful – that which is full of wonder.

A weird, lovely, fantastic object out of nature like Delicate Arch has the curious ability to
remind us – like rock and sunlight and wind and wilderness – that out there is a different world, 
older and greater and deeper by far than ours, a world which surrounds and sustains the little 
world of men as sea and sky surrounds and sustain a ship.  The shock of the real.  For a little 
while we are again able to see, as the child sees, a world of marvels.  For a few moments we 
discover that nothing can be taken for granted, for if this ring of stone is marvelous than all 



which shaped it is marvelous, and our journey here on 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

I first picked up a paperback copy of Desert Solitaire years ago, while on a classic books 
reading kick.  It was sandwiched in between Walden and A Sand County Almanac, two books I 
enjoyed more at the time – and now I know why.  Thoreau’s Connecticut forest, and Leopold’s 
Wisconsin woods I can understand – I have lived in the Mid-Atlantic, camped amongst its 
flowing streams and abundant leafy forests.  That landscape is a far cry from this land of rock and
barrenness.  My enthusiasm for the book was less than expected because there was no way I 
could understand what Ed was saying – I had never experienced an environment this foreign.

Then I did a Sierra Club service trip to southeast Arizona, tracking birds of prey through 
sandstone canyons.  The desert got under my skin.  Transparent and intangible as sunlight, yet 
always and everywhere present, [the desert] lures a man on and on, from the red-walled canyons
to the smoke-blue ranges beyond, in a futile but fascinating quest for the great, unimaginable 
treasure which the desert seems to promise. Once caught by this golden lure you become a 
prospector for life.  Southeast Arizona was followed by a weeklong backpack trip to Zion, two to 
the Grand Canyon, and then to the Dr. Seuss landscape of Joshua Tree.  When I again picked up 
my misunderstood copy of Desert Solitaire in the lush green state forests of Pennsylvania, it was 
a completely new and exciting book.  This time I gave it its proper time to percolate and seep in, 
not an easy task, like water into the porous sandstone of this redrock country, one drop at a time.

Finally, I read it again, for a third time, after I touched the stones, and felt the wind and 
tasted the sands of the desert, after I had visited the exact same places Ed wrote about in the book,
like Delicate Arch.  Now I appreciate it; now I understand why Ed is truly a great writer, why his 
words actually compliment this landscape, these rocks, these impregnable visions of beauty, 
grace and time – because he truly was one with them, his veins flowing with sand, his beliefs 
standing on rock, his vision desert varnish.  For in all of the descriptions of the iconic Delicate 
Arch, only Ed’s comes close to capturing its essence and eloquence.

I had hoped to get to a couple other sights in Arches, but somehow time has escaped us 
once again, and we realize we have to leave for Dead Horse Point state park now or risk setting 
up camp in the dark.  I’m stressed trying to get to the park before dark, but we do make it, with 
enough time to set up our camp before settling in for the evening show at the lookout.

The mesa that is Dead Horse Point provides breathtaking views of the canyon country of 
southeastern Utah and the pinnacles and buttes of Canyonlands National Park.  The park itself sits
atop a narrow peninsula 2,000 feet above the Colorado River. At the end of the peninsula is a 
breathtaking 270 degree view of the red-orange canyons, the erosional forces of the Colorado 
River on magnificent display as the green river carves through millions of years of striated rock 
layers.

Before the turn of the twentieth century, mustang herds ran wild on the mesas near Dead 
Horse Point.  The unique promontory provided a natural corral into which the horses were driven 
by cowboys.  The only escape was through a narrow, 30-yard neck of land controlled by fencing, 
part of which is still on display today at the Park.  Mustangs were then roped and broken, with the
better ones being kept for personal use or sold to eastern markets.  Unwanted culls of 
"broomtails" were left behind to find their way off the Point.

According to one legend, a band of broomtails was left corralled on the Point.  The gate 
was supposedly left open so the horses could return to the open range. For some unknown reason,
the mustangs remained on the Point. There they died of thirst within sight of the inaccessible 
Colorado River…



Dead Horse Point seems the perfect place for our last night together in the desert.  
Perched high atop the mesa, it seems the place where desert royalty should come to view the 
majesty of the kingdom.  Looking out over a National Park, rock below our feet, layers of history 
exposed in the rocky canyons as far as the eye can see, the cut of the river forming goosenecks 
2,000 feet below us.  The magnificent La Sals are in their evening alpenglow best in the distance, 
the bright moon rising above their peaks.  The sky blends seamlessly with the rocks and 
mountains, the orange of the sky proceeding prism-like into the reds of the rocks, fully ablaze in 
their fullest, most striking colors, like the hills back home in their autumn glory.  Rock and Tree 
and Cloud, Water and Wind and Sky, the themes of our vacation, all beautifully displayed from 
atop this mesa.

And it would be the grandest scene, the perfect ending, except that the boys are 
completely out of control tonight, in one of their silly moods, not listening to word either Deb or I
say, not paying one iota of attention to the spectacular scenery.  It’s completely frustrating and 
irritating, but at least Deb and I enjoy the view and get some great pictures before the sun sets and
darkness sets in.  

Back at camp, it’s dinner in the dark.  Perhaps the darkness is a blessing; we are all tired, 
and everyone is aware this is the last night together in the desert; we don’t need to see the tight 
smiles of trepidation tonight.  Let’s enjoy the dark, the hot chocolate, the crisp and clear, starry 
sky.  The scent of frost in the air tonight, and there are no clouds to hold in the heat.  We prepare 
for the coldest night of the trip, layering the boys in almost all of their clothes and zipping their 
bags together, before Deb and I snuggle into our own bags and are soon fast asleep…



Terra Incognito

Only the boldest among them, seeking visions, will camp for long in the strange country of the
standing rock, far out where the spadefoot toads bellow madly in the moonlight on the edge of
doomed rainpools, where arsenic-selenium springs wait for the thirst-crazed wanderer, where

the thunderstorms blast the pinnacles and cliffs, where the rust-brown floods roll down the
barren washes, and where the community of the quiet deer walk at evening up glens of sandstone
through tamarisk and sage toward the hidden springs of sweet, cool, still, clear, unfailing water.

October 2, 2009 – Dead Horse Point State Park, Utah – I’m up, as always, before 
dawn, and walk out to the point for the sunrise.  Another awesome show, as seems to be the norm
out here.  Back at camp we eat a meager breakfast and pack up in silence.  The chill retards the 
boys usual irritating, silly banter, and there’s melancholy in camp this morning, too, knowing that
Deb and the boys will be leaving me, heading for home.

Parting is sad, but I know the boys are in good hands with Debbie, and the parting is 
made easier because we have all shared in wonderful adventures out here in red rock country.  
They have a long day ahead of them, a six hour drive back to Denver, so our goodbye is brief, 
hugs and kisses and one last goofy face family photo.  Before leaving, they drop me at a BLM 
campground 21 miles north of Moab along UT 128, right below Fisher Towers.  The strange 
shapes and spectacular scenery take my mind off of parting, and fuel excitement for upcoming 
adventures.  

After setting up my camp, I take off along the Fisher Tower trail, enjoying the walk, the 
strange shapes, red rocks and bright blue sky, and the solitude.  We first saw the Towers from 
afar, floating down the Colorado River; up close they are even more impressive.  Few of natures’ 
geologic creations are more bizarre to look at than Utah’s Fisher Towers. About a dozen of the 
strange monoliths stand grouped together like petrified skyscrapers from some prehistoric city. 
The brick-red sandstone skyscrapers rise abruptly from the desert floor, while a network of 
gullies and canyons form the city’s avenues and boulevards below. The residents of this weird 
metropolis are an endless collection of goblins and gargoyles frozen in the canyon walls beneath 
the towers.  

I spy Tom’s truck when I return to the campground; he’s obviously been here a while, his
tent is set up and he’s inside napping.  The reunion is subtle but joyous, quickly catching up on 
family and friends and jobs, but mostly talk is centered on our imminent backcountry trip.  
Neither of us can wait!

Tom brought a six pack of Old Chub Scottish ale, a real beer, hearty as molasses.  Mighty
considerate of him, but too bad the old bastard can’t share in it; his stomach now rejects all things
wheat (a concession to age?), and he sips a wussy hard cider drink.  Pussy drink, Ed would say, 
but I keep my tongue still for now, out of reverence to the free beer and a buzz not bold enough 
yet.  But the warm buzz grows with each sip, mingles with the setting sun and the rising glow on 
the rocks and creates the perfect happy hour.  Wow, it’s impossible to sit still as the most 
spectacular sunset ever begins (I’m not kidding!)  From our front row seat in the Orchestra 
section of the Richardson Amphitheater, first the Fisher Towers, towering directly in front of us, 
turn from dusky brown to orange to brilliant red.  Behind us, across the Colorado River and the 
Professor Valley, the silhouette of the Dome Plateau and Dry Mesa fill the eastern horizon, while 
the Porcupine Rim runs west into the distinctive Priest and Nuns and Castle Rock formations, 
now decked out in the holy glow of evening.  Above this darkening horizon, the sinking sun 
ignites the sheafing puffy clouds in hues of yellow, orange, red and purple.  Wow, it is truly a 
spectacle!!!  

Ruess, single-mindedly pursuing beauty, described the sunset better than Abbey.  “Then 
sunset, at my camp on a grassy spot in the sage.  Far to the north and east the purple mesas 
stretched.  Cloud banks arched everywhere overhead, stretching in long lines to the horizons.  



There was an endless variety of cloud forms, like swirls of smoke, like puff balls.  Here and there 
were golden brown and vermillion.  Then the treeless western hills were rimmed with orange that
faded to green and deep blue.  A cold clear breeze caressed me and the full moon rolled through 
the clouds. 

 
Entertainment over, we return to the serious business of finishing the beer and pussy 

drinks.  Lounging in comfy camp chairs, moon overhead and a warm fire at our feet, cold 
beverage in hand, blackened kielbasa dangling from the end of a stick and dripping grease into 
the fire pit, the evening is seasoned with the laughter and hearty conversation of reunion.  A 
perfect night in the desert.

October 3, 2009 – Fisher Towers, Utah – In a stark role reversal, it’s Tom who’s up ‘n 
at ‘em this morning, rarin’ to go.  Me, I’ve been out in the desert a week already, and I’m 
noticeable more decompressed and relaxed than Tom, who just left syphillization yesterday.  Tom
even prods us along quickly through the stops for supplies and makes good time covering the 100
or so miles from Fisher Towers to the Kane Gulch ranger station.  

At the station, we pick up our permits, along with valuable information on the latest 
water conditions.  After jotting down the info and watching a mandatory video about treading 
lightly in the desert and respecting the cultural artifacts that are in the Grand Gulch area, we’re 
off for the trailhead.

Forty minutes on pavement and six miles of bumpy back roads later, we pull into the 
Collins Canyon trailhead parking area.  Two other trucks are there, one tagged as the backcountry
BLM ranger, the other apparently dayhikers, according to the trail log.  Tom and I eat lunch as we
fill water bottles, pack and re-pack gear, and prepare for the descent into the cracks in the ground.

The terrain here is grossly unfamiliar, the scope of distances I’m seeing not at all 
registering in my mind.  Mesas and buttes dot the far horizon, but they are far enough away to not
even make it onto my map.  The canyon itself seems much smaller, not nearly as deep as I 
expected; perhaps I’m still thinking in terms of the Grand or Zion canyons from past trips.

If the color of Arches and the Colorado River valley is red, the color at Collins Canyon is
mustard yellow.  On the flat mesa top, the yellow rock is studded with sparse and stunted junipers
and pinyon pines in the larger cracks, the crevices are filled with brittlebush, yuccas, rabbit bush, 
and cacti.  Sand swirls in the brisk wind that is whipping high clouds quickly across the sky, the 
scent of a front approaching from the northwest, the perfect weather of the last few days rapidly 
deteriorating into appropriate Hurricane Brothers’ swells.

At first I’m so disoriented that I can’t even find the trail; I’m used to brown ruts worn 
into the lush green forest and meadow.  Here cairns mark the trail where the wind quickly erases 
any tracks in the transient sand.  Surprisingly, there is cow dung on the mesa top.  I realize this is 
BLM land, but what the hell do cattle graze on out here???  Everything’s got a barb or bayonet 
for a leaf.  We tiptoe around the dried patties as we begin the descent into the canyon.

Despite the late start – it’s about half past two when we finally shoulder our heavy loads 
and Vibram soles hit sandstone – I’m incredibly carefree this afternoon.  Late start, possibility of 
weather, might not find water tonight?  Who cares, I’m on vacation, far from my desk and my 
duties!  My pack even feels light, despite its 60+ pounds, and I’m singing out loud and making 
bad jokes before the truck even disappears.  Poor Tom, he’s got a lot of decompressing to do to 
catch up.

Starting a big hike with a downhill is one of the benefits of canyon travel, but I’m glad 
we’ve got hiking poles to lessen the sting in the knees that accompanies every downhill step.  It 
seems we are making really good time, and I probably should get out the map and pay more 
attention to the route, but it just feels so good to go with the flow for once.  Besides, Tom’s the 
navigator, I’m sure he’ll correct me if I get off track.



I keep expecting the canyon to get deeper, and at times it’s very easy to lose your 
orientation through the twisting, turning canyons, but I figure the left hand turn into Grand Gulch 
will be obvious when we get there.  We even pass through a very narrow passage way where Tom
asks if it’s The Narrows, a landmark that would be about a third of a mile below the Grand Gulch 
junction.  “Nah, that can’t be it already” I thoughtlessly reply, without looking at my map.  Down
we go…

After a couple hours of hiking, we come to a campsite under a big cottonwood right on 
the trail.  I drop my pack for a break, but start thinking this might be a good place to stop for the 
night.  Tom catches up and drops his pack right under a panel of pictographs, a rock wall covered 
with dozens, maybe hundreds, of red hand prints.  The hands are all small, relative to my own 
anyway.  What do they mean?  I offer they are some sort of ID list to get into the exclusive 
Narrows Nightclub club on a Saturday night (“Is your hand on the list?” growls the menacing 
Anasazi bouncer.)  Tom’s in for a long trip, and with exasperation at my bad jokes, agrees we 
should make camp somewhere here.

Tom doesn’t like the existing camp because it’s right on the trail; I like it because it is 
right on the trail - I can still see the video we watched advising us to camp in existing campsites 
or on slickrock only.  Tom’s trudging up a game trail right now through the fragile soil, up to a 
shelf above the wash.  I’m uneasy about creating a new camp and making trails that will take 
years to revert to soil, but in the end agree with Tom’s spot because of the growing cloud cover 
and increasing threat of rain – I don’t necessarily want to be in the wash if a flash flood comes 
roaring down the canyon in the middle of the night.

We each find a tent spot under separate pinyon pines, fetch a pail of dark puddle water 
for dinner, and set up a communal kitchen, quickly wearing trails in the soil.  But we do our best 
to stay on the trails, and soon we’re settled into our camp chairs enjoying a filling dinner of pasta,
sun-dried tomatoes and mushrooms and a vinegar sauce, followed by cookies and a few nips of 
whiskey.  The wind has picked up, blowing out our candle lamp numerous times, and the sky is 
spitting – not the best leisure conditions, so we retire early, tired from a day of traveling.

October 4, 2009 – Somewhere in Grand Gulch canyons – The weather does not 
improve in the morning, but no matter – I’m just thrilled to be here, to be outdoors, and to be in 
this totally foreign environment, despite the low clouds and brisk wind.  Tom and I are packed up
quickly and on the trail early, eager for adventure.

A tenth of a mile south and we make the left turn into Grand Gulch.  Again today I’m 
happy-go-lucky, not necessarily paying close attention to the map, and irritating Tom with my 
constant off-key singing.  But after an hour of hiking, even I notice that the elevation gain is a lot 
more than expected.  Twice we have to take off our packs and throw them up a drop off before 
scrambling up to meet the packs because the slope is so steep.  After the second pack throw we 
both realize we might not be where we think we are, and stop to study the map.

Sure enough, if we were in Grand Gulch, we would not be going uphill this steep.  So 
now we have to figure out where we really are.  Retracing our steps on the map, in begins to sink 
in that maybe that spot that Tom thought was the Narrows really was the Narrows – which was 
already past our turn off into Grand Gulch.  If that’s the case, we went another hour or so south of
that point.  That would mean this canyon that we just turned into isn’t Grand Gulch, but some 
unnamed canyon about two miles south of Grand Gulch.  Oh shit…

Usually this kind of screw-up really bothers me, and while I’m not exactly happy about 
it, I am having fun, and we passed numerous potholes filled with stagnant water back a ways, and
we have 5 days worth of food on our backs – we won’t die.  That gives us the luxury of taking 
our time in looking at out options.

But first things first.  An unnamed spot on a map means we get to name it,  C’mon, how 
many of these places are left in the world?  Can’t be that many.  How about Dumb-Fuck Canyon, 



for only a dumb-fuck could get this far off route on the first day?  Too inappropriate?  Probably, 
so we settle on Disorientation Canyon.  

But why call it anything at all, asks Ed? Why not let it alone?  Vanity, vanity, nothing but
vanity: the itch for naming things is almost as bad as the itch for possessing things.  Let them and
leave them alone – they’ll survive a few thousand more years, more or less, without any 
glorification from us.

Through naming comes knowing; we grasp an object, mentally, by giving it a name – 
hension, prehension, apprehension.  And thus through language create a whole world, 
corresponding to the other world out there.  Or we trust that is corresponds.  Or perhaps, like a 
German poet, we cease to care, becoming more concerned with the naming than with the thing 
named; the former becomes more real than the later.  And so in the end the world is lost again.  
No, the world remains – those unique, particular, incorrigibly individual junipers and sandstone 
monoliths – and it is we who are lost.  Again.  Round and round, through the endless labyrinth of 
thought – the maze.

Back to our options now, philosophy will have to wait for leisure times.  Backtracking is 
an obvious option, but that would make for a really long day – according to the rangers, the 
nearest water source in Grand Gulch proper is at Big Drop-Off spring, probably 14 canyon miles 
from where we are now.  But as the crow flies, if we would just continue up this canyon, we 
could cut across the mesa top and possibly drop back down into Grand Gulch via what seems like
a doable section just west of Deer Canyon.  Hmmm, it looks doable on a topo map, where there is
fifty feet of vertical fall between topo lines – but if one of those lines is a 30 foot cliff, we’re 
stuck on the mesa….

It’s a calculated gamble, but it’s also got a hint of adventure – and besides, when have 
Tom and I ever taken a trip solely on marked trails?  At the very worst, we can backtrack into this
canyon and get by on its coffee-colored water for another day or two.

So it’s upward towards the mesa lip.  Tom meanders southwest, obviously taking a better 
route when I spy him well above me after I’ve boxed myself into another dead-end drop-off.  
Backtracking quickly, with yet another pack throw and a hand over hand scramble, I finally gain 
the upper reaches of the lost canyon.  I’m touching stone now Ed, my fingerprints eroding into 
the yellow sandstone, fingers as worn as old boot soles.  Right now I’m really glad I decided to 
wear new hiking boots, with their studded sandstone gripping soles, despite the risk of blisters 
from new shoes.  Knock on wood and touch stone, so far the new boots feel great.

Forty minutes later we are out of the canyon and it is reduced to just a crack in the 
endless mesa as we walk away.  Wow, the view is expansive, with far off Red House Cliffs and 
other buttes too far off our maps and majestic Navajo Mountain rising above the plains.  The sky 
is low and dark and fast – black clouds race across the horizon, dumping heavy showers just to 
our north, while big white clouds and blue holes dominate where we now stand.  The wind is 
constant, the gusts strong enough to push us, laden with bulky packs, in its prevailing direction.  

I want to go northeast, towards the canyons, but Tom is tracking southwest.  I can’t yell 
to him over the wind, so I end up walking quickly southwest to intercept him.  We settle on an 
almost due east route, and eventually come to a wash. The wash travels almost directly north, but 
we know it will eventually come to the canyons, so we walk in the rocky wash as sand gathers 
around our feet.  My girly low gaiters are worth their weight in gold and worth all the ridicule 
Tom heaps on them – they keep all the gritty debris out of my boots, while poor macho Tom has 
to stop and empty his boots of a couple pounds of sand every other stop.

Our wash does indeed come to the edge of the canyon; we drop our packs and rush to the 
edge to try to get our bearings.  We’re fairly sure we’ve overshot where we thought we wanted to 
be, but decide we might as well scout out a route down while we’re here.  I continue to follow our
wash down into the canyon while Tom tapes up his blistered feet.  At first it looks like we might 
be able to do this; I descend maybe a 100 feet, with only a few tricky parts.  But then I come to 



my worst fear, a concave lip.  I can see from a promontory that the lip curves the whole way 
around the canyon.  I scramble as close as I can to the edge, and explore all the nooks and 
crannies in the area, to no avail.  I retreat back to our packs in defeat.

After reporting back to Tom, he suggests we look further up and down along the rim.  I 
head off east, to the rim of Deer Canyon, while Tom heads west along Grand Gulch canyon.  

Unfortunately, Deer Canyon is even steeper from the edge, just as reflected on the maps 
where the topo lines stack up against each other like a throw rug on a hardwood floor slid into a 
wall.  I traverse maybe a quarter mile, exploring a side canyon or two, but this canyon presents a 
formidable obstacle.  I don’t think we can get down into Deer Canyon from anywhere near our 
current location.

I do enjoy the nice views into the canyons, though.  The wind is still howling and chilly, 
but luckily all the rain is still north of us.  From the rim I can make out some big ruins on the 
opposite side of the canyon, wedged into two folds.  It’s an impressive ruin, a three room 
structure on one fold, 40 feet below it a circular granary.  I’m impressed with the Ancient Ones’ 
agility – I’m sure they would show us how easy it is to get down into the canyon.

I wait for Tom back at the packs.  At one point I see him at the edge of the cliff, his 
mouth shouting but the wind stealing the words before they reach me, arms gesticulating 
nonsense from my vantage point.  But that was 45 minutes ago – where is he now?  Knowing 
Tom I’m sure he’s exploring another route – but what if he isn’t?  What if he slipped, and is lying
at the bottom of that lip that I couldn’t get down?  What if he is seriously hurt and first aid is time
dependant?  Should I go looking for him, or sit still?  

Ahhh, sitting idle makes it near impossible to keep the imagination from racing!  Racing 
from what, racing to where?  Fear, pure naked fear, fear of death, fear of tragedy.  What if what if
what if?  What should I do?  The fear cements me to this rock now, the second hand pounding as 
loud and as slowly as a time bomb in my head.  Where the hell is Tom?  As impossible as I think 
it might be, I even picture myself having to ring Jenny’s doorbell with some terrible news…

Just before the panic pushes me towards the cliffs, Tom comes bounding back, all smiles,
but apologetic when he sees the concern on my face.  I’m genuinely glad to see him; relief from 
my worst nightmares temporarily obscures the news that Tom has found a way down.

While waiting for Tom, trying to take my mind off the waiting, I thought about how 
much risk I would be willing to take to get down into the canyon.  And the truth is, not too much. 
I’m not out here to prove my backcountry acumen or discover an unknown route down into the 
Gulch.  No, the truth is that I would not take much of a chance that could result in any injury that 
would mean I couldn’t be there to help my boys grow up.  No, I know what that’s like, having 
lost my father as a teen, and it is unnecessary because we have the option of backtracking – 
safely.  I have already planned my response to Tom if he proposes a risky route down; I will 
simply ask him if he would be willing to tell Deb and the boys what happened if I don’t make it.  
Having just thought through how I would feel delivering the same news to Jenny, I know it would
be effective.

But after 8 years of hiking with Tom, I also know I won’t have to ask that question.  Tom
is persistent in telling me that the route down is safe, with only one exposed traverse, once we 
lower our packs through a tricky section.  I don’t even question him as I shoulder my pack and 
follow towards the cliff.

In this foreign environment, so different from the eastern forest and the Appalachian 
foothills, Tom built some impromptu cairns to mark the way, but even these are hard to find.  
After a few false starts, we find the route.  A few descents are steep, and finally we reach the pack
drop point.  Nestled in a rocky fold riddled with thorny brittlebush, Tom sits on the lip from 
where we will lower our packs.  Luckily Tom brought along a hundred foot of rope; I make a 
mental note to put that on my must bring list next time in the desert.  Tom unravels the rope while
I anchor myself for the belay.  The packs aren’t that heavy, but it’s crowded here in the crack, and
the brittle bush cuts and scratches with each move.  



With a devilish grin – hey, this is fun! – Tom kicks the first pack over the edge.  We 
lower it slowly until the lack of tension on the rope tells me it’s resting comfortably on the ledge 
below us.  Tom feeds the rope through and reels it back in, and we repeat the process with my 
pack.  With the bulky packs safely stowed, we scramble around the other side of the rock fold, 
dropping 20 more feet to our exposed traverse.  

We round the nose to the exposed ledge; I’m surprised, I expected a lot worse.  Without 
even thinking I scramble across the ledge.  Yes, the drop is about 300 feet, and at its narrowest, 
there is a real danger of slipping, but I’ve faced much worse on Rainier and Shasta and in the 
Grand Canyon.  I don’t even hesitate at the crossing, and whip out the camera for some shots and 
video of Tom crab walking, ass dragging on the ground, back against the cliff, across the exposed
ledge.  Yeah, I’ll make fun of him once we’re on more solid ground.

Once we are safely past the exposed cliff, there is a wide ledge that runs the length on the
cliff face like a contour line.  We round the bend to where our packs have landed.  From here I 
can visually follow the contour line ledge a third of the way around the circular bowl, to a rock 
slide that I am confident we can pick our way down to the valley floor.  We’ll make it from here, 
and the relief is celebrated with a lunch break at our packs.

The weather is still threatening, and the traverse down the rock slide won’t be easy, but I 
am totaling enjoying this.  The jerky and cheese wrapped in a tortilla tastes better than a filet at a 
steakhouse, the bad jokes continue, and I’m singing like Abbey’s spadefoot toad, out of sheer joy;
my smile is ear is to ear, this is what I live for!!!

We don’t waste much time on lunch, and after 20 minutes of traversing along the contour
line ledge, we are picking our way down the rock slide.  It’s as tricky as expected, and I have to 
reign in my giddiness to make sure I pay attention to my footing.  It takes another half an hour to 
gain the valley floor.

Finally we are in the shade of the green cottonwoods that we have looked down upon all 
afternoon.  My face hurts – I don’t usually smile this much and this wide.  High fives, the 
incredible feeling of satisfaction of being on the canyon floor, the impromptu adventure – this is 
why I love the wilderness, being outside, being alive!!!

The Adventure, the Challenge, it’s only you and your wits and your equipment against 
the elements; there is not guarantee of safety – this is not a thrill ride at an amusement park, the 
risks are real here.  Certainly Adventure is a key component of wilderness travels.

Of course we are not where we need to be today – we still need to find water.  We need to
travel upstream another 2 miles to Big Spring Pour Off.  We hope we can make camp somewhere
near the spring.  The canyon twists back upon itself twice, in a perfect S-shape, and know we are 
approaching our destination.  Knowing that, the packs feel light, despite the fact that it’s been a 
long day.

But holy shit, after fighting through a tangle of willows and crawling over a newly 
downed cottonwood trunk, two faces are peering at us in as much surprise as our faces wear.  
And holy shit, they’ve got shovels and picks – what the fuck?!?!  I thought we would “have the 
Gulch to yourselves”, as the rangers told us at Kane Gulch.  Well, it turns out they forgot to tell 
us about the work crew of 15 that would be doing trail maintenance all week at Big Pour Off!!!

Tom and I are stunned, hoping for solitude and escape from people.  But here they are, 15
of ‘em, complete with a chain smoker, noisy chatter, clanky shovels, and even llamas (which 
explains the strange tracks we saw in the wash.)  On top of that, the two leaders who we met in 
the wash tell is the spring is not flowing, and the only water is the dark brown stagnant puddle 
that we are now staring at.  

Damn, this certainly isn’t the way to end a hard day.  We try to make the best of it, 
scouring the Big Pour Off area for a campsite, but the work crew has taken all of the good spots.  
We crawl along the valley ledges, explore the steep cottonwood ravines, but finally come to the 
conclusion that we can’t stay here.  We break out the maps and water notes for an alternative.



Deer Canyon, two miles back downstream, near where we climbed down from the rim, is 
our best option.  And we know from traveling up the wash that there are water filled potholes on 
the way down, so we don’t fill up at Big Pour Off before shouldering our packs.  I’m initially 
pissed at the inconvenience – Big Pour would have been perfect – but oh well, let’s go.  Packs are
shouldered, and this time they do feel heavy as we start backtracking.

Half way back to Deer Canyon we stop to filter some water from a brown puddle.  We’re 
in an exposed wash on a gooseneck, and while we’re pumping we find out why the area has no 
sand – a gust nearly knocks us over while pumping, sending my hiking poles clattering twenty 
feet down the ravine.  Wow, this adventure ain’t over yet!

But you know what?  It’s okay.  Yeah, we’d love to have our feet up, a warm dinner and 
some fresh spring water, but we don’t – we still have to work a little more for that.  We don’t 
have a choice, so don’t bother bitching about how hungry you are, or how bad your feet or 
shoulders hurt – there’s nothing we can do about that.  We have to hike a couple more hours, we 
don’t know what we’ll find, but we’re not going to die, the worst that could happen is a little 
discomfort or the less than perfect camp.  It’s all good, it’s all right – we’re outside, we’re not at 
work; this is great!!! 

Yeah, we’ve been hiking since daybreak, but I am genuinely still having fun, and I tell 
Tom so over and over, and he agrees.  That’s why we get along, because we both share the same 
philosophies – if you’ve gotta do something, you just do it.  Don’t complain about it, just do it.  
One foot in front of the other.  No, others wouldn’t feel the same way – certainly not the 
womenfolk.  That’s why we don’t bring them out on trips like this, why we wouldn’t want to 
bring them here – sometimes things don’t go as planned, sometimes you end up walking all day 
with blisters and a heavy pack and off trail - you just have to suck it up.  But its okay, this is fun, 
this isn’t pushing meaningless electrons around on my computer, this is real - it is just plain 
FUN…

And the fun doesn’t end when we turn east into Deer Canyon.  First we have to fight our 
way through the thick tamarisk and willows that have completely overgrown the trail.  A quarter 
mile up the canyon we find a great campsite, a spacious flat anchored by two giant cottonwoods.  
The packs are dropped with relief – it’s been a long day, the sun is setting, and it feels good to 
take the heavy weight off.  

Tents are set up quickly, and as much as we’d love to sit back and enjoy some R and R, 
we know we have to find the spring before dark.  The rangers assured us Deer Creek spring was 
flowing at last report, but it’s another half mile upstream, and we’d like to find it before dark.  So 
we set off up canyon before the fatigue of our long day overtakes our tired muscles.  A body in 
motion needs to stay in motion – we know we won’t get back up if we stop.

There isn’t a trail up the side canyon and in places the tamarisk and willows are nearly 
impenetrable.  On top of that, our directions are very vague, just “a half a mile upstream.”  We 
have to check out every side canyon and dead end to make sure we don’t pass the spring.  The 
sun is already below the horizon and the daylight nearly gone, the temperature rapidly cooling, so
we press on at a quicker pace over the protests of our aching muscles and sore feet.  

It seems like we will never find the spring, but the thickening willows are heartening, and
we stumble upon a couple of stagnant puddles that prod us onward.  Finally, after what seems like
at least a mile (and probably is, given all of our side canyon explorations), we find the cool oasis 
of Deer Springs.

The spring seeps slowly out of the canyon wall, hidden behind a thick green willow.  It 
fills a basin maybe ten feet across; the muddy, sandy margins are peppered with tracks, mostly 
deer, but also a fox and coyote.  I’m sure the spring is the site of action and drama, as predator 
and prey are forced to mingle at this single point offering water, such a rare place in the desert.

The water is cool and clear, so much better than the pothole water; we quickly fill my 5- 
gallon passive water filter system and Tom’s 2 gallon collapsible bucket and head back to camp 
with our headlamps lighting the way.  The water is heavy and my arms fell like they will stretch 



to the ground and I’m unbelievably tired, but I am truly still happy, still joyous to be out here, 
especially now that we have everything we need for a few days in the backcountry.  There is 
nothing more that I want…

Well okay, dinner sure would be good.  We set up camp and kitchen in the dark and settle
into our camp chairs to cook.  Tonight’s dinner is fast cook spinach tortellini with hot olive oil 
and parmesan cheese, topped with the best sauce of all, hunger.  A couple of milano cookies for 
desert, and a couple of swigs of whiskey, and we are completely zonked…



Solitaire

What draws us into the desert is the search for something intimate in the remote.

October 5, 2009 – Deer Canyon – I’m sitting naked atop a boulder jutting out into the deep blue 
sky, the cottonwoods of Deer Canyon snaking through the bottoms below me, ruins from the 
Ancient Ones at eye level across the canyon; the dry breeze gives me goosebumps, and cleanses 
as refreshingly as a warm shower, washing away my cares and concerns.  It is a perfect day; the 
sun is warm, the wind is cleansing, the air is invigorating, the silence is magnificent, and the 
nakedness is freeing.

It is only right to be naked here, in the desert, in this sculpted landscape mostly bare of 
vegetation – earth in the nude.  Breath in, breathe out, take it all in, lose myself in thought and 
fantasy, just stare at the blue blue sky, just be.  There is nowhere to be but right here, right now.  
This is comfort.  More, this is bliss, pure smug animal satisfaction.

In the glare of brilliant emptiness, in this arid intensity of pure heat, in the heart of a 
weird solitude, great silence and grand desolation, all things recede to distances out of reach, 
reflecting light but impossible to touch, annihilating all thought and all that men have made to a 
spasm of whirling dust far out on the golden desert. 

Yes, solitude is an intimate part of the wilderness experience; it is one of the lofty and 
noble goals of every foray into the great unknown.  To get away from the hustle and bustle of city
and family, people piled on top of people, buses and subways and airplanes crammed full of 
people and more people; how does one even hear oneself think?  What better place to get away 
from all of that than the desert, where even the vegetation is sparse?  Space and scarcity give us 
dignity.  And liberty.  And thereby beauty.  

It’s no knock against Tom, either – Tom appreciates the beauty of solitude as much as I 
do.  He’s off right now in another side canyon, probably as naked and free as I am, enjoying the 
silence and freedom and solitude as much as I am.  No, it is good that we go our separate ways at 
times; it is good that we are alone with our thoughts, without any chatter between us, just each of 
us individually in the desert.  This is part of why we go to the wilderness.

Solitude starts with silence.  In this canyon, it is not a silence so much as a great stillness
– for there are few sounds; the creek of some bird in a juniper tree, an eddy of wind which passes
and fades like a sigh – slight noises which break the sensation of absolute silence but at the same 
time exaggerate my sense of surrounding, overwhelming peace.  A suspension of time, a 
continuous present.  

Resting, I listen to the deep dead stillness of the canyon.  Life has come to a standstill, at 
least for the hour.  In this forgotten place I wait on the shore of time, temporarily free from the 
force of motion and progress and the surge toward – what?  Something called the future?  I am 
free, I am compelled, to contemplate the world which underlies life, struggle, thought, ideas, the 
human labyrinth of hope and despair.

Through half-closed eyes I consider the tree, the lonely cloud, the sandstone bedrock of 
this part of the world and pray – in my fashion – for a vision of truth.  I listen for signals from the
sun – but that distant music is too high and pure for the human ear.  I gaze at the tree and receive
no response.  I scrape my bare feet against the sand and rock and am comforted by their solidity 
and resistance.  I look at the cloud.  I relax, I reflect, renew and reset, heal, the spirit soaring 
higher than my rock jutting out into the yellow canyon, sailing on wings of solitude and silence.

I slept for 10 uninterrupted, glorious hours last night, sinking into my pad as if it were the
finest feather bed, the rest soothing sore muscles and rejuvenating my tired soul.  I probably 
would have slept longer, but the perfect silence was broken by the magical whoosh of air through 



a raven’s wings as it scouted our camp for interesting leftovers.  A hard day on the trail yields a 
good, honest tiredness, a soreness that reaches deep into your bones and exorcises the demons of 
a sedentary life.  Our ancestors knew this good tiredness from daily walking, which they did 
much more than we do; I can’t help but think we lose something when we chose to give up 
walking for automobiles and trucks, or sitting in a chair on wheels, staring at video screen and 
electronic boxes all day.  Our sedentary concerns and cerebral worries certainly make one tired, 
no doubt, but it’s not a healthy tired; not the way the physical exhaustion from 14 miles on the 
trail with a heavy pack tranquilizes the body into a deep, soothing slumber.  Even my mind feels 
clear and refreshed this morning, as if my worries have walked away overnight.

Of course the rest and solitude are much more appreciated – and often times only made 
possible - because of the adventure.  Yesterday was a great day of adventure, stretching our limits
beyond the ordinary.  Adventure in the wilderness - yes that is the epitome of why we come out 
to places like Deer Canyon.  Challenge yourself, physically, mentally, pit your skills against the 
uncaring elements, against creatures that can eat you, against yourself and your self-imposed 
limits; push those limits, test your mettle, achieve goals of your own choosing, get out of that 
daily rut!  What better place is there to do that than in the wilderness, whether it is the harsh and 
hostile desert or a glacier covered mountain or a wild untamed river?  Yes, you are right Ed, all 
things excellent are as difficult as they are rare.  Our excellent adventure yesterday afforded us 
this rare silence and solitude today.  

But it starts with adventure, wilderness adventure; we need more wilderness adventure in 
our modern age, as the next generation begins to mistake video games and amusement park thrill 
rides for real adventure.  We need wilderness because we are wild animals.  Every man needs a 
place where he can go to go crazy in peace.  Every Boy Scout deserves a forest to get lost, 
miserable, and starving in. Even the maddest murderer of the sweetest wife should get a chance 
for a run to the sanctuary of the hills.  If only for the sport of it.  For the terror, freedom, and 
delirium.  Because we need brutality and raw adventure, because men and women first learned to
love in, under, and all around trees, because we need for every pair of feet and legs about ten 
leagues of naked nature, crags to leap from, mountains to measure by, deserts to finally die in 
when the heart fails.  Let them have real wilderness adventures, for chrissake!!!

Tom isn’t back at camp when I return in mid-afternoon, so I decide to explore Grand 
Gulch.  It turns out there is a small granary and storage ruins opposite the wash from our camp.  
There are other impressive ruins along the south facing canyon walls, and the flat canyon bottom 
is a beautiful contrast of green cottonwoods and aspens against the beige sandstone and blue sky. 
Towhees scratch in the dry cottonwood leaves, the only sound that interrupts the deafening 
silence.  I find a dead tarantula in the wash, chills up my spine when I realize how big they really 
are.  Ahh, wilderness!!!

Both Tom and I arrive back at camp at dusk and we exchange the tales and pictures of 
our day while cooking a leisurely dinner.  Our cottonwood camp feels like home as we nest in the
comfort of our five-trunked matriarch.  She’s seen countless visitors come and go, strategically 
placed rocks evidence of previous camps.  How long has she been here?  Was she here long 
enough ago to witness the other cultures that flourished in this canyon, back in times of more 
rainfall?  What does she think of my whiskey influenced bad jokes and off-key singing?  The 
cottonwood tree, which in the canyonlands is the tree of life. In this wilderness of naked rock 
burnt to auburn or buff or red by ancient fires there is no vision more pleasing to the eyes and 
more gratifying to the heart than the translucent acid green (bright gold in autumn) of this 
venerable tree.  It signifies water, and not only water but shade, in a country where shelter from 
the sun is almost as precious as water. Our talk fills the canyon as the sun sets and the moon 
rises, illuminating our comfy cottonwood camp in warm moon glow and peace.



Cowboys and Indians

This is what you shall do: Be loyal to what you love, Be true to the Earth, and Fight your enemies
with passion and laughter.

October 6, 2009 - Deer Canyon – The hallmark of great sleep is great dreams, and last nights’ 
take the cake.  They involved the whole family, from the kids to long lost uncles, even the Pope 
was there, taking lots pictures from the pope mobile, even a bit about living with the rock group 
Semisonic while teenagers and writing a song sung by Wilco…”Well I’m thinking that my life 
will be all that better/so much better/with all of this stuff.”  Of course I sing out loud incessantly 
around camp this morning, irritating Tom and drowning out the whoosh of wind through raven’s 
wings…

We’re on the trail by 9:30, with only daypacks today, hiking upstream through Grand 
Gulch.  The sun is hot today, but we come upon ruins around every bend.  Some are easily 
accessible, and we poke our heads into storage bins and granaries, marveling at the small 
fingerprints still visible in the mortar, the un-decayed wooden entrance ways still intact, the small
stones pressed into the spaces between rocks in obvious decoration.  Who were these people who 
lived here so long ago?  I wish I would have studied up before the trip…

We work our way ruin by ruin upwash; Tom tries unsuccessfully to climb up to what 
seems a perfectly intact circular ruin.  Of course we realize that’s exactly why it’s placed high up 
in the ledges, and why it is still intact when we give up on scaling the cliffs.

The best ruin is across from Polly’s Island.  Most of the ruins we’ve encountered have 
been on the north side of the wash, to take advantage of the southern winter sun.  But these ruins 
are on the south canyon cliffs, and perhaps that’s because the view from here is spectacular.  
About fifty feet off the canyon floor, these ruins look out over a half-moon bend in the wash, the 
cottonwoods and aspens mingling with the sage and scrub like a lush velvety garden.  Maybe 
these were the penthouse suites of Grand Gulch, the prestigious address of royalty, where the 
royal family looked down upon their kingdom, seeing the wash filled with fields of corn and 
beans.  They were afforded the luxury of this view because of the fortifications surrounding the 
dwelling – each side ledge is closed off from attack by stone fort-like walls, complete with down 
canyon angled openings from which to launch arrows or spears.  An attacking enemy would have 
to penetrate two layers of these fortifications to enter the living quarters.  Here beyond the stone 
protection we find what looks to be a living area, complete with a hearth, the sandstone roof 
above it blackened, and deflector rocks behind the hearth still intact.  Scattered about the hearth, 
especially on the nearest rock ledge, are pot shards and remnants of clay vessels.  Below the 
hearth is a small circular structure, built into the floor.  Part of the wood and stick roof is still 
intact, but much of it has fallen into the kiva.  Were religious ceremonies performed here, song 
and dance and offerings to the rain gods to encourage a good harvest?  Was the harvest stored 
here in these granaries?  Did the children sleep in these long enclosed structures on beds of sand? 
Or is this where people retreated when under attack, protecting their most precious commodities –
corn and children?  

There’s not much talk between Tom and I; it’s mostly quiet and carefully measured tip-
toeing through a history that is still wrapped in mystery.  It’s easy to romance the notion of an 
idyllic life here in the valley, at least on a warm day like this, where the green of the valley floor 
can easily be imagined to be a bounty of crops.  But perhaps that’s just because I want, truly 
want, to believe there is a better way to live, a way better than our workaday existence that I just 
don’t feel is balanced enough.  Maybe these folks had more leisure time, time to paint on rocks 
and decorate their kivas and loll in beige cliffs in the autumn sunshine.

But I can just as easily imagine a much harsher existence here, too; one parched by too 
much sun and not enough water, by crop failures that turned tribe against tribe, where these ruins 
served as a last defense, an existence of hanging on by the thread of these fortifications against 



the enemy, children huddled deep within the stones, hopefully out of the reach of spear and 
arrow…

Ed had the same thoughts.  What interests me is the quality of that pre-Columbian life, 
the feel of it, the atmosphere.  We know enough of the homely details: the cultivation of maize, 
beans, melons; the hunting of rabbit and deer; the manufacture of pottery, baskets, ornaments of 
coral and bone; the construction of fort-like homes – for apparently, like some twentieth century 
Americans, the Anasazi lived under a cloud of fear.  

Fear: is that the key to their lives?  What persistent and devilish enemies they must have 
had, or thought they had, when even here in the intricate heart of a desert labyrinth a hundred 
foot miles from the nearest grassland, forest and mountains they felt constrained to make their 
home, as swallows do, in niches high on the face of a cliff.

Their manner of life was constricted, conservative, cautious; perhaps only the pervading 
fear could keep such a community together.  Where all think alike there is little danger of 
innovation.  Every child in this quiet place would have learned, along with his language and 
games, the legends of old battles and massacres, flights and migrations.  He would be taught that
the danger of attack was always present, that in any hour of the day or night, from up or down 
the canyon or over the rim, the Enemy might appear – cruel, devious, hungry, terrible – perhaps 
in the shape of those red-horned, hollow-eyed, wide-shouldered monsters painted on the walls of 
Sego Canyon north of Moab.

Long ago the cliff-dwellings were abandoned.  Were the inhabitants actually destroyed 
by the enemies they had always dreaded?  Or were they reduced and driven out by disease, by 
something as undramatic as bad sanitation, pollution of their water and air?  Or could it have 
been, finally, simply their own fears which poisoned their lives beyond hope of recovery and 
drove them into exile and extinction?

We’ve lost track of time exploring the ruins, and realize that if we’re going to get to Big 
Man Pictographs we’ll have to hustle.  The sun bores down on us; I take off my shirt and hide 
from the sun as best I can, but it’s hot.  It’s an off trail scramble up to the pictographs, and 
although they are the best pictographs we’ve come across, for some reason I’m disappointed – I 
thought they were going to be bigger.  Maybe I’m just tired – we’ve hiked all day, and our water 
is getting low, to the point where we don’t drink as much as we’d like, to make sure we have 
some left for the return trip.

The fatigue and dehydration set in on the return hike back – damn, we hiked a lot further 
than I thought.  A quick check of the map reveals we’re seven miles from camp at Big Man.  The 
leisurely strolling up the wash is replaced by a regimented march downstream on the way back.  
We make small talk with the trail maintenance group and the BLM ranger at Big Pour Off, and 
then quickly resume our march, knowing that if we stop we may not start again.

Today the desert is harsh and hostile.  The sun is inescapable – there is no green forest to 
duck into in the desert, nowhere to hide and take shelter under a leafy canopy.  Okay, there are 
occasional cottonwoods and even some aspens in the bigger wash bottoms, and maybe temporary 
relief when on the north side of a tall cliff shadow, perhaps even an alcove to duck under.  But 
most of the time the sun is a constant companion; even in the temperate fall, it bores down into 
your skin, into your being, into your mind, turning skin red and mind to overheated mush.  Eyes 
narrow to ward off the glare, forming wrinkles that channel out the stinging sunblock-laced sweat
that first beads and then pools down a glistening forehead.

The wind howls, starting high on the plateau and reaching gust levels as it’s funneled 
down through the narrow canyons, quickly chasing away what little water remains in the canyons
and evaporating any moisture from perpetually chapped lips and tender skin.  As the effort 
increases it picks up sand and grit to add to its sting, depositing the grains in every crack and 
crevice and fold of skin.  In the narrowest slot canyons aligned with the prevailing winds, the 



velocity is multiplied enough to scour everything down to bare rock, remarkably leaving wind 
ripples in the bedrock.

In combination, the sun and wind create a dryness that is most oppressive.  They wring 
out every ounce of water, from the rocks, from the thin patches of soil, from the plants and trees, 
from the animals, from tired hikers, from everything that tries to earn it’s living in these canyons. 
Beauty is second-fiddle, nay even forgotten, when harsh and hostile have the upper hand.  Who 
would want to live here???  Who could live here???

But the ruins in these canyons remind us that people did live here – seemingly they 
thrived for a long time.  How?  Maybe things were different then, perhaps it wasn’t so dry.  If it 
was a prolonged drought that forced them to leave, I can certainly understand why – these 
canyons, as dry as they are now, would be a very hostile and harsh place to make a living, the 
celebrations too few and far between.

Tom and I both came to that conclusion yesterday, when we leisurely explored Deer 
Canyon and its environs.  Today is more work, the evaporative sun and dehydrating wind our 
constant companion.  Our water and energy are rapidly depleting, and we return to camp without 
a spare ounce, our throats parched and sandy, our bodies faded like sun-bleached drift wood.  

Oh, to sit back now, under our protective grandmother cottonwood tree, feet propped up 
on a log, backs supported comfortably by air-cushioned camp chairs, enjoying a leisurely dinner! 
Dip your pot into that sparkling stream, Tom, filter some of that cool water to quench our thirst, 
let’s sit back and enjoy a good meal and cool beverage to top off a long day on the trail!  

But no, as dusk settles in, we know we need to grab my 5-gallon filter and Tom’s 2-
gallon collapsible bucket, and trudge up the sandy trail, a cloud of dust at our feet and a half a 
mile of uphill through the tangles and thorns of the stubborn desert plants ahead of us, up to the 
only reliable spring we’ve found in four days in these canyons (aside from the stagnant nut-brown
ale colored potholes that served us on the first day.)  Then it will be an arm-stretching return hike,
carrying the water back down to camp in the dark, the exhaustion palpable now, and dinner will 
no longer be a leisurely pleasure but just another task to complete before zonking out from 
exhaustion.  

“Fuck you, Edward Abbey!”  Come visit me in the desert, my ass!  
I suppose it’s not fair, sitting in a lush green forest on a river bend reading about the 

desert.  Yes, Ed, you did warn about the harshness.  But thirst and dehydration and wind and 
dryness – they are oblique and distant sensations when they are only words.  Read in comfort, 
around a campfire or in an easy chair, the words have no power; our underdeveloped industrial 
imaginations don’t feel the stinging needles of sand at the back of the throat and the weary 
tiredness deep in your bones.  “You cannot get the desert into a book any more than a fisherman 
can haul up the sea with his nets.”  Right you are Ed, you need to experience it, not read about it. 
So I convinced Tom we needed to be here, in this harsh and hostile land.

“Fuck Edward Abbey”, Tom concurs as he summons the last of his energy to force his 
tired ass off his camp chair and get the legs moving before atrophy keeps us here until morning.  
By inference, it’s a fuck you to me also, for bringing us here, so I lead the charge up the dusty 
trail to the spring in the failing light.  I offer to make the trip solo, but Tom declines.  
Goddammit, give me my lush green Pennsylvania forest, with its mountain streams and familiar 
comforts, not this god-forsaken boneyard of rock and wind and thorns and sand and dry washes!  
No wonder the Ancient Ones left…

At least the trail crew worked in Deer Canyon today, and they have done an impressive 
job in carving and reinforcing a nice trail up to the spring, a veritable 4-lane highway compared 
to the game trail that we followed two days ago.  And our dinner of curry chicken and rice is 
good, and the whiskey mixes with the stillness and stars and moon to quickly bring back our bliss
– we’re still outside, right?  There are no banal spreadsheets to analyze, nor houses to fix tonight, 
just enjoy a nice buzz and the satisfying soreness in our legs.  The soreness isn’t in our backs 



tonight, either, since we traveled sans packs today.  Ahhh, in the end, it was another great day, 
and we welcome well earned slumber to camp early again.

October 7, 2009 – Dawn comes later today – I sleep for 9 solid, refreshing hours, but awake to 
dark and threatening skies.  We’d looked forward all week to our premier breakfast, salmon and 
eggs, and it is good, but it is rushed by the black clouds closing in quickly on us.  We pack up 
quickly, filling every available bladder with as much spring water as we can carry, (180 ounces in
my pack alone, in case we don’t find any later) saying goodbye to grandmother cottonwood and 
our gracious camp.  We are on the trail in a spitting rain.

We come across the Wilderness Volunteers working in Grand Gulch just south of Deer 
Canyon, and thank them for their efforts and make small talk, before continuing on down the 
canyon.  Within a half an hour the rain turns heavy; we stop and don rain gear, and keep an ever 
watchful eye to the skies and ear to the canyons upstream, wary of any possible flash floods down
here in the canyons.  We pass a wet and shiny mule deer antler lying in the wash.

The rain is actually refreshing, and it feels good to be walking under a load again, even if 
our load is no less heavy than when we walked in; we make good time.  In true desert fashion, 
five minutes after enduring the hardest downpour, the clouds break and the narrow slot of sky 
above the canyons is completely blue, the sun shimmering off the wet sandstone and the 
glistening green willow and cottonwood leaves.  If you don’t like the desert weather, give it five 
minutes – it will change.

The canyon twists and turns, but we are vigilant about counting each side canyon and 
checking each turn against the map and compass – ahh, there is no substitute for experience!  
When we come to the junction with Collins canyon, I can understand why we missed the turn.  
First, a recent flash flood eroded through the canyon, leaving a 5 foot sand cliff where the trail 
used to be; the cairn marking the junction now sits 5 feet above the wash and the trail.  I didn’t 
even think to look for the cairn, figuring the side canyon would be obvious.  And that’s the other 
reason I missed it – Grand Gulch canyon at this junction is a lot wider than I anticipated.  I simply
walked right on by, not realizing that was the opening we were looking for.  Tom poses for a 
puzzling picture at the junction, and we laugh at the mistake, realizing that we learned from it, 
and also that our errors resulted in the most adventurous (read, fun!) part of the trip.  Hey, it 
wouldn’t be a trip with Tom if we didn’t spend part of it off-trail!!!

We stop for lunch at the Collins Canyon junction, and Tom uses the last of his moleskin 
and bandages on his feet.  This enters into our decision to hike up to the rim and the truck rather 
than spending another night in the canyon.  It’s only two miles to the top, and I’m feeling really 
good, so I fly up the trail, whistling and singing as I go.  

We make the mesa top about three in the afternoon, having covered the seven miles from 
camp in less than five hours, despite the heavy packs.  I’m still feeling great, still feeling fresh, 
still ready for more adventure, and my spirits blooms as wide as the view now that we are out of 
the canyons.  Wow, after five days with a boxed-in view, it’s great to see the wide open sky!  The
low, dark clouds are moving swiftly eastward, and the scattered blueholes to the west and the 
brisk dry air promise better weather to come.  

I take in the lay of the land while waiting for Tom to make it back to the truck.  This view
looks completely different now, now that I’ve spent almost a week crawling through the desert on
hands and knees.  Yes, I did leave a little blood and a lot of sweat, but did I see anything, Ed?  

I must have, because now I have a little more understanding of what this view across 
Grand Flat means.  I understand how far off those purple mesas are to the north, I know what it’s 
like to walk down into these cream colored canyons, how two linear miles on the map might take 
two days of twists and turns and dead ends and sipping water from potholes.  I know what the 
windborne dust tastes like, how it collects in the corners of eyelids and in ears.  I know the 
intoxicating smell of renewal of rain in a desert wash; the jubilation of the desert sage, that 
celebrated desert perfume, released as an offering to the liquid of life that falls once again.  I 



know the silence of the night, when the wind is calm; when nothing stirs, when you can hear only
your breath exhaling, when the only white noise is the comforting soft rhythmic pounding of your
own heartbeat.  I know the swoosh of air through a ravens black primaries, the chug-chug-chug of
flapping wings announcing the rising sun, a sound that awoke me every morning in the canyons.  
I felt the presence of the Ancient Ones, the ones who were here before us, who heard and felt 
everything I felt, too, who left only stone remainders of a life that I can only wonder about.  I can 
still hear my whistles and singing, the sound of pure joy, as it echoes back and forth in off-key 
harmony in the canyons.  

Yes Ed, I think I did, probably, see something out here in your beloved desert.  I think 
that because this view is different now, the way the small details of an intimate lover are only 
appreciated after souls have connected.  I remember feeling the same way when comparing my 
first view of the Grand Canyon against the view a week later after spending a week down in her 
beautiful depths.  Beauty and empathy are deepened and understood only by experience.

Tom bounds up to the truck, spirits lifted also, probably more so because his tired, beat-
up dogs get a break.  We throw packs into the bed and take off our boots, before pointing the 
truck down the bumpy washboard road.  We figure we’ll just drive along and find a place to camp
somewhere here on the Flat.

At the high point of the BLM road, we find the perfect camp; its views are terrific in all 
directions, there is a big fire ring, and even a ledge on the eastern side of a large rock outcropping
to provide protection from the wind.  But alas, a VW van is parked here.  I get out and strike up a 
conversation with Steve from Leadville Colorado.  Steve’s long hair is pulled back in a ponytail, 
his tall frame silhouetted against the sky.  He carries himself in a light and casual way, as if he’s 
very comfortable out here.  Steve shares stories of his explorations of this region, of the 
unmapped three-story ruins he’s explored, of his nights out here under the stars.  It’s obvious, too,
that Steve was intending for some solitude of his own, and that this is a special place for him.  
Tom and I don’t even ask to stay, waving goodbye as we head further down the road.

The sun drifts lower, reducing our pickiness for a campsite.  At a water drill hole about a 
mile from Steve’s camp is an old cowboy camp; I guess that makes us cowboys tonight, toting 
paperbacks and philosophy instead of guns and baked beans.  The old camp smells of adventure; 
it’s not as high as Steve’s, and doesn’t have a nice rocky bluff to protect from the wind, but there 
is ample room for multiple tents in a sandstone wash, and a pre-made fire pit, overlooking a 
pinyon-juniper forest.  Wow, a fire would be great tonight, and we gather deadwood for tonight’s 
entertainment.  An added bonus – cell phone reception; we both catch up with loved ones across 
the miles while setting up tents.

Tom’s truck sits aglow on the mesa, a glossy magazine ad for Ford and the great wide 
open.  For myself, however, I’ll take Mr. Abbey’s endorsement – his Ford truck got him into and 
out of a lot of exploring and trouble.  There’s a few beers left in the truck, and the warm buzz of 
the alcohol mixes with the soft tones of the setting sun.  The hard edges of Red House cliffs 
dissolve into warm hues that mix with the glowing clouds and blur the distinction between earth 
and sky.  Sacred Navajo Mountain, another laccolith (like the La Sals), a holy place, home of 
gods, navel of the world in the eyes of the Indians, a ship like prow of the high Kiaparowits 
Plateau, towers purple over the western horizon, where the Red House Cliffs end.  The tallest 
pinyon pines and junipers catch the last rays of the setting sun, and a Northern Harrier rises over 
the scrub.  The majestic bird of prey flies effortlessly, riding the last of the day’s currents, dipping
and weaving between junipers, scanning for unsuspecting desert rodents or lizards.  The white 
patch at the birds rump glows in the day’s last light, its long tail a steel gray, its upper wings and 
back the rust color of the desert itself.  The harrier breaks the horizon briefly before dipping back 
down among the desert pines.  Rock and sky, earth and air, darkness and light mesh into one as I 
watch the hawk disappear across the mesa into the fading light.



Under the desert sun, in that dogmatic clarity, the fables of theology and the myths of 
classical philosophy dissolve like mist.  The air is clean, the rock cuts cruelly into flesh; shatter 
the rock and the odor of flint rises to your nostrils, bitter and sharp.  Whirlwinds dance across 
the salt flats, a pillar of dust by day; the thornbush breaks into flame at night.  What does it 
mean?  It means nothing.  It is as it is and has no need for meaning.  The desert lies beneath and 
soars beyond any possible human qualifications.  Therefore, sublime.

Sublime and beautiful.  Yes, Ed and Everett were right, the sublime beauty of the desert 
is implacable; it gets under your skin and forces a second look, until the view changes, and what 
was not perceived at last look now is strikingly beautiful.  Get to know a place, and you find its 
beauty, whether a spectacular Grand Flat or a lush green Maine woods or a ridgetop in western 
Pennsylvania.  Yes, beauty is the third requirement of good wilderness travel, along with 
adventure and solitude.  And in this wilderness, in this desert, beauty is all around, as far as the 
eye can see tonight; yes Everett, I now understand.  “Whatever I have suffered in the months past
has been nothing compared to the beauty in which I have steeped my soul.  It has been a priceless
experience.”

Tom has the fire started, our first fire since Fisher Towers.  The fire.  The odor of burning
juniper is the sweetest fragrance on the face of the earth, in my honest judgment; I doubt if all the
smoking censers of Dante’s paradise could equal it.  One breath of juniper smoke, like the 
perfume of sagebrush after rain, evokes in magical catalysis, like certain music, the space and 
light and clarity and piercing strangeness of the American West.  Long may it burn.

Of course Ed makes an appearance at the campfire, beer in hand, smelling of sage 
perfume and juniper smoke, desert varnish under his nails and on his skin, like ours.  Yes, Old 
Man Ed, you are right, there is nothing better than the smell of juniper branches.  Yes, the desert 
is magical.  It’s even more appreciated by the sore legs and backs that now soak up the scent, now
that I understand, if only just a little.  It mixes with the desert sage, the feathery stems flowing like
hair; crush the leaves between thumb and forefinger and you release that characteristic odor, 
pungent and bittersweet, which means canyon country, the high lonesome mesaland the winds 
that blow from far away.  Open another beer and toast – to Mr. Abbey, to Mr. Ruess, and of 
course to our missing Hurricane Brother Mark-ass.  Our drunken blather stretches thousands of 
miles back east, shared via a campfire cell-phone conversation.

The umbilical tether of the Hurricane Brothers is intact across the Milky Way, which now
shimmers in all of its glory across the cloudless sky.  Tom and I sit in silence, heads cocked to the
sky, jaws agape in awe and reverence, trying to suck it in, to become part of it, or at least to 
capture it, just a piece of it, just a memento of this glorious night; something to hold on to and 
keep inside for the days ahead when we inevitably will feel caged in.  Out here, on this Grand 
Flat, on this cold and cloudless night, under these stars and heavenly bodies and mixing in the 
cream of the Milky Way, there are no bars, no cages, no duty, there is nothing holding us apart 
from the freedom of the universe.



Bedrock and Paradox

Despite its clarity and simplicity, however, the desert wears at the same time, paradoxically, a
veil of mystery.  Motionless and silent it evokes in us an elusive hint of something unknown,
unknowable, about to be revealed.  Since the desert does not act it seems to be waiting - but

waiting for what?

October 8, 2009 - Grand Flat – Sunrise is just as glorious on the Grand Flat, and I try to capture 
it just as vainly as I tried to capture the Milky Way.  The pictures will remind, rocks that fill my 
pack will be rubbed around a future campsite in remembrance, and the sage boughs I cut and 
store in a zip-lock bag will evoke more than all of these.  But how do you capture the sky?  How 
do you get your arms around this big sky, filled with puffy white clouds stretching in formation 
from horizon to horizon?  Well, you don’t; just enjoy it now, and breathe it in, breathe it in deep.

I’m bummed to leave Grand Flat, but mentally mark this as a place to come back.  
What’s the view from the top of the Red House Cliffs?  What’s it like in the saddle of the Bear 
Ears?  How far does Comb Ridge go south, go north, and what secrets does it hold to only those 
willing to get out of the car and crawl on hands and knees until the trail is marked with blood?  
Ahhh, the next time…

My escape is officially over at the Wagon Wheel Old Fashioned Restaurant in Blanding 
Utah, our first foray into civilization in almost a week.  The anticipation of a cheese-smothered 
enchilada and a coke evaporates with the slow dawning that the folks who run this place don’t 
like us.  First, nothing I want is available today, until my choice is limited to either a chicken 
sandwich or a chicken sandwich.  That’s fine, I can’t wait for my coke, but that doesn’t 
materialize for almost forty-five minutes.  The waitress is purposely avoiding us, and won’t make
eye contact.  An hour later our sandwiches arrive, and only my hunger crowds out the disturbing 
thoughts of what might have happened to our birds back in the kitchen.  Boy a refill on that small 
coke would have been appreciated, but a half hour later we realize that ain’t happening, either.  I 
don’t understand our offense – why?  What did we do?  What didn’t we do?  We don’t leave a tip,
our volley in the war we didn’t ask for or understand.  Welcome back to the human world, boys.  
Sigh…

Compounding my disappointment with our meal is Tom’s revelation that he can’t 
possibly hike down into Chesler Park in Canyonlands National Park, as was the plan; his feet are 
just too much of a mess.  Chesler is a totally unique section of striped hoodoos surrounding a rare
desert grasslands, one of the most sought after backpacks in the state of Utah.  I scored a permit a 
few months ago, only two miles from the parking area, which would allow us to hike in and set 
up camp quickly before setting off without packs to explore the area.  I was really looking 
forward to the hike, and didn’t take my family here, choosing Dead Horse Point with them 
instead, since I thought Tom and I would be here tonight.  I can’t bear to look down the road 
pointing to Canyonlands as we wiz by at 70 miles per hour…

Tom’s idea is to car camp at another BLM campsite, and we stop at Ken’s Lake 
Campground under the La Sal Mountains, only to realize it’s an RV haven; we quickly turn 
around.  We stop at a Moab grocery store and pick up fried chicken, salads and beer and head 
back to Fisher Towers.  

We’re lucky enough to grab one of the 5 spots back at Fisher Towers, but I’m still 
bummed to be here instead of Chesler Park.  The conversation is forced tonight – we’ve run out 
of things to say, and we’ve been here before.  We’ve got trivial entertainment tonight, too, as two 
gibbering yuppie gays squabble back and forth about setting up the perfect camp, moving their 
tents ten times, and their squeaky clean no dirt on the tires Subaru back a forth a couple of feet at 
a time, why we don’t know.  Two macho weekend warrior climbing jocks take the spot next to 
us, eyeing us warily and looking down their noses at everyone before scrambling up a hoodoo in 
the parking lot, showing their superiority over the rest of the campground.  God, the trivialness of



it all, the unbearable shit we put up with in our daily lives, isn’t that what you said, Ed?  What the
fuck?  Is it too much to ask for a spit-free enchilada for lunch, and maybe a refill on the coke, 
perhaps a nice peaceful seat in a campground?  What’s wrong with not shaving and showering for
a week and looking and smelling like a redneck?  And what gives you the right to look down your
nose at anybody, you goddamned selfish sonofabitch in the brand new climbing outfit?  

After two weeks of being exactly where I wanted to be, I’m out of sorts here tonight.  
God I wish we were in the grassy meadows of Chesler Park, watching the stars appear around the 
crown of rounded rocks, far from any people, one more night of solitude!  But the beer helps, as it
always does, and the chicken is great, and soon the sun sets, blocking out all the others in camp 
and returning the Milky Way for one more night; I drift into unconsciousness under the mesh of 
stars.



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.

October 9, 2009 –Fisher Towers, Utah – I awake at 5 am, figuring to at least make the 
most of my last morning in the desert.  I don’t want to leave; I don’t want to go home.  It’s not 
that I don’t want to see my family; it’s just that I like it here, and I want to stay here, for another 
day, maybe another week, how about a month?  Why can’t I spontaneously stay out here for five 
weeks, without pants, like Ed in Havasu???  But I’ve only got one more morning, so I lace up my 
boots in the predawn darkness.  

I’ve already hiked most of this trail, while waiting for Tom last Friday.  The familiarity 
helps to navigate in the dark, and I balance the urgency of getting to the top before sunrise against
the danger of stumbling in the dark.  Its easy hiking, with only a water bottle and camera, and the 
silhouettes of the Towers against the brightening skies is breathtaking.  Just a little over and hour 
and I reach trails end, marked by a large Trail’s End sign.  I snap pictures of the Colorado River 
valley, Castle Rock and Priest and Nuns formations in the growing daylight.

When I get back to the campground at 9 a.m., Tom has already packed up his entire camp
and is sitting impatiently in his truck.  WTF, this is the same guy I usually have to wake up most 
mornings at 10 o’clock?  Tom’s obviously anxious to get back home – he’s got a new house, full 
of dreams and to-do lists, and he’s excited to get back and work on it, to turn a house into a home.
And he’s obviously willing to sacrifice a day in the wilderness for it.  Wow, I remember a time 
not too long ago when the look of disbelief on his face betrayed the fact that he had no concept of
why I needed to get back home and couldn’t spend one more afternoon in the Moshannan 
meadows…

Now Tom is making the same choice.  I can’t help but feel sad – he has no idea that he’s 
also building another cage, this one a big one.  A house will become home and then become a 
cage, the bars made of maintenance and money needed to keep it up and time to do all that always
needs done.  Surely this is Tom’s free will, one he’s seen others take on, and it will contain him, 
even though now he thinks he will be different from us, that he’ll be the one in control of his 
house cage.  No, he won’t be a prisoner of more duty, he thinks.  

But I know different, the truth distilled through experience.  Tom is viewing his new toy 
like I viewed the mesa before we dropped into Collins Canyon; I’m viewing it as it is after we 
climbed back out of the canyon.  No, it won’t be a prison; it will be more like an interment camp, 
with time away for good behavior and even a leave of absence every now and then.  Maybe then 
we’ll be allowed to frolic in the wilds for a week every now and then, maybe not – duty will 
come first, and a house is just more duty.  Tom’s duty, the cages of his own construction, will 
become his burden.  Home improvements become debts; additions for a growing family become 
bigger mortgages, demanding a higher paying and more stressful job.  How do you find a 
balance?  How do you keep the duties at bay, or at least offset enough to maintain some sanity?  
Does it ever get any easier?  

No, I’m pissed this morning, I don’t want to go yet.  I want one more Jet-boiled breakfast
of oatmeal and instant coffee, not because it’s better than the gourmet breakfast of home or 
restaurant, but because it tastes better eaten in freedom than anything could ever taste in a cage.  
But Tom starts the diesel engine, the gawd-awful rumbling destroying the peace and forcing me 
to abandon my prolonged leave.  Yes, we choose to build our own cages, even as we fool 
ourselves into thinking that they aren’t cages, that it’s what we want.  Tom would deny 
wholeheartedly right now that he is building a cage, so I don’t bring it up; we ride in silence, the 
only sound the crisp crackle of compressed air escaping as I open a breakfast stout.  A grim 
business, this returning to civilization.  But duty calls.  No, Tom has no ideas that his wilderness 
escapes will dwindle – if he did we’d be turning around and heading to Chesler Park.



Parting is such sweet sorrow, so bittersweet.  The canyons roll by out the window, but 
they look different now than when I first saw them; they are richer, deeper in color and meaning, 
not unfeeling but – dare I say it – friendly?  Friendly like my secret spot on the Ridge.  Another 
stout, and my mood begins to brighten.  It was a great trip, these two weeks in the desert with the 
rocks and sky, Tom and Ed, my wonderful family.  It was worth all the preparation and planning, 
as always, to spend time in such a spectacular wilderness.  Ed’s advice was good, and I’m glad I 
took the time to see the desert, really see it, the way he taught.  Thanks, Ed!

Benedicto: May your trails be crooked, winding, lonesome, dangerous, leading to the 
most amazing view. May your mountains rise into and above the clouds. May your rivers flow 
without end, meandering through pastoral valleys tinkling with bells, past temples and castles 
and poets towers into a dark primeval forest where tigers belch and monkeys howl, through 
miasmal and mysterious swamps and down into a desert of red rock, blue mesas, domes and 
pinnacles and grottos of endless stone, and down again into a deep vast ancient unknown chasm 
where bars of sunlight blaze on profiled cliffs, where deer walk across the white sand beaches, 
where storms come and go as lightning clangs upon the high crags, where something strange and
more beautiful and more full of wonder than your deepest dreams waits for you --- beyond that 
next turning of the canyon walls.

It is a lovely and terrible wilderness…
Harshly and beautifully colored,

Broken and worn until its bones are exposed…
In hidden corners and pockets under the cliffs

The sudden poetry of springs.

Wallace Stegner, The Sound of Mountain Water



Terra Incognito: Wilderness

A countryman has a place on earth that is his own, and much as he may love to wander, as I
myself do, he loves the wandering more because he has a place to return to, a place where he

belongs.

Grand Gulch was just a small sampling of the complex and mysterious Anasazi culture.  
The Anasazi built great cities, complete with a system of roads that rivaled the Romans, 
communication towers stretching across the desert, intricate patterns in beautiful basket making 
and textiles and pottery, successful endeavors into agriculture to supplement hunting on the 
mesas, and artwork that still exists today – by all indications theirs was a thriving and colorful 
culture, set in a beautiful landscape.  And then they walked away…

Why?  Were they forced out by invaders, or by extended drought?  By their own fears?  
All that we know is that they did walk on, most likely south, where they eventually met up with 
the just arriving Spanish Conquistadores, with their horses and armor and gunpowder – and 
diseases to which they had no defenses.

I like to think they decided to leave on their own, for reasons of their own choosing.  Too 
romantic?  Too simplistic?  Too ironic?  Probably all.  But so many times I want to walk away 
from it all; the possibility that some actually had the guts to do so is alluring.  Did they walk away
from their cities, their deadlines, the squalor that was closing in on them, the incredible shit we 
put up with everyday?  Or did they simply walk away from the wilderness?  

And so I, too, moved on, moved out the desert, out of the wilderness, to…to where?  
Home?  I ask the same question, Ed – where am I moving to?  Where is home, my true home? In 
a tent?  In a city?  In the wilderness?

Perhaps at one time, maybe it was wilderness.  But that was long time ago; perhaps all 
that is left of that primal home is a longing, felt only in our collective genes, deep within the 
biology of our cells and chromosomes and DNA, a far-off, distant, faint reminder that we crawled
out of the slime of primeval wilderness so long long ago.  Perhaps that is the pull we feel, we will
always feel, as long as we take the time to listen.  

But wilderness is not our home, not now - I know that now.  When John Muir advised 
that “going to the mountains is like going home” he was referring to our ancestral home, not a 
place where we could live now.  Indeed, John tramped through the mountains, Edward crawled 
through the bowels of the desert, Everett wandered the canyonlands, Henry prowled the New 
England woods, but none of them lived in the wilderness, as the bear does, as the toad does, as the
raven does.  For wilderness is not our home, not anymore.  For we are bound now to each other, 
our individual success tied hook line and sinker to our collective success as a civilization, 
whatever that is.  In the end, for all our differences and conflicts, most men and women share the 
same food, work, shelter, bed, life, joy, anguish and fate.  We need each other.

So if wilderness is not home, if it is not the promised land, if it is not our saviour - than 
what is it?  What is it about wilderness that draws me there, that keeps me coming back, despite 
(because of?) the dangers and uncertainties and implacable indifference?

First and foremost, wilderness is real.  It’s not a manufactured thrill ride, with the thrill 
perfectly calculated but no real danger – you can die here, a real death.  You can touch it, feel it, 
taste it, immerse yourself in it, drown in it, swing from it, wallow in it, meditate on it and in it, 
breathe it, roll in it, enjoy it, love it.  Wilderness is woods and rocks and streams and sky, bears 
and bugs and pine needles and dirt, trails and ferns and birds and insects, trout and hellbenders 
and larvae, glaciers and mountains and canyons and oceans and volcanoes.  Wilderness is our 
bedrock, right you are, Ed. 

And it is from this real bedrock that we begin.  Wilderness is the setting for experience, 
for adventure, for real adventure; a place to test our mettle, to extend our boundaries, to find our 
soul, to find our spirit.  It is a place to find solitude and silence, calm, peace and tranquility.  And 



it is a place of beauty; beauty in the sublime, a goldenrod set in frost; beauty in the spectacular, a 
waterfall plunging over a cliff; beauty in creatures being themselves, being true to their nature; 
even beauty in the violence and fury of a lightning storm or a flash flood.  Wilderness is a place 
to get out of the daily rut, to challenging yourself and push your limits; but wilderness also 
involves slowing down, listening to the breeze, the birds, your heart; a place to stare at a sunset or
sit naked on a rock, a place to appreciate beauty.

But above all, wilderness is place for escape. 
Wilderness is my antidote of choice to ward off the beige, to battle the banal, to offset the

mundane of duty.  It is a place to escape to, to slow down, to listen to myself breathe; wilderness 
provides a place to recharge and renew.  

Wilderness is an unobtainable mistress; she is alluring because she is ideal, but an ideal 
we can never live up to; we know we can never have her, we can never fully live in her bosom.  
So we make quick escapes; hearts aflutter, we parade around in her beauty, in her solitude, in her 
implacable indifference, and we pretend she cares for us as much as we care for her.  But she 
does not, which makes us want her even more.

Ed surely understood this mistress.  Nature is indifferent to our love, but never unfaithful.
He reveled in the beauty and tragedy of these crazy relationships, doomed to disappointment 
when one is so indifferent to the other.  But Ed flowered in this agonizing middle ground; dare I 
say he even reveled in it?  I, for one, don’t have the stomach for the heartbreak inherent in that 
bargain, no matter how great the beauty and reward.  This is where I veer from Ed.

So I look for yet another sage, one whose feet are planted firmly on the ground of 
escapism, one whose romantic visions are even more grounded; for I will never escape for 
extended periods of time into the wilderness.  I will visit my mistress only when duty relents, for 
a week here, two weeks there, a night or two on the ridge after a stressful day, never enough, or 
always just enough?  The romanticized views of our great wilderness writers are still too far away
from me.  Who will speak my truth, the truth of escape, the truth of a simple, common working 
man???

“We go to the mountains not to find out who we are, but to forget what we have 
become.”

Yes!  Yes, that is it!!!  That is why I go to the mountains, to the desert, to the ridge, to 
wilderness - to escape what I have become!!!  Who speaks this truth, so simply, so eloquently?  

It is the seasoned view of another mountain sage, C. L. “Chip” Rawlins, author of Sky’s 
Witness: A Year in the Wind River Range.  This is a voice I must explore; perhaps he will help me
understand what drives me outside, what am I running away from, what questions am I trying to 
answer, what puzzle am I trying to solve, what riddle am I trying to make sense of, and why do I 
think I will find answers in the wild?  

I forget again that wilderness, the perfect mistress, the mistress of my own invention, she 
offers no answers, no comfort, no holy grail, no enlightenment – wilderness offers only 
implacable indifference.  So in the end, my mistress, my hero, wilderness, will always be tragic – 
I am trying to know the unknowable, make sense of what is too complex, too far beyond my 
feeble limits of comprehension.  

Rawlins sums it up bests, when, after trying his best to live solo in the wilderness of the 
Rocky mountains, is finally driven back home by loneliness and love.  Rawlins finds out first 
hand that we now longer have the skills and the stories to live for extended periods of time in the 
wilderness, “so we live as we can, in a succession of escapes and returns, of risk and 
homecoming.  We load our packs.  We ski up into storms.  We come home and tell our tale.”

This is my tale.



So I make up my pack, I pour over the maps; I leave the family at home and grab a good 
book and a good companion; I get off the trail, find a solitary rock or a hidden alcove, sing out 
loud.  This is my continuing tale, my pursuit of a mistress whose voice is irresistible.  She is 
calling, again, beckoning me out West, this time to the Wind River Range in Wyoming.  Should I
heed her call again?  Of course, for I cannot resist…



 Abbey Quotes

"One final paragraph of advice: Do not burn yourself out. Be as I am-a reluctant 
enthusiast... a part time crusader, a half-hearted fanatic. Save the other half of yourselves and 
your lives for pleasure and adventure. It is not enough to fight for the land; it is even more 
important to enjoy it. While you can. While it is still there. So get out there and mess around with 
your friends, ramble out yonder and explore the forests, encounter the grizz, climb the mountains.
Run the rivers, breathe deep of that yet sweet and lucid air, sit quietly for a while and contemplate
the precious stillness, that lovely, mysterious and awesome space. Enjoy yourselves, keep your 
brain in your head and your head firmly attached to your body, the body active and alive, and I 
promise you this much: I promise you this one sweet victory over our enemies, over those 
deskbound people with their hearts in a safe deposit box and their eyes hypnotized by desk 
calculators. I promise you this: you will outlive the bastards."”

 
The sense of justice springs from self-respect; both are coeval with our

birth. Children are born with an innate sense of justice; it usually takes twelve years of public 
schooling and four more years of college to beat it out of them."

 
"What is reason? Knowledge informed by sympathy, intelligence in the arms of love."

"Voluntary simplicity." --Edward Abbey

"Industrialism, whether of the capitalist or socialist coloration, is the basic tyrant of the 
modern age." --Edward Abbey

"But love of the wilderness is more than a hunger for what is always beyond reach; it is 
also an expression of loyalty to the earth which bore us and sustains us, the only home we shall 
ever know, the only paradise we ever need - if only we had eyes to see."

 
“High technology has done us one great service: It has retaught us the delight of 

performing simple and primordial tasks - chopping wood, building a fire, drawing water from a 
spring”

A drink a day keeps the shrink away. 

Love implies anger. The man who is angered by nothing cares about nothing. 

May your trails be crooked, winding, lonesome, dangerous, leading to the most amazing 
view. May your mountains rise into and above the clouds. 

What draws us into the desert is the search for something intimate in the remote.

The world exists for its own sake, not for ours. Swallow *that* pill!

There's nothing so obscene and depressing as an American Christmas.

No one knows precisely how sentient is a pinyon pine, for example, or to what degree 
such woody organisms can feel pain or fear, and in any case the road builders had more important
things to worry about, but this much is clearly established as a scientific fact: a living tree, once 
uprooted, takes many days to wholly die. 



The missionaries go forth to Christianize the savages--as if the savages weren't dangerous
enough already.

Concrete is heavy; iron is hard--but the grass will prevail.

Mormonism: Nothing so hilarious could possibly be true. Or all bad.

A journey into the wilderness is the freest, cheapest, most nonprivileged of pleasures. 
Anyone with two legs and the price of a pair of army surplus combat boots may enter.

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

Whenever I see a photograph of some sportsman grinning over his kill, I am always 
impressed by the striking moral and esthetic superiority of the dead animal to the live one.

Remaining silent about the destruction of nature is an endorsement of that destruction.

Life without music would be an intolerable insult.

This is what you shall do: Be loyal to what you love, Be true to the Earth, and Fight your 
enemies with passion and laughter

Machines[off-road vehicles] are domineering, exclusive, destructive and costly; it is they 
and their operators who would deny the enjoyment of the back country to the rest of us. About 
98% of the land surface of the contiguous USA already belongs to heavy metal and heavy 
equipment. Let us save the 2% - that saving remnant.

It may be true that there are no atheists in foxholes. But you don't find many Christians 
there, either. Or, about as many of one as the other.

Page, Arizona, Shithead Capital of Coconino County: any town with thirteen churches 
and only four bars has got an incipient social problem. That town is looking for trouble.

The first thing I did was take off my pants. Naturally.

A countryman has a place on earth that is his own, and much as he may love to wander, 
as I myself do, he loves the wandering more because he has a place to return to, a place where he 
belongs.

The most common form of terrorism in the U.S.A. is that carried on by bulldozers and 
chain saws.

We should restore the practice of dueling. It might improve manners around here.

I feel a ridiculous greed and possessiveness come over me. I want to know it all, possess 
it all, embrace the entire scene intimately, deeply, totally, as a man desires a beautiful woman.

An empty man is full of himself.



Damp, humid green all over the place- gives the country an unhealthy look. I guess I 
really am a desert rat. The sound of all these verdant leafy things breathing and sweating and 
photosynthesizing around me all the time makes me nervous. Trees, I believe (in the ardor of my 
prejudice), like men, should be well spaced off from one another, not more than one to a square 
mile. Space and scarcity give us dignity. And liberty. And thereby beauty.

We can have wilderness without freedom; we can have wilderness without human life at 
all, but we cannot have freedom without wilderness, we cannot have freedom without leagues of 
open space beyond the cities, where boys and girls, men and women, can live at least part of their
lives under no control but their own desires and abilities, free from any and all direct 
administration by their fellow men.

Whatever we cannot easily understand we call God; this saves much wear and tear on the 
brain tissues.

From the point of view of a tapeworm, man was created by God to serve the appetite of 
the tapeworm.

There has got to be a God; the world could not have become so fucked up by chance 
alone.

I once sat on a mesa above the Rio Grande for three days and nights, trying to have a 
vision. I got hungry and saw God in the form of a beef pie.

Some lives are tragic, some ridiculous. Most are both at once.

Like a god, like an ogre?  The personification of nature is exactly the tendency I wish to 
suppress in myself, to eliminate for good.  I am here to not only evade for a while the clamor and 
filth and confusion of the cultural apparatus but also to confront, immediately and directly if it’s 
possible, the bare bones of existence, the elemental and fundamental, the bedrock which sustains 
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 itself, devoid of all humanly ascribed qualities, anti-Kantian, even the categories 
of scientific description.  To meet God or Medusa face to face, even if it means risking everything
human in myself.  I dream of a hard and brutal mysticism in which the naked self merges with a 
non-human world and yet somehow still survives intact, individual, separate.  Paradox and 
bedrock

How can you exploit a man who enjoys his work?

The strangeness and wonder are emphasized here, in the desert, by the comparative 
sparsity of the flora and fauna: life not crowded upon life as in other places but scattered around 
in spareness and simplicity, with a generous gift of space for each herb and bush and tree, each 
stem of grass, so that the living organisms stand out bold and brave and vivid against the lifeless 
sand and barren rock.  The extreme clarity of the desert light is equaled by the extreme 
individuation of desert life forms.  Love flowers best in openness and freedom.

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

There is an ogre in progress.  JMW



Let us praise the noble turkey vulture: No one envies him; he harms nobody; and he 
contemplates our little world from a most serene and noble height.

The real work of men was hunting meat. The invention of agriculture was a giant step in 
the wrong direction, leading to serfdom, cities, and empire. From a race of hunters, artists, 
warriors, and tamers of horses, we degraded ourselves to what we are now: clerks, functionaries, 
laborers, entertainers, processors of information. 

Fantastic doctrines (like Christianity or Islam or Marxism) require unanimity of belief. 
One dissenter casts doubt on the creed of millions. Thus the fear and the hate; thus the torture 
chamber, the iron stake, the gallows, the labor camp, the psychiatric ward.

If we had the power of ten Shakespeares or a dozen Mozarts, we could not produce 
anything half so marvelous as one ordinary human child

One thing more dangerous than getting between a grizzly sow and her cub is getting 
between a businessman and a dollar bill.

Capitalism: Nothing so mean could be right. Greed is the ugliest of the capital sins.

Death is every man's final critic. To die well you must live bravely.

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

Beware of your wishes: They will probably come true. 

But men of intellect will believe anything-- if it appeals to their ego, their vanity, their 
sense of self-importance.

"We are slaves in the sense that we depend for our daily survival upon an expand-or-
expire agro-industrial empire—a crackpot machine—that the specialists cannot comprehend and 
the managers cannot manage. Which is, furthermore, devouring world resources at an exponential
rate. We are, most of us, dependent employees”

Wilderness is not a luxury but a necessity of the human spirit.

The more corrupt a society, the more numerous its laws.

Wilderness begins in the human mind.

The essence of true wilderness is big mammals that can eat you.

We can have wilderness without freedom; we can have wilderness without human life at 
all, but we cannot have freedom without wilderness, we cannot have freedom without leagues of 
open space beyond the cities, where boys and girls, men and women, can live at least part of their
lives under no control but their own desires and abilities, free from any and all direct 
administration by their fellow men.



But love of the wilderness is more than a hunger for what is always beyond reach; it is 
also an expression of loyalty to the earth which bore us and sustains us, the only home we shall 
ever know, the only paradise we ever need - if only we had eyes to see.

Civilization is a youth with a molotov cocktail in his hand. Culture is the Soviet tank or 
L.A. cop that guns him down.

The idea of wilderness needs no defense, it only needs defenders.

Wilderness is not a luxury but a necessity of the human spirit.

Under the desert sun, in the dogmatic clarity, the fables of theology and the myths of 
classical philosophy dissolve like mist. The air is clean, the rock cuts cruelly into flesh; shatter 
the rock and the odor of flint rises to your nostrils, bitter and sharp. Whirlwinds dance accross the
salt flats, a pillar of dust by day; the thornbush breaks into flame at night. What does it mean? It 
means nothing. It is as it is and has no need for meaning. The desert lies beneath and soars 
beyond any possible human qualification. Therefore, sublime.

We need wilderness because we are wild animals. Every man needs a place where he can 
go to go crazy in peace. Every Boy Scout deserves a forest to get lost, miserable, and starving in. 
Even the maddest murderer of the sweetest wife should get a chance for a run to the sanctuary of 
the hills. If only for the sport of it. For the terror, freedom, and delirium. Because we need 
brutality and raw adventure, because men and women first learned to love in, under, and all 
around trees, because we need for every pair of feet and legs about ten leagues of naked nature, 
crags to leap from, mountains to measure by, deserts to finally die in when the heart fails.

Transparent and intangible as sunlight, yet always and everywhere present, [the desert] 
lures a man on and on, from the red-walled canyons to the smoke-blue ranges beyond, in a futile 
but fascinating quest for the great, unimaginable treasure which the desert seems to promise. 
Once caught by this golden lure you become a prospector for life.

Despite its clarity and simplicity, however, the desert wears at the same time, 
paradoxically, a veil of mystery. Motionless and silent it evokes in us an elusive hint of 
something unknown, unknowable, about to be revealed. Since the desert does not act it seems to 
be waiting-but waiting for what?

The sign on the outhouse door which reads, "Attention: Watch out for rattlesnakes, coral 
snakes, whip snakes, vinegaroons, centipedes, millipedes, ticks, mites, black widows, cone-nosed 
kissing bugs, solpugids, tarantulas, horned toads, Gila monsters, red ants, fire ants, Jerusalem 
crickets, chinch bugs and Giant Hairy Desert Scorpions before being seated."

Benedicto: May your trails be crooked, winding, lonesome, dangerous, leading to the 
most amazing view. May your mountains rise into and above the clouds. May your rivers flow 
without end, meandering through pastoral valleys tinkling with bells, past temples and castles and
poets towers into a dark primeval forest where tigers belch and monkeys howl, through miasmal 
and mysterious swamps and down into a desert of red rock, blue mesas, domes and pinnacles and 
grottos of endless stone, and down again into a deep vast ancient unknown chasm where bars of 
sunlight blaze on profiled cliffs, where deer walk across the white sand beaches, where storms 
come and go as lightning clangs upon the high crags, where something strange and more 
beautiful and more full of wonder than your deepest dreams waits for you --- beyond that next 
turning of the canyon walls.



In the American Southwest, I began a lifelong love affair with a pile of rocks.

Rocks, like louseworts and snail darters and pupfish and 3rd-world black, lesbian, 
militant poets, have rights, too. Especially the right to exist.

On Women:

I find more and more, as I grow older, that I prefer women to men, children to adults, 
animals to humans.... And rocks to living things? No, I'm not that old yet.

A pretty girl can do no wrong.

In marriage, the occasional catastrophic crisis is easier to manage than the daily routine.

"Have a nice day," said Lady Macbeth.

For women, the sexual act is a means to a higher end. For a man, it is an end in itself.

I've wrecked and ravaged half my life in the pursuit of women, and I suffer the pangs of about 
seventeen regrets--the seventeen who got away.

Women: We cannot love them all. But we must try.

Women truly are better than men. Otherwise, they'd be intolerable.

Women who love only women may have a good point.

True, there are no women here (a blessing in disguise?), ...

According to the current doctrines of mysticoscientism, we human animals are really and 
actually nothing but "organic patterns of nodular energy composed of collocations of 
infinitesimal points oscillating on the multi-dimensional coordinates of the space-time 
continuum". I'll have to think about that. Sometime. Meantime, I'm going to gnaw on this 
sparerib, drink my Blatz beer, and contemplate the a posteriori coordinates of that young blonde 
over yonder, the one in the tennis skirt, tying her shoelaces.

Girls: I never wanted them all. Just all the ones I wanted.

Lifting her skirt, she revealed her treasure. The mother lode. Pretty, I thought, but is it art? 

I, too, believe in fidelity. But how can I be true to one woman without being false to all the 
others?

“No truly masculine man ever failed to nourish in his bosom the desire to posses many women” - 
Santayana

The indoor life is the next best thing to premature burial.



“There are several ways of looking at Delicate Arch. Depending on your preconceptions you may
see the eroded remnants of a sandstone fin, a giant engagement ring cemented in rock, a bow-
legged pair of petrified cowboy chaps, a triumphal arch for a procession of angels, an illogical 
freak, a happening. . . . If Delicate Arch has any significance it lies, I will venture, in the power of
the odd and unexpected to startle the senses and surprise the mind out of their ruts of habit, to 
compel us into a reawakened awareness of the wonderful—that which is full of wonder.”


