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AUTHOR’S INTRODUCTION

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

My job began on the first of April and ended on the last day of
September. I liked the work and the canyon country and returned
the following year for a second season. I would have returned the
third year too and each year thereafter but unfortunately for me
the Arches, a primitive place when I first went there, was devel-
oped and improved so well that had to leave. But after a number
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Xii Desert Solitgire: A Season in the Wilderness

of years I returned anyway, traveling full circle, and stayed for a
third season. In this way I was better able to appreciate the
changes which had been made during my absence.

Those were all good times, especially the first two seasons when
the tourist business was poor and the time passed extremely slowly,
as time should pass, with the days lingering and long, spacious and
free as the summers of childhood. There was time enough for once
to do nothing, or next to nothing, and most of the substance of
this book is drawn, sometimes direct and unchanged, from the
pages of the journals I kept and filled through the undivided,
scamless days of those marvelous summers. The remainder of the
book consists of digressions and excursions into ideas and places
that border in varied ways upon that central season in the canyor-
lands.

This is not primarily a book about the desert. In recording my

impressions of the natural scene 1 have striven above all for ac-
curacy, since I believe that there is a kind of poetry, even a kind of
truth, in simple fact. But the desert is a vast world, an oceanic
world, as deep in its way and complex and various as the sea. Lan-
guage makes a mighty loose net with which to go fishing for simple
facts, when facts are infinite. If 2 man knew enough he could write
a whole book about the juniper tree. Not juniper trees in general
but that one particular juniper tree which grows from a ledge of
naked sandstone near the old entrance to Arches National Monu.
ment. What I have tried to do then is something a bit different.
Since you cannot get the desert into a book any more than a fish-
erman can haul up the sea with his nets, I have tried to create a
world of words in which the desert figures more as medium than as
material. Not imitation but evocation has been the goal.

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

Author’s Introduction b1}

Tt will be objected that the book deals too .Esnr with Emﬂm mHW
pearances, with the surface of things, mn.m fails to ommmmn%m e
veal the patterns of unifying relationships which mom%.ﬁ _owuoé
underlying reality of existence. Here 1 Eaﬁ.nozm@mm tha know
nothing whatever about true underlying reality, having Mnﬁ e
any. There are many people who say they have, I know,

! ckier than 1. .

wrw\o”nwwn_oﬂw part T am pleased mujzmr with mc_.mmoauﬂa mwm
they alone seem to me to be of much importance. msnﬂm Emmm or
example as the grasp of a child’s hand in your own, @:N, ﬁwﬁ.ﬁro o
apple, the embrace of friend or lover, the E:.n of a mu_ua mw m_m unmo
sunlight on tock and leaves, the feel of music, the bark o m.ﬁo m
the abrasion of granite and sand, the E::ma of clear émﬂ.ﬁna .m 02
pool, the face of the wind—what else is there? What else do
:mwwﬂmanwqu I have found it ::m<oEmEn. to write some rm_www
words about my seasonal employer the National Park m.nMsQw e
partment of the Interior, United States OoﬁEEnnﬁH ve! e
Government itself has not entirely n.u.mouw& censure, mﬁam o
point out therefore that the Park Service has Fvogm&::rm” mmmaaa
pressure from powerful forces for many @oommmm an rw a M b
the circumstances and so far it has aowo its work 1at mnmén . bs
governmental agencies go the Park Service _m.m.mooa o:ﬂm mﬂ_ mﬂ%ﬁr
jor to most. This I attribute not to the mmE_Emﬁmﬁoa@. .oa nmmrnn_
Service—like administrators o<o%_58 they are dis ﬁnms shed

chiefly by their ineffable Ea&ooﬁ@lwcﬁ. to the mmﬁ:m wo ) mm.

rangers and naturalists in the field, wrn. majority of whom ﬁm M. wﬁw

ble, honest, dedicated men. Pre-eminent among MSMM ave
known personally is Mr. Bates Wilson of Moab, CwW , W o~ nmu Wr
justly be considered the founder of Ommwos_mmmm. Nationa m%om.

He cannot be held responsible for any of the opinions oxﬂ. i

herein, but he is responsible for much of what understanding

; €. .
rmwm%nwﬁw MM:WMWMM Wﬂﬂm_omﬁ persons and places Em:ﬁoﬂa in

this book are orwere real. However for the sake of their mE‘MQ I

have invented fictitious names for some of the people I once knew

in the Moab area and in a couple of cases relocated them _:m space
and time, Those who read this will, I hope, understand and forgive
me; the others will not mind.




Give me silence, waler, hope
Xiv Desert Solitaire: A Season in the Wilderness Give me struggle, iron, volcanoes
Finally a word of caution:

—Neruda
Do not jump into your automobile next June and rush out to
the canyon country hoping to see some of that which I have at-
tempted 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 con-
traption 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. Prob-
ably not. In the second place most of what I write about in this
book is already gone or going under fast. This is not a travel guide
but an elegy. A memorial. You're holding a tombstone in your
hands. A bloody rock. Don't drop it on your foot—throw it at
something big and glassy. What do you have to lose?

E A

April 1967

Nelson's Marine Bar
Hoboken
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Erm.no far out on the tranquil sca of desert, somewhere beyond
Delicate Arch, beyond the Yellow Cat badlands, beyond the
shadow hine.

I wait. Now the night flows back, the mighty stillness embraces

and includes me; I can see the stars again and the world of star-
_Hmrﬂ.. I am twenty miles or more from the nearest fellow human,
but instead of mom&:&% I fee] loveliness. Loveliness and a quiet

exultation,
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THE SERPENTS OF PARADISE

The April mornings are bright, clear and calm. Not until the after-
noon does the wind begin to blow, raising dust and sand in funnel-
shaped twisters that spin across the desert briefly, like dancers, and
then collapse—whirlwinds from which issue no voice or word ex-
cept the forlorn moan of the elements under stress. After the
reconnoitering dust-devils comes the real the serious wind, the
voice of the desert rising to a demented howl and blotting out sky
and sun behind yellow clouds of dust, sand, confusion, embattled
birds, last year's scrub-oak leaves, pollen, the husks of locusts, bark
of juniper. . . .

15
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Time of the red eye, the sore and bloody nostril, the sand-pitted
windshield, if one is foolish enough to drive his car into such a
storm. Time to sit indoors and continue that letter which is never
finished—while the fine dust forms neat little windrows under the
edge of the door and on the windowsills. Yet the springtime winds
are as much a part of the canyon country as the silence and the
glamorous distances; you learn, after a number of years, to love
them also.

The mornings therefore, as I started to say and meant to say, are
all the sweeter in the knowledge of what the afternoon is likely to
bring. Before beginning the morning chores I like to sit on the sill
of my doorway, bare feet planted on the bare ground and a mug of
hot coffee in hand, facing the sunrise. The air is gelid, not far
above freezing, but the butane heater inside the trailer keeps my
back warm, the rising sun warms the front, and the coffee warms
the interior.

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

Hello . . . theyseem to cry, who . . . are . . . you?

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

No doubt this line of analogy must be rejected. It's foolish and
unfair to impute to the doves, with serious concerns of their own,
an interest in questions more appropriate to their human kin. Yet
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their song, if not a mating call or a waming, must _.uo what it
sounds like, a brooding meditation on space, on solitude. The
game. o

Other birds, silent, which I have not yet learned to am.ss@, are
also lurking in the vicinity, watching me. What the o.E:r&om._mw
terms 1.g.bs—little gray birds—they flit about from point to point
on noiseless wings, their origins obscure.

As mentioned before, 1 share the housetrailer with a number of
mice. I don’t know how many but apparently only a few, perhaps a
single family. They don’t disturb me and are welcome to my
crumbs and leavings. Where they came from, how they got into
the trailer, how they survived before my arrival ﬁm.oﬁ the trailer had
been locked up for six months), these are puzzling H.zmﬁmﬂm I am
not prepared to resolve. My only teservation concermng the mice
is that they do attract rattlesnakes. . .

T'm sitting on my doorstep early one morning, facing the sun as
usual, drinking coffee, when I happen to look down and see almost
between my bare feet, only a couple of inches to the rear of my
heels, the very thing I had in mind. No Emmﬁ.;csm that é&mm:.wm
head, that tip of horny segmented tail peeping out of the coils.
He's under the doorstep and in the shade where the m.ao_:& and air
remain very cold. In his sluggish condition he’s not likely to strike
unless T rouse him by some careless move of my own.

There’s a revolver inside the trailer, a huge British én.o_,nu\ 45>
loaded, but it’s out of reach. Even if I had it in my hands I'd hesi-
tate to blast a fellow creature at such close range, shooting be-
tween my own legs at a living target flat on sohid rock thirty inches
away. It would be like murder; and where would I set my coffee?
My cherrywood walking stick leans mmmmum.w the ﬁ.nmzm%o:mm 4&:
only a few feet away but I'm afraid that in leaning over for it 1
might stir up the rattler or spill some hot coffee on _:.w scales.

Other considerations come to mind, Arches National Ko:.:.
ment is meant to be among other things a sanctuary for wildlife
—for all forms of wildlife. It is my duty as a park ranger to protect,
preserve and defend all living things within the park boundaries,
making no exceptions. Even if this were not the case I have per-
sonal convictions to uphold. Ideals, you might say. I prefer not to
Lill animals. I'm a humanist; I'd rather kill a man than a snake.

What to do. I drink some more coffec and study the dormant
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reptile at my heels. It is not after all the mighty diamondback,
Crotalus atrox, I'm confronted with but a smaller species known
locally as the horny rattler or more precisely as the Faded Midget.
An insulting name for a rattlesnake, which may explain the Faded

- Midget's alleged bad temper. But the name is apt: he is small and
dusty-looking, with a little knob above each eye—the horns. His
bite though temporarily disabling would not likely kill a full-grown
man in normal health. Even so I don’t really want him around.
Am I to be compelled to put on boots or shoes every time I wish
to step outside? The scorpions, tarantulas, centipedes, and black
widows are nuisance enough,

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

After thawing out my boots over the gas flame I pull them on
and come back to the doorway. My visitor is still waiting beneath
the doorstep, basking in the sun, fully alert. The trailerhouse has
two doors. I leave by the other and get 2 long-handled spade out of
the bed of the government pickup. With this tool I scoop the
snake into the open. He strikes; I can hear the click of the fangs
against steel, sec the stain of venom. He wants to stand and fight,
but I am patient; I insist on herding him well away from the
trailer. On guard, head aloft—that evil slit-eyed weaving head
shaped like the ace of spades—tail whirring, the rattler slithers
sideways, retreating slowly before me until he reaches the shelter
of a sandstone slab. He backs under it.

You better stay there, cousin, I warn him; if I catch you around
the trailer again 1'11 chop your head off.

A week later he comes back. If not him, his twin brother. I spot
him one morning under the trailer near the kitchen drain, waiting
for a mouse. I have to keep my promise.

This won’t do. If there arc midget rattlers in the area there may
be diamondbacks too—five, six or seven feet long, thick as a man's

wrist, dangerous. I don’t want them camping under my home. It
looks as though T'll have to trap the mice.

However, before being forced to take that step I am lucky
enough to capture a gopher snake. Bumning garbage one morning
at the park dump, I see a long slender yellow-brown snake emerge
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from a mound of old tin cans and plastic picnic plates .uum take off
down the sandy bed of a gulch. There is a burlap sack in the cab of
the truck which I carry when plucking Kieenex flowers from the
brush and cactus along the road; I grab that and my stick, run
after the snake and corner it beneath the @68&..30% of a bush.
Making sure it's a gopher snake and not somcthing less mmn?_. i
open the neck of the sack and with a great deal of coaxing and
prodding get the smake into it. The mowvﬂ snake, Drymarchon
corais couperi, or bull snake, has a reputation as the enemy of rat-
tlesnakes, destroying or driving them away whenever encoun-
tered. . T
Hoping to domesticate this sleek, handsome mnn_ docile reptile,
release him inside the trailerhouse and keep him ﬁ.rn_.n.moﬁ mn,@.&
days. Should I attempt to feed him? I decide against it—let him
eat mice. What little water he may need can also be extracted
m the flesh of his prey.
Woﬁrw gopher mbmw%me I get along nicely. During the day he
curls up like a cat in the warm corner _u.m?um the heater and at
night he goes about his business. The mice, .m_:mcmm.ﬂ_w quiet for a
change, make themselves scarce. The snake is passive, nw_um.:nmzw
contented, and makes no resistance when I pick him up with my
hands and drape him over an arm or mSEE my neck. .dS.»m: I
take him outside into the wind and sunshine his favorite place
seems to be inside my shirt, where he wraps r_.Bm&m mﬂos.um my
waist and rests on my belt. In this position he sometimes sticks his
head out between shirt buttons for a survey of the émmmﬁb.mﬁo?
ishing and delighting any tourists who may happen to be .&:& me
at the time. The scales of a snake are dry and smooth, quite pleas-
ant to the touch. Being a cold-blooded creature, mvm course, vm Ewﬂ.
his temperature from that of the immediate environment—in this
body.
omﬂwwﬂwﬁm nﬁvaE&m. From my point of view, friends. After a
week of close association I turn him loose on the warm sandstone
at my doorstep and leave for a patrol of the park. At noon when I
return he is gone. I search everywhere beneath, nearby and inside
the trailerhouse, but my companion has disappeared. Has he left
the arca entirely or is he hiding somewhere close by? At any rate I
am troubled no more by rattlesnakes under the door.
The snake story is not yet ended.




20 Desert Solitaire: A Season in the Wilderness

In the middle of May, about a month after the gopher snake’s
Mﬁm@ﬂmm_ﬁ%a@ M___HM the evening of a very hot day, with all the rosy

esert cooling like a griddle wi
Jesert ot img ! Em.ﬂw e with the fire turned off, he reappears.

I'm in the stifling heat of the trailer opening a can o
footed, about to go outside and relax m@?ﬁ mm hard mMu\wwMMmowmmwnm
cloud mo.ﬁumﬁo:m. I happen to glance out the little window near
the Rm.:mnamﬁa and see two gopher snakes on my verandah en-
gaged in what seems to be a kind of ritual dance. Like a livin
caduceus they wind and unwind about each other in n:a&mmm
graceful, perpetual motion, moving slowly across a dome of sand-
stone. Invisible but tangible as music is the passion which joins
them—sexual? combative? both? A shameless voyeur, | stare m_m” the
~o<.ﬂ.m. and then to get a closer view run outside and around the
trailer to the back. There I get down on hands and knees and cree
toward the dancing snakes, not wanting to frighten or &mn:w
m._nE..H crawl to within six feet of them and stop, flat on my bell
watching from the snake’s-eye level. Obsessed with their ballet, mm
serpents seem unaware of my presence.
~ The two gopher snakes are nearly identical in length and color-
ing; T canpot be certain that either is actually my former house-
hold pet. I cannot even be surc that they are male and female
though their performance resembles so strongly a pas de deux ¢~
formal lovers. They intertwine and separate, glide side by side MM
perfect congruence, turn like mirror images of each other and glide
back again, Sm.:m and unwind again. This is the basic pattern but
there is a variation: at regular intervals the snakes elevate their
heads, facing one another, as high as they can go, as if each is try-
ing to outreach or overawe the other. Their heads and bodies rise,
higher and higher, then topple together and the rite goes on

I craw] after them, determined to see the whole thing. mzmmnmu
and simultaneousiy they discover me, prone on my belly a few mmmw
away. ,E:.w dance stops. After a moment’s pause the two snakes
come straight toward me, still in flawless unison, straight toward
my mmnﬁ. the forked tongues flickering, their intense wild yellow
cyes staring directly into my eyes. For an instant I am paralyzed b
wonder; then, stung by a fear too ancient and powerful to cch
come I scramble back, rising to my knees. The snakes veer and
turn and race away from me in parallel motion, their lean elegant
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bodies making a soft hissing noise as they slide over the sand and
stone. I follow them for a short distance, still plagued by curiosity,
before remembering my place and the requirements of common
courtesy, For godsake let them go in peace, I tell myself. Wish
them luck and (if lovers) innumerable offspring, a life of happily
ever after. Not for their sake alone but for your own.

In the long hot days and cool evenings to come I will not see the
gopher snakes again. Nevertheless T will feel their presence watch-
ing over me like totemic deities, keeping the rattlesnakes far back
in the brush where I like them best, cropping off the surplus
mouse population, maintaining useful connections with the pri-
meval, Sympathy, mutual aid, symbiosis, continuity.

How can I descend to such anthropomorphism? Easily—but is
it, in this case, entirely false? Perhaps not. I am not attributing
human motives to my snake and bird acquaintances. recognize
that when and where they serve purposes of mine they do so for
beautifully selfish reasons of their own. Which is exactly the way it
should be. I suggest, however, that it's a foolish, simple-minded
rationalism which denies any form of emotion to all animals but
man and his dog. This is no more justified than the Moslems are
in denying souls to women. It seems to me possible, even proba-
ble, that many of the nonhuman undomesticated animals experi-

ence emotions unknown to us. What do the coyotes mean when
they yodel at the moon? What are the dolphins trying so patiently
to tell us? Precisely what did those two enraptured gopher snakes
have in mind when they came gliding toward my eyes over the
naked sandstone? If I had been as capable of trust as T am suscep-
tible to fear I might have learned something new or some truth so

very old we have all forgotten it.

They do not sweat and whine about their condition,
They do not lic awake in the dark and weep for their sins. . . .

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

earth are kindred.




May Day.
A crimson sunrise streaked with gold flares out be

Rock, beyond the arches and dium&osmv beyond mwnwww Wwwwwnmm
Oc_om_m.o. Dawn winds are driving streamers of snow off the peaks
om.ﬁrn. Sierra La Sal and old man Tukuhnikivats, mightiest of HWQ_E.
tains in the land of Moab, will soon be stripped bare to the granite
if this ,.Sn.m doesn’t stop. Blue scarves of snow flying in m._m wind
twenty miles away—you wouldn’t want to be up there now, as
mwnw say out here, 13,000 feet above the sea, with only your mmﬁm

In honor of the occasion I tack a scarlet bandanna to the ridge-

=]
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pole of the ramada, where my Chinese windbells also hang, jin-

gling and jangling in the breeze. The red rag flutters brightly over
the bells—poetry and tevolution before breakfast. Afterwards I
hoist the Stars and Stripes to the top of the flagpole up at the en-
trance station. Impartial and neutralist, taking no chances, I wish
good fortune to both sides, good swill for all. Or conversely, de-
pending on my mood of the moment, damn both houses and pox
yobiscum. Swinish politics, our ball and chain.

The gopher snake has deserted me, taking with him most of my
mice, and the government trailerhouse is a lonely place this morn-
ing. Leaving the coffee to percolate slowly over the lowest possible
flame, I take my cherrywood and go for a walk before breakfast.
The wind blows sand in my teeth but also brings the scent of
flowering cliffrose and a hint of mountain snow, more than ade-
quate compensation.

Time to inspect the garden. I refer fo the garden which lies all
around me, extending from here to the mountains, from here to
the Book Cliffs, from here to Robbers’ Roost and Land’s End—an
area about the size of the Negev and, excepting me and the hud-
dled Moabites, uninhabited. .

Inventory. Great big yellow mule-ear sunflowers are blooming
along the dirt road, where the drainage from the road provides an
extra margin of water, a slight but significant difference. Growing
among the sunflowers and scattered more thinly over the rest of
the desert are the others: yellow borage, Indian paintbrush, scarlet
penstemon, skyrocket gilia, prickly pear, hedgehog cactus, purple
locoweed, the coralted globemallow, dockweed, sand verbena.
Loveliest of all, however, gay and sweet as a pretty girl, with a fra-
grance like that of orange blossoms, is the cliffrose, Cowania stans-
buriana, also known—by the anesthetic—as buckbrush or quinine
bush.

The cliffrose is a sturdy shrub with gnarled trunk and twisting
branches, growing sometimes to twice a man’s height. When not
in bloom it might not catch your eye; but after the winter snows
and a trace of main in the spring it comes on suddenly and gloni-
ously like a swan, like a maiden, and the shaggy limbs go out of
sight behind dense clusters of flowers creamy white or pale yellow,
like wild roses, each with its five perfect petals and a golden
center.
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There’s a cliffrose standing near the shed behind the trailer,
shaking in the wind, a dazzling mass of blossoms, and another
coming up out of solid sandstone beside the ramada, ten feet tall

and clothed in a fire of flowers. If Housman were here he'd alter
those lines to

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

The word “shrab” presents a challenge, at least to such verse as
this; but poetry is nothing if not exact. The poets lie foo much,
said Jeffers. Exactly. We insist on precision around here, though it
bend the poesy 2 little out of shape.

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

Because of its clouds of flowers the cliffrose is the showiest plant

in the canyon country, but the most beautiful individual flower,
most people would agree, is that of the cacti: the prickly pear, the
hedgehog, the fishhook. Merely opinion, of course. But the various
cactus flowers have earned the distinction claimed for them on the
basis of their large size, their delicacy, their brilliance, and their
transcience—they bloom, many of them, for one day only in each
year. Is that a fair criterion of beauty? I don’t know. For myself I
hold no preference among flowers, so long as they are wild, free,
spontaneous. (Bricks to all greenhouses! Black thumb and cut-
worm to the potted plant!)

The cactus flowers are all much alike, varying only in color
within and among the different species. The prickly pear, for ex-
ample, produces a flower that may be violet, saffron, or red. It is
cup-shaped, filled with golden stamens that respond with sensitive,
one might almost say sensual, tenderness to the entrance of a bee.
This flower is indeed irresistibly attractive to insects; I have yet to
look into one and not find a honeybee or bumblebee wallowing
drunkenly inside, powdered with pollen, glutting itself on what
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e a marvelous nectar, You can’t get them out of .ﬁrmﬂmll
meun%o:,n go home. I've done my best to annoy Emm' —uc_cmwm ﬂ_.%
prodding with a stem of grass, but a _unw in a cactus .ooﬂ ém
be provoked; it stays until the flower wilts. G:E Qoamm M” . .

The true distinction of these flowers, 1 mnor.um found in .nn oo
trast between the blossom and the plant which ?omcowm w .EE@
cactus of the high desert is a small, grubby, obscure an , _M !
vegetable associated with cattle dung and o<ﬂmﬂmuﬁmmv Hzﬁwﬂ.m ummm
only when you tangle with it in the wrong way. Mﬂw rom is nest
of thorns, this snare of hooks and fiery spines, is born onc cach
year a splendid flower. It is unpluckable and except m% an _E o
almost unapproachable, yet soft, lovely, sweet, &m.m:m mo. me m%mm
fying better than the rose among ?oBm the 19@ o cﬂ_u o:._m

Stepping carefully around the straggling prickly _umm:..m @M me
after a few paces over bare sandstone to 2 plant w %w ? detert
sive weaponry makes the cactus seem H&mcc.&w. benign. : is one S
formed of a cluster of bayonetlike leaves pointing up m:m ou mﬁ,ﬂ”
each stiff green blade tipped with a point as intense and pen bt
ing as a needle. Out of the core of this ==~o:owmzm. wmmmmﬂ 5 rest
rises a slender stalk, waist-high, gracefully curved, whic mswv.oﬁ.ﬁw
heavy cluster of bell-shaped, cream-colored, wag-coated, ome,E Eu\
perfumed flowers. This plant, :Mwmm nmo.ﬂmm%cw a M_m::uﬁ of the lily

ily, i e of yucca called Spanish bayonet.
?:WMWHmJN@anM defenses, or perhaps vm”omwwn %m ﬁrmﬂrﬂmﬁw
yucca is as beautiful as it is strange, perfect in its p mMn Mg he et
that place may be—on the Dagger Emwm of wwm. wmm , mm_w. Bmm
grasslands of southern New Mexico, the rim m:.& interior 0 Crand
Canyon or here in the >Hovmwu oonﬂw? growing wide-space

itaire from the red sands of Utah. o
m&%ﬂm yucea is bizarre not only in appearance but in ;w Eonwmuwm‘
repreduction. The flowers are pollinated not by voﬂw or .MHE Eoﬂ
birds but exclusively by a moth of the genus Pronu niéw ...._,.M_# :
the yucca, aided by a liberal allowance of time, has aw_ omﬂ M out 2
symbiotic relationship beneficial &:& necessary to both. mmoiﬂ
lays its eggs at the proper time in the ovary of ﬁrn. vﬁoowmm wer
where the latvae, as they develop, *o.mm on the growing mor 5, At

ing enough of them to reach maturity but Mom,:mm enough in e

moqm to allow the plant, assisted by .ﬁrm desert winds, to moM. 5@2.

year's yucca crop. In return for this nursery care the moth p
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forms an essential service for the yucea: in the process of entering
the flower the moth—almost accidentally it might scem to us—
transfers the flower’s pollen from anther to pistil, thus accomplish-
ing pollination. No more; but it is sufficient.

‘The wind will not stop. Gusts of sand swirl before me, stinging
my face. But there is still too much to see and marvel at, the world
very much alive in the bright light and wind, exultant with the
fever of spring, the delight of morning. Strolling on, it seems to
me that the strangeness and wonder of existence 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
abroad 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 organism stands out bold and brave and vivid against the
lifeless sand and barren rock. The extreme clarity of the desert
light is cqualed by the extreme individuation of desert life-forms,
Love flowers best in openness and freedom.

Patterns in the sand, tracks of tiger lizards, birds, kangaroo rats,
beetles. Circles and semicircles on the red dune where the wind
whips the compliant stems of the wild ricegrass back and forth,
halfway around and back again. On the crest of the dune is a cury-
ing cornice from which flies a constant spray of fine sand. Crescent-
shaped, the dune shelters on its leeward side a growth of sunflow-
ers and scarlet penstemon. I lie on my belly on the edge of the
dung, back to the wind, and study the world of the flowers from
ground level, as a snake might see it. From below the flowers of
the penstemon look like flying pennants; the sunflowers shake and

creak from thick green hairy stalks that look, from a snake’s view-
point, like the trunks of trees.

I get up and start back to the trailer. A smell of burning coffee
on the wind. On the way I pass a large anthill, the domed city of
the harvester ants. Omniverous red devils with a vicious bite, they
have denuded the ground surrounding their hill, destroying every-
thing green and living within a radius of ten feet, | cannot resist
the impulse to shove my walking stick into the bowels of their hive
and rowel things up. Don’t actually care for ants. Neurotic little
pismires. Compared to ants the hairy scorpion is a beast of charm,

dignity and tenderness.

My favorite juniper stands before me glittering shaggily in the
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sunrise, ragged roots clutching at the B.ow on which it Ma&m, SMWW
dark boughs bedecked with a Ba.r with a shower Om n_mwacnum
colored berries. A female, this ancient mam_«.maoﬁrﬂ of a tree _w
be three hundred years old; growing veryislowly, the juniper mmu
dom attains a height greater than fifteen or twenty mmowm mmmm ~o :
favorable locations. My juniper, though still fruitful mﬁ n_.s.m&
vigor, is at the same time partly dead: one _wm: of Hw M. :m «
trunk holds skyward a sapless claw, a ,c_..muor f.&o:ﬂ mnm. roH Monm
baked by the sun and scoured by the wind to a silver finish, w
magpies and ravens like to roost i.ﬁ: I'am not too close. N
Tve had this tree under surveillance cver since my M::wm at
Arches, hoping to learn something mon it, to a_.mooewmn t .M &mﬂ. -
cance in its form, to make a connection through its .:mm.g: i W %s-
ever falls beyond. Have failed. The essence om. the juniper moz e
ues to elude me unless, as I presently suspect, 1ts msm@._on is also he
essence. Two living things on the same earth, respiring in a o -
mon medium, we contact one another but gn?w:w a:mo.m com
munication. Intuition, sympathy, oEmMmdm all fail to guide me
into the heart of this being—if it has a heart. “ o
EWOMH times I am exasperated by the juniper's stafic posc; mMHMw.
thing in its stylized gesture of appeal, ?.mn dead Qmi&mﬂmﬁw Em_.m
sky, suggests catalepsy. Perhaps wr.m tree is mad. The dull, p i
creaking of the branches in the wind indicates, however, an 1
liberation. .
dmwﬂwommﬂw flows around us from the yellow haze in FM oMmr M
morning wind, a solar wind. We're in for a storm today, dust an
lthy air. .
mmﬂm\.w%_w%n mwéna as yet but bright and fresh, with #mm«Mm Nm mmm
startling, living green in contrast to the usual desert o?M .M.:wam
a shrub known as singleleaf ash, one of the few true : QWM uous
plants in the pinyon-juniper nomuﬁss_ﬁww W\_mww MMMMMM momwowmngn
imentary leaves, or no leaves at all,
MMWHM and ﬂw\o singleleaf ash seems out o.m place rnﬂmﬁ. mm_oﬁﬂ
lous, foredoomed to wither and die. Amax.ﬁﬁm n:oﬁm_n is ohe
botanical name.) But touch the leaves of this plant mM wo%mmo_.ﬁ.
them dry as paper, leathery in texture and there o_.,n_ et
resistant. The singleleaf ash in my mm&m: stands m_oum a o%m o
path, a dwarf tree only three feet high but tough and enduring,

clenched to the stone.
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Sand sage or old man sage, a lustrous windblown blend of silver
and blue and aquamarine; gleams in the distance, the feathery
stems flowing like hair, Purple flowers no bigger than your finger-
nail are half-revealed, half-concealed by the shining leaves. Purple
sage: crush the leaves between thumb and finger and you release
that characteristic odor, pungent and bittersweet, which means
canyon country, high lonesome mesaland, the winds that blow
from far away.

Also worthy of praise is the local pinyon pine, growing here-
abouts at isolated points, for its edible nuts that appear in good
years, for its ragged raunchy piney good looks, for the superior
qualities of its wood as fuel—burns clean and slow, little soot, little
ash, and smells almost as good as juniper. Unfortunately, most of
the pinyon pines in the area are dead or dying, victims of another
kind of pine—the porcupine. This situation came about through
the conscientious efforts of a federal agency known formerly as the
Wildlife Service, which keeps its people busy in trapping, shooting
and poisoning wildlife, particularly coyotes and mountain lions.
Having nearly exterminated their natural enemies, the wildlife ex-
perts made it possible for the porcupines to multiply so fast and so
far that they—the porcupines—have taken to gnawing the bark
from pinyon pines in order to survive.

What else? Still within sight of the housetrailer, I can sce the
princess plume with its tall golden racemes; the green ephedra or
Mormon tea, from which Indians and ploneers extracted a medic-
inal drink (contains ephedrine), the obnoxious Russian thistle,
better known as tumbleweed, an exotic; pepperweed, bladderweed,
snakewced, matchweed, skeleton weed—the lastnamed so deli-
cately formed as to be almost invisible; the scrubby little wavyleaf
oak, stabilizer of sand dunes; the Apache plume, poor cousin of the
cliffrose; gray blackbrush, most ubiquitous and humble of desert
plants, which will grow where all else has given up; more annuals
—primrose, sourdock, vellow and purple beeplant, rockeress, wild
buckwheat, grama grass, and five miles north across the floor of
Salt Valley, acres and acres of the coral-colored globemallow,

Not quite within eyeshot but close by, in a shady dampish secret
place, the sacred datura—moonflower, moonlily, thornapple—
blooms in the night, soft white trumpet-shaped flowers that open
only in darkness and close with the coming of the heat. The datura
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is sacred (to certain cultists) because of its content Mm w..ﬂo?.mw Hw.
powerful narcotic of the alkaloid group capable of in munEmLM e
ary hallucinations, as the Indians %moﬁzﬁnm long be cawm. 1155
chedelic craze began. How they ooMEﬁWEM W:an MMMWM vmmom_mﬁww
i isoning themselves to death nobody Knows;
Mﬁwﬂﬂ%@% wﬂomww% M.”umé so-called primitive man made his Emuwwom‘_ma
discoveries. We must concede that science 18 Joﬁ:zm new, t M_M HMm.
search, empirical logic, the courage to experiment are as o
wcmwwm*hw.m the plants T have named so far belong to what nnﬁ.u_o.
gists call the pinyon pine-juniper community, J@omw.om Mwmo meﬂ
dry, sandy soils of the tablelands. .Un_mom:m to Em mﬁqﬂ _& a m_ ot
Valley and you find an entirely @_mﬂm:ﬁ grouping: sha mo.wn@ four
winged saltbush, greasewood, spiny horsebrush, asters, mi awsimm
budsage, galletagrass. Along the 4%:2 and the rare _wm nial
strcams you'll find a third community: the Fremont poplar %_. .
tonwood tree, willow, tamarisk, Hmw?zua.umr or chamisd, _mn ! mo.mw_-
riety of sedges, tules, rushes) reeds, cattails. H.r.m moEzM_ plan Mﬁrm
munity, in the Arches area, is found ,c.w the springs mHm aroun [he
seeps on the canyon walls—the hanging gardens of ro.MP H_H_ouwww
flower, death camas, columbine, helleborine orc _ru _.Mno Emm
panicgrass, bluestem, poison ivy, squawbush, m:@ t M o:m lomic
primrose Primula specuiola, found nowhere but in the cany
_mumnw.amnr for the inventory. After such a Hmnm?u\ listing of Emsw
life the reader may now be visualizing Arches Z.mﬂ.on& gonwﬁwwn
as more a jungle than a desert. Be reassured, it is not so. e
called it a garden, and it is—a rock garden. Despite ﬂ:a_n. grea Mw_”n
ety of living things to be found rmnw, most of the surface o -
land, at least three-quarters of it, is sand or mmmmm.nmnm na :‘
monolithic, austere and unadorned as the sculpture o M e Eoﬂnm.
It is undoubtedly a desert place, clean, pure, totally useless, qui

unprofitable.

The sun is rising through a yellow, howling wind. AE& for
breakfast. Inside the trailer now, broiling vmwcﬁ m_.& Ea.nm mm_m«
with good appetite, 1 hear the sand patter like rain against the
metal walls and brush across the i:mos.wm:mm. A fine silt mna:ﬁﬁ.
lates beneath the door and on the window ledge. The trailer
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shakes in a sudden gust. All one to me—sandstorm or sunshine I
am content, so long as I have something to eat, good health, the
earth to take my stand on, and light behind the eyes to see by.

At eight o'clock I put on badge and ranger hat and go to work,
checking in at headquarters by radio and taking my post at the en-
trance station to greet and orient whatever tourists may appear.
None show. After an hour of waiting I climb in the government
pickup and begin a patrol of the park, taking lunch and coffee
with me. So far as T know there’s no one camping in the park at
this time, but it won’t hurt to make sure,

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

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

The heart-shaped prints of deer are plain in the dust of the road
and I wonder where the deer are now and how they're doing and if
they've got enough to eat. Like the porcupine the deer too become
victims of human meddling with the natural scheme of things—
not enough coyotes around and the mountain lions close to extine-
tion, the deer have multiplied like rabbits and are cating them-
selves out of house and home, which means that many each year
are condemned to a slow death by starvation. The deerslayers
come by the thousands every autumn out of Salt Lake and Cali-
fornia to harvest, as they like to say, the surplus deer. But they are
not adequate for the task,

The road ends at the Double Arch campground. No one here, I
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check the garbage can for trapped ormuz.EEG, Wmow M_w Mvwmﬂﬂ_wﬂw
i “sanitary factlities,” where
tlecaps, and inspect the “sanitary : ! o
i f lime, black widow spide
be in good order: roll of paper, can o , black
mm_..m:mw in their usual strategic corners. On the inside of the door
someone has written a cautionary note: . y
nakes, whip
tention: Watch out for rattlesnakes, coral sna:
Mwﬂmmwm_cm:ommﬁoonm. centipedes, Ezrv&mm_ :owm.%ﬂnmmwﬁwwmw
idows issi Ipugids, tarantulas,
widows, cone-nosed kissing bugs, solp s,
il onsters, red ants, fire ants, HnEmm m ets,
MNNMMW n_whuwmﬂ”un_ Giant Hairy Desert Scorpions before being
seated. .
T walk out the foot trail to Double Arch muﬂ the Windows. .MWM
wind moans a dreary tune under the overhanging coves, Mﬂwnmn o
i he dead pinyon pines.
holes in the rock, and through th : « e sky
i this relatively sheltered pla
bscure and yellow but the air in . . -
MEonm the _.Morm is still clear. A few v:.%. dart m.uﬁ.éﬁ.. WWMM.
throated sparrows, the cliff swallows, mn_swéwzwm _M._mmwﬁmﬂmsm e
i k and white. In the
handsome acaderic dress of blac t and ¢
f other creatures, from the
the sand dunes I can read the passage of otl tures, from (e
i ts of birds, mice, lizards, a
ig track of a buck to the tiny prin )
w“mona. Hopefully I look for sign of bobcat or coyote but find
ﬁbﬂ%.o need more predators. The sheecpmen oﬁEEmFm mm Mm MMM“
ir Jambs. This is true but do
that the coyotes eat some of their ! ey
the coyotes slee
ugh? I mean, enough lambs to keep .
MMMHMW mwn_ well mnm.uﬁrm.ﬁ is my concern. >m.moﬂ the mmnnmom of an
occasional lamb, that seems to me a small price Mo HumM _Moﬂmmmmwoﬂ
lation. The lambs, accustomed by .
o o vele, o mt o in; and the sheepmen, who run their
to their role, do not complain; an , un thel
i ds and are heavily subsidized,
hooved locusts on the public lan : .
H%om_“ of them as hogrich as they are pigheaded, can easily afford
ifling losses. o
Eﬂwwmﬂmﬂnn_m more coyotes, more mountain lions, Eo%riow_.ém M:MM
i d eagles. The livesto
and wildcats, more owls, rm.ﬁ%m an
MMﬂMwoma and their hired mercenaries from .nrw wwﬁmmmﬁoﬁ.%cmﬂw
f these animals with unremitting fe-
Agency have pursued all o ihing 1o
i ishi Ity for nearly a century, u g
rocity and astonishing cruelty : 1
i i inati thing from the gun an p
campaign of extermination every . .
M“a?m E.m@_mmn and the most ingenious devices of chemical and
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wwmwmm“owu aéwnmmﬂ. 2_2 content with shooting coyotes from air
nd hunting lions with dogs, these b :
Fed soortsming | , _bounty hunters, self-
, government agents like to plant poi
meat all over the landscape, distrib P onch tallo
. y te tons of poi
balls by air, and hide _um_.»o% ide gt D o and o
, cyanide guns in the ground
—a threat to humans as well as ani 1 o satisbed,
_ s animals. Still not satisfied
w”:mm mncnu.o_umn_ mdm.domzu to use 2 biochemical ooH:onz:M FN_MW
M.r Mw sterile any animal foolish enough to take the bait
o wrwo%_.% Emzwwmn thoughts, wind in my eyes, I round a comner
and there’s a doe and her fawn
° . 1 . not ten yards
rmwww_wmm MM “wwn:maomm. _Wm::m flowers. While she oo_.mm :oanmem
¢d me, the doe sees me almost at But si
stopped abruptly and froze, she isn’ T om danserons
: : t sure that | d
Puzzled and suspici he side, medonm
picious, she and the fawn at her side
- i Q.
H%n .&:_ﬁw starc at me for several long seconds. I Em“ﬂmoﬁﬂ__ﬂw
mas ing .ﬁm ¢ slightest of movements, and the doe springs up E.E.
N y as if bounced from a trampoline, followed by the fawn. Thei
s arp hooves clatter on the rock. o
wOoEn _u.mnr here!” I shout. “I want to talk to you.”
Fwocﬁwrmuw. nm :wﬁ ENM:W and in another moment have vanished
ind. I could follow if I wanted to, track th
across the dunes and throu o o o o
gh the open parks of juniper and cliff-
Hmmn. But why should I disturb them further? __wé% _.mmhs moﬂ_uhm
moMMu “H% mowumrmé w_n.w_nwmmmmm in demonstrating my friendship and
! i1, why shou lead them to believe that i
E% can be trusted? That is no office for a mm.nsm.. enything mar-
o “MHHH_.M Mwo%nﬁwzﬁirrﬁ\w:mcﬁ a great opening fifty feet high
| » through which I see the clouded sky and th
.HMBE.;EE and mao_. the funneled rush of the émaa.%HmM_.BVmswmmw
Mmzﬂw Mwnmcmrﬂw_a m% ant crawling through the eyesocket wm a
own the other side a half-mile to a litt] i
head of a seldom-visited can the ing for ©
. yon. I am out of the wind f
change, can light up my pi retting dust
; A v pipe and ook around wi 1
in mq eyes; I can hear myself think, round without geting dust
Em:MHM Momwm M_w_o track of a coyote superimposed on the path of
I. 50 there is at least one remaining in th
the same coyote I heard tw B ling at the Loty
. o weeks ago wailing at th i
moon. His trail comes down off th ’ he west
¢ sandstone from the
passes over the sand under a juniper and up to the seep of MMMW
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green water in its circle of reeds. Under the juniper he has left two
gray-green droppings knitted together with rabbit hair. With
fingertip I write my own signature in the sand to let im know, to
tip him off; I take a drink of water and leave.

Down below is Salt Creek Canyon, corraded through an anti-
cline to the bed of the Colorado. If T were lucky I might find the
trail of bighorn sheep, rumored still to lurk in these rimrock
hideaways. In all these years of prowling on foot through the
canyons and desert mountains of the Southwest 1 have yet to see,
free and alive in the wild, either a lion or a bighorn. In part I can
blame only my ignorance and incompetence, for 1 know they are
out there, somewhere; I have seen their scat and their tracks.

As I am returning to the campground and the truck I see a
young cottontail jump from the brush, scamper across the trail and
freeze under a second bush. The rabbit huddles there, panting,
ears back, one bright eye on me.

I am taken by the notion to experiment—on the rabbit. Sup-
pose, I say to myself, you were out here hungry, starving, no
weapon but your bare hands. What would you do? What could
you do?

There are a few stones scattered along the trail. I pick up one
that fits well in the hand, that seems to have the optimum feel and
heft. I stare at the cottontail hunched in his illusory shelter under
the bush. Blackbrush, I observe, the common variety, sprinkled
with tightly rolled little green buds, ready to burst into bloom on
short notice. Should I give the rabbit a sporting chance, that is,
jump it again, try to hit it on the run? Or brain the little bastard
where he is?

Notice the terminology. A sportsman is one who gives his quarry
2 chance to escape with its life. This is known as fair play, or
sportsmanship. Animals have no sense of sportsmanship. Some,
like the mountain lion, are vicious—if attacked they defend them-
selves. Others, like the rabbit, Tun away, which is cowardly.

Well, I'm a scientist not a sportsman and we've got an impor-
tant experiment under way here, for which the rabbit has been
volunteered. 1 tear back and throw the stone with all I've got
straight at his furry head.

To my amazement the stone flies true (as if guided by a Higher
Power) and knocks the cottontail head over tincups, clear out
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Mﬂmﬂm Mm:mnmn %w _Mz&n:sm blackbush. He crumples, there’s the usual
of biood, etc, a brief
g of blood, <t ict spasm, and then no more. The
For a moment I am shocked b
r ] y my deed; I stare at th i
Hmvgw his .m_mumm eyes, his blood drying in the dust. mo:wom.__www
vital is H.mnw:_m. But shock is succeeded by a mild elation. meanm
my victim to the vultures and maggots, who will appieciate ?.:m
wdozw hﬁ._.:,:._ I oosalﬁr.m flesh is probably infected with tularemia—
H oM::nsn my walk with a new, augmented cheerfulness which is
hard to csmmﬂmﬂ:m but unmistakable. What the rabbit has lost in
M:ﬂmw and spirit seems added, by processes too subtle to fathom
0 my own m.oE. I try but cannot feel any sense of guilt. I QmEEm
mﬂd\ soul: white as snow. Check my hands: not a trace of blood. No
HMMWMH nwo I mmmwmo ssolated from the sparse and furtive life m&:dm
» @ stranger from another world. I have entered i i
We are kindred all of us, killer and victi redator and oy
R and victim, predator and
and the sly coyote, the soarin o pher nake,
/ , the g buzzard, the elegant goph
ww@ trembling cottontail, the foul worms that mommm om %:MMMMMMM.
a %m. ﬂ:.w:.r all of us. Long live diversity, long live the earth! u
. cjoicing m my innocence and power I stride down the trail
M:Mmﬁr the elephantine forms of melting sandstone, past the stark
shadows of Double Arch. The experiment was 2 complete success;
it WE never be necessary to perform it again. ‘
&m:wow in the warm v_.ow_.%. I enjoy 2 well-earned sandwich and
pok my o.omnm .vamEd driving on another six miles, through
clouds of S.Em..mdé: dust and sand, to the old Hsngé Omrm.
m:mw the UMWEE:m of the trail to Delicate Arch "
nce there was a man named Tumbow s&. ived i
. o lived in the gri
wastelands of an castern city which we will not mention wmwomlzwﬂw
m.mEm_w though familiar to all the world, is not important. This
H””vas, _”Emrmommsﬁ_uco:. His doctors gave him six Eomﬁ_.m Mt
win his despair fled to the arid wilds, to thi spot,
- - . 4 m
built the cabin, lived on and on for many years m:a_H QMWMQ o
years ago. S
O_,.MMW meumw:mnmsmﬁm on the vmwwm of the unpotable waters of Salt
ek, ow stream on a bed of quicksand. Drinki i
available half a2 mile u i  spring. Tumbon
abl : pstream at a tributary spring. T
me_: :Mm.: is a ém_.w-_uamannm ruin (nothing aMomwm mmcssmawwaﬂw‘
ade ot Jumper, pinyon and cottonwood logs, no two alike in
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shape or size. The crudity of the construction followed from the
scarcity of wood, not lack of skill. The cracks between the unhewn
logs were chinked with adobe; a few fragments still remain. The
walls have a morbid greenish hue that matches the coloration of
the nearby hills; this is dust from the Morrison formation, a loose
friable shale containing copper oxides, agate, chert, and traces of
vanadium and uranium. There is a doorway but no door, a single
window and no glass. The floor consists of warped, odd-size planks.
Tn one corner is a manger for horses, an addition made long after
the death of Mr. Turnbow. Cobwebs complete with black widow
spiders adorn the darker comers under the ceiling, In the center of
the room is a massive post of juniper shoring up the ancient, sag-
ging roof, which is a thatchwork affair of poles, mud and rock, very
leaky. As shelter, the cabin cannot be recommended, except for its
shade on a hot day.

Back of the cabin are the lonesome Morrison hills, utterly life-
less piles of clay and shale and broken rtock, a dismal scene. In
front are the walls of Dry Mesa and Salt Creek Canyon. 1t is a hot,
sunken, desolate place, closed in and still, lacking even a view. As
Genghis Khan said of India, “The water is bad and the heat makes
men sick.” A haunted place, in my opinion, haunted by the ghost
of the lonely man who died here. Except for myself no one lives
within thirty miles of Turnbow Cabin.

With relief I turn my back on this melancholy ruin and take the
golden trail up the Jong ledge of Navajo sandstone which leads to
Delicate Arch. I cross the swinging footbridge over Salt Creek,
pestered on the way by a couple of yellow cowflies (cattlemen call
them deerflies). The cowfly, or deerfly if you prefer, loves blood.
Human blood especially. Persistent as a mosquito, it will keep
attacking until either it samples your blood or you succeed in
killing it, or both. The most artful among them like to land in
your hair and attach themselves to the scalp, where they will not
be noticed until too late. But they are home-loving insccts; once
over the bridge and away from the slimy little creek you leave
them behind.

Many have made the climb to Delicate Arch, so many that the
erosion of human feet is visible on the soft sandstone, a dim
meandering path leading upward for a mile and a half into a queer
region of knobs, domes, turrets and coves, all sculptured from a
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single solid mass of rock. What do the pilgrims see? The trail
climbs and winds past isolate pinyons and solitary junipers to a
vale of stone where nothing has happened for a thousand years, to
judge from the quietude of the place, the sense of waiting that
seems to hover in the air. From this vale you climb a second ledge
blasted across the face of a cliff, round a corner at the end of the
trail and Delicate Arch stands before you, a fragile ring of stone on
the far side of a natural amphitheatre, set on its edge at the brink
of a five hundred foot drop-off. Looking through the ring you see
the rim of Dry Mesa and far beyond that the peaks of the La Sal
Mountains,

There are several ways of looking at Delicate Arch. Depending
on your preconceptions you may see the eroded remnant of a sand-
stone 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 (not surprsingly there have been some, even in the Park
Service, who advocate spraying Delicate Arch with a fixative of
some sort—Elmer's Glue perhaps or Lady Clairol Spray-Net).
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 (“Gol-dangit Katherine where’s my light meter, this
glare is turrible”}, 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 in 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 beau-
tiful. (There is no beanty 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
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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 Uo:o.mwm Arch
has the curious ability to remind us—like rock and sunlight and
wind and wilderness—that out there is a %mﬂmm.ﬁ world, older and
greater and deeper by far than ours, a world which surrounds and

~ qustains the little world of men as sea and sky surround 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 mmﬁ.EoH.woMg we
discover that nothing can be taken for mam.:ﬁ.mmv for if this ring of
stone is marvelous then all which shaped it is marvelous, and our
journey here on earth, able to sec and touch and hear in the midst
of tangible and mysterious things-in-themselves, is the most
d daring of all adventures.
mqw_wmwﬂmmmmnmﬁ mfnr the others are anticlimactic but H go on to
inspect them, as I'm paid to do. From Turnbow Cabin I n_.:<m
northwesterly on a twisting road above Mm# Valley past a _mg::ﬂ
of fins and pinnacles toward the Devil's Garden. On the way !
pass Skyline Arch, a big hole in the wall where something Scm
place a few years ago which scems to bear out the E\_uonrmmmm o
geology: one November night in 1940 when IO one Wwas aroun _Mo
watch, a big chunk of rock fell out of this arch, mammmﬁmm t M
opening by half again its former size. The @ro.ﬁo.mam@,:m, mm S.mm
After,” prove it. The event had doubtless ‘Umms.E preparation. MH
hundreds maybe thousands of years—snow falling, E&Sn@ Eom-
ling into minute fissures, dissolving the cements ﬁ?o.r knit mmar-
stone particles together, freezing and expanding, énamEm apart the
tiny cracks, undermining the base—but the oEdEmcé Hn.mﬁ_w ?mm
a matter, probably, of only a few noisy and dusty minutes in s;:on_,
the mighty slabs cracked and grumbled, shook _oomo‘.&owmm& an
stid and smashed upon the older slabs below, shattering the peace
of ages. But none were there to see and hear except the local
lizards, mice and ground squirrels, and perhaps a pair of outraged,
avens.
mmmoﬁwwwaﬁ_”m end of the road and walk the deserted trail to Land-
scape Arch and Double-O Arch, picking up a few ow.n& WIappers
left from the weekend, straightening a trail sign which mo_da.wo&
had tried to Temove, noting another girdled and bleeding pinyon
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pine, obliterating from a sandstone wall the pathetic scratchings
of some imbeciles who had attempted to write their names across
the face of the Mesozoic. (Where are you now, J. Soderlund?
Alva T. Sarvis? John De Bris? Bill Hoy? Malcom Brown?)

The wind blows, unrelenting, and flights of little gray birds
whirl up and away like handfuls of confetti tossed in the air, The
temperature 1s still falling, presaging snow. I am glad to return,
several hours later, to the shelter and warmth of the housetrailer. I
have not seen a soul anywhere in Arches National Monument
today.

In the evening the wind stops. A low gray ceiling of clouds
hangs over the desert from horizon to horizon, silent and still. One
small opening remains in the west. The sun peers through as it
goes down. For a few minutes the voodoo monuments burn with a
golden light, then fade to rose and blue and violet as the sun winks
out and drops. My private juniper stands alone, one dead claw
reaching at the sky. The blossoms on the cliffrose are folding up,
the scarlet penstemon and the bayonets of the yucca turn dull and
vague in the twilight.

Something strange in the air. I go to the weather station and
check the instruments—nothing much, actually, but a rain gauge,
an anemometer or wind gauge, and a set of thermometers which
record the lows and highs for the day. The little cups on the wind
gauge are barely turning, but this breath of air, such as it is, comes
from the southwest. The temperature is fifty-five or so, after a low
this morning of thirty-eight. It is not going to snow after all.
Balanced on a point of equilibrium, hesitating, the world of the
high desert turns toward summer,
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POLEMIC: INDUSTRIAL TOURISM
AND THE NATIONAL PARKS

{ke my job. The pay is generous; I might even say munificent:
WM.HMM wmw wosb mm_.:w% or not, backed solidly by the world’s ?omn
powerful Air Force, biggest national debt, and grossest national
product. The fringe benefits are priceless: Emm: air to breathe
(after the spring sandstorms); stiliness, solitude and space; an
unobstructed view every day and every night of sun, sky, stars,
clouds, mountains, moon, cliffrock and canyons; a sense of time
enough to let thought and feeling range from rm:.w to w.rm. end of
the world and back; the discovery of something mtimate—
though impossible to name—in the remote. .




THE DEAD MAN AT
GRANDVIEW POINT

Somnolence-—a heaviness in the air, a chill in the sunlight, an
oppressive stillness in the atmosphere that hints of much but says
nothing. The Balanced Rock and the pinnacles stand in petrified
silence—waiting. The wildlife has withdrawn to the night, the
flies and gnats have disappeared, a few birds sing, and the last of
the flowers of summer—the globemallow—have died. What is it
that's haunting me? At times I hear voices up the road, familiar
voices . . . I look; and no one is there.

Even the tourists that creep in and creep out in their lumbering,
z06

The Dead Man at Grandview Point 207

dust-covered automobiles reveal a certain weariness with desert
travel, a certain longing to be elsewhere, to be where it’s high,
cool, breezy, fresh—mountain or seashore, And they should. Why
anyone with any sense would volunteer to spend August in the
furnace of the desert is a mystery to me; they must be mad, these
brave tourists, as [ am mad.

Fach day begins clean and promising in the sweet cool clear
green light of dawn. And then the sun appears, its hydrogen
cauldrons brimming—so to speak-with plasmic fires, and the
tyranny of its day begins.

By noon the clouds are forming around the horizon and in the
afternoon, predictable as sunrise and sunset, they gather in massed
formations, colliding in jags of lightning and thunderous artillery,
and pile higher and higher toward the summit of the sky in
vaporish mountains, dazzling under the sunlight. Afterward, per-
haps, comes a little rain—that is, a violent cloudbuist above some
random site in the desert, flooding arroyos and washes with tor-
rents of mud, gravel and water in equal parts, a dense mixture the
color of tomato soup or blood which roars down the barren water-
ways to the river, leaving the land an hour later as dry as it was
before. The clouds melt away, the thunder fades and the sun
breaks through again, blazing with redoubled intensity upon sand
and rock and scattered, introverted shrub and tree. Rainy season in
the canyonlands.

These brief thundershowers are not entirely without effect: I
can see these days a dull green fuzziness spreading like a mold
across the distant swales of Salt Wash Valley. Near at hand are a
few of the plants responsible for that coloration—the tumbleweed
or Russian thistle, hairy and prickly, unpleasant both to touch and
eye. At the same time the ground is being prepared for a more
wholesome growth, the September resurgence of rabbitbrush, sun-
flower, aster, wild buckwheat and matchweed.

With evening come elaborate sunsets in every named and
unnamed hue of gold, purple, crimson, green, orange and blue,
spread out for fifty or a hundred miles among the floating ranks of
clouds, with spokes of light radiating across the sky all the way
from the western to the eastern horizon. Often the sunset is re-
flected not only on the mountain peaks, standing like islands in a
sea of twilight, but also on ranges of clouds to the east, where the




