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  	FOREWORD
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	It is easiest, if you love the West, to live in a large city as far away from the region as possible. Your love will still be painful as you watch or read about the damage being done to the land and its wildlife. But your loyalties will be clear.
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	You can join the Sierra Club or the Wilderness Society, you can help the League of Conservation Voters try to beat the congressional Dirty Dozen each biennium, and your local U.S. representative or senator will probably agree with you when it comes to opposing the logging of old growth in the Northwest and the building of a mine near Yellowstone.
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	You will see the West clearly. You will see that it is under siege from within. Small-minded, grasping companies, in league with western congressional delegations and shortsighted towns, are out to turn the Wests beauty and ecological health into a few jobs and a lot of bucks.
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	If you pay attention to the politics of the West, you will have seen that the region is sending radicals to Washington, D.C., at an accelerating rate. People like Wyoming Representative Barbara Cubin or Idaho Representative Helen Chenoweth appear to have emerged from some inexplicable netherworld, giving speeches to armed members of militias while serving them baked salmon to prove there is no need for an Endangered Species Act. You will read in your local paper that President Bill Clintons fall 1996 creation of the Grand StaircaseEscalante National Monument, which gave joy to so many people around the nation, was greeted with fierce anger and mourning in southern Utah, which should have been the epicenter of the celebration.
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	A deep divide exists between the West and the rest of the nation on almost every federal land issue. In Smithtown, New York, for example, teachers bring wolves into the classrooms to teach children about those nearly exterminated creatures. Then the students write letters to public officials urging reintroduction of the animals to Yellowstone National Park. Meanwhile, in the small towns around Yellowstone, children are told by their parents that 
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  	the reintroduction of wolves represents another blow to their way of life and that the only way to survive the wolf is to shoot, shovel, and shut up.
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	Of course, the small towns in the West are not solid in their beliefs. In most towns and certainly in every valley, one finds individuals and small grassroots groups who fight for the national monument, fight for the wolves, and work to protect their local landscapes. Many, but not all, of these people are relatively new to the West. They retain their values despite the hostility around them. Often, they define themselves as the other. That is their identity, and they draw strength from it.
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	But other people and groups in the Wests towns and small citiesa population of 20,000 is a good-sized place and 1,500 is nothing to sneer atare torn. We are torn between the land and its wildlife on one side and our angry, bewildered, often incompetent communities on the other.
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	We are appalled at the people our neighbors elect by wide margins to the state houses and the U.S. Congress. We are alienated politically. We may be able to walk onto federal lands from our doorsteps, but we can only have influence on those lands through a federal judge, a congressperson from Ohio, or a D.C.-based conservation group.
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	The more we reach out for distant help in land-use battles, the worse we make things at home. The West has become like the South, jealous and touchy of its sovereignty, seeing plots and black helicopters everywhere. The situation is so bad that many in the region would happily destroy the federal lands to regain what they see as their lost sovereignty. Elected officials believe that if they could just get rid of the federal land, the rest of the nation would finally stop messing in the Wests affairs. They believe that fights over wolves and clear-cuts and national monuments would finally end, and Westerners could live happily ever after.
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	The public lands, then, are held hostagecaptive to a majority of the people closest to them who apparently feel less and less responsibility for their protection.
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	It is a terrible situation. It makes riding a tiger look like a ride on a merry-go-round. Things are made worse by the lack of discussion in political forums, in the media, or even in academe about the forces that are separating the West from the rest of the nation. This book is intended to help start such a discussion; it is meant to 
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  	get beyond the cliché of pristine wilderness pitted against the cliché of jobs for our children.
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	The book contains twenty-one essays, all by western writers, about issues in the West that are not captured in conventional, polarized debates. The contributors see the West through many different lenses. But these Writers on the Range share one important trait: They all believe that ultimately the solutions to the Wests terrible situation will come from within the region.
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	It may seem parochial to confine a book of essays to writers who live and work in the West. Such a prohibition, for example, would have excluded the late Wallace Stegner and the late Bernard DeVoto, both of whom were born in the West but could not have written about the region from within the region.
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	But the West has evolved over the past several decades, and today the region provides writers with both the intellectual freedom and modest economic bases to do the work DeVoto had to do from Harvard and Stegner from Stanford. This patient, searching collection of essays is a sign of that evolution. You will find no clichés here, no easy answers. For this is a book written for those whose love of the region has gone beyond the words found in direct mail appeals for funds. This book is the ultimate compliment to the reader: It is as intelligent and honest and even painful as these Writers on the Range could make it. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	Ed Marston

Paonia, Colorado 
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  	PREFACE.
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	Writers on the Range (WOTR) is more than a book; it is an idea, an expectation, and a promise. It is the coming together of writers from mindsets as varied as western landscapes to stake a claim and take a stand on the future of their homeland. It is anger and anguish for a West scarred by decades of callous resource extraction, sundered by warring neighbors and visions, seduced by rivers of federal largesse, and stunted in its evolution by a distant governance. It is belief in the land and people of the Westa hope and a conviction that the future of the region should and must be responsibly determined by those who live in its many places and who, by choice, have made the West their home, their calling, their love.
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	WOTR has gestated and evolved over the years. Its origins stretch back to a long string of writers seminars hosted by the Foundation for Research on Economics and the Environment (FREE) and set in the shadow of Yellowstones Northern Range. This book is the partial product of one of those seminarsa 1994 seminar co-directed by Karl Hess and John Baden and aptly entitled Writers on the Range.
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	The book is also much more. It is the coalescing of an idea into action, of writers into a coherent and collegial advocacy for peace and changeon an embattled landscape. It is the first of what will be many statements of the nascent Writers on the Range, an expanding and perpetual rendezvous in mind and place for western wordsmiths committed to a literature of the West and to a West of environmental responsibility, civility, and cooperation; affiliation and engagement; community and self-governance. For all of these reasons, WOTR is unique; it is both a book and a movement of caring writersa living, evolving spirit of the West that seeks conciliation with its past and collaboration in the making of its future.
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	WOTR as a movement has moved beyond Yellowstones Northern Range to the greater hinterlands of the West. It has found a new home in Paonia, Colorado, as a western writers syndicate in symbiosis with High Country News. Nonetheless, it remains every-writers Writers on the Rangea place of contemplation, a
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  	place of congeniality where voices for western places can take a stand for home, be it on a grassy plain, a sagebrush basin, or a forested ridge.
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	WOTR as a book is part of the movements legacy. It is the first groping of kindred souls toward conciliation and collaboration toward a better understanding of what it means to live in the West, to be a westerner, and to partake in the Wests ongoing evolution. It is the felicitous mix of scribes, essayists, poets, prosaists, and policy scribblers struggling to see western problems and solutions in a different, sometimes novel, yet always challenging and innovative light. The book is special in that regard; nowhere else can such an eclectic group of writers be found within a common cover. But this is no accident. It reflects a profound belief that there is no single truth about the Westjust many facts. Truths, if they exist, are little more than the opinions of the people who make up the West the perceptions forged by place, community, and experience. Writ-ers on the Range is an attempt to sample that diversityto celebrate the many facets that make up this native home of hope.
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	The book is structured in three parts: Range at the Divide (Part One), A Range of Vistas (Part Two), and A Range of Places (Part Three). Part One speaks of the conflict that divides todays western range the pitting of a traditional culture founded on resource extraction against an emergent culture founded on service, high technology, and recreation. The essays by John Baden, Barbara Rusmore, and Karl Hess originally appeared in the special Wise Use issue of Northern Lights. Together with the essay by Donald Snow, they offer a range of perspectives on the clash of western cultures. They remind us that there is no right or wrong in the passage from one culture to another, only the shift in sensibility and the pain fundamental change brings. They also remind us that a West worth living inand lovingis one in which the past not only informs but infuses the future. For all of the faults and failings of an extractive past, there are values to be extracted, saved, and carried over to the next West.
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	Part Two is a collage of vistas on today's Westglimpses at the values and cultures of past and present. It is both critical and celebratory, a reflection of the anger and anguish that attend a people and a history that are neither saintly nor demonic. The essays by Linda Hasselstrom, Drummond Hadley, and Hardy Redd are affirmative statements of the best of the Westthe myths and values
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  	to be extracted, saved, and carried over. Judy Blunt and Penelope Reedy speak of a darker side of the West, the plight of rural women in a western culture that has historically constrained their personal development and limited their social role. The essays by Tom Wolf, Stephen Bodio, and Christina Nealson bring out the complexities and diversity of range, small-town life, and urban-to-rural migration that so enliven todays West. Randal OTooles essay marches to a slightly different and more analytic drummer; he delves into the intricacies of public policy and the conundrums that face western environmentalists.
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	Part Three is the vision. All of the essays in this section offer pieces to the puzzle of what the next West will look like. William Reibsame speaks cautiously but positively of a fusion of old and new cultures. Rocky Barker gets high on the sizzle and the steak of twenty-first-century ranching. Drum Hadley paints a portrait of a grassbank that could restore the Wests ecological heritage and preserve the best of its social legacy. Tom Wolf weaves a tale of hope for Colorados Sangre de Cristos that is built on traditional community and old-fashioned, capitalist sweat equity. Gus diZerega envisions a West of cooperation, one in which Jeffersonian values inspire a new breed of western towns and communities. Datus Proper celebrates open space and caring stewardship. Don Snow invokes a West of self-governance in which citizens do not advise decisions but rather make decisions. And John Baden melds ecology and economy in a call for collaboration between western artists and analysts.
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	As diverse and strong as the book is, Writers on the Range barely penetrates the mystery and richness of the West. We leave to all the other writers on the range the task of telling the rest of the story. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	John A. Baden
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  	PART ONE

RANGE AT THE DIVIDE
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  	1

A CLASH OF CULTURES IN THE EMERGING WEST
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	John A. Baden 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	The morning of Thanksgiving Eve, daylight breaking, its minus 12 at our ranch near Bozeman, but theres no wind. Im off to a workout, then to my office where Ill write a book proposal on my PowerBook, fax it to my Seattle office, and call friends and colleagues around the country. Greetings from the New West. I relish the dayI almost always dobut theres something Ill miss. The mornings stark cold brings it all back.
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	Twenty-three years ago, daylight breaking, its just below zero up Taylor Fork of the West Gallatin. How quiet it can be at dawn, at 7,000 feet in a forest of dark, respiring trees. Out of the silence comes a deep, rhythmic call. It resonates through the trees; it says to me, Lets go. Soon well both be warm. On the south slope, if the wind stays down, Ill shed my jacket by noon and work in long johns and shirt til lunch. Ill enjoy the food and rest. My body will ache for both.
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	The deep sound is steady now, muffled like the wings of a ruffed grouse when he beats the air without flying. Its a beautiful sound I hear it clearly and wish you could hear it with me. It still moves me today. We cant see the source, but we know exactly what it is.
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	A fallers saw wouldnt start, so hes standing on the tracks of a D-7 Cat, holding his Homelite over the dozers warm stack. The heavy saw muffles the exhaust. Soon itll be warm enough to start. The Cats wake-up purr will shift to a good working growl, changing with load and slope.
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	We are working together, fallers and skidders, and we work with nature. The fallers first job is to put standing trees on the ground without hanging them up on others. We cut two or three logs per tree, leaving eight inches on each for trim. Weve been lucky so far: little snow, but a big dump due this weekend. 
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  	The fallers are working just ahead of the skidders rather than days or weeks ahead. In Montana, Cat operators set their own chokers. They dont want to dig through a couple feet of snow to find the logs. They jump off their machine, set chokers on two to six logs, hit the winch, and watch the mainline come taut, then head to the landing to deck the logs and spin the Cat for another turn.
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	The work, the action, the coordination, the clear and unambiguous value of what we producedI liked it a lot. Sometimes when Im looking for something in the shop, I still find artifacts of those years and think warm thoughts.
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	It is this legacy of honest labor and industriousness that the Wise Use Movement stands for but critics of Wise Use ignore. I believe this neglect disadvantages all who seek reform and who value intellectual and ethical integrity.
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	There are good people out there in the movement, with their own vision of the Wests future, and it doesnt square with mine. A few even remember me from when I was with them. I respect and cant forget them, even though I work more with symbols than stuff and drink more wine than whiskey. The world they know is going fast. It cant be preserved, and that makes me sad. Id like to help smooth the transition, and I hope youll join me in under-standing that were leaving something valuable behind. Heres how it happened. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	THE COHERENCE OF NORTHWESTERN VALUES

AND INSTITUTIONS 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	For more than a century, from at least 1846 until the late 1960s, the major social institutions of the Northwest shared a single vision of humankinds relationship with the land: the exploitation of natural resources. The regions economic and political elite fostered a way of life dependent on resource extractionand there were plenty of resources to support it. Abundant forests, rangelands, fisheries, and minerals formed the heart of the regions economy. Cultural values legitimized and political favoritism subsidized the dominance of resource extraction. It was a dynamic, interdependent process wherein each institution reinforced, and was reinforced by, the others.
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	Mutual justification led to a cultural and economic coherence now widely recognized. Secretary of the Interior Bruce Babbitt said: 
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  	Traditionally, the American West has been something of a third-world economy based on resource extraction. We earned a living by sawing timber, grazing cattle, and mining the earth. . . . Andin those days our political system reflected the realities of the resource economy. When so many jobs depended on the sawmills, there wasnt much of a constituency for forest wilderness. In fact, most people were hostile to the very idea. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	The Northwests reliance on the extractive sectors income and employment created constituencies that pressed for the continuation and expansion of subsidies. The Grazing Service, for example, was controlled by stockmen who consistently thwarted efforts to raise grazing fees. Many logging communities became dependent on subsidized timber cuts in national forests. Northwestern legislators, like Senator James McClure of Idaho, spent long careers in Congress fighting to fund public works projects, to keep grazing fees and timber costs low, and to raise farm income above market rates at the expense of citizens in other parts of the country. Although many of these politicians claimed to be conservative Republicans who favored free-market capitalism, they nevertheless responded predictably to voters who pressed to keep the subsidies flowing. Proextraction laws and agencies nurtured constituencies that relied on those programs for their livelihoods, creating a culture that felt entitled to political privilege undeneath a public veneer of rugged self-reliance. These are the origins of Wise Use.
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	It shouldnt be hard to understand why so many people who have based their lives on this model of subsidized and protected development want to preserve it. They, too, are conservationists, but of a passing way of life. Its dishonest to pretend otherwise because we now want to conserve other things. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	THE END OF SANCTIFIED EXPLOITATION.
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	Today, the Northwests old cultural and economic coherence is completely fragmented. In its place, a new consensus is emerging based on a common commitment to the protection of environmental values. With this potential new coherence, as with the old, the regions culture, economy, and politics would be mutually complementary and reinforcing. But the coming together of the new coherence is being resisted by what Charles Wilkinson calls the Lords 
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  	of Yesterday, outmoded yet tenacious political groups, institutions, and policies.
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	Americas growing appreciation of environmental values has drawn new immigrants to the Northwest. Among them are entrepreneurs dependent on non-extractive industries and immigrant retirees seeking the recreational amenities so abundant here. Others come to visit, drawn by the regions natural beauty. Increased mobility has also fostered a stunning rise in the number of retirees living in the Northwest. They, too, are footloose and eager to retire in places where the quality of life is high. With them come pensions, retirements, rents, dividends, and Social Security paymentsall of these together comprising the transfer payments that bring substantial new dollars into local economies. Tourists and new businesses are not attracted by clear-cuts, mudflats, strip mines, or boomtown trailer homes. What brings themthe people, jobs, and incomeis environmental quality.
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	The values brought by the newcomers differ sharply from those dominating the old consensus. There surely are loggers and farm-ers who love the land. Ive worked with some who knew their live-lihood was intimately connected to the continued health of the land. But their economic well-being still depended on extracting or reshaping natural resources by logging, irrigating, mining, or plowing the land. The new environmental values encourage people to use the land in non-extractive and sustainable ways. Even when poorly managed, recreation causes far less wear and tear on the land and its inhabitants than mining, road building, and logging. When recreation becomes a major source of employment and income, use of the land and environmental quality become complementary, not competitive.
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	Recreation accounted for 83 percent of forest-related employment in the greater Yellowstone area in 1987 and accounts for even more today. But its simply not true that jobs in recreation are tied only to the national parks. For example, 47 percent of the forest-related jobs in the Lewis and Clark National Forest are recreational. Together with local businesses designed to serve new immigrants and footloose firms that arrive to take advantage of a pleasing environment, recreation provides the bulk of employment in many Northwestern communities. All of these employers depend on a green environment unspoiled by extraction.
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	The unattractive features of traditional industries are accelerating the shift. Extractive industries tend to be volatile and reliant 
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  	on highly specialized labor rarely found in rural markets. They seldom employ locals, and even when they do the number of jobs is very small. In Idaho, western Montana, and northwestern Wyoming, extractive industries constitute a low and falling percentage of the regions total jobs and income. These jobs threaten the environment without offering secure prosperity. Volatility, minimal job creation, and few prospects for growth cripple the outlook in all extractive sectors. For many, the changes were seeing today are a welcome escape from an uncertain and difficult past. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	But what of those left behind? 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	LAST GUYS DONT FINISH NICE 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	Change has its dark side. In recent years, Montana has seen the closure of major copper smelters in Anaconda and Great Falls, 2,000 fewer wood products jobs, major debt and credit problems for farm-ers, and falling demand for its coal and oil. Since 1989, Idaho has suffered severe shrinkage in metal mining. Oregon and Washington lost 48,000 wood products jobs during the 1980slosses largely independent of the spotted owl. Even as its population booms, the Northwests resource extraction economy is smaller and less dependable than it used to be. It would be dishonest to deny that this situation brings pain. And its a pain that motivates grassroots resistance to the new coherence based on environmental values.
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	The impact of these losses can be devastating for individuals, families, and sometimes entire communities. Losses often fall disproportionately on workers like those in Butte, Montana, and Forks, Washingtonworkers who enjoyed years of stable, high-paying, and rewarding employment in mining and logging. Their years of economic stability and specialized training are lost, and with the loss comes the extinction of a way of life that stretches back several generations.
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	This is the real hardship that fuels the Wise Use Movement. Its reality is independent of the movements funding. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	THE OLD ZEITGEIST STILL BITES 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	Wise Use is a countermovement to environmentalism. Its lead-ers are determined to slow, halt, and ultimately reverse environ-mental protections established in the last generation. In the words 
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  	of Ron Arnold, one of the movements leaders, Were going to run the environmentalists out of business. Wise Users argue that environmental laws and regulations are costly, inimical to private property rights, and destructive to traditional lifestyles and livelihoods.
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	Some of their criticisms have a point. The taking of private property imposed by poorly thought-out environmental regulations like the Endangered Species Act and wetlands laws have imposed large hidden costs on society, particularly on those in the regions most affected by their terms.
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	Wise Use arose largely in response to regulations that constrain traditional economic development as people understand it. As a movement, Wise Use began in the Northwest and today is strongest in the West and New England. According to M. Dolan, writing in the Los Angeles Times, Wise Use represents an angrier and better organized version of the . . . Sagebrush Rebellion, a largely unsuccessful campaign . . . to obtain state and private ownership of federal lands. Members oppose restrictions on grazing, hunting, mining, oil exploration, and off-road vehicle recreation. Although their rhetoric exalts private property and the free market, their practice is to maintain established subsidies while denying government the power to promote anyone elses values and discounting the importance of environmental externalities.
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	Despite the wishful thinking of many environmentalists, Wise Use is not a fringe movement. Groups like the Alliance for America, the National Inholders Association, and the Multiple Use Land Alliance together boast almost 16,000 members and a mailing list of 1.4 million names. Emotions among their adherents run high. In one incident, again according to Dolan, a convoy organized to carry logs to a closed Montana mill was 26 miles long and people stood on the side of the road and waved American flags and cried. Wise Use supporter and Republican Representative Robert F. Smith of Oregon has said, I think we ought to take up arms, put these people on notice that this is our livelihood, our jobs, and if we go down were going to take someone with us.
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	There are many less dramatic examples of Wise Use groups in action. These groups may hinder the transformation to a greener Northwest economy, and they have definitely made the transition more acrimonious than it otherwise would be. Given the environ-mental and political mischief posed by these still powerful interests, it may be wise to carefully consider environmental policies 
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  	with serious implications for traditional economic activities.
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	A particularly good opportunity for rethinking is found in the Endangered Species Act (ESA). In its present form, the ESA creates serious disincentives to species protection because it imposes most of the costs of that protection on those few landowners who possess critical habitat. For example, those who own forested land inhabited by the spotted owl face severe unilateral restrictions on the use of their property. Anything they do to assist in preserving endangered species will rebound to their economic disadvantage. As long as the costs of species protection are concentrated on a few property owners, those owners will tend to be hostile to the ESA. Policymakers can expect minimal and grudging compliance with the law. For some, the act encourages more rapid elimination of habitat and accelerated harvesting in anticipation of losses once their land comes under ESA regulation. Shoot, Shovel, and Shut Up has become their quiet motto. Species protection, responsible citizenship, and careful stewardship all sufer under such a regime. Reforming this and other poorly written environmental laws to harmonize the interests of landowners with those of the broader society are important steps in diffusing the legitimate criticisms made by Wise Use groups. At the same time, such reforms can encourage those heretofore wedded to the old consensus to see how they can benefit from the promise of the new.
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	The emergence of a new Northwest, propelled by new values and technology, is stymied by those allied to the old. Those excluded are not just loggers and their fellows; they are also average citizens of the Northwest who have long profited from destructive but popular environmental policies. Their influence is augmented by the power of government agencies that safeguard traditional values and occupations at the expense of the new. Taken together, these Lords of Yesterday pose formidable obstacles to a new Northwest consensus. If not dealt with creatively and fairly, they threaten to stalemate a change we hope will happen smoothly and quickly. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	THE LORDS OF YESTERDAY 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	For decades, the Forest Service, Bureau of Land Management (BLM), and Bureau of Reclamation were the flagship agencies that carried the freight of extraction-based industries. In exchange for 
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  	their scientific management of resources, Northwesterners supported the agencies politically, helping them obtain funding and administrative discretion from Congress. Links among bureaucrats, politicians, and those engaged in extractive industriesmanagement and laborformed an iron triangle committed to resource extraction and the policies that encourage it.
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	But today we see that the Lords of Yesterday serve a declining percentage of the cultural and economic interests in the Northwest. They perpetuate occupations and actions that promote falling employment and income while exacting a heavy toll on the Northwests most valuable resources for a viable future, its natural beauty and quality of life. What inhibits reform?
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	First are bureaucratic incentives. Logging subsidies work as well for the Forest Service as they do for private companies, because the Forest Services budget is tied primarily to logging and road building. In 1989 Forest Service Chief Dale Robertson plainly noted that its the budget that energizes the Forest Service. Its no accident that the Forest Service has 8.5 times as many miles of roads as the entire U.S. interstate highway system. Cutting trees builds the Forest Services budget. Little else does.
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	Second, special interests have been created and nurtured by past bureaucratic policies. Dependent on federal largess, these interests vigilantly safeguard the continuation of their welfare benefits, including Department of Agriculture wool and mohair subsidies and Bureau of Land Management grazing subsidies.
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	Third, inadequate information among people who value the environment often leads to shortsighted opposition to reforms that can improve environmental quality. One example is popular resistance to increases in recreational fees at national forests and parks. If the Forest Service could benefit institutionally from environ-mental protection, it would be more interested in providing it. Twisted incentives among bureaucrats and the extractive sectors they regulate, coupled with public ignorance of how those incentives and relationships function, thwart the emergence of a new compatibility between the environment and economic drivers.
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	Without changes in incentives, these perversities will continue. But change will come hard. Witness the ferocious controversy over modest grazing fee increases.
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	By setting fees far below market rates, the BLM encourages commercially unviable ranching and ecologically destructive 
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  	overgrazing. Taxpayers spend millions of dollars subsidizing the damage to public lands. Since the BLM bears neither the financial nor the ecological costs of subsidies and overgrazing, it has little incentive to change its policies. The destructive effects of bureaucratic indifference are reinforced by ranchers who lobby Congress to keep the bureau on its present course. Would-be reformers within the BLM find themselves at risk. Special interests created by political policiesin this case, ranchersconstitute an intransigent force standing in the way of reform and play a major role in perpetuating ruinous and outdated political policies.
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	Ironically, environmentalists themselves also inhibit the new consensus that seeks to weld prosperity with environmental protection. For example, the Wests recreational community provides popular political resistance to increases in recreational fees at national forests. At present, the fees collected fall far below the costs of providing recreational services. Thus, these low-impact activities contribute much less to agency budgets than do high-impact activities like logging and road building. Understandably, the Forest Service favors timber over trails and campgrounds. Low or nonexistent fees also encourage overuse of existing public land facilities, thereby causing further environmental degradation and crowding.
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	Until the Lords of Yesterdayparticularly the iron triangle among special interests, bureaucrats, and politiciansare reformed, they will continue to stifle the new culture and economics of the Northwest. The assets that make the Northwest attractive and valuable will continue to erode, assaulting deeply felt values, economic viability, and environmental quality. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	BACK TO THE WOODS 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	In October, I returned to Oregon State University (OSU), the Vatican of saw log forestry. Its hometown of Corvallis now sports Starbucks Coffee, Birkenstocks, and other signs of fundamental change. And Im getting a new saw for Christmas.
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	The last one from my days in the woods, my first Husqvarna, recently died. It spent its declining years on our ranch near Bozeman, cutting fence posts and firewood. Thats an easy life for a pro saw, so it lasted a long time.
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	I bought it at the same place I bought its ancestors: the Lebanon Saw Shop in Lebanon, Oregon. The owner, Ken, last saw me 
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  	in 1977 when I worked for a contract cutter nearby, bucking old-growth Douglas fir on Weyerhaeuser land. OSU had asked me to come teach during my sabbatical. I was delighted with the chance to work upstream from the setting of Sometimes a Great Notion, teach a single course, and work in the big timber.
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	Now, sixteen years later, I was back at OSU with my wife, Ramona, who had a few days of meetings. While she worked with her fellow academics, I spent a few days riding my bike. One afternoon I pedaled the twelve miles to Lebanon and stopped in the saw shop. Its hard-core, a good place to find recipes for spotted owl. Lycra was on trespass in corked boots territory.
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	Hi, Ken. Hi. Can I help you? Remember a guy from Montana who came in here around 1977? Wanted leads on a job in the woods, but he could only work three days a week? You found him a job and said later that you wouldnt have if you knew he was a professor.
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	I took off my Bolles. Damn! Hi, John. He grinned and stuck out a calloused hand. He told me things were going great for his business, but for all the wrong reasons. With the government land shut down, were sellin saws to every farmer and wood lot owner with a few second-and third-growth trees, he said. Less wood, more saws. Not many pros in the woods anymore.
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	He used to sell woodstoveswas one of the leading vendors in the countybut there were no more stoves in his shop. We cant sell them anymore. The greenies wont allow stoves in the valley. He said he was about to get out of the saw business and cut down his retirement, a wood lot hes owned for years. The brave new world that arrived with all the Californians isnt for him.
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	Ken, the last saw I got from you just wore out. Will you send me a new one? I cant carry it on my bike, and I dont have a check with me, but I have a Visa card.
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	Hell, dont bother. Just send me a check when you get home. The Husqvarna was there when I got backa bright, new orange saw with an extra chain, a six-pack of oil, and a black gimme cap that says: 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	LEBANON

Saw Shop

Lebanon, Oregon 
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  	I put it on to finish writing this essay. And I thought about trustabout how relationships built of shared experiences yield trust. Sixteen years and a thousand miles away, I got my new saw on a promise. That is also what Wise Use is about, although through a mix of arrogance, ignorance, and insensitivity we often ignore it. I believe its worth understanding more in the hope that we will appreciate and conserve important western values were leaving behind.
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	I want to help create institutions for the new West that respect the values of the old. Trust that comes from working together is high on my list. Its presence in my own life is a recognition that those of us who work with symbols instead of stuff have no monopoly on values worth saving.
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	* * * 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	This essay is written in honor of Billy Allsop of Gallatin Gateway, Montanaan old logging buddy, a good friend, and an excellent teacher of how the world works. Thanks, Billy. 
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WISE USE AND THE LIMITS OF PUBLIC LANDS
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	Barbara Rusmore 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	The Wise Use Movement is right about one thing: The West is in a panic over the decline of the old natural resource economy. And the arrival of a wider marketplace for the Wests resourcesan arrival heralded with such dubious furies as the Senate filibuster over modest grazing fee increasesamply demonstrates the concern. Wise Use goes to the heart of a crucial question: What are the rights of those who live here to determine what their lives and lands should be about? What exactly is public about public lands?
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	Wise Use is not simply about the privatization of public lands, although it may seem that way in the press accounts. Its a debate about the governments role in distributing resources, opportunity, and wealthsomething the feds have always done in the American West. But times have changed, and Wise Use arises in response. We are coming up against the limits of old-fashioned development; inevitable conflicts are increasing over public land management. The Wise Use Movement, a loose association of local, grassroots groups and significant national organizations, believes public land is best used for private gain and that multiple use means maximizing resource extraction. The issue now is, how can an expansionist, growth-oriented capitalistic economy and culture come to terms with the limits of the land to support growth? 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	Environmentalists have been proclaiming the limits to growth for a long time. For twenty years in the West, weve been predicting the end of the easy pickings in timber, minerals, water, even agriculture. The limits weve described impinge from all sides. In most of the dry, cold interior of the West, we cant grow trees fast enough to keep up with the timber industrys appetite. We clearly cant cut them as fast as we have and still maintain strict environ- 
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  	mental standards. The international market for various minerals puts unique economic pressure on known reserves in the West, and unpredictable events seem to occur with stunning regularity. Look at the collapse of uranium around 1980; who could have predicted the discovery of such massive uranium deposits in Australia and Canada? Utah, New Mexico, and Wyoming simply couldnt compete. But perhaps the most significant limits come from the publics unwillingness to tolerate the environmental impact of old-style natural resource extraction, especially in the face of our diminishing wildlands. Many Americans simply will no longer accept the nineteenth-century approach to the Wests resources. Manifest Destiny is dead no matter what the Senate filibuster says; its merely a matter of time before the rest of the sand runs out of the Wests mirage of itself as the worlds great producer of natural resources 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	But describing the limits to growth is simply not enough. The West is a very diverse place, and this is a very complex problem. The environmental perspective is important, but despite our every effort it remains opaque to many of the Wests citizens. Imagine how the diminishment of natural resource industries must look to the following: an independent logger in Libby, Montana; a county commissioner in Escalante, Utah; a member of the Navajo Tribal Council; a local businesswoman who owns a small café in Sheridan, Wyoming; a Mexican farmworker in Rocky Ford, Colorado; a schoolteacher worried about the future of his students in Grants, New Mexico. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	Environmentalists have a few pieces of the solution to the dilemma these folks face, but thats really all we have. They know it, and by now so should we. Do we know how to hear others perspectives and reach out to find their parts of the solution? Do we care? 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	In the West, our dialogue must go beyond drawing the limits on cutting old growth, beyond mined land reclamation, beyond proclaiming the limits to water development. As long as environ-mentalists are heard as just saying no, we will not achieve our goals. We have, in fact, been quite successful at establishing some very influential limits on development. The impact of this success is part of the fuel that fires the Wise Use Movement. Limits cause a reaction, as any parent knows, and when the limits get confining or feel life-threatening, rebellion follows. Why should we be 
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  	shocked or surprised that the Wise Use Movement has found a way to articulate that reactive anger and fear? The only thing that should shock us is our own narrowness in fighting for restrictions on business-as-usual economic activity without also working for a positive vision for communities in the West. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	This shortsightedness is not all of our own making. We work within a political system that discourages the kind of dialogue that might lead to a constructive vision. Our political process can seldom even arbitrate disputes. Instead, it creates disputes, separates people who might actually have something to gain from listening and working together, and fosters incremental, short-run action based on compromises between narrow interest groups. As political activists, we constantly worry about winning this or that battle, tallying the score and counting our power. People like former Colorado Senator Tim Wirth get tired of the squabbling and leave public life in part because theyd rather live in a world of more open discourse and possibility. Who can blame them? 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	Can we take responsibility for creating a more forward-thinking and constructive dialogue on the social, economic, and environmental future? If we dont, the signs point to entrenched, bitter controversy pitting the environment against jobs and to the continuing decline of government as a forum for public discussion. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	A change in historical circumstances requires that we change our perspective on public land-use allocation and policy. This shift can be likened to changing the lenses on a camera. The same landscape is still in view, but the frame and composition are different. Risking oversimplification of past environmental strategy, I would like to bring attention to our past efforts, which fall broadly into two areas of activity: preservation and limiting human impact. Preservation largely depends on an incremental strategy of saving special placesas well as plants, animals, and habitatswhose worth is based on scientific evidence. The strategy of preservation relies primarily on appeals to an urban constituencys love of nature. The Wilderness Act and Endangered Species Act fit in here. Limiting human impact consists of imposing legal and regulatory restrictions on degradation. Good examples are the Clean Air and Water Acts, the Hazardous Waste Management Act, and the National Environmental Policy Act (NEPA). 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	This twin-headed strategy has been quite successful and has contributed to major changes in the way we do business in the 
	

	

	















 

  	
  	
  	
  



	




	Page 18


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	West; environmental restrictions are part of what is making continued growth more difficult. But now we need to take the lead with a different strategy, one designed to deal with the long-term issue of integrating human habitation into this landscape rather than just controlling and limiting human impact. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	What does this new strategy mean for environmentalists facing an active and powerful Wise Use Movement? How do we create a positive future for western communities in an increasingly polarized and fractionalized political culture? Lets take a look at the situation, first by reviewing how we got here and then by examining how the Wise Use Movement is capitalizing on the situation. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	Three main causes lie behind the conflicts between environ-mentalists and Wise Users. First, international economic changes have driven us into this dilemma. Worldwide markets for labor and natural resources have put the West at a competitive disadvantage. This change has hit working people hardest, especially in rural and resource-dependent communities. It is easy to disregard or misunderstand the international causes of economic dislocation when a ready scapegoat is aroundthe blame for lost jobs, closed mines, and empty public coffers can easily be shifted to elitist environ-mentalists. Making scapegoats of environmentalists may not be right, but thats what happens. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	Second, a decade of political decisions championed by the White House has undermined environmental regulation and fostered getrich-quick schemes that commonly involve liquidating capital. Timber, a form of standing capital, is an excellent example. No one doubts today that the timber majors of Montana and other western states turned their trees into cash at logging rates far in excess of those good land conservation would have called for. A political ideology driven by greed has encouraged short-term profit taking in both public and private land management. And it has seriously hampered public land managers abilities to implement environmental policies. In the case of the Forest Service, politically mandated harvesting targets required that the agency disregard soil, water, and wildlife while private timber lessees got out the cut. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	Third, for the first time in the 150 years of Euro-American occupation of the West, attempts to grow our way out of economic hard times are not working. Our historical, optimistic boomer mentality blinds us to the reality of limits. Our expectations of the land and the federal agencies charged with its management are 
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  	grossly overblown, yet we cling tenaciously to them, believing still that multiple use managementa big slice for every interestis both desirable and possible. We have no historical precedent for saying no to unsupportable levels of development. The concept of limits is completely alien to our political culture, even when we see the egregious scars of overdevelopment. The plight of Idahos wild salmon is the best recent example I can think of. They are nearly gone, and no one knows for sure how to restore them. Meanwhile, Idaho lawmakers clamor for less wilderness and more logging. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	There seems to be no evidence of a widespread understanding of these three realities among the electorate. In the West, much of the political leadership blindly adheres to antique notions of development, the world economy, and the relationship of public capitalsubsidiesin the continuing (if suppressed) exploitation of natural resources. Given the Wests long wallow in the pork barrel, this shouldnt be surprising. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	The federal government has always tried to make up for the failings of local capital with tremendous subsidies to the Wests commodity interests. Everyone planned for the subsidies to end once the West was on its feet, but they never did. The government subsidized cattlemen by allowing a free-for-all on the open range; it gave millions of acres of public lands to the railroads as an incentive to lay tracks across the West; it offered (and still offers) mineral reserves to private mining companies without royalties or leases; it gave irrigators and developing cities big dams and cheap water and electricity and in the process damaged nearly every canyon and river valley in the West and virtually killed the salmon runs into the Wests high interior; it offered public timber at bargain prices, then built a system of logging roads nearly nine times longer than the national interstate highway system so private timber companies could get out the cut, make massive profits, and come back for more. The railroad, mining agriculture, and timber industries have a lot to thank the federal government for during this holiday season, you can be sure. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	By the mid-1930s, environmental and political conditions had changed enough that the federal government no longer planned to get out of the land management business. Public land had come to mean more than a resource to be granted to the first comer. A new tradition of conservation was being implemented. Yet subsidies remained a mainstay of local economies in the interior West. 
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  	The purpose of federal subsidies in public land management shifted to serving the public-private partnership goal of multiple use, and the reasons werent all bad: We wanted cheap food and fuel, mass employment during depressions and recessions, and a developed endowment of natural resources as an international policy tool. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	Boom and bust has been the Wests development story. Ordinary people made do during tough times or moved on to the next hopeful horizon. We have a big-time bust going on right now in the natural resource sector of the Wests economy. Its been here since the early 1980s and may not turn around anytime soon. The best thing to say about the Wests economy is that land and wages are cheap relative to the big national urban centers. But they are not cheap enough to compete on the international economic market of natural resource raw materials. We have mined out the easy pickings, hit our limits, and set up expectations for a quality of life we just cant meet. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	So its a topsy-turvy time out there. For example: 
	

	

	



		
  	
  	

	

	
  	
	

	

	


	Jane Fonda and Ted Turner buy prime ranchland in Montana and, as a charitable contribution to society, donate a conservation easement on it. During the same decade, one-third of Montanas farmers go bust.
		Gold mining enjoys a healthy boomlet while copper, oil, gas, coal, and uranium all take a dive, pulling down their towns.
		A few places, like Moab find a revival in New-Age tourism. The fashion statement of the 1990s seems to be Lycra bicycle shorts with the aboveground flash of tangerine-flake Oakley Blades. Moab elects a new slate of controlled growth candidates to the local city commission, then six months later launches a recall petition. (It failed, but hey, it made its point.)
		The timber industry, with a rapacious appetite, cuts down its own private forests, creating sediment-choked salmon streams, and then complains that the Forest Service isnt allowing enough harvest on public land. Meanwhile, grabbing profits from raw logs sold to Japan in a tax-favored deal, big timber runs south to set up much faster-growing pine plantations. The race to liquidity continues.
		Time magazine runs a cover story on Boom Time in the Rockies, documenting the inrushing hordes of quality-of-life refugees and computer commuters. An institute in Denver coins the term Lone Eagles to describe the phone-and-fax entrepreneurs who can now make fortunes anywhere and so rush to places like Abiquiu, Emigrant, Crestone, Cora. (Sure, but where does that leave Magdalena, Ingomar, Saquache, Wapiti?)
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  	Ordinary people whose lives are torn apart by these rapid-fire changes are understandably sore. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	Where are the alternatives? Where is that next hopeful horizon, that beloved mainstay of western mythology? This time there is no new boomtown in the interior West to move to. Denver is exploding, but its growth is feeding on, not nurturing, the inter-mountain interstices. Theres no more cheap land. The water is almost completely allocated; most of the rivers are diverted beyond their limits in a dry time (so help us if the predictions of climate change come to pass). So its a vulnerable time, a time of enormous change but not in a previously traveled direction. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	What are environmentalists to make of this change? Our history gives us an entrenched legacy of cultural conflict, outdated legal and policy structures, and unrealistic economic expectations. It also gives us a land of great beautywhich most Westerners care for deeplyand an active, although bruised, tradition of steward-ship and conservation. Wallace Stegner called this region the native home of hope for a good reason: Positive expectations for the future have always ridden alongside tough times. The emerging environmental strategy Im interested in is grounded in that history, addresses the conflicts, and draws on its constructive legacy. To sharpen perspective on this strategy: What is the Wise Use Movement doing? Although it shares a common past with environmentalists, the Wise Use Movement interprets and uses that history for different strategic goals. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	When Wise Use advocates say the resources are being locked up and people have standing along with trees, they speak a language Westerners know well. They are singing an old refrain of the western myth of endless resources, there for the pickings. Born in the flush of early settlement, this song is now played to the moving strains of patriotism and capitalistic righteousness in an era of collapsed socialism. The common person is the symbolic victimized Westerner, the entrepreneurial rugged individual trying to make a living in a free land of opportunity but thwarted by a distant government and eastern interests. To a certain extent they are right, enough so that their message is very appealingit identifies perpetrators of the problem and says very directly whats to be done about it: Cut back environmental restrictions; get rid of exterior control of our land use. The local community has the right to set the land-use agenda, they say, not the federal government. It is our community; we live here and want tolive here for a long time. People, goddammit, have rights. 
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  	What is scary about this message is the behind-the-scenes action. This is not a populist message in spite of how it sounds. The message is carefully crafted by some of the people who brought us the Sagebrush Rebellion and is funded by large corporate contributions. A few of the over 130 publicly acknowledged industry contributors to People for the West!a Wise Use group fighting mining reformsinclude Chevron ($45,000), Kennecott ($5,000), Hecla Mining ($30,000), and NERCO ($100,000). The propaganda may be about local control and community economic development, but the agenda is about unfettered, cheap access to public resources for corporate profit. The message is playing well on Main Street because it waves the flag of opportunity and growth and reveals the obvious economic alliance between the company and the worker. Solidarity! No one else is showing workers and local communities what else thereis to do for a livelihood. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	Economic alternatives for resource-dependent communities are clearly needed. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	The Wise Use effort has a solid core, and it is well funded. But is its bark worse than its bite? Maybe, maybe not. Wise Users have a big media showplenty of smoke and mirrors. Leaders of environmental organizations recognize itits a familiar game to them. Wise Users have also demonstrated the ability to organize, both locally and nationally. Taking pages from Saul Alinskys old leftist handbook, they are doing an excellent organizing job, far better than most statewide and national environmental organizations have done in years. And they have a public policy and a legal strategy. Combining these strategic initiatives with strong financing, they have created a powerful force that is not likely to go away soon. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	Environmentalists opportunity lies not in fighting Wise Users and exposing their hidden roots and goals, although doing so is absolutely necessary. The real point is that Wise Users are tapping deep and vital concerns, chiefly about livelihood. Environmentalists can do the same. By acknowledging economic and cultural concerns and initiating constructive dialogue and action, we can help create more than a bigger mill in a local communitys future. The leadership to create that vision can come from environmentalists. We must demonstrate our commitment to deal with the economic consequences of limited resources, under the rubric of environ-mental values, and begin to build a new kind of indigenous, locally based culture that is environmentally and economically viable. 
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  	What positive steps can we take? Trying to set the rules in a legislative, regulatory game wont win in western communities; that time has passed. More and better scientific knowledge may help, but it is slow to come and wont solve any political problems. Our discussion must be enlarged to include economic concerns. And it must be based on local needs and values, as well as national concerns. My hat is off to the Wise Use Movement for bringing that fact home. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	Undertaking an important experiment in new strategy, some local and statewide organizations are beginning to nurture local understanding of the roots of the problem and avenues for creating sustainable communities. Most environmental organizations take on this action without the skills and experience they need and with considerable trepidation about the outcomes. This is a local issue in many ways, and these groups deserve broader encouragement and support. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	Looking more widely, here are several major pieces of work that can help build an integrated strategy. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	1. Under the current economic regime, the West is up against its limits. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	Can we learn anything from how we are trying to work for environ-mental conservation and sustainable development in places like Brazil and apply that knowledge at home? Usually, the practice is to take what we are doing here and try to apply it in other countries; perhaps there are lessons to be brought home. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	2. Serious legal issues are at stake. The Wise Use Movement has called into question the governments right to regulate private land use. How to resolve the issue of private property takings through governmental planning and how to remake outmoded laws such as the 1872 Mining Law are two examples of legal questions that must be answered. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	3. Civil liberties also need protection, including the attempted restriction of the Forest Service appeals process and the rights of agency personnel to act on their professional ethics without political meddling. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	4. The terms of foreign trade and taxation policy influence the way corporations view economic activity on public lands. Much work can be done to identify those implications and construct alternative policies. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	5. The rapidly advancing understanding of ecology is outstripping land management agencies capability to plan. Its also baffling to the public. What is ecosystem management anyway? Changes within the agencies are needed, as is public education about the scientific basis for environmental stewardship. 
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  	National groups may be better situated to deal with legal issues, taxation, agency budgetary processes, and foreign trade policy than local western organizations. But local groups have on-the-ground knowledge and political clout unmatched by national headquarters. Good communication between local groups and national organizations in developing complementary strategies and support for local initiatives will go a long way toward successfully turning this crisis. The environmental movement does not have a particularly good track record on national-local collaboration. Perhaps with this issue we can find some common ground. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	The goals of such an environmentalist strategy are not only to protect special places and contain human greed but also to create a positive vision. It is time to reevaluate our goals and the role of environmental activism in social change. Effective democracy in times of economic restructuring and hardship requires different roles for activists than is the case during times of affluence and growth. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	We need to build a common understanding among the various concerns and honor the views of strangers who might be allies timber workers, local business owners, New Mexicans fighting for land-grant rights, farmers experimenting with sustainable agriculture, historians, economists, local politicians, Native Americans, social scientists working on community responses to rapid cultural change, and many other Westerners who care deeply about the future of this land and its people. Not all of us will agree, but we will learn a great deal about how to live together in this harsh and beautiful land. By adding diverse concerns and perspectives into the mix, we can moveperhaps in a new waytoward a constructive step for long-term success. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	At this point in the environmental communitys fledgling response, the most crucial use of our energies is to sit together, reflect on what we have learned, and develop our own careful planning and strategy. Thanks to the Wise Use Movement, we can now address a central issue: how our growth-addicted economy and culture can come to terms with the limits of the land. We defend these limits and can also take creative responsibility for the consequences of our environmental values. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	I challenge all environmentalists to rethink our approach. Our past strategies alone will fail to accomplish our goals. 
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  	3

WISE USE AND THE WESTS SENTIMENTAL ECONOMY 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	Donald Snow 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	You can feel the hearings room stiffen when Louise Liston leans into the microphone to begin her prepared remarks. Her dark eyes stare evenly at Rep. George Miller, chairman of the Committee on Natural Resources, who has called this unusual hearing on The Changing Needs of the West. Mrs. Liston seems right at home here in the Salt Lake Commission chambers. A county commissioner herselffrom Utahs Garfield County, the local political jurisdiction containing the amazing Canyons of the Escalante Mrs. Liston has spoken at dozens of such venues. She is an articulate proponent of what has come to be known as the Wests Custom and Culture Movement, and as such many environmentalists consider her an archenemy. Although Utah environmentalists are reportedly boycotting this hearingfeeling their views are not fairly represented on the invitational rosterI recognize at least six prominent activists in the sparse crowd of maybe forty. I can feel the ice in the air between them and Louise Liston. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	Mr. Chairman, she begins in her measured way, I appreciate this opportunity to express some of my concerns about what is happening to rural communities who rely heavily on natural resources found on the nations public lands. She is the perfect witnessa sincere, dignified woman whom you naturally want to refer to as Mrs. Liston, who speaks from the heart and seems earnestly to represent her constituents. What you dont realize when you first hear her is that she bites. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	Local custom and culture are systematically being destroyed by land management decisions and environmental scare tactics, she declaims, her voice rising. Our young people in rural areas feel their constitutional rights to life, liberty, and the pursuit of 
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  	happiness are being violated by federal restrictions, regulations, and designations that are perceived to be destroying their ability to find jobs, build homes, and plan for a successful marriage and future. . . . We in the West are tired of having our destinies decided 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	by greedy preservationists and a Congress sympathetic to their cries of wolf. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	After that blast, Im wondering if any of the few environmentalists in the room will hear another word from her. I hope they do, because the rest of what she has to say presents a fascinating dilemma. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	Garfield County, Utah, a 5,000-square-mile patch of canyon and forestland, is 98 percent federal. It contains portions of three national parksCapitol Reef, Canyonlands, and Brycethree state parks, the Glen Canyon National Recreation Area, most of the Dixie National Forest, all or parts of eighteen wilderness study areas, and the infamous Burr Trail, perhaps the most litigated dirt road in North America. With the nations massive discovery of scenic southern Utah, visitations to all of these areas are skyrocketing. In April 1994, the number of boot tracks into the Escalante wilderness study areas was running four times ahead of 1993. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	With a population of less than 4,000, Mrs. Liston gravely intones, we are expected to take care of well over 2 million visitors who recreate on those lands. We handle their waste, provide law enforcement, emergency services, search and rescue. We try their criminal cases in our courts and maintain safe roads for them to travel onall on a very limited budget. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	The countys raw scenery is an embarrassment of riches, but its treasury lies empty. With only 2 percent of the land in the tax base and the recent closures of a pair of sawmills in the villages of Escalante and Panguitch, Garfield County is nearly destitute. Much of the volunteerism that once substituted for dollars left with the 200 sawmill employees. Fire departments, emergency medical services, search and rescue, and local schools are all hurting because of the absence of volunteers. With over 7,000 miles of roads to maintain and a rapidly dwindling budget, Commissioner Liston worries that mine-sized potholes could begin to take a toll on the only pillar left in the local economy: tourism. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	But you can tell from her tone that tourism is not the favorite child at the countys meager economic picnic. Theres a rude joke you often hear in Utah hamlets like Escalante; I once heard Mrs. 
	

	

	















 

  	
  	
  	
  



	




	Page 29


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	Liston deliver it herself at a meeting in Moab. A backpacker comes into town with a dirty shirt and a twenty dollar bill and stays two weeks and doesnt change either of them. The flip side of this local witticism goes to the heart of the Wests Wise Use Movement. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	People like Louise Liston, who think of themselves as the sons and daughters of the pioneers, seem to be mated for life to an Old Economy of mining, logging, and agriculturean economy that in many parts of the West is becoming merely sentimental. Wise Users fight bitterly against the greedy preservationists whom they often seem to view as roving bands of Rasta-haired terrorists out to swipe the food from the plates of earnest, working Westerners. The kinder, gentler recreation and service economy favored by many environmentalists violates the Wests settled mythology about itself as the nations great provider of natural resources. Suggestions that places like Escalante, Utah, should relinquish their grip on welfare ranching, below-cost logging, and royalty-free mining are met with derision from the Wise Use constituency. The Wests burgeoning New Economy of retail trade, health and consumer services, high-tech manufacturing, telecommuting, and recreation holds little appeal for western traditionalists. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	To Wise Use ideologues, tourism represents an unreal economy of consumption rather than production. Wise Users hold fast to the view that the only worthy economic pursuits are those that produce real wealth, meaning wealth extracted from the land. Cutting timber, mining and burning coal, and putting up hay all create real wealth; all other economies are parasitic. To someone with community roots like Louise Listons, visitor-days just dont carry the itchy satisfactionnot to mention the necessityof a 60-ton stack of nicely baled alfalfa, no matter how valuable they may be to a stressed-out computer programmer from San Diego. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	In counties where federal lands dominateroughly half of the Wests countiesWise Users try desperately to preserve the historical hegemony of extractive industries, even if doing so means continuing the subsidies that have propped up logging, mining, water development, and grazing. Louise Liston is fond of citing a 1989 U.S. Department of Agriculture study that tagged Forest Service wildlife habitat and recreation programs with net losses of $47 million and $89 million, respectively. In her view, these figures amount to a $136 million subsidy to campers, hikers, bird-watch- 
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  	ers, hunters, rafters, and anglers. She wonders why these subsidies are preferred, especially when managing land for recreation leads to unfunded federal mandates for environmental protection and thus burdens local governments without commensurate support. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	As dozens of commissioners in federal lands counties will attest, no one has yet figured out how to tap tourism revenues such that local government budgets can adequately maintain schools, roads, bridges, law enforcement, emergency services, and all of the infrastructure needed to support both the year-round residents and the inrushing hordes of outback urbanistas. When the sawmills were running, Garfield County could tax them directly and at the same time receive a portion of timber-leasing revenues from the Forest Service. Now, the county has to rely on PILT payments payments in lieu of taxes made to federal lands counties, which are prohibited from taxing federal property. But PILTs are grossly inadequate to meet the countys needs. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	These problems add a nasty edge to the already bitter feelings, the clash of cultures, caused by tourism and recreation in once-ignored hamlets across the West. Conservative rural folks simply dont like people who seem to have just stepped off the pages of Outside magazine. When they show up in town in their jaunty Lycra stretch suits, silly little Euro-helmets, and aggressive blade-shades, screaming around on bicycles that cost more than Duds 65 Chevy pickup, they remind so many God-fearing locals of everything thats wrong with America. No matter how well the Coolmax and Supersuede wick away that moisture, lots of rural folks cant get away from the bitter sense that they somehow have to sacrifice the economy they have always known so these new people can have a gorgeous place to play. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	Still, what Louise Liston wants most is what she is least likely to get: a return to the good old days when logs rolled off the Dixie and ranchers pushed their scrawny cows up those leased BLM canyons and prospectors showed up in town with dusty Jeeps and glittering eyes. For people like Mrs. Liston, southern Utahs epic beauty is its everlasting curse; her county and surrounding ones contain landforms unlike any other on earth. They are an international treasure, protected now by a burgeoning throng of preservation-ists who will throw their lives into stopping the defacement of even an acre of that treasure. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	But somebody had better start listening carefully to Mrs. Liston, because her countys needs are real, the people she represents hold 
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  	part of the key to wilderness designations in Utah, and the message she came to deliver to Chairman Miller contains some very ominous shades. No smart environmentalist who loves the Escalante and appreciates the Wests hundreds of traditional towns should be ignoring Louise Liston. She and people like her carry the seeds for much mischief. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	The Wise Use Movement and its nettlesome cousin, the County Movement, concoct a bizarre reverse mirror of environmentalism. Go down the list of environmental policy accomplishments beginning with the 1964 Wilderness Act, and in every case youll find a Wise Use counterattack. Wise Users are out to gut the Endangered Species Act, preserve the old rattle-bones Mining Law of 1872, spoil citizens rights to challenge timber sales and forest management plans under the National Forest Management Act, thwart grazing reform, weaken most pollution laws, and block new ecosystem management efforts on public lands. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	There is a perversity in Wise Use thinking that might be disarmingly weird if its proponents were not so serious. For instance, the Custom and Culture people, who invented the County Move-ment, dredged up an ignored provision in the National Environ-mental Policy Act that allowed for the protection of important historic, cultural, and natural aspects of our national heritage. Given the spirit of the act, the authors of this vague provision no doubt were groping for some way to pay homage to truly threatened entities such as native cultures or perhaps local agrarian customs like the acequias, the tiny irrigated commons in northern New Mexico. But in the hands of a sharp-dealing Wise Use lawyer like Wyomings Karen Budd, the principal architect of Custom and Culture, this innocent provision was twisted into a weapon to attack federal land managers who would do anything deemed burdensome to, say, a local ranching culture. More than forty counties across the West have passed Budd-styled Custom and Culture ordnances, which, among other provisions, call for the incarceration of renegade bureaucrats who commit the crime of trying to obey the law. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	Go to a county land-use planning meeting in Hamilton, Montana, 1994, and you will see this: retirement-aged, mustachioed men in big black Stetsons, white silk scarves, and black floor-length dust-erswhich deliberately suggest the packing of sidearmsmarching in a bloc into city hall and spouting off about goddamn social- 
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  	ists and Soviet planners and watermelon environmentalists, green outside, red within. Karen Budd is the lawyer they listen to. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	Wise Use has gathered up a bloc of senators and representatives as well, and some ominous new directions of the movements thinking are beginning to emerge from the highest levels of government. Montana senator Conrad Burns, a self-declared Wise User, recently suggested that the rise of ecosystem management may require the phasing out of wilderness areas, because ecosystem management demands the inclusion of human economies as part of the natural environment, whereas wilderness areas, by definition, shut out most economic activity. To Senator Burns, ecosystem management offers the best of all worlds: a rollback on wilderness and a commensurate increase in commodity uses of federal lands. Its a lovely new tilt to the old multiple use prescription, the revered offspring of Progressive-era conservation. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	Lately, Wise Users have begun beating the drum for two forms of federal payments that could have devastating effects on environ-mental policies. The first calls for compensation for losses resulting from regulatory takings. If, for example, a prohibition against logging private land to protect spotted owls results in the landowner losing expected income, that person should be compensated for the taking of property rights. This notion carries potentially dire consequences for the protection of endangered speciesor any other ecological valueon private lands. The second drum-beat, over unfunded federal mandates, calls for compensating local governments to cover the costs of complying with federal laws and regulations that do not come with direct appropriations. If these ideas harden into policy, the costs of environmental protection may skyrocketa clever political tactic in an era of wild hostility toward new federal expenditures. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	These latest notes can be added to the Wise Use mantra of oddball ideas, many of which have been suggested before but were long ago forgotten by environmentalists. Wise Users want to dam rivers and cut timber in national parks. They want to set aside federal logging and grazing reserves where no other uses would be alloweda mirror, they say, of single-use wilderness areas. They call for economic impact statements and property rights impact statements to protect developers from restrictions suggested in environmental impact statements. Some Wise Users claim that treaties between Native American tribes and the federal government 
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  	are void because they offer preferential treatment based on race. Native American fishing rights, they contend, violate the civil rights of nonNative Americans. One of their commonest claims is that miners, loggers, and ranchers are now endangered species deserving of protection under the ESA. You can tell by the very names of the policies and laws they propose just how zany their ideas can get. They want a Private Rights in Federal Lands Act, a Truth in Regulation Act, an Obstructionism Liability Act, and a Standing to Sue in Defense of Industry Act. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	Most journalists who have covered Wise Use have focused on the movements ties to big business. Its an easy case to make. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	According to the National Reviews Margaret Kriz, the Western States Public Lands Council/People for the West!a mining law reform opponent based in Pueblo, Coloradogets most of its $1.7 million annual budget from 200 corporate members, mostly mining companies. The Idaho-based Blue Ribbon Coalition, claiming to represent the interests of over half a million off-road vehicle (ORV) enthusiasts, taps Japanese ORV makers for half of its annual $185,000 budget. The National Inholders Association, a group with a $300,000 annual budget dedicated to protecting the property rights of landowners within the boundaries of federal preserves, gets substantial help from timber, oil, and mining interests according to its founder, Charles Cushman. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	These kinds of figures led the Wise Use Public Exposure Project of Portland, Oregon, to claim that Wise Use is a cash-roots move-ment of well-heeled right-wingers whose budgets are padded by the likes of Boise Cascade, U.S. Borax, Exxon, Louisiana-Pacific, Pegasus Gold Corporation, and other natural resource giants. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	But these facts obscure a much more important point about the Wise Use Movement. Some of its leading organizations may be funded by Darth Business, but Wise Use is every bit as grassroots as the environmental movement. Although membership numbers are unclear, tens of thousands of Westernersand many thousands more in other regions where Wise Use groups are activelikely pay dues to Wise Use organizations. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	Environmentalists who laugh off the movement as an ineffective federation of fence post scholars and constitutionalist wackos had better think again. The movements leaders seem to under-stand the principal myths of the West much better than environ-mentalists ever have. What the Wise Use agenda implies to many 
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  	is livelihood and the political means to secure jobs in the federal domain. Its a sentiment that harkens back to the early conservation movement, when conservationists wanted to grow forests for the home builder first of all, irrigation projects were widely applauded as the only way to reclaim the deserts of the West, and miners were the grimy-faced heroes of the industrial economy. Tens of thousands of Westerners are willing to support organizations that promise to bring back the good old days, no matter what it costs the environment or the federal treasury. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	What have environmentalists been pitching instead? New forms of livelihood many Westerners cant relate to, feel unqualified to participate in, and dont want. Lots of rural folks hear the term global economy and think of two things they dont like: computers and tourists. These are the people who are vulnerable to the familiar message of Custom and Culture. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	Wise Use leaders have figured out, better than anyone before them, that the key to effective political organizing is the maintenance of jobs in timber, mining, and agriculture and that the way to maintain those jobs is to rally around the subsidy while making shrill proclamations of being the only ones in favor of the free market. The result is the strangest political mix in America: socialism for the rugged individualist. The Marlboro Man meets Marx. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	Wise Use is by nature a broad coalition, not a fragile or tenuous one. Its leaders learned hard lessons from the failure of the Sagebrush Rebellion, when Interior Secretary James Watt, backed by a cabal of ranchers, tried to sell 27 million federal acres to private interests. The rebellion proved too narrow to appeal to the Wests broad antifederal constituency, but it produced a fine learning curve. If you look closely at the emerging Wise Use agenda said to have first congealed in Reno at a 1988 Multiple Use Strategy Conferenceyoull see a strong stripe of Christian fundamentalism, a heavy dose of property rights protectionism, solid ties to the gun lobby, and a potent element of motorized recreation advocacy. These connections prove that Wise Use organizers have done some fancy footwork. They have broadened their movement by making alliances with important constituencies that alone are marginal players in the great public lands debate but that linked together make a powerful force in western politics. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	That neither Wise Use nor the County Movement has scored many policy successes to date may be more an indication of the 
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  	movements youthfulness than of their potential. The only plank in the twenty-five-point Wise Use Agenda to have actually been passed into law is the 1991 National Recreational Trails Act, solidifying rights of off-road vehicle enthusiasts on federal lands. The County Movements Custom and Culture ordinances have been struck down by a federal court in Idaho and lambasted by attorneys general in several western states. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	Perhaps the closest thing to an unqualified Wise Use success so far has been the trashing of the Yellowstone Vision Plan and Document in 1992. The Vision Plan sought to think through the future of Yellowstone Park, including protection of the Greater Yellowstone Ecosystem outside the park. Its drafters were shocked when People for the West! turned out hundreds of vocal opponents at public hearings in Montana. A hasty coalition of western senators and representatives saw to it that the Vision Document died, and Lorraine Mintzmyer, the Park Service supervisor deemed responsible for the document, lost her job. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	Defeating the vision thing might not seem like much, but as any good political organizer knows, small victories have big impacts on morale and esprit de corps. Coming at the end of the Bush administration, the Yellowstone victory gave Wise Users new enthusiasm for taking on the Clintonistas. Not that they needed much help: Bruce Babbitt is to Wise Use what James Watt was to environmentalism. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	Although many environmentalists want to believe the days of welfare grass, subsidized logs, and giveaway minerals are nearing their end, they cant afford to forget that Wise Use is rooted in the fundamental natural resource policy institutions of the West in a way environmentalism is not. As law scholar Charles Wilkinson writes, the Wests most prominent political feature is the cogent matrix of federal and state laws and policies, born in the nineteenth century, that governs the allocation of natural resources. These Lords of Yesterday, as Wilkinson calls them, include the fundamental water law, mining law, and grazing and logging policies that form the political bedrock for the Wests historical economy. Whereas environmental policies calling for species and habitat protection, in-stream flows, forest and rangelands planning, and mined land reclamation weaken the grip of commodity interests, they mostly nibble at the fringes of natural resource development. The advantage Wise Users hold over environmentaists is the simple 
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  	political advantage of defensiveness. Wise Use, although claiming to be fostering reform against seditious environmental policies, mostly just has to hold the line against further incursions into what used to be the exclusive domains of logging, mining, and agriculture. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	Wise Use leaders have clearly learned almost everything they know about political organizing from environmentalists, and if theyre smart they will follow the inexorable thrust of American politics and gradually hew to the center. There, they will find little room for nutty concepts about private rights to public resources, and they will certainly have to make their peace with the electorates determination to manage the public lands as something other than a natural resource supply depot. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	The burden now rests on the Wise Users to prove that the sentimental economy is worth supporting with tax money. But environmentalists carry a similar burden. Its simply not enough to stand up to Louise Liston and tell her to solve her own problems instead of whining for increased subsidies and greater PILT support. The federal government designed revenue-sharing formulas to help federal lands counties cope with the impacts of logging and mineral leases. Places like Garfield County, Utah, and Libby, Montana, came to depend on those formulas. Now that logging has been curtailedand probably wont return to the giddy levels of the Reagan yearsthese places need help reinventing themselves. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	Environmentalists can help Louise Liston over her aversion to the recreation economy by coming up with new formulas to share the wealth of southern Utahnot just the mineral and timber wealth but the true, sustainable largesse of a place coveted by the world for its beauty. As the Wests sentimental economy fades into an unsupportable dream, environmentalists must take care that their visions for public lands are not the next to follow. The question has always been the same: How can we live well on the land? In a county where 98 percent of the land is federal, that question takes on awesome proportions. 
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HOMAGE TO CATRON COUNTY 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	Karl Hess Jr. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	COMING TO CATRON COUNTY 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	A gnarled and twisted Mexican elder stands in classic form just beyond the bay window of my kitchen. Nestled in its branches is a perfectly impractical and forlorn red-and-white birdhouse with an enigmatic legend scrolled below its tiny entrance: Pie Town 22 miles. No bird to my knowledge has ever been brazen enough to explore its interior or, for that matter, desperate enough to even consider setting up residence in its cramped quarters. No, the bird-house is not for birds; it is for remembering a place where Pie Town is real, where todays Sagebrush Rebellion began, and where a cantankerous southwestern New Mexico county would be king. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	Pie Town is one of the smallest of the small towns of Catron County, New Mexico. Located in the northern end of the county about 22 miles west of Datil and nearly the same distance east of Quemado, it is mostly a ghost towna shadow of its Depression-era self when thousands of displaced farmworkers stopped for its renowned pies on their epic trek west to California. Today, Pie Town is simply one of a dozen or so villages that dot Catron Countys sparsely populated (only 2,800 people) but physically vast domain of 7,400 square milesan area as large as Massachusetts, twice as large as Connecticut, and seven times the size of Rhode Island. Like the birdhouse beyond the bay window, all of the villages are, by modern standards, impractical, forlorn, and rarely visited. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	Looking at the birdhouse now, I recall the beginning of my brief affair with Catron Countys Sagebrush Rebellionwhat we have come to know and fear as the County Movement. After supper on a mid-March evening in 1991, I drove from Las Cruces to 
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  	Deming (both in counties other than Catron) to meet with the charismatic leader of the incipient County Movement, Dick Manning of Glenwood, Catron County, New Mexico. The interstate between Las Cruces and Deming is straight, quick, and uninterestingsomething that could never be said of the byways of Catron County. The road affords the ideal opportunity to think about anything but driving, and that is exactly what I did. Dick Manning had asked me to meet him at the Deming Best Western, where the ArizonaNew Mexico Coalition of Counties happened to be meeting, to discuss what he called a comprehensive land-use plan. I was un-sure of what he wantedI was too much of an anarchist to care for planningbut I was eager to jump into the fray simmering in Catron County. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	I had been to Catron County on several occasions, but what I knew of its landscape and people came mostly from maps, an occasional hike, and National Public Radio (NPR). Uncle River, a.k.a. Stephen Kaufman, reported weekly to the Las Cruces NPR station on news from Mogollon, a Pie Town of sorts but in this case one located in the rugged Mogollon Mountains of southeastern Catron County. What I learned from Uncle Rivers fictional, Keilloresque reports from this largely deserted mining town prepared me for the real thing in Deming and later in Catron County. The people of Mogollon were a ragtag assortment of individualists, anarchists, conservatives, hippies, New Agers, and a few bona fide socialists. Their primary business, when not tending to local politics, bad roads, and self-sufficiency, was to lash out at the federal and state governments with all the fury of a South Pacific cyclone. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	I quickly learned that the imaginary people of Uncle Rivers Mogollon had real-life counterparts, foremost of whom was Dick Manning. I had never met Dick before, so when I arrived at the Deming Best Western I had to search among the many cowboy-hatted county commissioners and activists who filled the Coalition of Counties meeting room. Fortunately, I had a few cluesnot about his looks but about his personality. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	I knew he had grown up in southern New Mexico and had tackled and succeeded at a potpourri of business ventures. Recently, he had bought a public land ranch in the Gila National Forest just south of Glenwood, and to earn the needed cash to keep his ranch afloat he had opened a mining claim somewhere in the hills near Mogollon. With the help of his friend Bob Mallincroftthe num- 
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  	ber-one best-selling New-Age author in Catron Countyhe would crush rock, separate out the silver and gold (usually in ratios of 30 to 1), melt and pour a handful of ingots, and head up to Santa Fe to have the metals assayed and converted to cash. For the twelve months I worked with Dick, he somehow managed to scrape by on the silver and gold he had mined during the previous year. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	Such a colorful history told me what to expect in the way of physical appearance. And I wasnt far off. Dick Manning stood in a far corner, 6 feet pluseven taller with his black Stetson thrown in for good measureslender to almost lanky, thinning black hair, and a rugged angular face that spoke of considerable character and experience. As more than one follower of Dick reminded me in later months, he was the homespun cowboy hero, the Will Rogers of Mogollon, the knight in shining armor of the County Move-ment. He knew it and he loved it. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	Dick and I left the crowded, smoke-filled room for the relief of open air in the motel parking lot. He reviewed what had been going on in Catron Countymost notably the passage of two key county ordinancesand emphasized the direction in which he and other activists wanted to take the maverick county. He explained that the next logical step was to put together a comprehensive land-use plan. He outlined what would later become the gospel according to Dick: With a comprehensive land-use plan in hand, Catron County would be able to use the national governments own laws particularly the National Environmental Policy Act and the various statutes governing the federal land agenciesto fight for the countys independence, secure a voice for it in public land decisionmaking, and preserve the sanctity of local custom and culture. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	Dicks gospel was and is a matter of faith; it has never been tested, most lawyers are skeptical of its legal soundness, and like gospels in general its significance lies mostly in its emotional appeal. Nonetheless, the gospel had enough footing in reality to spark my interest. A section of the National Environmental Policy Act did indeed require that the interests of local culture be given consideration in federal land-use planning. And the laws and regulations that guide the Bureau of Land Management and the Forest Service did require those agencies to coordinate their land-use plans with those of local governments. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	The key to Dicks gospel was the Catron County comprehensive land-use plan. What he hoped I would do was to help him and 
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  	the Catron County land-use planning committee draft a document giving the county government the policy know-how and practical tools to turn the world as we knew it on its head. What he expected was a document that would empower and guide the county government in its battle for sovereignty over the federal lands of Catron County. He didnt use those exact words, but his intention was clear. And because I found the idea of empowering local people appealing and the idea of stripping federal bureaucracy of its most abusive powers tantalizing, I said, why not? The only problem was that Dick and I were operating on altogether different wavelengths. Thinking we understood each other when in fact we never did, he returned to his meeting confident that Catrons manifesto of rebellion was as good as done, and I drove east to Las Cruces convinced that the door was open to bringing sanity and environmental goodto a land that had been overgrazed, overlogged, and overmined for over a century. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	My return trip to Las Cruces was the high point of my involvement in Catron County. Ignorance was bliss, and naïveté ran free. At the time, I had no idea of what the land-use plan should look like except that it should be disdainful of government and unconventional in its regard for planning. Further, I had no idea of what Dick Manning meant by protecting custom and culture other than a conviction that it should mean respect for local democracy and a willingness of local land users to be caring and responsible for the environment they called home. And I had no sense that the County Movement was anything but a healthy step toward a more decentralized world in which bureaucracy would yield to common sense and local government would become a function more of civility than of privilege seeking. It was, I assumed, a healthy alternative to the special-interest, bash-a-greenie-for-Christ, Wise Use/People for the West! movements that were already established. I saw the Catron County rebellion through rose-colored glases, not realizing in my moment of euphoria that the seeds of dissension had been sown between Dick and myself and that a chasm of misunderstanding would soon compel us to opposite poles. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	VOX POPULI IN THE LAND OF GERONIMO.
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	The County Movement is native to Catron County; it has the flavor, the feel, and the face of the land and people of this distant 
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  	corner of New Mexico. For better or worse, it is now being exported to every state in the intermountain West, much the way Santa Fe culture is now hawked on the streets of Seattle, San Francisco, and Phoenix. Yet the County Movement, like Santa Fe culture, loses coherence and becomes awkwardly ornamental when transplanted from its native soil. In the setting of the Mogollon, Mimbres, Mangas, and Tularosa Mountains, it is as natural as the free-flowing San Francisco River, the western escarpment of the Gila Wilderness, and the tall ponderosa pines of Willow Creek. To see it in any other light is to miss the forest for the trees. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	Roots in the rocky soils of Catron County are difficult to trace because of their twists and contortions, but in the case of the County Movement they are set straight and firm in the regions peculiar history. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	Unlike the rest of New Mexico, Catron County was a late bloomer. The Spanish settlement that had bridled most of the New Mexico wilderness by the late 1600s never came to Catron County not, that is, until much later when Anglos joined Hispanics in exploring and settling what in many ways was the final western frontier. One reason was Catrons inhospitable terrain, its deep, narrow canyons that meandered through steep and tortuous desert mountain ranges. An even better reason was the dominance of the Apache people under the leadership of Mangus Colorado, Cochise, Victorio, and Geronimo. Yet, even as the Apache nation was eclipsed by Anglo and Hispanic invasions in the 1870s, wildness and rebellion persisted in the heart of Catron. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	Early ranches along the San Francisco River near Glenwood were easy prey for cattle rustlers, that is, until the WS Ranch hired Butch Cassidy and the Wild Bunch to police its grazing lands. William Bonney, alias Billy the Kid, spent his early years in Catron County, not far from the town of Glenwood and the ranch of Dick Manning. Well into the first decades of the 1900s, individuals and families in trouble with the law found safe haven in the countys maze of mountains and canyons. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	In interviews with Catron County residents, I was told stories time and again of parents and grandparents hastening there to escape sundry legal entanglements. Of course, the vast majority of settlers were simply farmers, merchants, and itinerant workers moving west from Texas, Oklahoma, and Arkansas in search of place and opportunity. Their kinship with Catrons more colorful fig- 
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  	ures is clear; it resides in a shared resentment toward authority and a common preference for independence, all individualist traits favored by a rugged and untamed landscape. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	Catrons infamous county ordinanceswhat the Bush administration decried as part of a pattern of western violence against federal officials, what to the world signaled the start of the County Movement, and what has amounted to little more than the comic roar of a mouseare pure, authentic Catron County. Drafted by Karen Budd, a Wyoming rancher-attorney and one of the rising young stars of the Wise Use Movement, the ordinances are abrasive and intimidating, threatening in particular to Forest Service and Bureau of Land Management employees. The Civil Rights ordinance guarantees protection of constitutional rights, especially property, and sets harsh penalties for their violation. The so-called PRIA ordinance (PRIA is a leftover Sagebrush Rebellion concept with a sober-sounding handle, the Public Rangeland Improvement Act) requires that Forest Service and BLM employees cooperate, coordinate, and consult with ranchers or face immediate arrest and prosecution. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	The Forest Service was at first so troubled by the ordinances that it considered calling in federal marshals to arrest the members of the Catron County Commissionthat is, until Jim Catron, a deputy district attorney for the state of New Mexico (and now counsel to the Westside County Movement) informed the agency that it would have to arrest every man and woman of legal age in the county because the ordinances were the outcome of a countywide grievance petition. Whether this is true is unimportant. The PRIA ordinancethe sinister descendant of Geronimo and Butch Cassidywas invalid from the very beginning. The ordinance wrongly identified the statute number of the countys Civil Rights law under which violations of PRIA were to be prosecuted. To this day, no one has been charged under either ordinance. More to the point, the county commission has not seen fit to correct its error. Could there be a more fitting tribute to a lawless county than an ordinance that is beyond the law? 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	It would be wrong, however, to reduce Catrons Sagebrush Rebellion to slapstick comedy. The months I spent in Catron County working on the land-use plan exposed me to a diversity of people and opinions I never imagined could take root in such isolated country. I recall Peter McGill and Bruce Deverner, latter-day 
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  	hippies from Boulder, Colorado, who came to Catron County in the late 1980s and set up a stress retreat for corporate executives just outside of Reserve, the county seat. They personify the 60s generation. Maybe thats why agents of the Drug Enforcement Agency (DEA) hid out on their property in full camouflage until flushed by a pair of bird dogs. Peter and Bruce chose Catron because of its environment, they stayed because of its isolation and lack of authority, and they joined the County Movement because they saw it as the best way to preserve their lifestyle. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	Howard Hutchinson, a resident of Glenwood, came to Catron County as an Earth Firster! and a friend of Dave Foreman. Today, he is a confidant of Dick Manning and an up-and-coming voice in the Westside County Movement. He chose Catron County because he wanted to preserve wilderness; he stays there now because he wants to preserve its quality of wildness. Bob Wellborn, known by both friends and foes as Scarface, headed up the New Mexico State Police contingent in Catron County. Hes not the breed of lawman who looses sleep over such things as Miranda rights, but if you had to get to a county planning meeting in a hurry you could count on him for an escort. Now sheriff of Catron County, Bob is waging a war against the DEA and all other federal agencies that would dare trespass on the countys sovereignty. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	Rufus Choate, a county commissioner from north of Pie Town, and Tom Cox, a member of the countys land-use planning committee out of Quemado, are conservative ranchers intolerant of government but ready to use it at the local level to fight federal control of public lands. They were born in Catron County and remain there because their brand of individualism would be out of place almost anywhere else. Vic Jenkins, a former Forest Service employee and now a range consultant, and Doug Baird, the Catron County range extension agent, are outsiders who have carved a niche for themselves by serving Catron Countys ranching community. Finally, people like Danny Friar, whose east Texas logging family set up a small sawmill in Reserve, and Bob Mallincroft, a transplant from southern California living near Glenwood, exist at the economic margins of Catron County in their respective roles as county manager and New-Age prophet. Both are committed to Catrons Sagebrush Rebellion, one out of anger over displacement of the cuntys logging industry and the other out of fondness for hard-rock mining and the spiritual resonance of mind, body, and a mountain known as Mogollon Baldy. 
	

	

	















 

  	
  	
  	
  



	




	Page 46


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	The land-use plan I helped draft drew its substance from these sources. It echoed the popular sentiment of Catrons people that government interferencefederal and statewas unwelcome and should be minimized and that local citizens should be granted greater control over their lives, their property, and the nearly 80 percent of the county that lies in federal ownership. But the plan I helped draft never saw the light of day; it was buried in the secrecy of the Catron County land-use planning committee and finally sealed in tomblike silence by an order of the county commission that prevented it from being distributed or seen by anyone. Why and how that happened goes back to the seeds of dissension of a mid-March night, to the mistaken belief that walls of protection could be built around a contentious county, and to my decision to dissociate myself from the County Movement. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	ST. GEORGE TO STEAMBOAT SPRINGS: 

THE FINAL DAYS 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	In the brief span of thirty days, from mid-February to the ides of March 1992, my involvement in Catron Countys mounting Sagebrush Rebellion came to a sudden and decisive end. A series of events, each sufficient in itself to sever my straining ties to the County Movement, converged in critical mass and exploded whatever illusions I still held. The first event began in late 1991 at St. George, Utah, where two associates, both of whom still marched to the tune of Dicks gospel, and I met with the Utah Association of Counties to discuss a proposal to prepare land-use plans for all of Utahs twenty-nine counties. Our company, the Land Center, was awarded a contract for over $500,000 to do the portions of the plans tied to public lands in Utah. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	In making our bid, I insistedas I had in Catron County that the land-use plans be funded locally, that they be developed democratically with involvement by all members of the communityincluding environmentalistsand that their leading objectives be the improvement of land stewardship and the healing and protection of historically abused public lands. It became clear, as it soon would in Catron County, that the Utah initiative was neither democratic in function nor environmental in purpose. Its raison dêtre was to secure control of public lands for the small minority of Utah citizens engaged in ranching, logging, and mining and to exclude 
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  	from the political process the growing numbers of Utah citizens who considered themselves environmentalists. Moreover, the counties land-use goals, which were antagonistic to environmental objectives, were to be financed through state revenues. The Land Center withdrew from the Utah project on March 6, 1992 (the account of which was published a few days later in the Salt Lake Tribune) and proceeded to self-destruct as my colleagues and I went our separate ways. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	The second event came about in early February in Steamboat Springs, Colorado, at a seminar on County Government and Federal Lands held by the National Federal Lands Conference (NFLC). I was an invited speaker, as I had been at other NFLC seminars in Albuquerque, Casper, and Salt Lake City. But this time was different: It would be my last time. I had made up my mind going into the seminar that I could no longer support its Wise Use agenda or its bashing of environmentalistsalthough I had tolerated all of the above for six months in the hope that I could influence its program. I had failed, and more to the point, I was about to be purged from any further speaking engagements by Dick Manning, a member of NFLCs board of directors. In addition to all of this, Florence Williams of High Country News (HCN) was at the seminar to do a story on Catron County and the new Sagebrush Rebellion. Her story, which came out in late February, sped up a decision I was already close to making. In a letter published by HCN severa weeks later, I broke with the County Movement and set the stage for my exile from Catron County. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	Indeed, my relations with Dick Manning and the Catron County land-use planning committee were already soured by the time of the Steamboat Springs seminar. My version of the land-use plan was moving farther and farther away from what they wanted. For example, I took Catron Countys citizens at their word when they said they wanted to be independent and self-sufficient. To meet that goal, my draft of the plan called for the abolition of animal damage control subsidies and the end of below-cost timber sales. Animal damage control is a federally funded program to kill predators that threaten livestock; below-cost timber sales are those that result in a net loss to the federal treasury, usually because the Forest Service provides such extraordinary services as road building to give timber harvesters access to trees. 
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  	In addition, my draft included suggested changes in state and federal laws and policies to encourage landowners and public lands to improve their stewardship of range and water. Among those changes were recognition of water rights to protect instream flows, the use of incentives to enlist ranchers in the protection of the endangered Gila trout, and fundamental reform of the grazing permit system. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	None of my recommendations was well received by Dick; my reform ideas on the permit system were greeted with outright hostility. What I suggested was that anyonenot just ranchersshould be allowed to acquire a public lands grazing permit and to put that permit to uses other than just raising cows and sheep. I argued that this would allow ranchers, hunters, the state game department, and the Forest Service to find a win-win solution to the worsening conflict between cattle and elk. Ranchers could exchange all or a portion of their livestock grazing rights for highly profitable elk hunting licenses, giving the public more wildlife and the range a type of management that is more sensitive to native plants and animals. Dicks objection to my idea cut to the very heart of our clashing visionsand to the meaning of custom and culture for Catron County and the County Movement. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	Dick Mannings idea of custom and culture in the West, and in Catron County in particular, was sheep and cattle. Through a contorted reading of history (which is now gospel in Catron County and in many points north and west), he concluded that sheep and cattle had been in Catron County since 1598; that General Kearney, the commanding officer of the territories seized in the Mexican-American War, had pledged protection of the custom and culture of cows; that the 1848 Treaty of Guadalupe Hidalgo bound the U.S. government to honor the lifestyle of New Mexico cowboys until the second coming; and that a plethora of federal laws had sealed a sacred covenant to commit federal lands everywhere in the West to the heritage of livestock. With these peculiar notions in mind, he called for a county ordinance that would outlaw the substitution of elk for cattle as I had recommended. Take away the cattle, I surmised, and one takes away the custom and culture of Catron County. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	My draft of Catron Countys land-use plan defined custom and culture much differently. I pointed out that if there had ever been a custom and culture in Catron County, it was that of the hunter- 
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  	gatherer, of the Mogollon, the Gila, and the Apache people. Cattle ranching, in contrast, was very new to Catron County and indeed by 1992 had become a minor economic category, surpassed by government workers and retirees. Outside of declaring the custom and culture of Catron County the domain of hunter-gatherers or state and federal bureaucracies, I was at a loss as to what it was that the county should protect with the jealousy demanded by Dick and the land-use planning committee. In the end, I fell back on one of my favorite figures in American history, Alexis de Tocqueville. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	I concluded that the custom and culture of Catron County like that of America at largewas democracy in the grassroots sense, equality in the context of opportunity, and community in the form of voluntary association. Cattle and cowboys were not permanent fixtures in Catron County but rather represented just one of many ways in which people have tackled the problem of feeding themselves. Custom and culture, I concluded, was dynamic and open-ended, incapable of being frozen in time and place by government at any level. Any attempt to do so, even in the kindly name of community stability, was wrong-headed and more than likely a ruse foisted on the citizenry by special interests. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	My ideas and my draft were rejected by Dick Manning and the Catron County land-use planning committee without even the pretense of public debate. Cows and cowboys would indeed be permanent fixtures on the flanks of the Mangas, Mogollon, Mimbres, and Tularosa Mountainsat least if nature and the federal government would abide by the dictates of strong-willed county commissioners. And the custom and culture of cows and cowboys would, by the grace of an empowered county government, withstand the combined force of God and history that had rendered several millennia of hunter-gatherers extinct. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	AN EPILOGUE ON LAND-USE DEMOCRACY 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	The events of February and March 1992, so rapid and decisive in their passage, are nearly forgotten, as is the euphoria I tasted when I drove home to Las Cruces from Deming on a night long ago. There is no lingering bitterness, but to call the experience anything but bittersweet would be a lie. There is disappointment, thoughdisappointment that friends I made in Catron County could become my enemies so quickly; disappointment that an op- 
	

	

	















 

  	
  	
  	
  



	




	Page 50


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	portunity for real change could succumb so easily to ingrained prejudices. Like Daniel Kemmis in his book Community and the Politics of Place, I saw opportunity in the Sagebrush Rebellion: a chance for neighbors of various ilk to cooperate in solving local problems and a chance for those closest to the land to show their goodwill by truly caring for arid ranges and old-growth forests. Instead, I witnessed the age-old battle of special interests that has cursed the West since homestead days and the same frustrating blindness to the welfare of the land that has hung like an albatross around the necks of ranchers, loggers, and miners for several generations. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	Catron Countys fledgling rebellion goes on in name, but in fact it died the very moment it chose secrecy over democracy, exclusion over broad embrace. It withered on the sagebrush vine because it lost sight of the countys own wonderful history and because it failed the land that nurtured it. It had the chance to show the world that people who live from the land could give back to the land even more than they take. Instead, Catron County chose to defy a world that today envisions more than grass for cows and water for hard-rock mining in the rugged hills of Mogollon, Mangas, Mimbres, and Tularosa. It built walls around a custom and culture that has already seen its heyday in a fraction of the time other customs and cultures have thrived in the countys hidden canyons. It failed because it saw the future and retreated into the past. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	And for the dozens of counties Westside that hold Catron in esteem and rely on it for a model, the prognosis is much the same. The County Movement is nothing more than an inevitable exercise. Its vitality is based on the desperation of people who have good cause to be desperate but whose visions cannot escape the narrow blinders of tradition. In this regard, Catron County has played the role of the Pied Piper, leading frustrated men and women down an illusory path where momentary exaltation must give way to the unforgiving reality of an urbanized West impatient with its recalcitrant hinterland and the obvious fact of an arid landscape scarred by decades of abuse. The County Movement, like its Wise Use cousin, is simply an aberration, a momentary wrinkle in the space-time continuum where proud men and women take their final bow and caring foes salute a county that would be king. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	Despite all that has happened, I have no regrets. After all, what better place to have tried an experiment in land-use democracy than in the land of the Gila, the wilderness that helped mold the think- 
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  	ing of Aldo Leopold and inspired the poetic rendering of the land ethic. I remain as committed as ever to the idea that the people of the Westin their urban and rural communitiesshould and must be the ones to form new, local communions with their land and their neighbors, to assume the caring responsibility toward nature that comes with the burden of choice and the gift of freedom. And I await the day when a people and place like Catron County is ready to begin anew, to cast aside the shackles of federal dominance, not simply to reforge them to the contours of custom and culture. It is then, when caring people seek a more gentle and sustainable relation to nature, that Leopolds prescription for selfgovernment as a cure for land abuse can be tested and grateful homage can be paid to those who tried. 
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  	PART TWO

A RANGE OF VISTAS 
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THE COW AS TOTEM
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  	We milk the cow of the world.
Richard Wilbur, Epistemology, II 
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  	Let the woman into Paradise, shell bring her cow along.
Russian proverb 
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  	We say the cows laid out Boston. Well, there are worse surveyors.
Ralph Waldo Emerson 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	When humans identify with animals, we almost always choose carnivores, the animals at the top of the food chain, winners in the great eating lottery. Choosing totems or symbols to reveal our noble traits, we name basketball and football teams the Tigers, Panthers, Grizzlies, Lions. The only herbivores included in this great animal name game are those with lethal strength or at least dignity: Buffaloes, Rams. I doubt if any sports team was ever named the Sheep, and for some odd reason even Elephants seem to have been left out. In fact, I can think of several good names no one has used: Doesnt the Winner Wildebeests have a nice rhythm? 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	We also use animals to symbolize human traits we consider less than admirable: Youre chicken! we scream on the playground. Over coffee, we nod sagely and observe, Rats desert a sinking ship. In more imposing surroundings, such as a congressional chamber, we may remark, Hes sly as a fox and filthy as a pig. Behind a presidential podium, any of us might proclaim, Let slip the dogs of war. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	Traditional peoples and shamans who identify with animals often choose dramatic animals: bears, wolves, elk, moose. No self-respecting, self-proclaimed shaman could sell a million copies 
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  	of a hardbound how-to guide to personal enlightenment with a fox or a turtle on the cover. Even vegetarians, members of the Sierra Club, and other politically correct modern thinkers tender more respect to meat-eating animals than to cows. Those of us who make our living from cows and joyfully eat them are not invited to the chicest cocktail parties. Yet, with the exception of those who wear plastic shoes (recognizable by their limping gait) most of us benefit from cows every day. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	Most people we now call primitive chose totems among familiar animals. A warrior might adopt a particular animal as his own, carry or wear a part of it, and believe that by so doing he adopted some of that animals traits. We scorn such behavior, calling it heathen, and yet practice a faulty imitation of it by identifying certain animals with certain traits. After being raised on Little Red Riding Hood, most people are reluctant to believe that wolves mate for life, practice baby-sitting within an extended family group, and almost never attack humans. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	Conversely, people raised with cuddly stuffed animals have difficulty realizing how dangerous bison can be. Rangers in Yellowstone Park were once horrified to see a man place his small daughter on the back of a bison and step back for a photograph. After hed retrieved her and was a safe distance away, they tried to explain that the animal could disembowel another buffalo with one swipe of those horns. He probably never believed them; occasionally, bison make dead believers out of folks who think nature is sweet. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	We know we can learn a great deal from animals simply as they are without casting them either as furry humans or as savage brutes that have nothing in common with us. I suggest more folks consider cows as part of nature; we might even adopt cows as totems, because they represent certain excellent traits and symbolize a benign way of living on the earth. This idea isnt likely to be popular at first glance; cows are seldom featured on TV wildlife shows. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	Many of us have taken our opinions from the strong views of others. Some environmental groupsespecially Earth First!de-test cows and recommend destroying even the windmills that bring them water in the arid Southwest. The king of Angry Environ-mentalists, Edward Abbey, summed up his viewpoint about cows in May 1985 at the University of Montana: 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	Our public lands are infested with domestic cattle. Almost anywhere and everywhere you go in the American West, you will find herdsherdsof these ugly, clumsy, shambling, stupid, 
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  	bawling, bellowing, stinking, fly-covered, smeared, diseasespreading brutes. They are a pest and a plague. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	Environmentalists who admire Ed without having his intelligence, guts, or knowledge have been busy cursing cows ever since. They ought to take a good look at the human species before they do anything drastic; Abbeys description could apply as well to most of us. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	Abbey suggested that anything with four legs and horns on public lands should be regarded as a game animal and be shot. He didnt say it should be eaten, although elsewhere he extolled the virtues of a good steak. He abhorred the bovine practice of making deep trails to locations visited regularlyto water, feed, along fence linesand the resulting erosion. He deplored the cows habits of defecating in its own water supply and eating the best grass, leaving noxious and sticky weeds to overpopulate. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	In assessing Abbeys comments, lets be honest: Many humans do the same things. Open a wilderness area to hikers, and youll soon have deep trails to everything interesting. It is possible to erect a fence that will turn cows, especially since they prefer not to walk straight down hills, but humans have nifty brains and opposable thumbs. No matter what kind of barrier authorities construct, people get through it, causing ferocious erosion as they crash straight down slopes. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	Humans also think its fun to roll rocks, something no cow ever did on purpose. Once I parked my car along the road in Spearfish Canyon, in the Black Hills of South Dakota, and strolled up-canyon, enjoying the warbling of water and canyon wrens. I heard a crash and discovered some fun-loving lads were above me on the cliffs enjoying themselves by flinging rocks down on top of my 1954 Chevrolet, still wearing its original paint after twenty-five years. The boys werent good representatives of the intelligence of the species, though, because they made two mistakes. First, as I strode angrily up the road, they screeched in terror when I approached another car, thus revealing it was theirs. Second, they forgot about the regrettable human tendency toward vengeance. They howled with dismay as I sliced the air valves from all four tires; echoes bounced off the canyon walls, growing fainter as I drove away. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	But I digress. I was speaking of cows, who would never commit either of those destructive acts. Cows leave trails that cause erosion; so do humans. Cows defecate in their own water supply; have 
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  	you heard what generations of humans have put in your water? Not only sewage but chemicals that will literally curl your hair and dissolve your bones, not to mention your unborn children. The worst an animal can do to a water supply is defecate in it or die in it, and both contaminations can be corrected by a little boiling. We are the only species that poisons our own water and cant figure out how to stop. Cows dont neatly cover their manure piles the way a fastidious feline will, but neither do most humans. Even back-country campgrounds are often surrounded by mounds of human excrement festooned with toilet paper. A cow never leaves toilet paper dangling from the scenery. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	And what about cows eating habits? Yes, they can overgraze an areabut theyre hampered by the lack of that opposable thumb, although some open gates without it. However, the rancher could open the gate and put the cattle in a new pasture with more grass if he hadnt borrowed so much money from the banker. Stand ranch-ers up at a buffet table, and theyll do just what you will: eat the things they like first. The point is, were supposed to be smart enough to understand these things. If the cows are damaging the ecological balance, its some humans fault, and we have to deal with the human, not the cow. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	Considerable opposition to the presence of cows in the natural world is based on misinformation, as is the case in many other disagreements. Often, when an environmentalist screams that Im immoral for raising cows, I may shout at the poor blockhead instead of sympathizing with his or her illiteracy. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	Why should you know anything about cows, you ask? Because hardly a week passes that you dont eat or wear parts of one, thats why. A shopper who insists on organic produce may not know the difference between range-fed beef and the stuff in plastic wrap in the supermarket. If we are what we eat, shouldnt we know as much about meat production as we know about chemicals? We live in a society suddenly concerned about ingredients lurking in water from the faucet and anxious to generate less garbage. Yet beef is an important part of many diets, and most eaters couldnt tell you what happens to their meat between the hillside and the plate. We owe it to ourselves to learn the facts before we condemn cows. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	Furthermore, if you believe cows have fewer rights on public land than snowmobiles and elk, study bovine habits before writing the slogans. 
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  	Environmentalists, vegetarians, and other folks who advocate giving up beef to save the earth quote statistics showing that 60 million people a year could eat the grain fed to cows. Not all cows eat grain, and some grain wouldnt nourish a human, so thats a faulty claim. Nor is all beef produced in feedlots. When your feet are under my table, the meat on the menu is composed of grass and hay produced by old-fashioned sun and rain in our pastures. In the winter, we feed the cattle cake composed of grains stuck together with molasses, along with a few added vitamins and minerals. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	Unfortunately, when our calves leave our ranch, they seldom go straight to your freezer. We haul them to a regional sale ring, where the highest-bidding middleman buys and transports them to a feedlot. Feedlots are big business; two or three companies own not only most of the cattle fed for slaughter in this country but most of the nations grain, flour, pork, eggs, and chickens. Cattle from all over the nation are packed together in small pens. Roaming open prairie, cows seldom get sick; knee-deep in mud and their own wastes, eating grain until their flesh becomes the fatty stuff most Americans call beef, they are vulnerable. Runoff pollutes streams and underground water with cow manure and the chemicals used on grain. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	In other words, the economy of the beef producer, along with most of the food production industry, is dependent on monopolistic companies, not individual ranchers. Driving ranchers off public lands and out of business wont stop either the unhealthy feedlots or pollution. Family ranches are often bought by corporations; every such sale gives big business tighter control over food production and thus over the price you pay to eat. Feisty individual ranch-ers who object to centralized commerce are called un-American and worse. But without them, your dinner would be more costly. Major companies often ignore pollution laws, arguing that food is necessary for national security. And their close alliances with government agencies give them more control over public lands than ranchers have ever had. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	None of this is necessary; its an ornate edifice built to create profits. Range-fed beef is lean and organic; cows who eat grass all their lives are healthy, with tasty flesh. If environmentalists and health addicts bought meat directly from a local rancher, both parties would profit. The buyer might supervise his or her future steaks daily life to monitor the amount of fat in the eventual steaks. Or 
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  	the buyer could do the butcheringearning dinner, up close and personal. If ranchers had a ready market for beef raised without chemicals, they could operate more cheaply. And both buyer and seller would strike a blow against monopoly and pollution; more surplus grain would be available for those 60 million hungry people. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	What about cattle on public lands? Certainly, the ecology of some regions is fragile enough to be damaged by any amount of traffic. But in the nations great grassland regions, well-managed grazing can be balanced with the needs of the public and our pet wildlife. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	Many people think cows are stupid, placid creatures. I dont want to reopen the old debate about whether behavior is instinctive or intelligent. But Ive observed cattle intimately for forty years and can testify to their uncanny judgment. When a blizzard strikes, no matter what pasture the cows are in, they will find the best spot to shelter themselves and their calves from that particular blizzard. If the wind is from the north, carrying heavy snow, they choose a sheltered place with room on the south so they wont be covered as the snow builds up in front of them. If the storm comes from the east, theyll take refuge in a different spot. Like us, they dont control the weather. Sometimes when the wind changes, cattle get caught in a place they cant escape when the snow is over. Then I have to exercise my intelligence to figure out where they are and break a trail to get them out with either a truck or a horse. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	But maybe they know Ill rescue them. They wait patiently while I sweat to shovel a path to the garage and start the truck. Then I shovel the drift away from the garage door again and drive to the barn, where I clear the drift from the barn door. Inside, I shovel feed into the truck. Then I drive into the pasture, trying to miss the biggest drifts, to hunt the cows; I usually get stuck a few more times. Meanwhile, they stand like statues broadside to the sun, absorbing free solar energy. Perhaps the black ones make superior remarks to the white ones, but I doubt it. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	Cows are liberated, in their fashion. Theyve had cooperative baby-sitting for centuries, since all manner of predators now extinct once threatened their offspring. In spring, when calves are young, cows prefer not to make them walk all the way to the corral each time mama wants a drink or to leave them bawling and confused when mother runs after the lunch wagon. So a certain area of the pasture becomes the nursery; one to three cows stay there with 
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  	the calves at all times. The nursery is always as far as possible from rocks or tall brush that could conceal a creeping predator or a coyote den. If the wind is chill, the calves will be tucked down behind low hills. There they remain, like fawns, until their mothers return. The baby-sitters graze, feed their own calves, and generally act as lookouts. During one neighborhood prairie fire, several calves were run over by fire trucks; even engine noise and the smell of smoke didnt drive them away. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	Most of the cows graze, drink, and eventually return to let their calves suck. Even when we drive into the pasture with sacks of cattle cake and a hayrack full of feed, the baby-sitters stick steadfastly with the calves until relieved of duty. They watch us, eyes rolling, but dont move unless we get out of the pickup. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	Unlike most humans, cows are sensible in their work habits. Their job is to eat grass, processing it into bone, flesh, and milk their calves will transform to meat. They are steadfast in their labors but never fanatical; workaholics are unknown in their world. On a day when the thermometer and blood are above a hundred degrees, cows dont run back and forth in the valleys trying to make a living. They graze in the morning, drinking deep of whatever water is available, muddy or clear. They spend the afternoon lying on the highest hill available, chewing their cud where any prairie breeze can find them. After sunset, when the air cools, they stroll down for another drink and graze through part of the night, grace-fully becoming nocturnal as the best way to adjust to heat. When they sleep, they dont thrash around worrying about their job. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	Meanwhile, humans punch the air conditioner buttons, shiver in offices, curse traffic, swelter as we dash outside to eat cardboard food in noisy crowds. At night, shut inside boxes insulated against cold, we dont realize weve also effectively trapped heat. We tumble restlessly in hot beds or grumble at the air conditioners roar while cool breezes blow across our spacious, empty porches, decks, and lawns. We work like slaves to afford unnatural cooling and pass up the free, natural variety. Cows dont. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	One summer evening, contemplating the myth of placid cows, I sat on my deck and watched a coyote hunting mice in the field below. When she was full, she ducked under a fence and started up the slope back to her den, perhaps to regurgitate a tasty morsel for her pups. She may have been deluded by the evening calm or too tired to notice her trail was taking her through a herd of grazing cows and calves. 
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  	My first clue of trouble was a bellow that might have issued from a wounded elephant: a high-pitched scream of fear and wrath. I grabbed the binoculars and found the coyote. Shed strolled over a little knoll directly into the nursery. The two or three baby-sitting cows were probably as astonished as she was, but they shouted alarm. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	The coyote looked back over her shoulder toward retreat, assessing her predicament. Not ten feet away, a cow was pawing dirt up over her back, screaming and tossing her horns. From every direction, cows ran toward the nursery. Bags swinging, heads raised, they all bawled in outrage or to assure their calves that rescue was coming. Most of the calves were still lying down, maybe trying to decide if mothers instructions not to move covered this situation. One or two leaped up, their bleats of terror convincing the cows blood had been shed. A moment before, three bulls had been placidly drinking at the water hole; rumbling, they galloped up the slope, persuaded some magnificent stranger was seducing their harem. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	At that moment, about 50 thousand pounds of angry meat was stampeding toward one 40-pound coyote. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	The coyotes next minor lapse might have been lethal. She chose to run straight up the hill. Instinct stood on her side; cows abhor a steep assent. Even with a horse and rider behind them, they move upslope reluctantly. The coyote bet her ability to accelerate against the heavy, heat-sodden cows in a sprint for safety. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	Pay attention; ignorance can be dangerous. The coyote didnt know cows on the other side of the hill had heard the panic. As she lunged uphill, a horde of cattle appeared on the horizon like Indian scouts in a Hollywood Western, storming to the rescue, howling murder. In seconds, the coyote was surrounded. The whole galloping mass converged on her, dust boiling. The coyote vanished. The cows crashed and collided, pawed the ground, slung snot in the air. After a few moments of confusion, the dust began to settle. A few cows ran out of the mass, bawling and murmuring anxiously, and found their calves. A dozen or so remained, throwing clumps of grass in the air with their heads, threatening mayhem. Two of the bulls squared off and slammed their heads together. Confused about the nature of the threat, they fell back on masculine custom: If in doubt, fight something. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	Had they stomped the coyote to furry scraps? I glimpsed a trace of movement at the hilltop and focused on the coyote just as she 
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  	flopped down, panting hard and facing the cows. Whenever she hunted the field below me after that, she left it by a narrow fold in the hill that hid her from most of the cows most of the time. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	Cows dont devote all their energy and instincts to predator control. They also have a sixth sense for finding holes in a fence or a gate left open briefly while a rancher checks a water hole. Cows can materialize from empty prairie just in time to dash through the gate before the pickup can reach it. If Im riding a horse, trying to put a particular cow through a gate, her companions can calculate preciselyto the inchthe distance at which I cant stop them before they duck through it. If Im on a younger horse, they wait until Im a little farther away. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	Despite my liking for them, I must admit that cows use their abilities to deceive humans fairly often. When city people ask ranch-ers how to tell when a cow is going to calve, we look wise and talk sagely about physical details that announce the event. Challenged, we may admit to a sixth sense developed by experienced ranchers. To hear us tell it, we are never wrong. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	Among ourselves, however, we joke about our errors. When calving season begins, nearly every rancher sorts cows most likely to calve first into a corral or pasture close to the barns where they can be watched and helped, if necessary. Cows that wont calve for several weeks are pastured further away. If a blizzard is coming, we cut the heavies again, putting those closest to calving into a corral or barn, because storms tend to bring on calves. The scientific explanation for this involves the effects of air pressure on the cows womb. But all honest ranchers have spent hours getting heavy cows to safety only to find new calves in the most distant pasture after the storm. We shrug and say philosophically that you cant always tell what a cow will do. I think the cows may be making the decisions. Often, a cow that looks ready to calve when shes shut in at night will not calve until morning. Then shell march out the gate and go as far as possible from people and buildings before calving. I believe they prefer rivacy and can control the urge to calve until they get it. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	Nothing convinced me of this belief more than an experience in early 1989, when a photographer for Life magazine visited the family ranch to photograph me during calving season. Anxious to do his job well, he carried three cameras and slogged through snow and mud with me day and night, taking pictures of every major 
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  	event in my life. But he particularly wanted to photograph a cow giving birth. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	After the first few days, we sorted ten cows most likely to calve into a corral right beside the barn. When I announced that a cow might be calving, he accompanied me to the corral, no matter what the hour. As his stay lengthened, we checked the cows every half hour during daylight and every hour at night. The cows in the corral had grown so used to his presence the photographer could scratch most of them behind the ears; he named them and pleaded with them to calve. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	For an entire week, not a single cow calved when the photographer was present. The day he raced to town for an hour to shoot another assignment, two cows calved. On another day, we looked at the cows on the way to the house for coffee. Five minutes later, from my kitchen we saw through binoculars a cow licking a newborn calf in the corral. When we left the pasture, cows must have shot calves out like seeds in a watermelon-spitting contest. Finally, we admitted that the cows simply had collectively decided not to allow photographs of this intimate moment to appear in a national magazine. The critters acted in a way contrary to everything I know about biology, every rule of calving season. They won. When the article appeared, it contained no photographs of cows calving. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	Few humans have explored bovine artistry, although Xenophanes touched on its possibilities when he wrote in Fragment 15: If cattle and horses, or lions, had hands, or were able to draw with their feet and produce the works which men do, horses would draw the forms of gods like horses, and cattle like cattle, and they would make the gods bodies the same shape as their own. Cows do create beauty, albeit unconsciously, particularly at salt licks. Since each bovine seeks salt daily as a dietary supplement, their hooves wear off the grass and create depressions around the lick. If a rancher always dumped the 50-pound salt blocks on the ground in the same spot, theyd dissolve in puddles during rains, and the cattle would trample and waste the expensive stuff. Most of us provide salt boxes, built open enough to drain and solid enough to withstand hundreds of hooves. Adroitly, cattle sculpt both salt and its container. As they lick, the salt blocks are slowly carved into abstract white shapes that change daily. Mdern ranchers who use old rubber tires nailed to thick boards as salt boxes miss the second phase of the sculpture: wood carving. Holding salt for years, the 
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  	boards in an oak or pine salt box absorb some of the flavor; when I dont replace the supply quickly enough, the cows lick the boards with their big rough tongues to get the last morsel out of the crevices. Several of my boxes have been hewn into rounded shapes smooth as fine furniture, with a gleaming golden patina and no splinters. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	If possible, cows scratch almost as much as they lick; for some reason, many will choose the same post to soothe an itch, perhaps because it has a projection placed to reach that hard-to-find spot between their shoulder blades, under the hip bone, or in the center of the flank. Some of our oldest posts are twisted cedar cut in the Black Hills during the early days of settlement here; where they have been polished by cowhide for forty or sixty years, they glow with dull, variegated red light. A master woodworker might admire the finishcreated with natural suede, oil, and hours of labor by the cows wearing the polishing cloth. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	Perhaps folks who want cattle off public lands have temporarily forgotten one of their best-known abilities, that of producing a pure white liquid that nourishes our preciousalthough too numerouschildren. All female mammals are accorded respectful admiration for this ability, as long as they do it in private. Perhaps we dont wish to be embarrassed by reminders of our origins or our greedy natures; a woman who attempts to breast-feed in public may be banished to a smelly toilet. Like human women, the cow has been portrayed by advertising and cartoons as a silly creature in ignorance of her noble suffering. Perhaps women should reserve the cow totem for ourselves in defiance of such attitudes. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	A cows stomach is remarkable not only for being one of the darkest places in the universe but for its double construction and its ability to digest almost anything but metal. Some cows must survive with awful indigestion caused by careless humans; a local packing plant has a display of wrenches and other tools, beer cans, parts of cars, and nails found in cows stomachs. Occasionally, when a cow dies for no apparent cause, the rancher may assume she died of hardware disease. Society honors football players for toughness as they play with broken bones, but the cow gets little respect. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	When I was a child and less fastidious than I am today, I often forgot my handkerchief and blew my nose on my shirttail, admiring cows ability to clean their nostrils with their tongues. The same tongue bathes her calf from ears to hooves and cleans all ac- 
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  	cessible areas of her own hide, including spots I wouldnt believe it could reach if I hadnt seen it. A cow can wrap her tongue around a tall stand of grass and reel it in to her teeth, then tuck that bite inside her jaw and send the tongue back for more. With the aid of their tongues and a flexible neck and hind leg, cows have been known to sample their own milk, although perhaps it would be more polite not to mention that; sometimes their calves are virtually starving while mamas coat glows with health. A mother who would take her own bodys food from her child doesnt promote the benign image I have painted here, but shes certainly agile. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	I envy cows their hooves, nicely sharpened and pointed but seldom used as weapons; instead, cows use them to scratch behind their ears and nearly everywhere but between their shoulder blades. When a fly settles there, a cow can dispatch it with a flyswatter at the end of her spine. In case a hoof or tail wont reach the desired spot, some cows can fall back on a handy horn, nicely detailed for reaching tiny itches. Meanwhile, humans buy self-defense weapons instead of using those installed in our bodies and search endlessly for a compatible person to scratch our itches. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	Bovine horns poke holes in the cows placid reputation, too. Probably developed as a logical and necessary defense, horns are hardly necessary since humans have killed most of the predators. Most ranchers use hornless breeds or dehorn their cows to protect other members of the herd from injury. A horned cow in a herd of hornless ones will always be boss, and her horns grow pointed and polished to a high gloss by her use of them to enforce her will. The cow we nicknamed Can Opener because shed broken one horn kept the other sharpened like a razor and became adept at poking any creature in her way. Once in awhile she drew blood; I think theres a lesson here about pacifism versus armed preparedness, but Ill let a pacifist spell it out. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	A cows most amazing organ, however, is the largest one: her skin. It enables her to spend most of her life outside; unless a range cow has difficulty calving, she may never enter a barn. A small herd, like ours, includes a hundred animals; we cant afford a shelter that big. Besides, crowded cattle are less healthy than those free to find their own protection from storms. When its 40 degrees below zero with a 30-mile-an-hour wind, a cow is outside. Now that some officious weatherperson has invented the wind chill factor, people arent supposed to go outside when its that cold, even in their 
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  	miracle, space-age fabrics. But no one has told the cows. They lie in snow that melts around their bodies, chewing their cud and surviving on dry grass and cattle cake. On days when the thermometer reaches 110 degrees, theyre still outside, lying on a hilltop in the breeze, protected by a hide that functions in extremes. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	Remembering that the average American once ate the equivalent of fourteen cows in a lifetime, it seems only right that cows should be accorded more respect than weve given them. Ive seen cows on T-shirts, socks, cups, lawn chairs, and posters, for example, but theyre always black-and-white dairy cattle, never the chunky beef cattle Ive known and loved. Even the occasional statue, like the huge one along an interstate in North Dakota, memorializes the Holstein, an animal no longer truly bovine but refined by human interference into a machine for creating milk, one step away from computerization. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	A poet I know tried to inject variety into a long bus trip by telling a busload of foreign tourists that the cow statue was a North Dakota fertility goddess and watched them scribble in their diaries without a qualm; thats an attitude I admire. But the poet may also have been tuning in to an ancient truth. Provide for men, the cattle of God, said a philosopher named Merikare a couple of thousand years before Christ. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	But the cow I want for my totem is a Hereford-Angus cross, familiarly known as a black whiteface. Her heritage is impeccable. On the Hereford side, her red whiteface ancestors originated in Herefordshire, England, as rugged draft animals. Imported to the United States in 1817, the horned version managed to look both beautiful and immensely dignified and proved its hardiness by replacing the Longhorn on the western ranges. On the Angus side, she is descended from Scottish breeds noted for small, lively calves, imported in 1873 to be crossed with Longhorns. Independent Angus bulls have been known to leave a pasture full of loving cows and swim a river to lie in bachelor paradise on a nearly inaccessible island. Autonomy and vigor are attitudes most humans could cultivate to our benefit. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	The calf these two bloodlines produce gets up within minutes after birth and grows vigorously on a diet of sparse grass without chemicals. If its a female, she raises a calf even in the leanest of dry years and has a sensible disposition: Shell kick you if you hurt her and are in range, but she wont chase you very far if you leave her 
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  	calf alone; shes fair. The crossbred steer is the wonder of the bovine world; he gains quickly and efficiently, is tractable enough to put up with feedlots that resemble concentration camps, and gives his life to become lean, tasty meat. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	In many early societies, a mark of respect for fallen enemies or vanquished animals was to eat their hearts. In that way, the victor partook of the courage and strength the other had shown and honored the loser for putting up such a good fight. Considering that tradition and the number of beef hearts Ive eaten and all the admirable, underexposed totemic qualities of cows, I hereby record that cows are my passion, as well as my living. 
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  	[image: CHP06.TIF.JPG]
	

	

	


	Riding High














 

  	
  	
  	
  



	




	Page 71


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	6

SONGS OF THE RANGE.
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	Drummond Hadley 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	RAIN IN THE RISING SUN
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	Ready to go or stay there in the stillness, I began to see before me the rippled long ridges and gray rims of the Sierra Madre, range after range fading into those desert valleys and blue distances at the edge of the earth of sky and emptiness and I remembered her long dark hair. Then from the rimrock two courting ravens began to dive, twist, fall outward, outward past white rock buttes, past broken shards of mesas, shattered mountain beyond mountain, the drop and fall of red-cut ledge beyond ledge sliding off toward the end of earth, blue sky, white cloud, the wind and emptiness. . . . I can feel 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	her in my arms when the first fall snow comes in the night to the desert country and then at dawn when those gray points of the pale light strike the white peaks and begin to come down the west mountain slopes, when each cedar limb and stem of the tall grasses bends to hold those rimmed shapes of the trembling whiteness, as though the crystalline structure of the world were filled with living prisms of the rising suns light that quiver and dance with each flake till that glowing falls around us along the still shadowed ground to begin to light again the beginning of this world and bring the warmth of the day into our hands. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	ALMA DE MI ALMA 
	

	

	


	[image: 48690477a72349bc4cfac3598f309ec7.gif]
  	
  	[image: 48690477a72349bc4cfac3598f309ec7.gif]

	

	
  	El sauz y la palma se mezclan con calma. Alma de me alma, que linda eres tú. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	Alma, born to Don Crucito Alonzo, vaquero in the Cañón de Dimas
[image: 48690477a72349bc4cfac3598f309ec7.gif]where the swallows come to nest along the red cliffs in the
[image: 48690477a72349bc4cfac3598f309ec7.gif]springtime, Sonora, Mexico. 
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  	Where do the swallows go passing with the west wind?
[image: 48690477a72349bc4cfac3598f309ec7.gif]By the red cliffs they stay for awhile and then go. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	When she was a young girl her mother didnt want her
[image: 48690477a72349bc4cfac3598f309ec7.gif]so took her to town to Doña Petra. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	When she was sweet sixteen Doña Petra didnt want her,
[image: 48690477a72349bc4cfac3598f309ec7.gif]so she went to live with her uncle Perú. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	She was shot through the heart by Perús jealous wife.
[image: 48690477a72349bc4cfac3598f309ec7.gif]Shes buried in the cañón at EI Ranchito.

Where will your hates and your jealous loves go?
[image: 48690477a72349bc4cfac3598f309ec7.gif]Who are we here wanting to know? 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	[image: 48690477a72349bc4cfac3598f309ec7.gif][image: 48690477a72349bc4cfac3598f309ec7.gif][image: 48690477a72349bc4cfac3598f309ec7.gif]* * * 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	Shy, whirling Alma dancing your young-old eyes
[image: 48690477a72349bc4cfac3598f309ec7.gif]we drunk vaqueros chased all night

till the sunlight lit our camp on the town street
[image: 48690477a72349bc4cfac3598f309ec7.gif]between our round-up jefes house and hers. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	Como un águila bajando a un lepe
[image: 48690477a72349bc4cfac3598f309ec7.gif]Roberto ballio con las señoritas en Agua Prieta.
Like an eagle dropping on a dogie calf
[image: 48690477a72349bc4cfac3598f309ec7.gif]Roberto danced with the señoritas in Agua Prieta. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	Where will the old Earth take you dancing through the starlight,
[image: 48690477a72349bc4cfac3598f309ec7.gif]whirling you on and on while she goes.

Where will the old Earth carry us dancing through the starlight,
[image: 48690477a72349bc4cfac3598f309ec7.gif]whirling us all on and on while she goes? 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	Danced her through that falling white house where she lived,
[image: 48690477a72349bc4cfac3598f309ec7.gif]one room adobe mud, the other of cardboard and rusted pieces
[image: 48690477a72349bc4cfac3598f309ec7.gif]of rattling tin

where Petra served us frijole beans and carne
[image: 48690477a72349bc4cfac3598f309ec7.gif]as though wed come driving steers down those dusty trails as kings. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	Whirling you on and on while she goes.
[image: 48690477a72349bc4cfac3598f309ec7.gif]Whirling us all on and on while she goes.

West from the San Bernardino River through Gallardo Pass
[image: 48690477a72349bc4cfac3598f309ec7.gif]we rode in the dusk light. Lost two steers in the nighttime. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	Rode on again another day into Agua Prieta
[image: 48690477a72349bc4cfac3598f309ec7.gif]through dirt streets and Mexico kids running

by the side of the road throwing rocks at stray steers
[image: 48690477a72349bc4cfac3598f309ec7.gif]until we came to the border corrals. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	Then with tequila and corridos floating through the cantinas
[image: 48690477a72349bc4cfac3598f309ec7.gif]and the women and songs we forgot

the dust, the wild cattle, the cold of the mornings and the winding trails
[image: 48690477a72349bc4cfac3598f309ec7.gif]and changed the town to some whirling place we didnt remember or
[image: 48690477a72349bc4cfac3598f309ec7.gif]know. 
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  	Where do those nights and the singing in your memory,
[image: 48690477a72349bc4cfac3598f309ec7.gif]and the crossings of the valleys and the sandy rivers go?

Where do those nights and the long singing memories
[image: 48690477a72349bc4cfac3598f309ec7.gif]and the crossings of these lands and the sandy rivers go? 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	And the vaqueros who rode whistling
[image: 48690477a72349bc4cfac3598f309ec7.gif]past those soft, dark eyes

while the swallows circled and drifted in the winds
[image: 48690477a72349bc4cfac3598f309ec7.gif]calling by the red cliffs in the Cañón de Dimas at springtime. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	Where will those loves, and her laughing black eyes
[image: 48690477a72349bc4cfac3598f309ec7.gif]and the winding river go?

Who are we here wanting to know?
[image: 48690477a72349bc4cfac3598f309ec7.gif]Who were we here wanting to know. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	GOIN TO JAIL 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	Well, I guess Im going to jail, Waylon says. They keep sending me these government cattle census reports and tellin me its law number so-and-so I got to fill em out. I guess Ill go to jail cause I just throw em into the wastebasket. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	Theres already been two phone calls while I was at the ranch and I dont know how many while I wasnt. A nice girl called and asked me how I could keep on ranching without the information in those cattle reports. I told her I didnt know, but Id been doin it somehow for the last thirty years. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	I told her those cattle reports didnt mean too much cause nobody ever put down anything that was true in em anyway. Why if the cattle census taker and the banker and the tax man ever got together in the same room, wed all be out of business. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	Course those cattle census reports never include the summer or the winter rains either. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	She said, Then just what do you base your business decisions on? 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	I said, What I got between my ears. I told her it wasnt much, and it was wrong about ninety percent of the time, but at least it was mine. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	She thanked me and hung up. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	JUST ANOTHER CLEARING ARENA CUTTING HORSE COMPETITION 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	All the people watching and that fake cowboy set up there
[image: 48690477a72349bc4cfac3598f309ec7.gif]Dont worry about it. 
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  	Just pretend youre horseback in a little clearing
[image: 48690477a72349bc4cfac3598f309ec7.gif]way off in a blue mountain range. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	Therere rocks and oak brush along the edge of that clear place.
[image: 48690477a72349bc4cfac3598f309ec7.gif]Theres an open twelve-foot gate in the middle.

Its the only clearing in all those blue mountains.
[image: 48690477a72349bc4cfac3598f309ec7.gif]Thats how come they put the gate there. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	Youve been hazin along a wild, galavantin hide-out cow
[image: 48690477a72349bc4cfac3598f309ec7.gif]till now theres just she and you.

Alone in front of that gate,
[image: 48690477a72349bc4cfac3598f309ec7.gif]and it seems like its taken a lifetime to find her. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	You sure dont want to let her get away
[image: 48690477a72349bc4cfac3598f309ec7.gif]because daylights fadin.

And youve used up all the tricks you know,
[image: 48690477a72349bc4cfac3598f309ec7.gif]and if she gets away this time shell be gone forever. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	So sit up straight in your saddle, hold those split reins light.
[image: 48690477a72349bc4cfac3598f309ec7.gif]Follow that wildness dancing in her eyes 

A leg each side of your horses back, a mind in the middle.
[image: 48690477a72349bc4cfac3598f309ec7.gif]Be invisible, be not there. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	Now drive her through that opening twelve-foot gate.
[image: 48690477a72349bc4cfac3598f309ec7.gif]Everywhere you go, riding alone into one of these new arenas.

Remember its always just another clearing
[image: 48690477a72349bc4cfac3598f309ec7.gif]way off in a blue mountain range. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	JUANS LAST TRAIL.
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	Theres old Juan walking along the ridgeline
[image: 48690477a72349bc4cfac3598f309ec7.gif]from Mexico Route 2 through the border fence

Then down the rough side of the canyon to the Escondida camp
[image: 48690477a72349bc4cfac3598f309ec7.gif]where he hoped his friend Walterio would be waiting. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	Tortillas in a sack, a half-filled bottle of tequila,
[image: 48690477a72349bc4cfac3598f309ec7.gif]old heart walking, centuries singing,

Dry times these rangelands and wetback trails,
[image: 48690477a72349bc4cfac3598f309ec7.gif]his own people, Sonora, Mexico. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	Where are you headed, Juan?
[image: 48690477a72349bc4cfac3598f309ec7.gif]Where theres work to do, hed say.

Old vaquero following traces of cattle trails drifting through
[image: 48690477a72349bc4cfac3598f309ec7.gif]the blue Peloncillo Mountain rangeland to find work in America. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	[image: 48690477a72349bc4cfac3598f309ec7.gif][image: 48690477a72349bc4cfac3598f309ec7.gif][image: 48690477a72349bc4cfac3598f309ec7.gif][image: 48690477a72349bc4cfac3598f309ec7.gif]* * * 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	Humming of flies along that winding path,
[image: 48690477a72349bc4cfac3598f309ec7.gif]trembling side-oats seeds. 

Mira, there, says Roberto, Look past those mesquite leaves.
[image: 48690477a72349bc4cfac3598f309ec7.gif]Faded Levis, tan shirt, sombrero by the cliff rocks 
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  	Where the trail climbs the ridge line, Do you see him?
[image: 48690477a72349bc4cfac3598f309ec7.gif]A hawk goes gliding low over Juans bones.

Sunlight and the rains, summertime the worms . . . 
[image: 48690477a72349bc4cfac3598f309ec7.gif]Odor of a cow dead about four weeks. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	Grease from his body turning the side-oats grasses brown.
[image: 48690477a72349bc4cfac3598f309ec7.gif]Grease, coyotes, lightning, who knows?

Early fall clouds rolling over these ridge lines,
[image: 48690477a72349bc4cfac3598f309ec7.gif]Our bodies, clouds, dry falling seeds 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	Pretty quick a man disappears
[image: 48690477a72349bc4cfac3598f309ec7.gif]in these winds and the creeks and the mountain sands.

Old dust in the wind, drifting now
[image: 48690477a72349bc4cfac3598f309ec7.gif]On this Guadalupe Canyon Trail. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	Where are you headed, Juan?
[image: 48690477a72349bc4cfac3598f309ec7.gif]Siempre tengo mi camino en la punta de los pies,

Always my way is before me, he said.
[image: 48690477a72349bc4cfac3598f309ec7.gif]Only the tips of my feet know where I will go. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	A CASE OF MISTAKEN IDENTITY 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	My uncle Roy got shot at twice coming up Limpia Creek Canyon, Waylon goes on, but it was a case of mistaken identity. Hell, if that son-of-a-bitch could have shot straight Uncle Roy would have been dead. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	The feller yelled, Hey, arent you so and so? and my uncle yelled back, Heck no! 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	Sorry, the man said and went off riding down the canyon. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	COW TRADIN BY THE RIO GRANDE 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	Phil Statler had a bunch of cows sold to Ted Robb but some of the cows

got the jimmys 
[image: 48690477a72349bc4cfac3598f309ec7.gif]from eatin poisoned weed and was a tremblin and a shakin and
[image: 48690477a72349bc4cfac3598f309ec7.gif]about to die. 

Ill buy every son-of-a-bitch that walks off the trucks alive, Ted Robb said.

Well about forty of em walked off the trucks and lay down and died. 
[image: 48690477a72349bc4cfac3598f309ec7.gif]Old Ted got mad and didnt want to pay. 

I thought youd take every son-of-bitch
[image: 48690477a72349bc4cfac3598f309ec7.gif]that walked off the trucks alive, Phil Statler said. 

They may have walked off, Ted Robb said. 
[image: 48690477a72349bc4cfac3598f309ec7.gif]But they was dead sons-a-bitches while they was a walkin.  
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  	GATHERING CATTLE FOR THE FISH CREEK CATTLE ASSOCIATION BEFORE THE SNOWS TRAP THEM IN THE HIGH COUNTRY, WINTER 1979, JACKSON HOLE, WYOMING 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	A few snow flakes falling here,
[image: 48690477a72349bc4cfac3598f309ec7.gif]light, clean smell of the wind in the sage.

It takes these cold nights to make a good day,
[image: 48690477a72349bc4cfac3598f309ec7.gif]Lester Jacobsen, Melody Ranch foreman, says. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	Melting frost on the wheat grasses
[image: 48690477a72349bc4cfac3598f309ec7.gif]turning to dewdrops in the first morning sunlight.

We had a pretty hard, cold winter last year, Lester says,
[image: 48690477a72349bc4cfac3598f309ec7.gif]Theres sure gonna be lots of new babies in Jackson Hole this fall. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	Cattle drift ahead of our horses hooves
[image: 48690477a72349bc4cfac3598f309ec7.gif]drifting down the trails past Slate Creek, Crystal Creek.

Brown backs of Hereford cows, snowy clouds on the Teton Peaks,
[image: 48690477a72349bc4cfac3598f309ec7.gif]Crystal Flats to Horsetail along the Gros Ventre River trail. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	Across the river through those falling, yellow aspen leaves
[image: 48690477a72349bc4cfac3598f309ec7.gif]cows and calves go to slip away.

Clouds of steam and mists drift from the warm springs we pass,
[image: 48690477a72349bc4cfac3598f309ec7.gif]drift off over the scattered snows. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	A long-horn bull jumps the fence onto a highway past Kelly,
[image: 48690477a72349bc4cfac3598f309ec7.gif]starts all the bulls to fighting,

Scatters cows and calves over the slick paved road
[image: 48690477a72349bc4cfac3598f309ec7.gif]where a big white semi-truck waits to pass. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	Well pick em up tomorrow.
[image: 48690477a72349bc4cfac3598f309ec7.gif]Leave em here, Lester says, 

By that cottonwood tree just past the Mormon Road 
[image: 48690477a72349bc4cfac3598f309ec7.gif]where the old buck-rail fence runs in from the West. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	When these cold snows start flyin, the cows come a trailin
[image: 48690477a72349bc4cfac3598f309ec7.gif]past the parks and through the mountain passes.

They come a trailin. Theyve been there before, 
[image: 48690477a72349bc4cfac3598f309ec7.gif]They know the way, one followin after the other . . . 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	[image: 48690477a72349bc4cfac3598f309ec7.gif][image: 48690477a72349bc4cfac3598f309ec7.gif]Just as smooth as a school marms leg. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	GOING TO BUY HEIFERS: THE DEATH OF JESSE PARKER 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	We turn onto a dirt road. Calves scamper away toward the West,
[image: 48690477a72349bc4cfac3598f309ec7.gif]tail hairs flying, shimmering in the sunlight. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	Ill bet those little fartsll weigh 500 pounds
[image: 48690477a72349bc4cfac3598f309ec7.gif]in the fall, if it rains, Bill Bryan says. 
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  	Its been forty years since I been down this road.
[image: 48690477a72349bc4cfac3598f309ec7.gif]Paloma, my girlfriend, lived right through that gap. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	We turn on the road to Terlingua and stop to look
[image: 48690477a72349bc4cfac3598f309ec7.gif]toward some brindled brahma cross-cows . . . 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	Come in out of the desert country to Erlingua Creek
[image: 48690477a72349bc4cfac3598f309ec7.gif]to shade up under the cottonwoods at noontime. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	Here by this spring, Bill Bryan says,
[image: 48690477a72349bc4cfac3598f309ec7.gif]Ill bet my grandaddy watered his horse a few times. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	Hes buried in that country toward the southeast,
[image: 48690477a72349bc4cfac3598f309ec7.gif]near Boquillas by the Big Bend. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	The grave is by the side of this new paved road.
[image: 48690477a72349bc4cfac3598f309ec7.gif]Jesse Parker was his name. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	He was cutting whyula on a ridge top in June. His horse came in.
[image: 48690477a72349bc4cfac3598f309ec7.gif]That was the first they knew something was wrong. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	Its quite a way from here to Boquillas
[image: 48690477a72349bc4cfac3598f309ec7.gif]and hot as it gets in June . . . 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	By the time the horse showed up,
[image: 48690477a72349bc4cfac3598f309ec7.gif]his body sure must have been a mess. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	Blue bonnet blooming beside the road,
[image: 48690477a72349bc4cfac3598f309ec7.gif]yellow poppies just barely swaying. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	A butterfly crossing in the morning sunlight . . . 
[image: 48690477a72349bc4cfac3598f309ec7.gif]Nobody knows what happened. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	THE GRAND CANYON.
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	From this rimrock edge two courting ravens
[image: 48690477a72349bc4cfac3598f309ec7.gif]dive, twist, fall outward . . . 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	Outward past white rock buttes, past broken shards of mesas
[image: 48690477a72349bc4cfac3598f309ec7.gif]shattered mountain beyond mountain. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	The drop and fall of red-cut ledge beyond ledge
[image: 48690477a72349bc4cfac3598f309ec7.gif]sliding off . . . 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	Toward the end of earth . . .
[image: 48690477a72349bc4cfac3598f309ec7.gif]blue sky, white cloud, the wind and emptiness. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	Deep, deep down . . .
[image: 48690477a72349bc4cfac3598f309ec7.gif]the rapids sounds echo . . . 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	Rim to rimrock roaring flows of the old river. 
[image: 48690477a72349bc4cfac3598f309ec7.gif]A wind beneath two ravens wings. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	A woman and man stand together watching 
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  	[image: 48690477a72349bc4cfac3598f309ec7.gif]grains of sand . . . wandering toward the sea. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	A trembling bridge to cross this emptiness,
[image: 48690477a72349bc4cfac3598f309ec7.gif]Piñon trees and sunlight, 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	[image: 48690477a72349bc4cfac3598f309ec7.gif][image: 48690477a72349bc4cfac3598f309ec7.gif]you and me. 
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  	7

BELIEVING IN THE WEST 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	Hardy Redd 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	What one believes should happen in the West comes from what one values and the ranking of often conflicting values. My most important values are the individual and his or her sanctity. I believe the human individual is paramount and that each person has a dignity and a sacredness that take precedence over everything else. Even over community. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	Im not sure my belief in the individual comes from my Mormon theology or if I use that theology to buttress my instinctive belief system. Nonetheless, a quick recap may be of some value. Mormon theology says that the spirits of all men and women existed before there was an earth. In fact, this earth was formed for the purpose of placing these spirits on it so they could mature and grow. Each spirit, in turn, is earthly born and is given the freedom to choose good or evil. Those who choose the former grow and have joy; the latter do not. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	Whether this is true or a myth is not important. It forms for me a powerful, philosophical argument that men and women inherently should be free. They have a right to choice. Even without a belief in God, people are free by the very nature of their existence. Their growth could not be beneficial or detrimental without freedomwithout making choices and being responsible for the consequences. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	My values come from the sacredness of the individual and the implicit value of freedom. And as I value the individual and freedom, so must I examine my life with regard to how I choose to spend my time, how I treat others, and how I choose what is true or not. 
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  	If I value others and their freedom, it implies, I believe, that I not waste my resources and the earths resources. It implies a frugality represented by L. H. Redds patches on his Levis jeans even though he could afford new Levis. Or Eliza Ann Westovers joy in one small room with a wood floor, a cottonwood tree bed up and off the ground. In this value system of mine, of my family and my community, waste of anythingcoal, electricity, gasoline, soil, a tree, or a blade of grassis wrong, a crime, even a sin. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	One of my most imbibing values is the feeling I have of the West, its spirit. Some speak of openness of vista. I speak of openness of spirit between people in the West. Its amiability, hospitality, the willingness to accept and tolerate other views. That spirit is alive in acceptance of strangers, geniality, tolerance for slow talk and slow movement. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	Perhaps this spirit is best conveyed in two stories. In 1879 a group of Latter-Day Saints were called to pioneer and settle southeastern Utah along the San Juan River, take up the country, and be missionaries to the Indians. After a long, arduous journey they arrived exhausted at a place they named Bluff City. Here, the first order of business was to divert the San Juan River and build a ditch to carry precious irrigation water to their small fields. This was done with a cooperative ditch and a system of water turns. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	The spiritual leader of these Mormons was the bishop, in this case Jens Nielson, a farmer whose feet had been partially frozen years before. During times of drought Bishop Nielson would hobble painfully across each one of the fields in the small community and sometimes say in his thick Danish accent, Brudder Lyman has the water turn tomorrow, but brudder Joness field is dryer; I tink brudder Jones should get the water. And the water was turned to brother Jones. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	It was not Bishop Nielsons ecclesiastical authority and knowledge of soil conditions but his virtue and the trust the people had in him that allowed the water to be turned where it was needed most. And it was the spirit of generosity, cooperativeness, and humility of each individual united in Bluff City. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	Across the San Juan River from Bluff lies the Navajo Indian reservation. A few years after the settlement of Bluff City, the Navajo Indians were rounded up by Kit Carsons U.S. Calvary, taken to New Mexico, held in a stockade for a period of time, and finally turned loose to straggle back to their homes in what is remembered as the long walk. 
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  	Even now, four generations later, Navajo descendants remember this indignity with bitterness. Every time I drive down Cow Canyon into Bluff City, I think of Bishop Nielson and the Latter-Day Saint settlers who, for a time, truly lived up to their name. The thought blesses me. It blesses the land. That good feeling is tempered somewhat when I raise my view slightly to look across the river at the Navajo reservation land and recall its history. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	Just as we can bless or curse the land by what we do on it and to it, we bless or curse the land by how we deal with each other. The process, how we act toward and treat each other, is more important than the issues and more important than results themselves. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	We can, by our talk and actions, choose what kind of a West we leave to our children. One kind includes the curse of rancor and anger I feel among the Navajo. Another can be a West with a residue of good feelings and cooperation once lived by the saints in Bluff City. 
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BREAKING CLEAN
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	Judy Blunt 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	I rarely go back to the ranch where I was born or to the neighboring land where I bore the fourth generation of a cattle dynasty. My people live where hardpan and sagebrush flats give way to the Missouri River Breaks, a country so harsh and wild and distant that it must grow its own replacements, as it grows its own food, or it will die. Hereford cattle grow slick and mean foraging along the cutbacks for greasewood shoots and buffalo grass. A two-hour trip over gumbo roads will take you to the lone main street of the nearest small town. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	Get tough, my father snapped in irritation as I dragged my feet at the edge of a two-acre potato field. He gave me a gunnysack and started me down the rows pulling the tough fan weed that towered over the potato plants. I was learning then the necessary lessons of weeds and seeds and blisters. My favorite story as a child was of how I fainted in the garden when I was eight. My mother had to pry my fingers from around the handle of the hoe, she said, and she also said I was stupid not to wear a hat in the sun. But she was proud. My granddad hooted with glee when he heard about it. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	Shes a hell of a little worker, he said, shaking his head. I was a hell of a little worker from that day forward, and I learned to wear a hat. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	I am sometimes amazed at my own children, their incredulous outrage if they are required to do the dishes twice in one week, their tender self-absorption with minor bumps and bruises. As a mom, Ive had to teach myself to croon over thorn scratches, admire bloody baby teeth, and sponge the dirt from scraped shins. 
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  	But in my mind, my mothers voice and that of her mother still compete for expression. Oh for Christs sake, you arent hurt! theyre saying, and for a moment I struggle. For a moment I want to tell this new generation about my little brother calmly spitting out a palm full of tooth chips and wading back in to grab the biggest calf in the branding pen. I want to tell them how tough I was, falling asleep at the table with hands too sore to hold a fork, or about their grandmother who cut off three fingers on the blades of a sickle mower and finished the field before she came in to get help. For a moment Im terrified Ill slip and tell them to get tough. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	Like my parents and grandparents, I was born and trained to live there. I could rope and ride and jockey a John Deere swather as well as my brothers, but being female I also learned to bake bread and can vegetables and reserve my opinion when the men were talking. When a bachelor neighbor twice my age began courting me when I was sixteen, my parents were proud and hopeful. He and his father ran a good, tight spread with over 1,000 head of cattle. They held a 30,000-acre lease. They drove new Chevy pickups. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	After supper one spring evening, my mother and I stood in the kitchen. She held her back stiff as her hands shot like pistons into the mound of bread dough on the counter. I stood tough beside her. On the porch, Jack had presented my father with a bottle of whiskey and was asking Dads permission to marry me. I wanted her to grab my cold hand and tell me how to run. I wanted her to smooth the crumpled letter in the garbage can and read the praise from my high school principal. I wanted her to tell me what I could be. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	She rounded the bread neatly and efficiently and began smoothing lard over the top, intent on her fingers as they tidied the loaves. Hes a good man, she said finally. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	My daughter, in the seventh grade this year, has caught up with the culture shock and completed her transition from horse to bicycle, from boot-cut Levis to acid-washed jeans. She delights me with her discoveries. Knowing little of slumber parties, roller skates, or packs of giggling girls, Im sometimes more her peer than her parent. She writes, too, long sentimental stories about lost puppies that find homes and loving two-parent families with adventurous 
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  	daughters. Her characters are usually right back where they started, rescued and happy, by the end of the story. She watches television now. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	Do you hate Daddy? she asked once, from the depths of a divorced childs sadness. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	Your Daddy, I replied, is a good man. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	In the manner of good ranch men, my father and Jack squatted on their haunches on the porch facing each other. The whiskey bottle rested on the floor between them. Jacks good white shirt was buttoned painfully around his neck. Dad had pushed his Stetson back, and a white band of skin glowed above his dark face, smooth and strangely delicate. When I moved to the doorway, their conversation was shifting from weather and cattle to marriage. As Dad tilted back heavily on one heel to drink from the neck of the bottle, Jack looked down and began to plot our life with one finger in the dust on the floor. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	I been meaning to stop by, Jack said to the toe of his boot. He looked up to catch Dads eye. Dad nodded and looked away. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	You figured a spot yet? He spoke deliberately, weighing each word. Like all the big ranches out there, Jacks place had been pieced together from old homesteads and small farms turned back to grass. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	Morgan place has good buildings, Jack replied, holding Dads gaze for a moment. He shifted the bottle to his lips and passed it back to Dad. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	Fair grass on the north end, but the meadows need work, Dad challenged. Jack shifted slightly to the left, glancing to the west. The setting sun was balanced on the blue tips of the pines in the distance. He worked at the stiffness of his collar, leaving gray smudges of dust along his throat. Settling back, he spoke with a touch of defiance. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	If a person worked it right . . .  Then his eyes found his boots again. He held his head rigid, waiting. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	Dad smoothed one hand along his jaw as if in deep thought, and the two men squatted silently for several minutes. Then Dad drew a long breath and blew it out. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	Old Morgan used to get three cuttings on a rain year, he said at last. Jacks head rose, and he met my fathers steady look. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	A person might make a go of it, Jack agreed softly. Dads shoulders lifted slightly and dropped in mock defeat. He placed a hand 
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  	on each knee and pushed himself up, Jack rising beside him, and they shook hands, grinning. Twisting suddenly, Dad reached down and grabbed the whiskey. He held it high in a toast, then leaned forward and tapped Jacks chest with the neck of the bottle. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	And you, you cocky son-of-a-bitch! Dont you try planting anything too early, understand? They were still laughing when they entered the kitchen. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	I talk to my father twice a year now, on Christmas and Fathers Day. We talk about the yearling weights and the rain or the lack of rain. My parents lost a daughter when I moved away, but they will have Jack forever. He is closer to them in spirit than I am in blood and shares their bewilderment and anger at my rejection of their life. As the ultimate betrayal, I have taken Jacks sons, interrupting the perfect rites of passage. The move was hardest on the boys, for here they are only boys. At the ranch they were men in training, and they mourn this loss of prestige. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	I used to drive tractor for my dad, my eldest son relates to his friends now, and they scoff. Youre only eleven years old, they laugh, and he is frustrated to bitter tears. He will go back, that one. He will have to. But he will return an outsider, and his father knows this. The first son of the clan to cross the county line and survive will find it easier to leave a second time if he has to. If he spends his life there, he will still have memories of symphonies and tennis shoes and basketball. If he marries and has children, he will raise them knowing that, at least technically, boys can cry. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	I stuck with the bargain sealed on my parents porch for over twelve years, although my faith in martyrdom as a way of life dwindled. I collected children and stress-related disorders the way some of the women collected dress patterns and ceramic owls. It was hard to shine when all the good things had already been done. Dorothy crocheted tissue covers and made lamp shades from styrofoam egg cartons. Pearle looped thick, horrible rugs from rags and denim scraps. Helen gardened a half-acre of land and raised 200 turkeys in her spare time. And everyone attended the monthly meetings of the Near and Far Club to answer roll call with her favorite new recipe. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	These were the successful ranch women who moved from barn to kitchen to field with patient, tireless steps. I kept up with the 
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  	cycles of crops and seasons and moons, and I did it all well. I excelled. But I couldnt sleep. I quit eating. It wasnt enough. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	I saved for three years and bought my typewriter from the Sears and Roebuck catalog. I typed the first line as the cardboard carton lay around it in pieces. I wrote in a cold sweat on long strips of freezer paper that emerged from the keys thick and rich with ink. At first, I only wrote at night when the children and Jack slept, emptying myself onto the paper until I could lie down. Then I began writing during the day, when the men were working in the fields. The children ran brown and wild and happy. The garden gave birth and died with rotting produce fat under its vines. The community buzzed. Dorothy offered to teach me how to crochet. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	One day Jacks father, furious because lunch for the hay crew was late, took my warm, green typewriter to the shop and killed it with a sledgehammer. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	A prescribed distance of beige plush separated us. On a TV monitor nearby, zigzag lines distorted our images. Jacks face looked lean and hard. My face showed fear and exhaustion. The years were all there in black and white. Mike, our marriage counselor, stood behind the video camera adjusting the sound level. We were learning to communicate, Jack and I. We each held a sweaty slip of paper with a list of priority topics we had prepared for this day. Our job was to discuss them on camera. Next week we would watch our debate and learn what areas needed improvement. We talked by turns, neither allowed to interrupt the other, for three minutes on each topic. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	Jack was indignant, bewildered by my topics. I, on the other hand, could have written his list myself. Somewhere in a dusty file drawer is a film of an emaciated, haggard woman hesitantly describing her needs and dreams to a tight-jawed man who twists his knuckles and shakes his head because he wants to interrupt her and he cant. His expression shows he doesnt know this woman; shes something he never bargained for. When its over, they are both shaking and glad to get away. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	Jack, Mike once asked, How often do you tell your wife you love her? 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	Oh, Ive told her that before, he replied cautiously. I cut into the conversation from my corner of the ring. 
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  	You only told me you loved me once, and that was the day we were married, I said. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	Well, Jack said, injured and defensive, I never took it back, did I? 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	The break, when it came, was so swift and clean that I sometimes dream I went walking in the coulee behind the ranch house and emerged on the far side of the mountains. Its different here not easier but different. And its enough. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	WHEN COWBOYS CRY
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	In a nearly shadowed corner

beyond his mothers open

coffin, just a dozen running

steps from the calm ranks 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	of flower carts and mostly

empty folding chairs, the whole

of my fathers face simply turned

and came apart, like an old wall 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	falls one hard brick at a time.

And the whispering all stopped

and the little girls crossed

their new Mary Janes and watched 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	the new empty place this all

left behind, and the mourners

stared hard at the mothers

sealed eyes, and the men read 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	their hats for signslike nothing

solid can grow on soft ground

or things usually heal best

when theyre left aloneso no one 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	meddled until it all came together

and the mother was wheeled away

with her flowers and the gunmetal chairs

were paired neatly and put 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	aside and my father took his place

in the first pew and gave his mother

away with good solid grace and shook

hands with everybody after. Later 
	

	

	















 

  	
  	
  	
  



	




	Page 91


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	at the big supper they all said

they thought the better of him

for a few tears, and if not here

for chrissake, among friends, then where? 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	AT THE STOCKMAN BAR, WHERE THE MEN FALL 

IN LOVE, AND THE WOMEN JUST FALL
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	Black Velvet shots and water back,

I tell the creep who tries one sleazy

hand on my ass, but Ill buy my own

tougher than hammered owl shit fella,

thats me, and he says he hears a Real

Woman calling for him somewhere

down the bar. The shot glass wobbles

in my fingers until Im safe

at my own back table, transparent

in the crowd. By now theyre paired off

and packed to static frenzy, stomping

boots and upraised arms fanning high

clouds of smoke against the ceiling,

foam and ice cubes slung around, so

damn much fun. The lead mans singing

Crackers in Her Cleavage, a love song

I think, and one girl Gets Down Bad,

her own long hair in her mouth,

dancing like a dog shakes a rat. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	The man shes with already has his

shirt off, and he whips it over

their heads so hard the pearl snaps

crack and pop like fingers will, but

louder. I look away when Creep

walks by and prods my ashtray. Blow

ten bucks on perfume, then waste it

with a ten-cent cigarette, he says,

says he could teach me a few things.

I waltz with someone like my dad,

then grab my coat and find my way

outside, the pull of booze and music

dragging stars down too low and hot 
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  	to wish on, lifting the street up

to meet my heels. I smell it first,

Limburger cheese, then see the car

festooned with toilet paper and stupid

shaving cream words that dont make sense.

Balloons bob and weave from the back

bumper, caught like a brides bouquet. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	I could take them all, but I pick

a blue one, break its string, and let it

rise over the streetlights, balanced

on the breeze and fat with half-notes

from the Cracker Song, playing somewhere

for the third time, but I hear

Moon River and Bad Moon Rising

or Once in a Blue Moon and laugh

straight up as far as I can see,

stepping back to watch it,

until something hard jams me down

a fist, a fenceit doesnt

really matter. I can wedge my mouth

against the chain links and scream

at the couples grinding against

their car doors, but after midnight

we all need help. The dirt is cold.

The clearest things I see are light-years

away. I can find the Seven Sisters but

I know theyre just a part of Taurus,

I know these things. I know so many

useless things, like blood looks black

in the moonlight, and hanging on

the wire I think, Im only one

more person, and its only one

hour into Sunday, and I think

if that balloon doesnt come back

right now and show me how its done,

Ill never make it out. By God,

Ill never find my way again. 
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THE CAMAS COUNTY, IDAHO, WATER CRISIS: A SEXUAL STALEMATE.
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	Penelope Reedy 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	[image: 48690477a72349bc4cfac3598f309ec7.gif]

	

	
  	Only in extreme crises will a group try to make the values of woman prevail over those of men.
Martin Green in The Von Richthofen Sisters
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	When we discuss humankinds relationship with the land, with the environment, we rarely bring our personal relationships with each other into the discourse. A history of the Environmental Wars, however, yields the discovery that people have been fighting with each other over how to use or treat the land. So it would seem, then, that what we do with our personal propertyreal estate, as well as our public landsmay well depend upon the nature and quality of our relationships with each other. Issues of genderthat is, relationships between men and womenmay, in fact, be at the very root of environmental policymaking in rural western communities. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	In terms of survival, the traditional roles of men and women in the western agricultural community must shift. The strategic silencing of farm and ranch wives voices is a luxury of the male ego that humanity can no longer afford, since, ironically, ecofeminists argue that traditional women, their health and ability to take care of their families daily needs, act as measuring devices, indicators of the ecological conditions of their particular bioregions. If women suddenly find their daily tasks of cooking, washing clothes, watering gardens, or bathing their children severely hampered, they must be given as much attention as a dead caged canary in an under-ground mine shaft. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	I lived for seventeen years as the wife of a southern Idaho rancher-farmer. The community in which we lived was small, Camas County, which has less than 800 inhabitants, roughly 400 of 
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  	whom live in the countys only town, Fairfield. This fairly isolated community, over 100 miles from the nearest city, has existed for roughly 100 years. It is a community of farmers and ranchers who have worked closely with this particular landscape for three to five generations. These people do not consider themselves Europeans but rather refer to themselves as native. Many of their families, mine included, have been farmers for several centuries and trace their arrival on the North American continent to 1640350 years on American turf, about the same number of years the Navajo have inhabited the American Southwest. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	This Camas County, Idaho, community can indisputably be described as a patriarchy. Proverbs circulating among the men reflect this. One Im particularly fond of is, Ya let a woman out and she gets the big head. Manhood, in this community, is measured by how well a husband controls his wife or by his remaining admirably single. Men are respected for bachelorhood; women are ridiculed for it. Men view domestication as having been pussy whipped. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	The town has two gathering places for men (I am leaving churches out of this, since they seem to be one of the few domains dominated by womenalbeit ironicallyand are therefore held in low community esteem. The few men who are active in church relinquish the right to hang out with the real men and therefore are subject to male ridicule): (1) saloons, of which there are two, the Club Cigar and the Mining Company, and (2) service stations where men bring their pickup trucks, tractors, tires, and the like to be serviced. These stations all have active coffee klatches, and it is here rather than at the saloonswhere a certain amount of eroticism may distract the males from real discussionthat the communitys major political decisions are made. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	Until I actually witnessed some of these male discussions, over-heard while I purchased gas or oil in an adjoining room, I believed the skewed relationships between men and women in Fairfield were an unconscious natural pattern adhered to by most common people. So, I was shocked when I discovered that these men take a very active and conscious role in keeping their women subordinate. One man bragged about having gotten his wife pregnant to keep her at home. Shed been talking about finding a job or going back to school. They discussed a local man who routinely beat his wife and concluded, Now, what else is she going to do if she leaves him? 
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  	She must be getting something out of it. The highest compliment I ever heard these men give a woman was at the funeral of an ornery old farmer whom the entire community knew to be a hard man with little sense of humor. He drank and was rumored to have beaten his wife as well: Well, I sure gotta hand it to her, she stuck by him. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	Camas Prairie, the land itself, reflects these attitudes toward women and displays evidence of subsequent abuse. The prairie is referred to in conversation as she in the same way a ship or vessel or earth itself is assigned gender. One local woman writer, published in a mid-1970s issue of the Redneck Review of Literature, wrote about having to compete with the prairie for her husbands affection and attention. She felt he was married to the prairie. My own novel begins with the sentence, Camas Prairie, she rolls like the sea in the spring. Because the prairie is viewed as female, the farm-ers treat her as they do their wives, daughters, and girlfriends. They see themselves as her master and manipulator. Power, domination, dependence, and the like in this community are all gender-specific, whereas general perceptions about western American culture re-main deceived by the common misconception that a ranch wife is on equal footing with her marriage partner. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	When I returned to college as an adult student in 1988, one of my professors at the College of Southern Idaho cavalierly remarked that Womens Liberation wasnt necessary in the West because women had always been out in the fields and on the range plowing and riding alongside their men. Why, then, I asked, if they were equal were they plowing in absurd, unsuitable Victorian-style dresses? And why, after working all day in the heat and dirt alongside the men, are the women still expected to cook huge meals, do the dishes, do the laundry, and so on and so on while the men sit back, burp, smoke cigars, relax with a bottle of whiskey, and jaw until bedtime? And who cooks breakfast the next morning before these equal women are privileged to work the cattle and fields alongside their partners? I was not a welcome addition to his class. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	Ever since World War II, this lovely high mountain (5,000 feet) valley has been experiencing severe stress from greedy farming practices and overgrazing. Rather than stop the abuse of the prairie lands, however, certain speculative farmers began investing large sums in escalating the abuse. In the first issue of the Redneck Review published in winter-spring 1975 (then called Camas), Lola Wilder 
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  	Brooks, a local farmwife who was born on the prairies east end early in the twentieth century, protested practices such as straightening creeks to gain another acre or two of tillable soil. And I, after attending several meetings with farmers and the Idaho Water Board, became extremely opposed to the (then) new practice of deep-well drilling and pumping. The formerly dependable water supply at our east-end ranch-farm had turned cloudy and would go dry after a single load of wash or a single shower. What is known as a cone of depression, or the area around a well from which water is sucked or drawn, varies from well to well. The deep geological structure around some of these wells literally allows a pump to suck the groundwater from a several mile radius, immediately drying up formerly dependable neighboring household wells and forcing self-sufficient households to lay out the expense of drilling deeper well to tap into another, deeper strata of water. These new wells do not solve the problem, however, but simply prolong the inevitable negative long-range effects of deep-well pumping. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	Hard feelings developed among the farmers on the prairie, resulting in the anonymous bombing of at least one deep well a few years ago. Yet, the fact that deep-well pumping has inconvenienced households is not the major concern; rather, permanent geological destruction is whats at stake. These huge pumps suck water out of the ground with such power that the aquifer itself is destroyed the delicate passages through which water flows and the aquifer is recharged (not annually, these farmers have found out the hard way) collapse further during every pumping season. The water can no longer be held in the ground, so it falls deeper onto a basalt rock layer and washes away at a rate too rapid for native plant and animal life to utilize. Sinkholes are appearing here and there on the prairie; a combine was accidentally driven into one during harvest. Dry-land farming may soon become a thing of the past, since annual rainfall is negligible and a formerly dependable high water table is steadily dropping below the poit at which the root systems of many vital plants can access it. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	Women, me among them, protested deep-well pumping by informing our husbands of our concerns; our domestic wells were dry or nearly dry. We could no longer water our gardens, wash diapers daily, keep up with the dishes; daily life had become very unpleasant, but our concerns were brushed aside. Our rational pleas embarrassed the men who called whatever we had to say irratio- 
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  	nal simply because they had been taught that women are irrational and that they should not listen to us. When other women and I attended meetings about the water crisis, we were looked upon as troublemakers rather than concerned citizens. These seasoned farm-ers, even (maybe especially) the farmers who were losing money because of their neighbors pumps, would never allow a woman to enter the decisionmaking process, because the manner in which they perceived their manhood in the group took precedence over preservation and even ultimately, stubbornly, over the source of their livelihood. They did not want to stop deep-well pumping but wanted instead to find a rationale by which they could ease their consciences and continue this abuse. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	The only farmers opposed to the pumping were those who could not afford to drill deep wells of their own or to buy the expensive sprinkler systems required to take advantage of those wells. Their criticism of the sprinkler irrigators is that theyre too damned lazy to pack a shovel, referring to the kind of physical work involved with gravity-flow irrigation through a canal system from Mormon Reservoir. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	Farmers who owned water rights on Mormon Reservoir also soon found out that they were not exempt from the effects of deep-well drilling. When groundwater is depleted, surface water is also affected. Formerly dependable artesian wells on the prairie no longer flow; creek beds are drying up earlier and earlier each spring, and there was not enough water in either Mormon Reservoir or Magic Reservoir for agricultural use in 1992. The snows were deep in winter 19921993, but one or even five good snows cannot replace or repair an intricate water table that had taken thousands of years to develop, only to be severely damagedwhole strata collapsed by a few years of greedy suction. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	The water crisis on Camas Prairie has caused me to ask several puzzling questions. Why are the men-farmers on Camas Prairie apparently blind to obvious ecological disasters? Why, when impending disasters are pointed out, even by other male experts, are these men resistant to preventing them? Why are the women in this community more able to recognize and acknowledge such problems, and why are they thwarted and undermined in their attempts to make significant changes that would make the environment safer, more stable, and more pleasant for everyone? 
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  	The reason prairie farmers commonly cite for not considering many environmental concerns is economics. Such arguments shift blame to government policies and marketing systems they feel are beyond their control; farmers, by shifting blame, play the part of poor me victims. In some sense, they have a legitimate case for blaming government, having been publicly humiliated and admonished as bad businessmen when they suffer crop damage and failure because of natural processes beyond their control. Several know-it-alls in public positions, including secretaries of agriculture, have responded to the loss of family farms as a result of unmanageable debt (absurdly encouraged by government agencies such as the Farmers Home Administration, I might add) by claiming that farming is a business like any other business. But farming is not like any other business. When the principles of growth economics are applie to a section of prime farmland, the absurdities are devastatingly obvious. These nouveau agricultural philanthropists, as I call them, are blind to the reality that a piece of land can only yield what it can yield, and since monoculture necessarily requires the depletion of soil fertility, yields must become less if land is forced against its limits year after year, even with the addition of chemical fertilizers. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	But again, the real reason behind this smoke screen is simply mans natural inclination toward greed. Farmers are as susceptible to advertising as everybody else. They, like the rest of America, have become dissatisfied with a comfortable living within their means and have bought into the erroneous economic concepts of growth and consumption. In fact, it has almost become un-American not to overconsume. In addition, farmers have been conned into competing with a popularized business mentality that has become tied to their egos. Subsequently, they no longer find satisfaction in simply reaping a decent annual, reasonably stable income based on a built-in assumption that crops will inevitably fail every third year and that land must periodically lie fallow and be refurbished with organic materials. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	Ideas such as crop diversity are difficult to sell to farmers because of the need and energy required to develop new marketing channels. They claim they are too busy feeding the cows to spend much time on such issues. Also, farmers as a social class fear the stigma of being identified with hippies from the 1970s Back to the Land Movement and currently fear being lumped together with ignernt Asian immigrant, labor-intensive farmers, which such 
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  	references to diversity connote. Its them or us. Thus, the powers of class and ethnic prejudice draw additional lines in the sand that hinder ecologically sound policymaking. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	What does the good life mean? My experience has shown me that in Fairfield, Idaho, it is only women who ask such questions on a philosophical level, and their discussions never get beyond the kitchen table when the men are absent from the house. Patriarchy is alive and well and powerful in southern Idaho, and anyand I mean anywoman or person perceived as having feminine traits (i.e., writers, hippies, professors, government agents, homosexuals, artists, and, of course, environmentalists) who questions that patriarchy or attempts to advise it in any capacity is perceived as threatening both the very order of the universe and each individual mans manhood. This fear is apparently so ingrained or internalized that both men and women insist on preserving the status quo at all costs without realizing that ultimately the cost may well be life itself. These attitudes are not easily overcome, as philosopher Robert C. Fuller stated: Environmental Ethics faces cultural tasks over and beyond its philosophical ones .  . it must directly engage and modify those value systems and moral tendencies that now dominate our culture (159). 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	If I want to turn the Camas community around both socially and ecologically, where do I start? My solution to the problem was to get a divorce and leave town rather than stay and become physically and emotionally battered, not only by men but by women competing for the attentions of menanother by-product of patriarchy wherein survival depends upon collusion. When my marriage ended, women literally flocked around my ex-husbandbringing him casseroles, lending him laundry equipment and television sets, patting him on the back in the local saloonswhereas I was utterly ostracized from the community of women on the prairie, not for any immoral infraction on my part but simply because I was a woman and powerless. Until I could get on my feet, I charged groceries to my ex; after all, I was feeding four young children, his children. One evening he gave me a detailed description of what I had bought that day at the grocery store and railed at me for not limiting myself to beans; I soon discovered that the women stor clerksbelieving my motive for buying groceries was to take him for his moneyhad given him a tally of my shopping carts contents. Women unwittingly cut their own throats in Camas County. 
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  	Sadly, here, as in other Third World cultures around the world, it is women who support and encourage the patriarchy and thereby sanction their own abuse. (Such behavior is most graphically illustrated by the fact that Middle Eastern women carry out the practice of clitoridectomy on their daughters in response to how they view their survival within the dominant patriarchy.) 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	One avenue for empowering rural women lies in distributing the knowledge of what community property means. Idaho is a community property state. (Many states, particularly in the East, are not but instead base their legal system on British Common Law.) Women, wives of farmers in particular, must simply stop deferring to men in decisionmaking that involves their jointly held lands and livestock. As it now stands, even though women may work as much as or more than men on the farm-ranch, that work is regarded as supporting the male owner of the land, and the woman has little or no say in how the farm profits are spent or reinvested. (Of course, the fear of women also manifests itself in the fact that many men do not add their wifes name to the deeds of the properties they jointly manage if held before marriage, whereas women are often encouraged to add their husbands name to their properties for their own protection.) Not until a divorce occurs do many women realize what these rights of property might mean totheir survival. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	Churches in this community, particularly the nondenominational, fundamentalist Community Church, as well as the Church of Jesus Christ of Latter-Day Saints (Mormons), reinforce the subordination of women. In sermons and Bible studies, women are overtly instructed to submit to male authority and to maintain the patriarchy in a form resembling Medieval adherence to the Great Chain of Being that places God at the head, then Man, then Woman, and so on down the line. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	I cannot overemphasize the religious facet of Camas Prairie culture. Church instruction, as I am discussing it, does not mean the mere presentation of polite, benign sermons entreating women to be nice little wives but rather has taken on what I perceive to be a diabolical twist. A local woman in a Bible study I attended in the mid-1970s, during one of my many experimental forays into community life, confessed that her husband beat her and was looking for advice and support from the group. What was forthcoming, however, from the missionary authority conducting the study was the chilling statement: Stay with your husband. If he kills you, you will be with the Lord. 
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  	Perhaps what is most shocking about this advice is not that a male missionary gave it but that the woman unquestioningly obeyed it. Such narrow and sexist religious attitudes give neither men nor women incentives to improve their quality of life on earth and fail to contribute to any kind of holistic attitude about human relationships in and with nature. From this missionarys, and ultimately the entire communitys, view, mankind is just biding its time on earth, awaiting an award in heaven, so ultimately it matters not how we abuse the land or, apparently, each other. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	Paradoxically, nineteenth-century values such as the Angel in the House role are impressed upon womens minds in contemporary Idaho, even though the bulk of the heavy farm work (feeding calves, feeding hay to cattle all winter, ploughing, harrowing, discing, drilling seed, irrigating, swathing, baling, stacking mechanically or by hand) is often the womans reality; she perceives her work as either supporting her man or neurotically proving that somehow shes as good as he is. He is not grateful for this support, however. He rarely notices, pocketing his money and running up a huge bar bill at the Club Cigar or the Mining Company while he struts his stuff, his power over his wife. I know of one man who refused to give his wife money for clothes, particularly underwear. She wore his older, worn work clothes. He dressed well, however$200 boots and all. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	One of the tenets of community property law states that neither the husband nor the wife may convey or encumber the community real estate unless the other joins in executing and acknowledging the deed or other instrument of conveyance (Henderson, Idaho Code §32-912). Farmlands held in community or the business of farming, even if the property was originally owned by the husband, may also be jointly managed when both parties are involved in its operation, although this is rarely the actual practice. As Ive said earlier, women defer to their husbands out of tradition, not legal necessity, and husbands guard and maintain this right, mainly through their own ignorance, as well as that of their wives. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	Community property is a structure that has been put in place, supposedly, for the protection and use of women, yet few men or women understand or interpret the law beyond rights of inheritance. The irony is, of course, that if and when these women decide to openly claim this right, all hell will break loose on the prairie, and some women could easily become victims of yet more 
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  	violence. Relationships founded on oppression rarely survive an injection of freedom. Its the underlying knowledge, an unspoken fear of violence by husbands and other men in the community, that acts as an additional incentive to keep women-wives silent. Change involves risk, and all risk entails entanglements with unknowns. Are men and women ready to face the violence, pain, and struggle inherent in claiming this new order? Are we ready to remove the log from our own eyes? 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	What else can women do on Camas Prairie to effect change? My first suggestion is that they learn how to support each other and turn a deaf ear to manipulating accusations of unwomanliness or lesbianism (accusations both my sister and I faced when we took stands against spousal abuse) and bravely speak out. If religious, Christian grounds for taking a stand against a destructive tradition are a must, then women might explore examples of strong women in the Bible who made a difference or merely study the ramifications of Jesuss visit to Mary and Martha (Luke 10:3842). He rebuked Martha for staying in the kitchen and praised Mary for listening and engaging in intellectual activity with him. Jesus listened to womenthe woman at the well, Mary Magdalene, Mary and Marthaand there was Lydia, the seller of purple who ran her own business and served as his host. Unfortunately, instead of living in the world of the good news, most Christian women seem to fear they will turn into pillars of salt if they protest peronal or ecological injustices. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	What if the wife of the biggest deep-well pumper on the prairie says to her husband, We must not turn the pumps on this year; we will rely on rain and our wits? What if a farmwife refuses to sign a loan agreement for equipment and supplies that would add dangerous pesticides to groundwater? What if a farmwife shuts down her deep-well pumps when a neighbor informs her that her well is dry? What if a group of farm and ranch women stand together at a water meeting and insist that their well-being and quality of life may not be directly connected to the widest possible profit margin one can squeeze out of a piece of land? What if women in rural communities shift the focus of the questions raised at community meetings from monetary profit to a sincere reexamination of the nature of the good life? 
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HOME RULE
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	Tom Wolf
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	See her ribs showing? Now walk around to the front and look underneath at her brisket. Thats it, below her neck. Is it V-shaped or U-shaped? Now youre learning to judge the condition of a cow! Now, look at her spine and her haunches. Do you see bone or fat? 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	Its early November out on the range in northern Wyoming, somewhere between Cody and Meeteetse. Harsh country, this, but you wouldnt know it from the diverse, abundant wildlife. It was near here, in the mid-1980s, that a rancher discovered his prairie dog town housing the last known population of North Americas rarest mammal, the black-footed ferret. Prairie dogs, the ferrets main prey, prefer heavily grazed pastures, which allow them to detect approaching coyotes. The ferrets may be rare, but around here coyotes and beat-out pastures are not. Especially not this year, during the worst drought in northern Wyomings history. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	Its the long, dry winters that call the shots in this country. Im freezing in a hay meadow under a sharp western wind with Gregg Simonds, regional manager of the Mormon Churchs four vast Deseret Ranches. These ranches sprawl over Montana (near Harloton), Wyoming (near Cody and Sheridan), and eastern Utah. To borrow from the Bible, Allan Savory prepared the way as the St. John the Baptist of holistic resource management (HRM). Although this non-Mormon describes himself as nonreligious, Simonds seems more like the Awaited One. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	Simonds sports plenty more practice than theory. That is the key to his stature. Endlessly curious and inventive, he enjoys showing visitors his failures as much as his successes. Like Simonds, I have attended HRM training sessions, usually with federal land managers. But I always found them lacking because they werent 
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  	tied to a specific piece of land where someone was in charge, so they came across as an odd slumgullion of untestable hypotheses, evangelism, wishful thinking, and the obvious. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	What distinguishes Simonds is that he manages a lot of land at around 400,000 acres, more private land than anyone else in the West. Because he has been responsible for specific ranches since the late 1970s, his performance hangs out there for all to see. Although many express jealousy over Simondss freedom to act and his access to abundant capital, no one denies the quality of his achievements. This rancher is an environmentalist. 
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  	Right now, Simonds is showing me cow-calf pairs culled out for a special treatment of early winter feeding. These mamas are in no condition to winter on their own out on the open range, not with those big calves still pulling at them. Were sheltering on the lee side of a mud-spattered gray pickup, under the huge aluminum arm of a center pivot irrigation system. But wheres the winter feed? Bales? Bread loaves? Beaver slides? Haystacks? As far as my eye can see, there is nothing but rolling meadow dotted with cows hoarding in their black hides the growing warmth of the late morning northern Wyoming November sun. The wind dies for a moment, and I realize that the whole herd is perfectly silent. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	Theyre happy, says Simonds. Their bellies are full now, and they can relax. Listen! No stress! Weve trained them to forage on their own out here through the winter. In March, well push them onto the open range, where theyll calve on their own. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	My jaw drops. After an eternity-and-a-half working as a front-line environmentalist in Wyoming, I thought I pretty much under-stood how our adversaries, the Old Buffalos (the traditional ranch-ers), run their operations. Page through a typical ranchers almanac here in the Bighorn Basin, part of Wyomings Mormon country romanticized so slickly in Gretel Ehrlichs The Solace of Open Spaces. Ms. Ehrlichs naive idealizations to the contrary notwithstanding, heres the way the local almanac really reads. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	All summer, the ranchers work like farmers, growing a crop of hay on the nitrate-heavy, flood-irrigated, sod-bound pastures where their cattle winter. Meanwhile, their cows rip the riparian areas of their public land grazing allotments, concentrating where they please. Accordingly, armies of federal managers and environmen- 
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  	talists tear into the ranchers. Study after study of range trends and conditions purports to show that these public lands ranchers consistently overstock and overgraze their lands. Both wildlife and plant communities suffer the consequences while taxpayers foot the bill, either in the form of subsidized grazing fees, expensive range improvements, endlessly repetitive and costly planning efforts, or environmental lawsuits. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	Talk about beat out! The conflict between environmentalists and public lands ranchers remains the most barren and destructive of the Wests many civil wars. Some even think this conflict subverts the Wests chance to develop a regional identity. No identity; no distinctive regional literature. No way to add the heft of wildlife to the ranchers one-dimensional almanac. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	That almanac grinds exceedingly slow, but it grinds exceedingly fine. In the fall, in addition to fighting off hunters seeking access to their grazing allotments, the rancher-farmers become rancher-farmermechanics. They bust their knuckles servicing dangerous, balky machines. They put up tons and tons of hay during the one time of the year when their labor and machine costs soar. Haying requires lots of hands and expensive, fuel-guzzling equipment. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	Come winter, the already pregnant cows cluster into the home fields where their bawling and mooing sound incessantly, crescendoing at midday when feeding time finally rolls around. The cows learn to respond to the sounds of a tractor or draft horses pulling the massive, bale-laden sled. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	Then sometimes you see a gentle look steal over a cowboys face. Everyday, the cows thank him for saving their lives. His wirecutters snip the bales apart. His boots kick wafers of loosening hay down along an arc of frenzied, freezing females. Even under assault from the Wyoming wind, its enough to warm the hardest heart. Reads like an idyllic scene right out of Ehrlich, doesnt it? But what about the rest of the story? 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	Come early February, these same cowboys are cussing and kicking these same cows, crowding them into the calving barns, ramming calf pullers into half-dilated uteruses, hustling them back out into the blizzard (and the waiting coyotes) as soon as their calves drop. Early calving is a necessity, since fall calf weights will determine the amount of cash that flows into the till. Fat fall calves determine a ranchers fate. 
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  	No man worth the name ever questioned the wisdom of winter feeding, no more than he might doubt the political wisdom of the Old Buffalos. What they did was what you did. It was the way you dealt with those nine or ten months of the year between the first frost and the last. And now it is changing. For all its undeniable political clout, traditional ranching has plunged into big economic trouble. For it was also the way you, like your cows, slowly starved through the long winters when you, along with your cowsnot the landwere working. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	Standing on the warm side of the pickup, Gregg Simonds and I are watching the suns rays turn the frozen soil slicker than snot. This is bentonite country, a clay with particles so fine it can be used to seal ponds and ditches or to lubricate the steel bits of the many drilling rigs we see around us on the gently rolling, sagebrush-covered, domelike hills of the Oregon Basin: so named by early travelers longing for somethinganything!other than the ubiquitous Wyoming state tree, the sagebrush. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	Gregg and I are both wearing winter gear more suited to the ski slopes than to the rasping work of winter feeding. Between us, were warmly clad in a gallon of petroleum-derived synthetic fibers. Although he doesnt dress, speak, look, or act like the hard-duty cowboys Im used to, Gregg Simonds is probably the most talked-about working cowboy in the Rockies today. Handsome and affable, he doesnt pass at first for a lawbreaker. Yet that is what he is. He broke the first and foremost commandment of the western range: Thou shalt put up hay. Then he broke the second: Thou shalt raise as much beef as possible. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	When I arrived here from our Utah ranch a few years ago, Gregg tells me, this ranch was putting up hay and doing traditional winter feeding at the rate of 1.5 tons per animal per year. So I just did what I always do. I set up an accounting system. I started to measure and monitor. Now were down to 0.4 tons, and so we are less vulnerable to the changes in the economy we cant control. Were trying to make this ranch into a low-cost, sustainable community. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	With a masters degree in range management from Utah State University, Simonds used his thirteen years of experience at the churchs Utah ranch to sniff out the parts of an operation that are vulnerable to inflation and to fossil-fuel dependency. He also learned that he should focus on maximizing ground covernot beef. If 
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  	your ground cover is healthy, your soils are healthy. If your soils are healthy, your watershed is healthy. Like calf after cow, beef will follow. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	The western landscapes real values arent in growing cows, Gregg tells me. They are in water storage and in beauty. These are low-cost, high-value resources. Public lands managers lack the means and the motivation to take care of those values. At Deseret Ranches, we have both means and motivation. When Simonds started his wildlife program at the Utah ranch on the Wyoming border, he got the usual Wyoming treatment accorded to innovators. He received regular death threats from people in the Evanston, Wyoming, area and the Wasatch Front who resented the way his intensive management denied them the access to private lands they had traditionally enjoyed. But by the time he left to come to Cody, all that had changed. People saw that we managed our wildlife the way we managed our domestic stockfor quality and health, not just trophies. Before I took over, the ranch had always charged a dollar for access to our private lands, but we took all comers, and we paid no attention to age-sex ratios and population numers. That had to change. If you cant control access, you cant ranch intensively. If people leave your gates open, you cant control time and timing. Time and timing are the keys to a production process whose goal is the health of the land. 
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  	The church acquired this 33,000-acre Wyoming ranch in 1986, ignoring the advice of its Utah manager, Simonds, who advised, Dont touch it with a 10-foot pole! With the deeded acreage came access problems that do not plague the other operations: 63,000 acres of public land grazing allotments managed by the BLM or the state. Additional problems included an elaborate irrigation system, six houses, a huge garage, and a world of environmental hurt. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	The ranchs previous owner had thrown bales of money at the place, especially in the construction of lavish reservoirs meant to supply the insatiable needs of a major haying operation. It was a war between man and nature. Nature was winning. There is a direct connection between good ecology and good economics. You can tell how far you are from nature by the amount of money you spend on outsized structures and mechanical devices, Gregg says. Youre better off spending time rather than money on the land. 
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  	Were trying to make our operation into a low-cost, sustainable community (including wildlife) that will yield a long-term profit. Thats what my bosses want, and thats what I aim to deliver. Were not there yet on this particular ranch, but were making the kinds of mistakes we learn from. Were still losing money here, but this ranchs value is rapidly improving. Were on our way. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	All around us, as we talk, contented cows and their calves chomp away on the luxuriant grasses of an irrigated meadow that has been grazed intensively a few times during the summerbut never hayed. It may be November, but when Gregg boots aside the snow, much as a cows hooves would do, profuse green shoots sparkle like emeralds at the bases of the bunchgrasses. We plunge our hands into the abundant, luxuriant fluff. This is our low-cost alternative to haying, Gregg tells me. What you need is this kind of volume production and nutrient quality in winternot in summer. Grinning, he adds, Remind me later when we get out of the wind to tell you about the fluffers. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	We slip-slide our way over to a custom-made cylindrical stock tank. Jerry-built from the abundant junk left behind by the oil industry, this simple design takes advantage of the natural circular movement of water (as down a drain) to keep the surface ice free and to maximize the number of cows that can water at once during the brief, intense periods they pasture here. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	A little further along, we cross a dike constructed across a gully. Pairs of ducks rise noisily off the pond. Im putting cutthroat trout in there this spring, Gregg says, and eventually well have an income from our fishery. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	We mount the gray pickup again and go off to join a couple of Greggs co-workers. Not haying means I can concentrate on hiring, training, and retaining fewer, better people, Gregg says. It also means I break another commandment. Im out to optimize investments here, not to maximize returns. The way you do that is to take care of your production capability. Traditional ranchers love to complain about the weather, the environmentalists, the price, and the product. That way, they can blame someone else for their problems. Some costs you cant avoid. But whats the point of increasing production if you also increase costs? Simonds says the variable costs associated with traditional haying are among the few parts of the ranch economy equation you can both measure and control. 
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  	The way Simonds controls such variable costs is deceptively simple. I manage everything for one goal: to get the water into the ground. If he can do that, then the ground temperature stays higher, the grass stays greener longer, and so you dont have to feedor you dont have to feed as much. Whether for cattle or for wildlife, fertility rates are a function of quality feed. So time and timing of feeding are what you want to control and monitor, whether through closed gates or cheap, portable electric fences. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	We are riding to a rendezvous point where we can hook up with Terry Pruitt, Greggs longtime partner and chief heavy equipment operator. As we skid and bounce over the greasy roads, Gregg says, Ranchers generally hire hacksbrainless drones. Then people wonder about all the drinking and domestic violence in ranch life. Youve got to hire hearts and minds, not just strong backs. Nobody loves cowboys. Whats missing in so much ranch labor is self-esteem. Thats why winter feeding is so important to so many broken-down, underpaid, overworked cowpokes. The fluffers wont even look at you. But come feeding time, somebody likes you even if she is only a cow. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	Gregg feels the history of ranch labor has been a history of slavery, whether you enslaved Basques, Hispanicsor especially your own kids. Ranching has always been full of rejects, he adds, commenting that most such people will run from responsibility. They just dont want it. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	When we hook up with Terry and Brent Winter, the ranch cattle foreman, the three of them relate as a team, as if they were conducting an ardent little seminar-on-the-range. The subject is water. We walk along a canal Terry has recently built with a Caterpillar tractor and a backhoe. Following the contour of the land, this graceful, undulating structure moves water from Meeteetse Creek across a badly eroded gulch and onto irrigated pastures bordered by the open range where the cows will calve come March. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	Bigger is better in this sort of operation, where your cows will learn to deal with variations in topography and aspectif you will give them the chance. Cows, it seems, are only as stupid as we make them. Variation can be your ally, adding stability to your output. You can move your cows according to the weather or according to the nature of the land toward low-cost solutions to problems you encounter in the course of the year. You have to be willing to manage and monitor your rangelands as you manage and monitor your irrigated pastures. 
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  	Above all, as Terrys performance shows, you have to put water into the ground instead of running it over the ground. Terry works more like a landscape architect or sculptor than a dozer operator. We walk slowly along the canals edge, deciphering the messages the water sends as it moves silently, somehow, along a mysterious gradient that defeats the eye. There is plenty of disagreement, give-and-take, both among our group and between Terry and the water. If the water moves too fast, it will down-cut, blowing out the wall at any weak point along the ditch. If the water slows too much, it will freeze, leaving the canal choking on ice. Not to be denied, the flow that slams into the ice jam will demolish the canal and reassert its will to erode the gully below. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	If Terry does his job right, however, the water will find its way into the many stock tanks and holding ponds that both elevate the water table and also allow cattle to survive winter on the sagebrush range. Each inch of moisture that goes into, rather than over, the ground could produce a hundred pounds of extra forage per acre. After a few years, those are the kinds of good, guiding numbers Gregg is beginning to get for every part of the ranch. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	III.
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	Leaving the canal, we top a rise where we can see clear across the Bighorn Basin toward Greybull, said to have been named for an ancient bison that wandered the range alone after all his kind were swept away. Out to our west looms the Washakie Wilderness, named for a Shoshone chief and helmeted today under mother-of-pearl lenticular clouds. Sun dogs play tricks on your vision. For a moment, you almost forget that you are in Wyoming where range wars are a way of lifesomething to do during the endless winters. And yet homegrown miracles do happen. After all, the former head of the Wyoming Stockgrowers now runs a ranch near Lander for my former employer, the Nature Conservancy. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	When we enviros knocked heads with the ranchers, it was over range conditions for the extraordinary assemblage of rare plants on public lands in the Cody area. Have cattle degraded the greybulls range? Is the predominance of sage a sure sign of that? We all thought so until Wyomings foremost botanist, Robert Dorn, published evidence from inaccessible, never-grazed sites showing that Wyoming and sage have been pretty much synonymous for thousands of years. 
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  	Yet what does that prove, when the more we learn about range the more chaotic and dynamic it seems? All this came to a head recently when Linda Joyce, the Forest Services foremost range scientist, published a thoughtful paper in which she cast serious doubt on the scientific validity of most of our traditional ways of assessing range conditions and trends. Simonds couldnt agree more, as he recently told Interior Secretary Babbitt during hearings on range policy. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	If you are just driving through on your way to the Buffalo Bill Museum in Cody, much of this part of Wyoming looks like sagebrush desert. If you stop, drop a knee, and change your perspective, you see precious little growing between the wiry, twisting stems of grey-green sage. The ground looks as if someone had power vacuumed itso relentless are the cows in their search for grass, so final is the scouring wind. Even total rest from grazing seems to provide little relief from all-dominant sage. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	The early ranchers out here in greybulls day did not feed hay. They didnt have to, since they had wrested a prolific bison-andfire-driven system from the Indians. Tree rings also show that those early ranchers arrived during an unusually warm, moist, mild period the likes of which Wyoming has not seen again. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	Then came the terrible, legendary winter of 1888, when range cattle perished in blizzards that blew beyond the imagination. This catastrophe drove home the point that ranchers must be prepared to winter feed if they mean to replace the bison permanently with cattle. And yet, recent research on the bison herds shows that changing climatic conditions had plunged them into trouble long before cattle and sheep arrived. Where does the truth about Wyoming lie? Surely another factor in the change on the range was that extremely hard use by vast, wandering herds of sheep and cattle along with the extirpation of Indians, bison, and firedid serve to impoverish the range and push its vegetative cover toward the long, torpid reign of King Sage. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	We may water the past with our tears, but that wont bring change on the range. Maybe it is more interesting to see if anyone can restore the ranges productivityand its diversity. Gregg tried and later regretfully abandoned bison on the Utah ranch. (They were too athletic, he says.) Now he approaches the problem of stagnant range conditions by bringing fire back onto the range. We visit a burn he did in spring 1994. I like to burn in the spring. 
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  	You burn cooler, and you save your topsoil from the winter wind. Where the soil and ground-cover conditions will allow it, he plans to burn his way systematically through most of the ranch, incorporating fire into a pasture rotation scheme that never calls for total rest. You have to work this land back into shape, just like you have to work it to keep it producing. The results will be better diversity, better ground cover. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	Down again on one knee, I see nourishing shoots of the key indicator shrub called winterfat and good green bases around the bunchgrasses. Ranchers and environmentalists are arguing about the wrong things. Its individual plants that get overgrazed, Gregg says, not ranges. Cattle graze selectively. Overgrazing results when a plant is heavily and repeatedly utilized without enough rest between grazings for it to fully recover from the defoliation. This reduces both the plants production capability and also potential vegetative matter for ground cover. That burn will produce the extra volume we need this winter. Well move the cows onto this area soon. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	Most plant growth in this country takes place between early May and mid-July. Successful grazing plans are tuned to this growth curve. Success means a rancher learns to manage the land extensively as well as intensively. If a rancher understands Simondss definition of time, he understands it as the amount of time a plant is available to be grazed. This dictates how to divide the land, how to regulate herd numbers on the land, and whether to herd the animals on the land. Ranchers and other land managers can eliminate overgrazing if the cows move fast when the plants are growing fast. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	Simondss definition of timing relates to the season of the year when grazing takes place, as well as to the amount of rest between grazings. Rest is plant specific, not a range condition. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	Variability in rough, broken ranges like this one makes measurement of range conditions and trends both problematic and probably not cost-effective. Whats the point of knowing average utilization over a whole watershed? he asks. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	As the early November sun disappears into the vastness of Chief Washakies wilderness, we bounce over the back roads on our return to the ranch headquarters where Gregg has his office and where he lives with his wife, Julie, and three small children. On the way, another recent burn produces a vision I never thought Id see in 
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  	this part of Wyoming. At the peak of hunting season, 100 antelope cluster on the burn, chowing down. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	IV
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	Outside Greggs office, a small satellite dish picks up transmissions full of data about the ranch industry variables Gregg tracks as carefully as he tracks bunchgrasses. The channel pursues everything from cattle futures to remotely sensed range and moisture conditions. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	Gregg shows me the spreadsheet-based software he has tailored to the task of understanding this ranchs needs through monitoring and measuring. All this electronic firepower helps to make his point that time and timingrather than stocking ratesare the keys to any successful ranch operation that also targets measurable goals of environmental quality. Based on his experiences as a frequent guest lecturer at land-grant universities, he expresses concern that todays environmentalists and natural resource management students often think money and measurement are somehow evil. We take student interns from places like Colorado State and my alma mater, Utah State. A lot of them think capitalism means You lose and I win. So they think they will avoid the market if they go to work for federal resource management agencies. Then they discover the environmental tragedy that they will never be in one place long enough to learn from their mistakes. The feds just throw money at land management problems. They will neverlearn the lessons of the market. Its a good thing I was too nasty to work for the feds. Im too action oriented. They would have fired me. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	Ranchers are just as bad about the market, Simonds says, since their land often appreciates in value no matter what they do. Theyre into ranching for cultural reasons, I guess. Im into ranching to serve both land and people. My hero is Aldo Leopold. He died fighting a fire that threatened trees he planted to reclaim his land. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	When Simonds first encountered Leopolds writings, he was just a city boy from a family of seven kids in Twin Falls, Idaho. His fathers early death pushed him into the hard physical labor he found on ranches in the surrounding countryside. He says he was nasty as a kidand worse as a young man. I couldnt read until the fourth grade, and so they told me I was stupid. The teacher took me out in the hall and shook me, and then she put me in a trash can with a 
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  	dunce cap on. Later, he found out he was dyslexic, but those early experiences put a chip on his shoulder. I used to go to the dances to pick fights. I liked to fight. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	They say time heals all wounds, but Simondss nose still shows signs that his opponents landed a punch or two. Todays successful husband, father, and ranch manager was not exactly college material when he showed up in Logan, Utah, in the early 1970s. In those days, Utah States admission standards frowned on Simondss long hair and antiVietnam War politics while ignoring his lack of familiarity with reading and writing. But he seemed to have a knack for numbers, so they took him on probation, ignoring his junior college 1.0 GPA. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	Scorning school at first, he went into business building log cabins, wintering in a tent with his dog up one of the nearby canyons, showing up on campus once in a while to protest the war and to mock the fluffersearnest Mormon girls with teased hair whose academic goals were limited to the business of hooking a husband. We were social and political outcasts, so we founded our own fraternity, the Dead Meat Liberation Army. Those were wild times! 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	Ever so gradually, Simonds fell under the influence of teachers who would turn his life around, men like Fee Busby and Thad Box who today rank with the all-stars of range science and economics. Those connections led to consulting jobs, one of which was with the Japanese national who owned the Utah ranch before Deseret Land and Livestock bought it. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	V
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	Julie Simonds enjoys the kind of blue-eyed beauty that only Wyoming seems to produce. After she graduated from Utah State, she worked as a wildlife and range management intern on the Utah Deseret ranch. I grew up in Jackson, Wyoming, she tells me, and my father worked for Wyoming Game and Fish. I guess you could say we didnt always get along with the ranchers. Yet, Julie was glad to return to her home state, where she coaches the Cody cross-country ski team when she is not riding herd on Gregg and their three kids. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	I learned from my mistakes, Gregg says, referring to an earlier marriage. Thats my strength. You must be prepared to die in order to live. Youve got to become a citizen of the land. 
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  	Before I leave Wyoming, I check in with some old friends at the BLM and the state Game and Fish Department. The Cody BLMers admit that their relationship with Simonds started slowly. But then we checked in with Bruce Smith, they told me, who used to work with Gregg on BLM land down in the Evanston area. Its all been gravy since then, especially for wildlife. Anyone who knows Wyoming wildlife knows Bruce Smiths successes in restoring beat-out sagebrush rangelands by managing livestock and rein-troducing beaver. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	The folks at Game and Fish were equally enthusiastic about the positive effects of Simondss methods on local wildlife. In Wyoming, we dont allow the kind of ranching for wildlife they have in Utah and Colorado. But if we did, we would want Simonds running it. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	As Wyoming disappears in my rearview mirror, I think back on the long conservation career of Aldo Leopold. He founded the science of wildlife management, and he invented state ownership of wildlife. For the sake of the land, Leopold married the best of the public and private worlds. His own marriage to Estella Luna, daughter of New Mexicos leading sheep ranching family, makes the point. It is Leopold on the land (rather than at his desk) that we remember. Like Gregg Simonds, his spirit seems to be saying, Watch what I do, not what I say. 
	

	

	















 

  	
  	
  	
  



	




	Page 120


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	[image: CHP11.TIF.JPG]
	

	

	


	Gros Ventre, Tetons 














 

  	
  	
  	
  



	




	Page 121


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	11

THE VIEW FROM THE SPUR
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	Stephen Bodio
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	I worry about perceptions of the West almost more than I worry about the West. On the one hand, such widely read magazines as Time portray a backwoods society of militia and Wise Users, grim-faced rednecks ready to take up arms against the federal government to preserve their right to exterminate endangered species. On the other we see portraits of a West being redesigned by yuppies, resort communities, ranchettes, high-tech types who work at home on their computers and then go straight to the public lands to engage in cross-country skiing, mountain biking, kayaking, and other strenuous activities pursued while wearing Patagonia clothing. And dont forget those dire predictions of depopulation, ghost towns, an empty commons waiting for buffalo. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	From my regular perch in the Golden Spur, last bar left in Magdalena, New Mexico (on the west side of Socorro County, right up against notorious Catronwe call it CartoonCounty), things tend to look a little more nuanced. Ive been sitting there for sixteen years (not without a few breaks) and have watched the Next West evolve around me. Its a lot more interesting than New York reporters or Denver sociologists might think. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	Magdalena is an unusual town, or so they tell me. It is, Id guess, more than half Spanish or whatever your preferred term is (Magdalenians overwhelmingly prefer that word). The rest is divided between Alamo Navajo and every other ethnic group, who are called Anglos even if they are, like me, of Italian descent. Everybody intermarries, so we have Anglos with Spanish accents and Hispanic grandfathers, Hispanos who cant speak Spanish, Navajos with last names like Guerro. We all get along ethnically, if not necessarily personally. There is a sense that were all immigrants (even the 
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  	Navajos come from a ways north). Everybody cuts wood, picks piñons, cowboys, or works for the Forest Service or (the first late-twentieth-century hint here) the Very Large Array radio telescopes on the high Tibetan-looking plains of San Augustine. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	I might have guessed at our towns rough-and-ready multiculturalism all the way back in 1980, at Floyds annual cock-fight. Floyd himself is no mean exemplar. A self-described hillbilly from Arkansas, approaching sixty at that time, he had made some long journeys. His father had been a Baptist and a bootlegger, as well as a boxer, a houndsman, and a cockfighter. He hadimprobablymarried a woman of Lebanese descent. Floyd himself went into the Navy and served in the Pacific. He got out and became the first member of his family to go to college. Then, in his own words, I became a liberal, became a Catholic, married an Indian, moved to New Mexico, got a masters degree, and had nine kids. My family still doesnt know what to think of me. Since then, hes also become (at different times) the mayor, the boxing and baseball coach, a bow hunter, a serious amateur herpetologist, and a taxidermist. (Hes still, of course, a houndsman and cocker.) 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	But the thing that really focused me on just how different Magdalena was from anywhere else I had been was the commentary on the cockfight crowd by my friend John. John is a sort of horseback aristocrat of pure Spanish descent who has spent time in Manhattan and Brazil and who looks a bit like a Hispano Dwight Yoakam. He also has a cowboy twang and a deadly politically incorrect sense of humor that often make nouveau New Mexicans dismiss him as a redneck reactionary. They obviously dont know his half-Navajo-Scots Mormon wife, Becky, or his lovely, tricultural daughter. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	John had a chicken to enter and returned to the circle to hear Beckys brother Mosiah (a good old Mormon name, by the way) who, although entirely Navajo in appearance, had lived most of his life as a cowboy in Idahoremark that the crowd sure was integrated. John looked aroundhe knows everybodyand said to me, Sure is. I count three Ph.Ds, twenty wets, one writer, six drunk cowboys, two Mormon Navajos, and a whole damn village of Mexicans. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	Ive now been in Magdalena longer than Ive been any other one place, and Ive never seen anything to contradict Johns or 
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  	Mosiahs view. The best place to view the pageant may be from a barstool at the Spur; as in many old villages and, for that matter, old urban neighborhoods it becomes a meeting place where every fun-loving member of the community stays in touch. Infants are set up on the bar in their baby seats to make their first appearance. Grandpa Elfey, old Elfego Baca, still lively despite his eighty-plus years, comes in to flirt with the girls, although he no longer drinks anything stronger than orange juice. Little kids play pool and pinball, and I have twice seen horses served. For several years I wrote, or at least edited and rewrote, in a corner of the L-shaped bar. (My cowboy friend Wade, whom youll meet soon, once answered a slightly hostile Whats he doin? with a curt His job.) 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	It is much easier to see the complexities of your neighbors when you live in a small town; so, if you like them, be aware that they are individuals rather than stereotypes or opponents. Sis, who is a fourth-generation rancher and used to tend the bar, is an outspoken member of People for the West! An antienvironmentalist? Well, I might disagree with her choice of political associates but not with her or her familys personal environmental ethics. Her brothers are bow hunters and guides who tree cats regularly with their hound pack but almost never kill them. And Sis herself has a rarer interest: She is the only rancher I know who loves snakes, including rattlers. She once had half the bar exclaiming in disgust as she drew for me on a bar napkin the scale pattern on the lips of a Mojave rattler the only certain way to tell one from a Western diamondback. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	Or take Jim Catron, the firebrand lawyer and populist who figured in the recent Time article as a founder of the County Move-ment. He sees himself as a libertarian, not as an enemy of the environment, and we often find areas of agreement. I remember him coming in one night in a fury, muttering that he needed some intelligent people to talk to. The object of his anger was the new Catron County mandatory firearms ordinance. They just dont understand. They want to be free, but as soon as they get in power they start making rules for everybody else. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	Magdalena has always been kind to committed immigrants, perhaps because it has never had to assimilate more than a few at a time. I could cite Floyd, who has been here over thirty years; Marva, another ex-mayor who was born in Detroit and hasnt quite made thirty yet; and my late partner, Betsy, and me. But perhaps more 
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  	exemplary is my friend Omar Quereshi. Omar was born in Chicago to a Muslim father from Pakistan and a mother from the Pittsburgh area. He met his wife, Christine, in the Peace Corps in Niger, then came west looking for something less tame than the Chicago suburbs. He found it teaching math at the Alamo Navajo reservation. Many idealistic kids from the suburbs, romantic about Third World connotations of life on the res, try it out. Some have lasted a year; Omar is now going on to his tenth season. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	He may owe his long tenure to a certain originality of style. He is very tall and very exotic looking for Magdalena, with a hook nose, bushy beard, often-shaved skull, and olive skin. He looks, as someone said, like a basketball player with an Islamic terrorists head stuck on top. For years, he would greet his class on the first day of school dressed in a jacket and tie, with a full beard and a full head of hair. The next day he would come in with his head shaved, wearing military fatigues, on the principle that it gets the kids attention. They call him Kreshi and adore him. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	He and Chris have gradually taken up all the local pursuits of all three cultures. They fish, hunt, keep too many dogs and junk cars, own goats and saddle horses, garden, and cook with chilé. Often, they go beyond the enthusiasm of their teachers. Omar is probably the most driven trout fisherman in the northern Gila. His students, in a math problem devoted to whether Omar or his Navajo assistant, Paul Jones, caught the most fish, have depicted him in midstream. The hair and nose and beard are recognizable Kreshi. But they have rigged him out in improbably Orvis-style gear, with a totally unbelievable tweed hat. I wonder if theyve ever seen a tweed hat? 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	Paul Jones (actually John Paul Jones Apachito; he has relatives named Lyndon Baines Johnson and Elvis Presley Apachito) taught Omar about goats and sheep. Lean young goatscabritoand sheep of similar age, marinated, basted with chilé and garlic, and roasted over an open fire are almost reason enough to live in the Southwest. Omar gives two annual goat roasts, one in summer, one at Halloween. He began keeping his own goats when we all decided one newly acquired goat was too smart and full of personality to eat. With twenty-four hours to go, we found a sheep on the Navajo res, and the young nanny was spared, to become the first of Omars wilderness pack goats. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	Then came horses. Chon (which, Im sorry to say, means shit in Navajobut then they have a dog named Dirt and had one named 
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  	Pot for the cookpot she was brought home in and a cat named Cat in Arabic) was the first, bought from rancher Clay Henderson. Which, of course, meant Omar began going out to Clays for ranch work and acquired another horse, for deer hunting. Although it was Chon that was served in the bar. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	Meanwhile, culture flowed the other way, too. Omar and Christine learned to make boiled Arab green tea from Tuareg nomads and have brought the custom to Magdalena. Nothing wakes up a late-night party like three swift glasses of boiled tea, bitter like life, strong like friendship, sweet like love. Drinking it with cowboys, alternating with shots of whiskey or tequila, can lead to amazing conversations, ones that can last til dawn. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	(And I wont even talk about the prevalence of Arab Khafiyehs as cowboy scarfs one year, which led a French producer trying to film a music video with a western background to refuse to film until they came off because the French hate Arabs.) 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	Omars most famed exploit began when he decided to teach the Alamo basketball team to cheer. Previous to his coaching, the parents had sat immobile and silent even when the Alamo Cougars scored. Omar had better ideas. He constructed a papier-mâché cougar and a huge longhorn steer. (Yes, the Magdalena team is called the Steersand the girls team the Lady Steersbecause Magdalena was once the biggest cattle-shipping railhead in the United States, bigger even than Dodge City.) 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	On the night of the big game, he led his cheerleading squad out, and to a chant of Steers have no balls! he beheaded the steer effigy with a sword. The crowd went insane. As did, apparently, the new Magdalena coach, who had recently moved to town. With the aid of some allies in the town government, he immediately ditched seventy-some years of tradition and renamed his team the Mavericks on the grounds that it was embarrassing for the team members to be called Steers. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	Big mistake. In all my years in Magdalena, I have never seen such outrage or such a unifying issue. Signs sprouted everywhere: Magdalena Steer and Proud of It! An emergency election was announced to settle the matter once and for all. The result, Im proud to report, is that Steers won at something like 450 to 5. Would you be surprised that Omar cast his vote for Steers too, like every good Magdalenian? 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	Id say he has attained that status. Recently, I was at the Chevron station and an outsider came in to ask whether anyone knew 
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  	where he could find someone named Omar. Don, the old cowboy who runs the pumps, pointed toward Trails End Market. I just saw him go down there. You cant miss him. Hes a big Ayrab-lookin guy in shorts, riding a brown horse. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	Wade, a cowboy from a cowboy family with many generations on the local land, is dissimilar to Omar in everything but height, age, and outrageousness. I first met him in the company of Johns legendary rodeoing brother Mark, who sometimes makes John look like an accountant. Mark was coming on outrageously to the woman with me, so much so that I asked him to knock it off. He reared back, and for a moment I thought I had trouble; then he threw his arms around me and whooped, Youre that book-writing son of a bitch! 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	I realized who he must be and offered to buy him a drink. But he was looking around the bar restlessly. This town is dead. Lets get out of hereI know a great damn whorehouse in Reno. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	Reno? Nevada? You know any other Reno? Come on! When I shook my head, he looked sad. You writers are all alike. No action, just talk. See you next year. And he promptly vanished into the night. The cowboyWadewho had been standing next to him bought me a drink, shaking his head. We talked and drank til closing. Eight or nine years later, I can say that he is one of my best friends. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	Not that its always easy. He once found a Chinese cap with a red star on it and drove everybody crazy for a month by introducing himself as Wade Field Dixon, Chinese communist cowboy from Hell. He so annoyed Mildred, the bar owners mother (shes eighty and tends bar; her other son is a Baptist minister) with his Marxist rhetoric that she would not serve him. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	Then he got a Tuareg turban from Omar, learned a few words of Arabic, and became the Islamic cowboy. I still have the photo of that oneWade in the dark-blue turban and veil, with Omar standing beside him in a battered black cowboy hat. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	Perhaps the funniest piece of hard-core frontier multiculturalism Ive seen, though, was at one of Omars goat roasts a few years back, on Halloween. Back then, Omar and Christine had not yet bought the big rambling house with the yard full of cars and livestock they inhabit now. Omar had been renting a house next to a rather dour 
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  	fundamentalist couple (yes, we have one or two of those, too) who apparently objected to having a Muslim, a cowboy, an Indian, and a writer hanging out drinking on the porch that overlooked their yard, all through the long summer evenings. (I didnt say Omar was an observant Muslim.) They had made an offer to buy Omars house, evicted him, then backed off on the offer. Unfortunately, Omars last day was their most feared fiesta: Halloween. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	Now, Omar had always given Halloween parties, so things might have gotten no more offensive than Omars traditional dance around the fire wearing a UNM Lobo head, singing I fought the law and the law won. The neighbors may have even been able to deal with several cowboys and their horses or with the fact that my partner, Libby, and Wade had put the goats head on a pitchfork at the property line with a cigarette in its mouth. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	But Wade had recently gotten something of a crush on a friend of mine from Albuquerque, Jennifer. Jen is a small, elfin woman, a published poet, a former working psychologist, a juggler, and a bookstore owner. She is also a lesbian. (When I told Wade that she liked girls, he grinned wolfishly and said, So do I.) She had said she was coming to the party with her new lover, but by ten she hadnt showed, and Wades feelings were hurt. Or so he pretended. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	At a lull in the conversation he stood up to the fire, waving a bottle as though to propose a toast. Everybody stopped to listen. He gestured at the sky and began to speak, loudly enough that he didnt need a microphone to be heard two blocks away. This is one GREAT damn party! We got Anglos and we got Mexicans! We got cowboys and we got writers! We got a whole family of Indians, we got a Muslim, and we got a Jew from Israel! I just want to know one damn thing. WHERE THE HELL ARE THE LESBIANS? 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	There are so many more stories. I could tell of the time James Trujillo, then bar manager, threw a drunk bodily out the door for asking me one too many times, Where are you really from? hollering, He already told you, hes from here. Or the time a cowboy known as Rusty Pinatabecause his girlfriend beat him up with a pool cuewas harassing my friend Libby with a Why do you people want to throw me off my land? and Wade shut him up with a forcible shes one of us, you asshole. I could write about Marva, the former mayor; Bee, a seventy-year-old artist who was once the toast of Chicago; Sharon, a single mother, teacher, and 
	

	

	















 

  	
  	
  	
  



	




	Page 128


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	Shakespeare enthusiast who has roots five generations deep in the county and manages my house when Im gone. Or Gale, of the Western Writers Association, who was born in Kenya. Or Jackie, from Kansas, who runs the newspaper. Or more about James Trujillo and his family, our dynasty of horse trainers. Or his wife, Vida, who grew up a military brat, of whom James once remarked to a bunch of drunks who were bad-mouthing their wives: I dont know about you, but that old gal Im married to is one good son-of-a-bitch. Or Sayward Harris, who runs Outlaws, or . . . too many. I even saw a transvestite at the Spur once, and no, she didnt get beat up, although there were some pretty rude jokes, particularly at one drunk cowboys naïveté . . . 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	But Id rather leave you with a nonstory, a mere circumstance. I entered the bar not long ago after a couple of months absence. With me were Jay Dusard, the great cowboy photographer and writer, and his friend Dan Daggett, who had just collaborated on a book on ranching and conservation. As we entered, I heard a voice from the dark holler, Get that long-haired Montana-traveling sonof-a-booger and his friends a drink. It was Wade, of course. When I made the introductions, he stared at Dusard and said, I know your books. Its an honor to meet you, sir. For the next half-hour the whole great West is a small townthey exchanged news of mutual acquaintances, who turned out to include Wades brother, a rancher in Arizona. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	Later, Wades latest love came in. He brought her to the table and introduced each of us. This is Jay Dusard, best western photographer there is. This is Dan Daggett, an environmentalist who doesnt hate cowboys. This is my friend Steve Bodio. He wrote the best bookwell, I guess the only bookabout Magdalena. Gentle-men, he looked around, Im proud to know you. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	It aint Time magazine. But I suspect its at least as true. 
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  	12

A WOUND CALLED THE WEST
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	Christina Nealson
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	Sunlight slits the snow-caked blue spruce and cascades down the mountain. Stillness broken only by a Clarks Nutcracker wingbeat that taunts movement from the 10 inches of fresh powder. I take a deep breath into air that screams 5 degrees! against my lungs. And push. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	It is a friendly friction. White feather bulk against skis that point down. A relationship I approach humbly. Turns elicit sweat in uncut territory. All of my bodys tentativeness spurts into clenched fingers around the ski poles. The black diamond expert slope finally releases me onto a groomed, flat, white opening. I curve into sunlight and rest in forest silence. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	Heeeeey, asshole, get over here! Here I go! Swish. Whoa! A hard thud into snow. Fuck! A school of blue-denimed flatfish in a white sea of tranquillity. The first of a long line of snowboarders swaths through spruce and powder, over a snow-packed rock, sails through air and crashes. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	The audience grows with each thud. The guffaws and insults increase. Hey, Powder Betty, lets see your stuff! The young woman in wait lifts her baggy jacketed layers to bare breast and wiggles her ass as she lets go toward the jump. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	Hey. YES. Whoaaaaa. All right! I stand where sacred meets profane and laugh. This is the West, after all. This scene plays out, metaphorically, in every mountain shadow. The new game, which is really an old game come round again, is change. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	From ski slopes to small town, the West is once again the front line of invasion. This time, however, the newcomers arent miners 
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  	extracting wealth from rock. Theyre not ranchers running sheep and cattle on tenuous grassland. Not farmers attempting to grow crops where aridity fails to replenish the soil. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	This time the miners wear khaki-baggy and come with computer under one arm, espresso machine under the other. With trust fund income or large checks from the house they sold in the city, they extract not gold or silver but mountain backdrop beauty, silence, darkness, clean air, and fresh water. Their by-product: slag heaps of local anxiety. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	The rancher gets edgy when her neighbor turns 10,000 cattle-dunged acres into 35-acre ranchettes. She wants to leave the land to her children and preserve her family history. But she tingles at the thought of the cash that comes with subdivision. Town meetings are filled with rants to limit growth, the same towns that begged new prisons to locate in their counties, for jobs, five years ago. Complaints on the mornings Liars Bench, outside the local drugstore, center around traffic congestion and the constant hum of earthmoving equipment. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	Change in the West. It couches in phrases like growth problems. Attempts to grasp control of the problem are translated into restrictions on new housesheight limits, roof color choices, and clotheslines. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	A tangled web indeed. Not far from where I live, a city refugee bought 35 acres at the edge of ponderosa pine forest, near the junction of two county roads, across from a small, local sawmill. A busy location to place a secluded dream home and barn. While her four unridden horses graze down the pasture, she circulates a petition to stop a proposed sustainable selection cut in the forest above her. She says she doesnt like it when more than five cars a day pass her place, so she certainly doesnt want logging trucks. Not even for one summer. Not even to thin a forest that stands ready to explode into catastrophic fire thanks to Smokey Bears ninety-year-old no burn policy. Her selfish fists clasp around the neck of the old logger across the road, who could survive another season with this project. When fire does come, and it will, you can be sure her holler will be one of the first to demand fire protection. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	My smile hits sunshine as the last board-Betty splashes face first into snow. I, too, could turn possessive and demand my way. Downhill ski purists work hard to ban snowboarders from their neat, parallel-cut terrain. I could stand at mountains bottom and 
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  	yell to the whippersnappers: Shut your irreverent mouths! This is nature. Cant you FEEL the sacred? 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	But I know too much. I know nature would be the first to land me on my ass with the next turn. No one cajoles with the profane and irreverent like the mountains. 
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  	I invade this landscape. Pinyon invades from Mexico. Oak invades from the Midwest. Rabbitbrush invades overgrazed fields. Juniper invades the rocky and dry.

I carried by will and automobile. Pinyon, by Ute and blue jay. Oak, by squirrel and wind. Rabbitbrush, by floating seed. Juniper, by shitting coyote.

Now people of this valley, this state, all states of arid West, complain of white invaders from California, Texas, and New York. They speak with gravity tongue of native good, the moral high ground of longevity. Invaders, they say, are bad. They bring strangeness with them and upset what is here, in place.

But I look to this land and know the people of fear speak a voice severed from roots. They do not look to see the wisdoms contained in land, in the wild. They poach and nibble red herring.

Invasion is the food of evolution, migration the drink. These mountains have always kicked ass. They attract the BMW, Yakima bike rack on its roof, with the 40-something driver who ooooohs and ahs at sheer rock cliffs. Then, they select who stays, to evolve with vast winds and cold winter nights that begin at 4:30.

Let there be no doubt. This Spine defines its flesh.
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  	Change does not come easy to humans. Given the choice, we choose to stay in unhealthy, even dangerous situations rather than to change or leave. The comfort of familiarity is strong. The habit of old ritual, cogent. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	When confronted with differences, the degree of acceptability correlates to the degree to which we feel threatened. Live and let live is fine, as long as the stranger lets me continue to live as I want. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	But when someone new appears and says that the way I live is wrong, look out. I will contract into the rightness of my way and declare war on yours. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	Its called instinct for survival. And its as natural as the moonrise. 
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  	BUM, BUM, bum, bum, BUM BUM, bum, bum . . . The drum sat in the middle of the grade school gymnasium, the heartbeat echoing off the concrete block walls. She approached the drum, and the two Native American men that drove beat into the deer-skinned cottonwood.

Dressed in a shin-length suede skirt, long brown braid down her back, she picked up padded beater and stood motionless, in between the men. Head cocked, listening ever closely to their play, she hit once, then twice, eventually joining their beat. Once established with them, she hardened her hit and changed the beat.
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	The West bulges with newcomers. Some show up in communities, content to leave well enough alone, and do not even approach the heartbeat. They come for anonymity and intend to keep it. But most show up and immediately pound the drum of their own agenda. Preaching the gospel of Mt. Shasta according to crystal healing, decrying the intake of beef, criticizing the Pledge of Allegiance in the public schools; they fail to stand at the heartbeat, listen, and join before changing it. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	They fail to show respect. The point is not the dietary relevance of beef or the placement of religion in the schools. The point is to wait. Listen. Let neighbor, weather, and land inform choices. Do not assume that the ways of old home apply to the new. Maybe some do. Maybe not. 
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  	Invasion. The dis-ruption of pattern.

I set my cabin on a game trail and forever change the route that fox, bobcat, and elk travel to the spring.

Bear invades my porch, forever changing the view from my bedroom window, the pitch of adrenaline as it hits the bloodstream.

Pinyon invades these hillsides. Its nuts packed by Indians and jays, it spread and stayed where dirt and slope held root.

Who, what, does not invade?

Now, a new wave of invasion and self-named natives scream foul. Newcomers clutter landscape, bring product proof of shiny technology, they move too close, their bulbs eradicate darkness.

Go away, the earlier invaders implore.

Another pleading in a bloody long line of Ute, shoulder high prairie grass, Navaho, white-tailed deer, Comanche, and wolf.
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  	Pristine. Untouched. Dramatic. Wild. Newcomer molds the West into his idea of the perfect lover. He wants to escape the city-turned-whore. He wants quality life for himself and his family. A place of beauty and health where he doesnt have to lock the house doors or worry about a car-jacking. Real neighbors. Space to explore and find the wild side of self. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	Who can deny such motivations? He moves to the inspiring mountains but wishes the wind didnt blow so cold for so long. The guy down the street drives a red Ford pickup with a gun rack and makes him queasy. His neighbor is the grocery store clerk who dresses in polyester, and surely he cant talk Kant with her. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	He begins, consciously or not, to create the place he left behind. He votes for shorter hunting seasons and runs for the school board to introduce values training into the classroom. His values, that is. He writes letters to the Forest Service demanding that logging be stopped. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	The locals wonder who the hell this guy thinks he is. Jack has hunted since he was a boy with his Grandfather. Larry depends on his little sawmill to survive. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	Tempers seethe and soar in this wound called the West. 
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  	The steel snake winds around the narrow mountain canyon along the Arkansas River. It pulls thirty-some empty coal cars toward the mountain gouge a hundred miles to the west. I drive alongside this train, wondering around which corner it will end.

I grew up waiting on trains that cut my Iowa village in half. Grandma and Grandpa Keith lived on the other side of the tracks, so stops by the closed, blinking, ringing gates were frequent. I watched excitedly for the occasional hobo who sat dangling his feet from the door of a boxcar. I counted cars in anticipation for the red caboose that always enclosed a friendly man with a smile and wave. Always.

Trains are disappearing from the West, and this line is no exception. But as far as Im concerned, they killed them years ago, when this woman readied a wave to the man in the caboose, and there was none.

Guillotined for economics. Dont need a man to do what technology can attend.
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	The West is nothing if not about loss. In this shared reality lies the hope that folks can gather around a table. Environmentalist. Rancher. Mother. Mormon. Logger. Falconer. Miner. Taxidermist. 
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  	Methodist. It is here the discussion must begin. Goals and vision come later. Begin with the wound, the loss. It is nothing short of death, a strong commonality of new and old alike. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	Scrape the surface of the man from Los Angeles and you find he lost his dream of a safe existence for his kids. He lost his trust in the person approaching him on the street. He lost his courage with his baldness. He must do it right this time. There wont be another chance. He has risked all to move and rushes to prove himself. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	Scrape the surface of the rancher and you find a woman who was raised in the valley by parents and grandparents who settled in the 1800s. Her husband died ten years ago, and shes been so determined to carry on that she hasnt asked if she really wants to. Its all she has known. Shes sacrificed to give the land to her children, yet theyre in college and hold no desire to ranch. And now she might miss her chance at big money if she doesnt subdivide. The wound is history, family. and blood rolled into one. She fears she has lived a lie. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	Right, you say, sure thing. Lets get city boy, computer programmer, logger, and rancher to sit down and cry together. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	Unlikely to impossible, given a North American culture that covers death in a sanitized shroud of denial. Dont talk about it. Dont cry in public. Bury the corpse, and go back to work the next day. We have no rituals for the honest, public expression of pain or the celebration of the life passed. Not unlike the death dealing in every public meeting in the West, where old and new alike expect one another to jettison the corpse of the old life, fast, without commotion. And be like them. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	If not in public meetings, we can at least look to the death of dream in our own lives and tie it to our placement in the West. Then, we can enter a discussion of change and know that the person who disagrees with us also shares a death. We might ask him out for coffee later. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	Begin with the death of dream, and powerful change begins to happen. Talk of death turns to life. The newcomer who could have cared less about the graze-happy rancher finds he has a vested interest in the landscape not being chopped into small parcels that would bring more people, more lights, more noise, more crime. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	Newcomer also begins to understand that the refusal of the community to vote yes on a $3 million school bond issue does 
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  	not mean they are antieducation. It means improve with less money, put money into teachers, and dont raise taxes a dime when half of the property taxes already go to schools. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	This points to the strongest trend evolving in the Wests newcomer birth ward. As urban folk escape what they have made inhabitable, the rural destination folk say increasingly more, Pay your own way. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	Want new schools? You pay for them. Want to increase pressure on the mountain trail systems? Then you pay to use them. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	Want healthy forested, wild wilderness? Pay to protect it. Pay for prescribed burns. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	No more welfare through taxation. And one more thing: The collected fees stay local. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	Change and growth cannot be controlled, but they can be consciously directed. Let towns define who they are and proclaim such. Then, newcomers will know who they attempt to join. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	Part of my community is ranchers, farmers, loggers, trappers, teachers, lawyers, doctors, real estate men and women, construction workers, retired-seasonal homeowners, artists, all in a context of strong, traditional religions. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	Another part is elk, deer, bobcat, golden eagle, black bear, cougar, nuthatch, chickadee. Yet another is Creek, white fir, oak, ponderosa pine, mountain maple, aspen, and ferocious wind. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	All parts lie in the shadow of the Sangre de Cristo mountain spine, the most biodiverse area between the Mississippi River and California, Montana and Mexico. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	Newcomers must be willing to place their heartbeats in the midst of these and listen. We must climb out of our 1960s liberal orientation of integration and be realistic. It is not necessarily true that communities mean everyone. There is truth to consolidated wisdom. Survival of culture and species is embedded in segregation. Newcomers must be ever wise about their chosen destination. They must be ever humble if they move into a new setting. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	Change and movement are inevitable. But perhaps we would better ensure that community and county change is informed if newcomers could not vote on local issues until they have lived in the area, full-time, for five years. I say five, because the majority of newcomers in the West appear to leave their new nirvanas within 
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  	that time. Another possibility is that the newcomers vote would count half until they reach the five-year local citizen definition. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	In Colorado you can register to vote when you get a drivers license, an interesting metaphor, to link mobility with vote. Local communities need just the oppositean assurance of longevity, some sense of place before one is granted the power to change policy. Black bear cannot lumber into town and mark a ballot. Perhaps this is her best hope of survivalthat someone has walked around her thickly seeded scat in an oak grove, seen her territory, and works to preserve it. 
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  	It is not the removal of a red caboose that split the heart. Through that mans anonymous wave and smile, this little girl learned that a strange man was not my enemy. It was a ritual of trust that rode down the track, out of sight. A knowing that all was well with the world. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	It is a tightly stretched line that binds old ritual to new dreams. Human community disintegrates, moves, and forms again. We bop and flit on the surface of earth like tiny cartoon characters while lodgepole pine reaches for the sun and beaver faithfully adds new mud to her lodge. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	Why would human life be any less chaotic than the wild mountain landscape where we attempt to settle? No matter if you drive an old blue pickup or a minivan, to live here is to smile, guffaw, laugh, pray, swear, and kick dirt in disgust. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	This IS the West. 
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FREEDOM AND THE ENVIRONMENTAL MOVEMENT.
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	Randal OToole
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	The United States of America, more than any other nation on earth, represents freedom to the rest of the world. And the West, more than any other region, represents freedom to the rest of America. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	But the West also represents wide open spaces, with opportunities to enjoy fresh air, pure water, spectacular vistas, and encounters with untamed nature. The question for Westerners, as for lovers of freedom and quality environments everywhere, is whether these two visions are compatible or if we must sacrifice one to preserve the other. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	The current political battles over western lands and resources pit advocates of the environment against advocates of freedom. Environmentalists say that private property owners and public land managers have an obligation to preserve resources for future generations without compensation. Private property owners say they have the right to use their property however they like provided they dont directly harm someone else or their property. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	These two views seem incompatible. But close examination suggests that such incompatibilities are more apparent than real. To understand why free-market environmentalist is an oxymoron only in the context of our current political debate, we need to analyze the causes of environmental problems in the West. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	ENVIRONMENTAL PROBLEMS OF THE OLD WEST 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	The conflicts of the Old West on which so many movies and novels are based had a single cause: Most of the land, water, wildlife, and, of course, the air were not privately owned but were held in common. Theoretically owned by the government, they were, 
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  	in fact, subject to almost no government controlsor when they were, those controls created a variety of perverse incentives. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	In The Tragedy of the Commons, Garrett Hardin notes that commonly owned resources are liable to be overused. When no controls are imposed on their use, they become what economists call open-access resourcesmeaning resources available for the taking. Users have an incentive to consume such resources as quickly as possible before they are consumed by someone else. This is exactly what happened to three important resources in the Old West: water, range, and wildlife. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	WATER AS AN OPEN-ACCESS RESOURCE 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	Water was a truly limiting factor in the arid West. Many early disputes over land, including some of those between ranchers and homesteaders, were really disputes over the water that crossed over or beneath the land. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	Once the land disputes were settled, a set of rules was developed for using the stream waters that often crossed many properties. These rules, known as the doctrine of Prior Appropriations, stated that landowners with the earliest claims to water use had senior water rights, meaning they were the last to go thirsty in times of drought. Since anyone could claim junior rights, some streams were sucked dry regardless of whether there was a drought. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	The truly perverse incentive of Prior Appropriations came from another part of the doctrine: a use-it-or-lose-it provision that obligated a holder of water rights to use those rights. This sometimes dictated that farmers and ranchers dedicate a part of their properties to some low-value crop simply because the crop was more water-intensive than more valuable crops. It also meant owners of senior water rights couldnt sell their rights to others, such as other farmers or organizations wanting to preserve fish habitat, because as soon as someone stopped using the water he or she lost the right to it. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	At the same time, a great deal of sharing and cooperation takes place in many small communities of water users. Users monitor one another to make sure no one takes more than his or her share. During low water years, those with senior water rights often let juniors have water they might otherwise be denied, even though technically such transfers risk the seniors water rights. Such friendly cooperation allows equitable use and prevents overuse, at least among those users who have rights. 
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  	RANGE AS AN OPEN-ACCESS RESOURCE 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	Homestead laws allowed anyone to claim a few hundred acres for his or her own. But in the arid West, viable farm or ranch operations required many more acres than the federal government would sell or grant to any single individual. Ranchers and settlers typically solved this problem by pasturing their livestock on federal lands during part or all of the year. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	When only a few ranchers were involved, they often cooperated by dividing the open range among themselves. Trouble began when large numbers of homesteaders arrived to compete for the open range. The homesteaders saw no reason why the previous ranchers should have sole use of public lands, and this led to such famous conflicts as Wyomings Johnson County War and the gun battle that killed Pete French, owner of Oregons largest ranch. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	Even more trouble was stirred by transient sheep herds that sometimes roamed over several states. Cattle ranchers could not operate with the uncertainty that a critical pasture might suddenly be invaded by thousands of sheep. In addition to sheep shooting, ranchers would sometimes deliberately overgraze public pastures they regarded as their own to discourage sheepherders from using the land. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	It is not surprising, then, that many ranchers welcomed the Forest Service beginning in 1905 and the Grazing Service (later the Bureau of Land Management) starting in 1935. Those agencies banned transient herds, parceled out pastures to nearby ranchers, and awarded the largest pastures to the largest private ranchers. Still, the agencies have often remained at odds with ranchers, particularly when agency managers want to reduce livestock grazing to protect a resourcesuch as fish or wildlifethat provides little benefit to ranchers. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	WILDLIFE AS AN OPEN-ACCESS RESOURCE 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	Unlike domestic cattle and sheep, living bison and other wildlife could not be owned by private individuals. If someone steals my cattle, I can prosecute him or her. But if I branded or penned some bison, I would have no legal way to stop someone from taking them. This legal difference between domestic animals and wildlife translated to an incentive to maintain herds of cattle or sheep but not to maintain herds of wildlife. 
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  	Wildlife could be owned when it was dead, and the lack of government controls during the nineteenth century made wildlife an open-access resource. Bison, elk, pronghorn, and many other species were nearly wiped out because no one had an incentive to maintain wildlife herds. These species recovered only when state agencies whose budgets depended on license fees were given the power to control hunting, thus effectively ending the open-access nature of wildlife. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	SOLVING THE OPEN-ACCESS PROBLEM.
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	The examples of water, range, and wildlife illustrate three possible solutions to conflicts over open-access resources: local monitoring and cooperation, government regulation, and closure of the open-access nature of the resource. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	The case of water shows that monitoring and cooperation can often work when the number of owners of a common property resource is small. Of course, under the law, stream flows are supposed to be owned by everyone, not just those who have claimed water rights. So, water conflicts arise today when those who have no water rights want to leave water in a stream or transfer water to urban or industrial uses, which have a much higher value than agricultural uses. But this does not obscure the fact that common property resources can be self-regulated provided there are few owners. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	Range illustrates the regulatory solution. Such regulation often sounds good in theory but founders on the reality of the expense of monitoring plus the political strength of those who are to be regulated. The public range issue is complicated by the fact that there are new claimants for the range, including advocates for fish and wildlife. But even without this problem, historically the regulatory agencies have had tremendous difficulty regulating livestock numbers and use. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	Wildlife illustrates the successful closing of an open-access resource. Even though by law wildlife is owned by the states, in effect it is owned by the state game agencies, which pay the costs of and earn the benefits from managing wildlife. These agencies success-fully recovered elk, deer, bighorn sheep, antelope, and other endangered wildlife populations because they had a powerful incentive to do so. Today, for example, many western state game agencies can earn tens of thousands of dollars selling just one license to hunt bighorn sheep. 
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  	This chapter argues that the Wests modern environmental problems are still mostly caused by open-access resources. Those problems will not be solved through local cooperation, because the number of owners is too large. Nor will the problems be solved through government regulation, because the political process is too unwieldy. Western environmental problems will only be solved when we close open-access resources by vesting all of the benefits and costs of each of those resources in individual agencies or institutions. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	ENVIRONMENTAL PROBLEMS OF THE NEW WEST
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	The Forest Service and the Grazing Service (now the Bureau of Land Management) have closed the open range. State game agencies have successfully recovered many species of wildlife. The Bureau of Reclamation and the Army Corps of Engineers have made more water available to farmers and others in the West. But the West still suffers from open-access resources, which remain the cause of nearly all environmental conflicts. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	FEDERAL LANDS AS AN OPEN-ACCESS RESOURCE
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	Although the range wars between cattlemen and sheepherders have ended, a new kind of public land war has taken their place: a war between those who want to preserve land and those who want to use it. Some might object to this characterization, but however you describe it, both sides clearly treat federal land as an open-access resource. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	The wilderness debate during the 1970s and early 1980s, for example, was essentially a race between wilderness advocates and timber cutters to stake as many claims as possible in the tens of millions of acres of undeveloped, roadless land in the national forests. Wilderness advocates staked their claims by having Congress declare an area wilderness; timber cutters staked their claims by building roads into an area, thereby making it unsuitable as wilderness. The Forest Service was not unbiased; one top official in the northern Rockies wrote that failing to build roads into roadless areas would close options because Congress might declare the area wilderness. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	In the 1990s, Northwest environmentalists used the spotted owl as a reason to stake claims to a huge portion of the uncut timber in Oregon, Washington, and northern California. This 
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  	led environmentalists all over the country to try to replicate that result by petitioning to have local species listed as threatened or endangered. In response, the timber industry recently staked a claim to much of the remaining federal timber by convincing Congress to allow timber sales without any legal challenges from environ-mentalists. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	Ranchers, who once secured their claims to federal range against sheepherders and other ranchers, now find themselves defending their claims to wildlife advocates and environmentalists. In 1995, Congress nearly passed legislation that would have effectively secured rancher claims against all challenges. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	This staking of claims and claim jumping reminds one of a gold rush mentality. With 192 million acres of national forests plus 270 million acres of Bureau of Land Management (mostly former Grazing Service) lands open for contention, advocates for special-interest groups measure their successes by the number of acres they have locked up or kept open for their interests. The agencies are unable to close the open-access nature of the land because Congress so frequently overrides their decisions. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	One side effect of this claim staking has been an intense polarization in many western communities. Tensions run high as more interest groups attempt to stake conflicting claims to more land. People quickly come to view their opponents as evil, which has led to violence in several western states. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	THE FEDERAL TREASURY AS AN OPEN-ACCESS RESOURCE
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	Even if federal lands were not an open-access resource, interests and agencies would still compete with one another for another such resource: dollars from the U.S. Treasury. Nearly all agency officials and interest group leaders are certain society would be better off if Congress simply spent more money on their programs. When they are not fighting over land allocations, interest groups are fighting over federal dollars. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	In recent years, charges and countercharges have been made regarding below-cost timber, below-market-value grazing, mineral giveaways, and free or nearly free recreation. In essence, these debates are really arguments over the budget. Ironically, in most cases the below-cost and below-market prices are not so much subsidies to the users as to the bureaucracies, which have huge budgets out of proportion to the value of the resources they manage. 
	

	

	















 

  	
  	
  	
  



	




	Page 147


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	ENDANGERED SPECIES HABITAT AS AN OPEN-ACCESS RESOURCE
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	In recent years, environmentalists have used the Endangered Species Act to stake claims not just to federal land but to private land as well. Under common law, wildlife is owned by the government, whereas land may be owned by private individuals. The legal theory advocated by the acts supporters is that the government has a claim to both wildlife habitat and the animals themselves. So, whenever a species is listed as threatened or endangered, all private property owners of habitat for that species suddenly lose the rights to destroy that habitat. Politically, this strategy seems sound. The vast majority of voters do not own rural land and so are unlikely to be affected by the law. In justice, however, it is unfair to impose on a few people the costs of protecting a species that supposedly benefits everyone. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	The real drawback to this theory is that landowners are unwilling to wait around and have their land taken from them. When Northwest environmentalists petitioned to have the marbled murrelet listed as a threatened species, many owners of murrelet habitat quickly cut their timber. Similar stories are told all across the country of landowners dealing with endangered species by using the shoot, shovel, and shut up technique. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	SCENERY AS AN OPEN-ACCESS RESOURCE.
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	Western communities from Kalispell, Montana, to Silver City, New Mexico, are besieged by newcomers as retirees and faxmuters move to the wild West. Housing prices in Aspen, Colorado, and Jackson, Wyoming, are so high that many local residents have been driven out. Congestion, pollution, and sprawl are now a fact of life in towns such as Bozeman, Montana, and Durango, Colorado, that just a few years ago were little more than villages. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	Such towns are victimized by the open-access nature of another resource: scenery. Someone who subdivides a hundred acres in a scenic area can enjoy enormous profits by selling homesites to newcomers. But each new development incrementally reduces the scenic value of the area, both directly by obscuring or detracting from the scenery and indirectly by adding to the congestion and pollution. Eventually, the amenities that originally made the town so attractive are gone. 
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  	THE DILEMMA OF THE MODERN ENVIRONMENTAL MOVEMENT
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	Virtually every environmental issue in the West, whether it has to do with air, water, or land, can ultimately be traced to an open-access resource. Tragically, environmentalists have misdiagnosed these problems. Instead of considering them the result of institutional failure, they treat them as moral issues. Pollution and the destruction of wilderness and wildlife habitat happen, say many environmentalists, because some people are evil or greedy. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	This misdiagnosis leads to serious differences in prescriptions to solve environmental problems. If the problems are institutional, then the solution is to change the institutions. But if they result from evil and greedy people, then the solution is to regulate, control, and possibly even punish those people. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	A fundamental assumption behind the greed theory of environmental problems is that it is easy to tell the difference between good and evil or, in this context, between environmentally ethical and unethical actions. If, indeed, it is easy to distinguish between good and bad, then it makes sense to let government bureaucrats make the call and force greedy people to do the right thing. As University of Washington professor Daniel Chirot wrote in his 1994 book Modern Tyrants: 
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  	It is easy to understand why a sense of certitude is conducive to tyranny. Those who are sure that theirs is the only truth, and a scientific truth at that, can justify tyranny more easily than those who are unsure of their beliefs. The appeal to science can transform the utilitarian calculus used to legitimate imposed suffering. After all, if, ultimately, the race or the people will benefit, and this is a scientific certainty, it matters little what the immediate costs may be. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	Once people have decided to use government police power to force everyone to do good, the means quickly becomes the end. Nearly everyone believes protecting endangered species is good. But if some disagree with using government coercion to force people to protect habitat on their own land at their expense, then those people are antienvironmentalists. A 1993 Greenpeace book of antienvironmental organizations listed several pro-wilderness, proendangered species groups because the means they proposed 
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  	to protect wilderness and endangered species did not meet Greenpeaces standards. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	In reality, it is extremely difficult to distinguish evil or unethical environmental actions. Are below-cost sales of land in national forests evil? Such sales may help protect adjacent communities from fire hazards. Is clear-cutting unethical? Sometimes, it may help protect an endangered species. With complexities such as these, there is no way Congress or some other central authority could write rules that all local public land managers or private landowners could or should follow. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	The impossibility of distinguishing environmental right from wrong in so many cases demolishes any argument in favor of using prescriptive and regulatory legislation to solve environmental problems. But even if Congress or agency officials could write clear rules to follow in all environmental cases, such rules would fail to protect wildlife, water, and other western resources. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	Landowner resistance to the Endangered Species Act is only part of the problem; the real folly comes in the assumption that environmentalists will be able to out-lobby all other interest groups to make sure environmental resources are adequately protected. In reality, any rules and actions to protect such resources have always been and always will be so heavily compromised that critical resources remain unprotected. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	For example, the Endangered Species Act is probably the clearest and strongest piece of environmental legislation ever passed by Congress. The law gives endangered species a clear priority over all other values, particularly when it comes to actions taken by federal agencies. Yet today, long after the laws passage, the greatest threats to most listed species come from federally subsidized activities. If the act were as powerful and effective as its supporters claim, those activities would have ceased long ago. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	Coercive legislation restricting peoples freedom to use their own property will not help save endangered species or other western environmental values. Such legislation wrongly assumes that Congress or agency officials can accurately determine right from wrong. It assumes Congress will give priority to environmental values despite powerful interests advocating other actions. But most important, prescriptive legislation assumes that the fundamental cause of environmental problems is bad, greedy, or unethical people. 
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  	Since environmentalists place such a high value on moral issues, some may find it surprising that they dont consider the moral value of preserving freedom. But that is not so surprising considering the twentieth-century intellectual view that has divorced property rights from the notion of freedom. Property rights are not human rights is a popular slogan among the left. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	This was not the view of most eighteenth- and nineteenth-century Americans. The right to own property without fear that the government will take it was given equal weight with freedom of speech and freedom of the press in the Bill of Rights. Benjamin Franklin was testifying to the value of private property over a commons when he said mine is better than ours. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	Even such a strongly environmental thinker as Henry David Thoreau placed a high value on property rights. He believed legislators who attempted to regulate trade and commerce would, except for the fact that they had good intentions, deserve to be classed and punished with those mischievous persons who put obstructions on the railroads. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	Why did these people believe that (as Calvin Coolidge said) ultimately property rights and personal rights are the same thing? The answer is that freedom to use ones own property is just as important as freedom of speech and freedom of the press because, like those other freedoms, property ownership is a crucial part of a stable, healthy society. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	A society with no private property is a society in which everything is a commonsand therefore everything is liable to be over-used. This was clearly demonstrated after the fall of the Soviet empire, when it was revealed that Soviet factories used far more resources and were far more polluting than western ones. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	A society with private property that can be confiscated by the government at any time without compensation is little better than a society with no private property. Few people would be willing to build homes, factories, or other businesses if their land and property could be taken by the government at will. It is notable that those nations that have become wealthy enough to support strong environmental movements are precisely those that have strong protection for private property. In this sense, private property is essential to environmental protection. But creating and protecting property rights out of open-access resources is also the best way to protect environmental values. 
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  	RECONCILING FREEDOM AND ENVIRONMENTAL QUALITY
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	When we change this one assumptionthat environmental problems come from greed and evil rather than from poorly designed institutionsit suddenly becomes possible to reconcile freedom and environmental quality. Moreover, solutions to environ-mental problems can benefit all or nearly all interests, so many political conflicts can disappear. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	Societies have several choices for resolving problems of open-access resources. When small numbers of people are involved, as in a tribe or a village, a commons can be managed by general consent, self-restraint, and peer pressure. When entire nations are involved, people have relied on government regulationbut, as suggested earlier, this has rarely worked. The only viable solution is to close access to the resource. The most successful example of this is the management of fish and game by state wildlife agencies. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	Environmental issues are basically questions of resource allocation. Some of our institutions for allocating resources generate enormous conflict, whereas others generate none. No one ever sues dairies for making too much ice cream and not enough milk. People dont chain themselves to a supermarket dairy counter because they arent getting enough yogurt. Few ever question that vegetarians and omnivores shop side-by-side with little debate. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	These conflicts are not avoided because dairies or supermarkets are more moral or less greedy than ranchers and timber companies. Instead, dairy products and other foods are distributed without rancor because the distribution relies on markets and property rights, not on open-access resources. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	This suggests that environmentalists can protect the western values we all care about without violating peoples freedom of choice. In fact, this may be the only way to protect such values. Solutions must close the open-access nature of federal lands, the federal treasury, scenery, and wildlife habitat. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	FEDERAL LANDS AND ENDANGERED SPECIES
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	Federal lands need not be privatized or transferred to the states to close access to resources. Reforms will fail, however, as long as the managing agencies are funded out of tax dollars, leaving the treasury as an open-access resource. The best alternative source of 
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  	funding is user fees, since those fees can give managers clear signals about the relative values of resources. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	Here is one, although certainly not the only, way reforms could settle environmental problems. Congress could charter land trusts for each national forest, national park, and BLM district or for appropriate clusters of those forests, parks, and districts. The land trusts would be composed of all those who were willing to pay a nominal annual fee. Members would elect boards of trustees that would have the power to hire and fire forest, park, and district supervisors and to approve annual operating plans. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	Trust managers would be allowed to charge fair market value for all resources in their care. Just as prices give dairies an incentive to produce a broad mix of milk products, a broad range of user fees would give federal land managers an incentive to balance resource uses. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	Trusts would be funded out of the net income they earn each year. Funding out of net rather than gross income gives managers incentives to avoid engaging in money-losing activities; if funding came out of gross income, they would have to invest in money-losing programs to offset any profits from other investments. Funding out of net income also leaves money to share with counties and the federal treasury. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	The only resources user fees might not protect are biodiversity, endangered species habitat, and certain historical and cultural resources. To protect such resources, a share of all user fees should be dedicated to biodiversity and historical trusts. Boards of trustees for each of those trusts could use the funds to give public and private land managers incentives to protect critical resources. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	For example, the biodiversity board could buy conservation easements, pay bounties to landowners whose land is providing habitat for an endangered species, or pay landowners or land managers to use or avoid certain practices. This practice would completely change the debate over endangered species; landowners, for example, would support the listing of rare species so they could be eligible for incentive payments. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	SCENERY
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	Problems involving scenery in western communities are more difficult to address because, unlike federal land, scenery is rarely a discrete resource owned by a single individual or institution. The most frequently proposed solution is to impose zoning on all pri- 
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  	vate landowners. In addition to restricting peoples freedom, this solution suffers from many of the same problems as the Endangered Species Act. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	First, zoning is inequitable, because some landowners are allowed to profit from development whereas others are not. Second, zoning has also usually proven malleable enough to allow some powerful landowners to get their lands zoned or rezoned to allow just the sorts of development zoning proponents say will be controlled. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	One solution is the use of tradable development rights, which have been used successfully in parts of Maryland, New Jersey, and California, among other places. Owners of land that is to be protected from development are awarded development credits. Owners of land suitable for development must buy such development credits before subdividing their land. This solves the equity problems involved with zoning but still requires some government procedure to determine which lands are allocated to development and preservation. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	A completely private system could close access to scenery by creating an institution that would literally own all of a regions scenery. This institutioncall it a scenic land trustwould purchase scenic easements from all landowners in the region, paying for them at least in part with stock in the land trust. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	In negotiating easements, the trust would also identify areas local residents wanted to leave undeveloped. The trust could then selectively develop certain areas in ways that would minimize environmental and social effects. Profits from such developments would be shared among all landowners, thus avoiding the inequities of zoning. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	No one has ever attempted to create a scenic land trust that selectively develops some areas and shares the profits with trust members. But residents of any community that did so would benefit enormously, because such a community would quickly become and remaina highly desirable place in which to live. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	CONCLUSION.
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	People are attracted to the Wests scenic beauty, pure water, fresh air, and diverse wildlife habitats. Westerners also appreciate the freedom associated with low population densities and relative lack of government regulation. 
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  	Westerners need not choose between freedom and environ-mental quality. But to protect the environment without threatening freedom and private property, interest groups will have to give up some of the dogmas they have accumulated over the decades. Fortunately, in giving up those dogmas, they will make their members better off. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	For example, ranchers and farmers will have to give up the idea that water rights and federal grazing should be distributed on a use-it-or-lose-it basis. In doing so, they will find those rights will suddenly become more valuable and that they will gain by selectively selling some of the rights they own. Several states are experimenting with tradable water rights and nonuse grazing permits on state lands. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	Similarly, environmentalists will have to give up the idea that they can or should predetermine the outcome for every acre of land. In letting the market create incentives for environmental resources, environmentalists will do far more to protect those resources than they could by focusing on the passage of restrictive legislation. Several noted environmentalists, including Earth First! founder Dave Foreman and New Mexico environmental leader Sam Hitt, are moving in this direction. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	Replacing such dogmas with an understanding of the institutional problems created by open-access resources will bring us much closer to solutions to the environmental conflicts that have rocked the West. Putting those solutions in place will end the polarization that divides communities and give everyone the opportunity to protect, through user fees, property rights, and easements, the resources they cherish most. 
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  	PART THREE

A RANGE OF PLACES 
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	Transitional Landscape
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RANCHING A CHANGING LANDSCAPE: DEVELOPMENT,

PERCEPTION, AND THE POLITICAL ECOLOGY

OF THE WESTERN RANGE
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	William E. Riebsame
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	Whats wrong with public lands ranching in the West? Increasingly attacked for environmental sins and as welfare for rich land barons, under tremendous pressure for a policy overhaul to accommodate alternative public land uses, and caught amid the spiraling development of private ranch lands for residential and commercial uses, one wonders how western ranching manages to survive at all. Yet ranching does persist, and stories of greed and abuse of the land are balanced with cases of good stewardship, even of economic sacrifice, aimed at sustaining both land and people. Nevertheless, fair-minded observers from many perspectives can still conclude that western ranching is on its last legsecologically and sociallyespecially as the West becomes home to a new wave of affluent immigrants drawn to its open spaces, trout streams, and public lands. Can ranching adapt and survive, or has it reached an evolutionary dead end? 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	Pastoral systems worldwide are under pressure from political and economic change and from new notions of the appropriate use of semiarid ecosystems (Galaty and Johnson 1990). The changing social context of western U.S. ranching can be seen as part of this global shift in practice, perception, and regulation. Simultaneously, rural areas in most developed countries are coming under increasing development pressure as people seek better lives away from cities (Robinson 1990). The U.S. West is part of this trend as well. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	In this chapter I try to draw together two threads of change in the way people relate to western rangelands and western pastoralism: the changing pattern of rural development and changes in peoples perception of range ecosystems and the correct place of humans in those ecosystems. These two contextual changes are 
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  	redesigning western ranching in ways compelling to a geographer trying to understand both physical and perceived landscapes. Both dimensions of change, in my view, offer opportunities for evolution to a more socially and ecologically sustainable pastoralism. Both also reflect values and processes that could hasten the end of extensive ranching. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	THE CHANGING HUMAN LANDSCAPE
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	Official statistics and geographical anecdotes from rural communities tell us that the Rocky Mountain West is undergoing rapid population growth and development. The current rural land boom is fueled by several factors: growing tourism and demand for recreation and open space amenities, changing retirement patterns, business mobility provided by new information technologies, and improved geographical access to rural areas (e.g., better mountain highways and airports and, of course, the ubiquitous New Westerners staff car: the four-wheel drive sport utility vehicle). 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	The booms ritzy extremes are fueled by a seemingly unlimited mass of capital looking for real estate to roost on: second, third, and fourth homes that are hardly used; large ranches that arent ranched; office parks that attract businesses with surprisingly low rents. In Colorado, the current settlement rush is just catching up with the energy boom of the late 1970s but has a different complexion. Rather than the multifamily units of the 1970s, the current boom features single-family homes spread across the landscape (Figure 14.
1). The real estate consumed by this new homesteading is almost all former ranch land.1
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	People attracted to the rural pastoral West and to the natural landscapes of the public lands can now follow their dream of living and working away from the cities and suburbs that once held them with an inexorable economic gravity. The neo-homesteaders do not cut trees, dig minerals, or graze cattle for a living. They dont make anything by traditional standards or customary perspectives. Instead, they are generals and foot soldiers in the army of the service economy.2 They have pioneered a new development geographya rurbanization of the West built around what Alexander Wilson (1992) calls urban villages and rural suburbs. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	Ritzy resort towns are not the only locus of this new rural migration. It is ubiquitous; even deeply rural places now suffer real 
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  	estate inflation and landscape fragmentation. Property values quadrupled during the 1970s and again in the 1980s in Colorados Jackson County under increased demand for recreational properties. This rural area has no ski resort and only awkward highway access; in some respects, its isolation and lack of ritz have become its attractions. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	As this postmodern metamorphosis of Karl Hesss (1992) agrarian-homesteading landscape vision plays out in the Rocky Mountain terrain, ribbons of valley-bottom development thread through, and separate, the great splashes of public land featured on any map of the West. As the subdivisions, isolated trophy homes, office parks, commercial strips, and shopping malls insinuate themselves into the Wests mountain and desert settings, a landscape of juxtaposed development and federally owned wildlands becomes an inevitable battleground of divergent landscape visions among the old and new Westerners. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	SUSTAINABILITY OF THE NEW WEST LANDSCAPE
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	Ritzy resort towns, 40-acre ranchettes, footloose subdivisions not tethered to town centers, isolated trophy homes, and recreational cabins peppered through the aspen groves are a form of landscape extraction and add their own burden on the Westboth social and ecological. Much of the writing on the New West touches 
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  	on the irony that the very reasons people migrate to the Rocky Mountains (open space, pristine environment, slower pace, and so on) are destroyed by their arrival (Culbertson, Turner, and Kolberg 1993; Jobes 1993; Wilkinson 1992; Rudzitis and Johansen 1989). Although the ecological impacts are serious, social stress is fore-most on peoples minds. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	Probably the most frequent complaint about New West development is the loss of a sense of community. This may be ascribed to the traditional sense among long-term residents that new immigrants lack commitment and simply do not fit into the local ethos, but it may also reflect an intuitive sense that rapid development has social and ecological costs not easily measured or mitigated. Certainly, much of the pain is associated with a repetitive land-use phenomenon: Immigrants to amenity-rich areas tend to have more financial resources than traditional residents, and their demand for limited property and housing inflates the market dramatically and changes use and access to previously agricultural lands. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	Lack of affordable housing pushes out locals. A typical residential parcel in Pitkin County, Colorado, for example, went for $48,400 in 1970 but had increased to almost $500,000 by 1980. The average single-family home in the Aspen area now costs over $1 million. Workers in New West recreation factories like Vail, Colorado, and Jackson, Wyoming, are displaced to small bedroom towns scores of miles (and maybe a dangerous mountain pass) away from their jobs; workers in the Rocky Mountain recreation and tourism industry are often forced to commute fairly long distances to work (Gober, McHugh, and Leclerc 1993). 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	Absentee ownership, rampant in many resort areas, inevitably weakens the sense of community. Homes are often empty for four to six months at a time, creating seasonal ghost towns that lack the simple repetitive personal interaction that cements community. Nearly 50 percent of the housing units in Vail were classified vacant in the 1990 Census. Add to this what Don Snow (1994) calls the throughput of migrantsthe continuing reality that the vast majority of western immigrants dont stick and are soon on their way back somewhere elseand one despairs that community can be built in the postmodern West. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	Certainly, the new western homesteaders have been vilified for their precious lifestyles, for inconsistent preservationist attitudes, and, as in this chapter, for carving up the western pastoral land- 
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  	scape. The new westerners moved from Wall Street to Jackson, Wyoming, and Aspen, Colorado. Reveling in a quality of life of mountains valleys, bugling elk, wildflowers, and million-dollar abodes, they wonder why they slaved for so many years on Battery Lane (Gressley 1994: 19). 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	They are loathed by longer-term residents who stuck out the bad times of the 1970s and 1980s. These vagabonding affluents, Gressley argues, ride on the backs of an underclass of low-paid service workers. Tension builds between the new immigrants and the dwindling corps of natural resource laborers, their kin, and the service workers they supportedwho sneer at the new service work-ers. Perhaps most disturbing to longtime residents is how the new immigrants want to preserve, or museumize, both the natural and the working landscapes of the West. These outback urbanistas (Don Snows term) cant tell the difference between wilderness and Disneyland. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	One ranchette subdivision recently created from a 4,000-acre ranch in southern Colorado advertises that fifteen lucky homeowners can 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	Become a Rancher!

Experience the Joys of Ranching Life.

Without the worry.

Without the work.

Only a few families will enjoy a

homestead on this exclusive, upscale

property continuing as a working cattle

ranch. Parcels starting at $450,000.
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	Cows and elk and even the rancher hired to run cattle on the place become set pieces in a frozen picture-window scene, something like the hologram windows of science fiction homes. Of course, the pumas that also haunt these landscapes may be less desirable, especially when they kill and eat the museum pieces in full view of the mellow new residents. A rancher in the same area, whose bulls I was admiring at the National Western Stock Show in Denver last year, joked sarcastically about how much fun hed have being paid to run his cattle through those fancy homes for the residents pleasure. A local environmentalist looked at it differently; he counted his ecological blessings, knowing the original plat for this subdivision included hundreds of homes rather than just fifteen. In the cows versus condos debate, some environmentalists prefer even 
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  	overgrazed ranches to subdivisions. Likewise, ranchers hate to see good agricultural land built on but are equally loathe to squelch a neighbors freedom to sell out or, for that matter, to limit their own ability to sell to the neo-homesteaders when time and family exigencies demand. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	There is, of course, the distinct possibility that this latest land boom will bust, just like others before it (Marston 1994). If that happens, well be left with new types of ghost towns: ghost subdivisions and ghost monster homes. But, maybe, the neohomesteading boom is not, as Ed Marston argues, like the mining booms, the energy booms, or the timber booms of the past. Maybe the new homesteaders have the potential to sticka thought that, although chilling to antigrowth attitudes, engenders some hope for a mature and more stable western landscape. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	Maybe the economic and technological changes fueling the New West are unique in history and fundamentally different from the industrial and preindustrial commodity booms. If so, then its time to think differently, especially about the New West homesteaders themselves. They may be scoffed at, but to exclude them from the great debate over western life and land is perhaps to eliminate one of the few new sources of ideas and resources for western sustainability. They bring a love of the West that can revitalize our appreciation of this place as a place, an appreciation that might actually contribute to a sustainable regional settlement. We must tap this vein of topophilia. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	NEW WEST DEVELOPMENT AND THE FUTURE OF RANCHING.
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	Geographers cant predict the future path of rural land development because most of our land-use theories are urban centered. Accessibility to rural land in the Rocky Mountains, however, has clearly been improved by modern transportation technology at all scales (from regional airports to aggressive, steep-slope road-building techniques), and this will continue. Moreover, isolation and limited accessibility have become chic emblems of the neo-homesteaders, and ranches that now seem too far removed from civilization for residential development may soon be on the block. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	A major attraction to development of the Wests private lands is its public lands, an effect patently evident near the national parks but also visible, if one looks carefully, along Forest Service and Bureau of Land Management borders. Land adjacent to public landmost of it ranch landdemands a premium in the New Wests real estate market. 
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  	The emerging New West geography is intimately tied to the decline of ranching, but what is cause and what is effect? The Department of Interiors (DOI) draft environmental impact statement (DEIS) for Rangeland Reform 94
3 argues that the decline of western ranching is already obvious in sprawling rural development. But that begs the question of what comes first: the decay of ranching or pressure for development. In the East River Valley below Crested Butte, Colorado, some of the ranches that recently subdivided had dropped their Forest Service grazing permits long before being sold, suggesting that they were in financial trouble well before someone made the ranchers deals they couldnt refuse. Even so, the Wests new development geography seems increasingly hostile to the ranching that does persist. A growing perception that cattle grazing hurts the land, criticism coming not just from distant envirnmentalists but also from the new locals living next door, further weakens the social underpinnings of ranching. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	PERCEIVED RANGE ECOLOGIES
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	Although they dont believe it, environmentalists critique of western ranching is gaining ground and adherents and making headway in public land policy circles. Only the industrys paid lobbyists, a few sympathetic members of Congress, and professional range managers can spout the gospel of ranching-as-good-for-the-land without blushing. Everyone else either doesnt care or assumes public lands grazing is a historical oddity soon to be extinct. The environmentalist challenge to western grazing has shifted in recent years from a fragmented, strident anticattle campaign to a more sophisticated critique based on notions of ecosystem integrity, landscape ecology, and conservation biology. The public land agencies are also formulating a new management paradigm stressing ecosystem health and function (Overbay 1992; Estill and Hemstrom 1993)paralleling the environmentalists arguments. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	Still, environmentalists are just a little ambivalent in their critique of ranching, creating a small rift between the biocentric and more pragmatic enviro-faithfuls. Biocentrists hold that domestic livestock grazing is simply not an acceptable substitute for natural grazing by bison or elk, especially in the way humans manage their favorite domestic herbivores (Wuerthner 1992; Jacobs 1991; Wuerthner 1994). Pragmatic environmentalists are more open to grazing: The ecological impact is subtle in most areas of the West, 
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  	and some level of grazing may be essential to grassland health. Moreover, ranching is a family-based enterprise steeped in agrarian ideals and close ties to the land that are actually kindred to environmentalism. Mostly, however, their caution comes from an intuition that ranching is better than many land uses that might replace it in the postpastoral West (Knight, Wallace, and Riebsame, 1995). 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	COMMON GROUND?
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	It is almost hackneyed to say that a clash of values is underway over how western rangelands should be managed, yet the concept of values and even culture nicely echoes the current tensions over range policy. It is also somewhat fashionable to argue that substantial overlap, or common ground, exists between environmentalist and rancher values, at least when it comes to the notion that ranching is a form of sustainable land stewardship. Indeed, I have made this case myself (Riebsame and Woodmansee 1995) and have been active in building consensus about rangeland use in Colorado through a rancher-environmentalist roundtable that routinely meets to talk about our differences and similarities. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	The Colorado Resource Round Table made an earnest effort to define what we meant by sustainable rangelands and healthy ecological and social communities. Yet, during hundreds of hours of meetingsoften with agency land managers present and even, several times, in the company of the secretary of the interiorwe barely scratched the surface of the conceptual mishmash over rangeland ecosystems and their status, healthy or otherwise. This was surely the most earnest and detailed effort of any such multiple-interest group in recent times to define rangeland health and how best to achieve it. Our discussions, however, did not yield common ground in all instances. Often, they revealed a minefield of unexamined notions about nature and the correct role of humans in the western landscape. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	BIOCENTRIC VERSUS UTILITARIAN VIEWS
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	The sustainability of public land grazing ultimately rests on two somewhat contradictory social principles: Renewable public resources should be used to benefit society in a fair and equitable manner, but the uses to which they are put must maintain the integrity and well-being of the ecosystembe they measured in units of water quality, biodiversity, or aesthetics. The roundtable made 
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  	some progress on land-use issues but simply could not arrive at a common notion of ecological well-being, thus blocking progress on regulatory detailssuch as grazing suitability, conservation use, and water developmentthat rest on perceptions of ecosystem integrity. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	Some of our floundering was surely a result of the conceptual confusion of range science, which cannot specify ecological health and has spent decades pursuing different and contradictory approaches to measuring range status (Committee on Rangeland Classification 1994). But the failure to communicate also stemmed from bedrock social values. We came upon, l believe, the great rift between our notions of the correct role of humans in nature and our concept of nature itself. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	Our descent into contentious confusion was especially counterproductive in one almost night-long meeting meant to help the group recommend rangeland standards and guidelines for the 1994 regulatory reform package proposed by Interior Secretary Babbitt. Several arguments raised that evening and peppered throughout the other meetings point tellingly to our different norms of nature and society. For example, some argued that humans are part of ecosystems and that standards and guidelines must thus support human community health as well as ecological health. Community health meant jobs, not much change from status quo resource use, and even economic and population growth. Fair enough, but to environmentalists this argument begs the real question: How much resource extraction are humans willing to forgo, and how much additional investment are they willing to make to maintain critical elements of range ecosystems not directly or obviously beneficial to humans, like predators or songbirds? 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	Other old arguments, like conservation use (voluntary allotment destocking for ecological reasons) and water development, dogged our discussions. On conservation use, for instance, the utilitarian view held that human intervention was generally good and even necessary to maintain healthy rangeland, an argument linked to the notion that since we have already altered the western ecology, we must continue to intervene to keep it functioning (e.g., other grazing animals are gone, so we should keep domestic ones on the range because the grass must be grazed to be healthy). In this vein, environmentalist notions that nature is best left as much alone as possible seem quaint and ill-informed. 
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  	Arguments over rangeland water development also revealed this theory of necessary human intervention as part of a broader ideal that humans had an obligation to improve on nature by, for instance, developing water sources for cattle and wildlife where none previously existed. The environmentalist response is obvious: Dry-hill slopes and small seeps are best left as they are; artificial impoundment attracts animals to places where they would not normally have gathered, placing unnatural pressure on the ecology. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	Here, in the brevity of a few sentences, is the great perceptual divide that separates biocentric from utilitarian views. Both perspectives may claim environmental allegiance, but the roots of modern environmentalism lie in the belief that humans have gone too far in transforming nature to their utility and must amend that lust to live within natural limits. Yes, a piñon juniper woodland does not produce as much forage as a grassland, but the woodland is a part of a preexistent ecosystem whose integrity should be respected for what it is. Use it, yes, within limits, but do not transform it fundamentally. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	Westerners must grapple with these different perceptions, make them more explicit, and create as much clarity and common view as possible to better understand themselves and to build new approaches to land stewardship. The Colorado experience suggests that this will take lots of time, patience, and maintenance. Advances one day will be met with reverses the next. Once the roundtable had made its report to the secretary, for example, it broke up, and its members drifted into their old frames of mindsome even later criticizing the very proposals they had enthusiastically supported during days and months of meetings. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	Now forgotten are some hard-won insights. Ranchers are right: Human community is part of the ecosystem, and social well-being does rest on ecological health. Environmentalists, in turn, must recognize that solutions that exclude people are simply not workable. At the same time, ranchers must acknowledge truth in what environmentalists say: We know far too little to change every ecosystem with impunity, and we are only now recognizing the effects of our quest to transform nature, to make it better. We must re-engage in the necessary concerted discussion and bridge building to shape the future of the western range. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	FUTURE RANGE LANDSCAPES
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	Where do these two themesnew range homesteading and the 
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  	rift between perceived range ecologiestake us? We are rapidly unsettling the old ranching West and replacing it with the alternative economy and land use of the New West. Our act of creating a new physical and social landscape, however, is out of touch with the perceived landscape of ecosystem health. As one group replaces the other, so does one model of ecological well-being replace another. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	Strangely, the ranching notion of ecosystems as resources to be used and stewarded was at least consistent with ranchers actions. The neo-homesteaders view of ecosystems as natural zoos of biodiversity and museums of wildness belies how their arrival in the Eden of the West fragments and degrades those ecosystems. Real estate development is surely a one-way transformation. Although we might someday recreate relatively large, relatively natural landscapes within a matrix of public lands and ranches, well surely not be knocking down houses, malls, and factory outlet stores in any foreseeable future of ecological rehabilitation. As Patricia Limerick worried on a recent flight across the West, looking down at a humanized landscape: 
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  	I was utterly convinced that Western history was a tragic, a terrible twist on the myth of Eden. Instead of getting thrown out of Eden, Adam and Eve in this version stayed, and ruined paradise. And when God came back to check on them, He could barely recognize the place, with abandoned cars and piles of tires on fire and coal-fired electrical generating plants on the site where the tree of knowledge of good and evil once stood, and with Adam and Eve sitting around looking proud of themselves. (Limerick 1991: 44) 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	Limerick writes elsewhere of the need to stop unsettling the West and to engage in its final, sustainable settlement. It might be fair to argue that the ranchers achieved this over several generations, and, thus, it is ironic that current trends are unsettling them. Pastoralism seems our one enduring grasp on sustainable settlement of the rural West, a settlement that helps to check the excesses of the sprawling urban and suburban West. Limerick writes elsewhere of the West pushed along in its trip to hell in a handbasket by each wave of miners, loggers, and ranchers; the postpastoral West of ranchettes, resorts, rural subdivisions, and strip malls strikes me as a pretty good approximation of social and eco- 
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  	logical hell. Marston (1994) argues that the current lifestyle boom will bust, just like other western land booms before it, and the resulting social and ecological misery will be severe. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	Whether the New West development boom sticks or withers, what is the chance of deflecting its landscape-degrading tendencies? Very slim, I think, especially as long as ranchers and environ-mentalists fail to workwork real hardon melding their divergent views of the correct relationship between nature and society. The ongoing effort to reform public range policy offers a crucible for this melding, but it will fail without a concerted effort to capitalize on the small bits of common ground mapped out so far. Experience to date suggests that we will fail because we could not fashion an acceptable definition of ecological health for rangelands in the New West. Nor could we pry lose the grip of Old West natural resource politics, a grip that might just strangle public lands ranching. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	A few new types of interest groups have formed around range ecosystems, and some new ideas are emerging from the old debates pitting ranchers and environmentalists against each other and the agencies. These common ground groups of ranchers and environmentalists signal an openness, maybe a desperation, that could yield a better social support base for ranching in the new geography of the West (Riebsame and Woodmansee 1995). The discussions in Colorado showed that we still cant communicate very well about rangeland ecology, but they did reveal some common concerns about the political ecology of the West: a growing disenchantment with the long-cherished view that regulation by centralized bureaucracy is the best way to protect the environment. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	The Colorado group of ranchers and environmentalists, and similar groups in the West, came to believe that local collaboration among interests would accomplish more than traditional mechanisms like scientific prescription, agency planning, congressional debate, and lawsuits. Underlying this belief is the notion that local people are more in touch with and supportive of a places natural and social ecology. Perhaps a stronger politics of place (Kemmis 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	1990) or ethic of place (Wilkinson 1992) could help us fashion new regional and local markets of ideas on how to live sustainably in the West, ideas of community that transcend the old divisions over resources, economics, and rights. 
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  	To do this, it is absolutely necessary that we stop neglecting, even shunning, the affluent neo-homesteaders and that we make them into locals, too. Some of the new ideas have got to come from them, and innovative ways are needed to bring them into the debate over the nature of the West (how about electronic newsletters for part-time residents?). 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	Most thinking about this problem discounts the potential role of the affluent new Westerners in solving the regions dilemma, in creating a sustainable West. The immigrant wave is full of thoughtful and energetic people, many very committed to the West as a special place, if not actually to the communities they live in.We all have friends in the new service economy who are happy landscape junkies finding they can, after all, get a job and live in the mountains. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	My own brief walk on the high-line trail of New West habitation included a hot tub stint on the deck of a plush home on the ski slopes at Crested Butte. No modem financier, the owner is a plumber who lives there year-round (one of only four permanently occupied homes in a sixteen-mansion subdivision). He built his home on the sweat equity of twenty years as the only plumber willing to stick with his adopted community in the badand goodtimes. He passionately loves and cares about the East River Valley. He is part of the human capital that is needed to shape the Wests future. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	But he is not alone. Even the affluent second-homeowners, private-jet visitors, and nouvelle cowfolk of the ritzy range appreciate the West just as he does, in ways we can all understand. And they all bring attitudes that might be turned into part of the solution. The much-noted aloofness of the vagabonding affluent and outback urbanistas must be cracked and their energy, ideas, and money added to those of ranchers and environmentalists. Folded and mixed together, the new whole can then be put into the service of creating a more sustainable western settlement. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	NOTES.
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	1. A growing popular and academic literature describes the western land boom. See, for example, Bonfante 1993; Conniff 1994; High Country News, April 5, 1993; Heath 1995; Rudzitis and Johansen 1989; Culbertson, Turner, and Kolberg 1993. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	2. Although the term service economy often brings to mind low-paid work-ers flipping hamburgers and cleaning motel rooms, much of the non- 
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  	farm, nonmanufacturing economy is composed of high-end jobs in health, finance, engineering, education, and small businesses of all sorts, from environmental consulting firms to software companies. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	3. The Clinton administrations campaign to reform federal lands grazing was officially born in the Federal Register on August 13, 1993 (58 CFR 43208). A modified proposal appeared in the Federal Register on March 25, 1994 (43 CFR Parts 4, 1780 and 4100). The DEIS was issued in April 1994. The DOI refers to the entire process as Range Reform 94, a convention also used in this chapter. 
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	Old Face, New Future
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SELLING THE SIZZLE AND THE STEAKS
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	Rocky Barker
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	The call came about 1 A.M. It was our neighbor, Charlie Benjamin. The cattle in his feedlot had broken down a fence and were scattered across the flat Illinois landscape. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	Fences kept most of them out of the cornfields, but they were grazing in the grassy ditches along County Line and Getty Roads. Charlie said he couldnt wait until morning, because the Hog House Bar down the road was soon to close, and nearly a dozen drunk drivers would soon pass our way. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	My dad woke me up and told me to saddle Brownie, our aging quarter horse mare. He jumped on Josie, a younger but far less experienced mare, and off we went into the night, a couple of would-be buckaroos ready for the late-night roundup. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	That night sticks in my memory, a mixture of reality and myth. Sitting up on Brownie, I was Montgomery Clift in Red River, Little Joe on the Ponderosa, and Rowdy Yates from Rawhide all rolled up into one. That old mare was raised on a ranch in Oklahoma, and it was obvious she knew more than I did about cutting and herding cows. The Grand Canyon Suite was playing inside my head as Brownie proficiently danced around to turn a particularly stubborn steer. I was smart enough to lower the reins and let her do the work, as she bobbed and weaved instinctively to drive each recalcitrant bovine through the imaginary gate back into the herd. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	How much would I pay to relive that moment? Ive been lucky enough to ride in several roundups since leaving Illinois and moving west to Idaho. Each time I get off by myself, away from both the real and aspiring cowboys, I cant help but slip into the same daydreams, if only for a few seconds. I suspect nearly every kid who grew up on a ranch had similar music playing in his or her head 
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  	when punching cattle. It is the romantic view of cowboys that fuels the most powerful myths of the American West. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	I tell this story because I think it is important when discussing ranching in the West to expand the vision of the variety of products available to ranchers for marketing. Today, more and more ranch-ers are selling the cowboy myth. They are finding its easier to sell the sizzle than the steak. Others are selling both sizzle and steaks in the form of trophy elk, deer, and other game that formerly were more of a nuisance than an asset. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	Historically, most ranchers made more money from land than they ever made from cattle and sheep. In fact, good land prices have kept many in business long after many businesspeople would have moved their money elsewhere. The raising and selling of cattle and sheep by itself has always been a marginal operation over the long haul. Good prices, good weather, and wise management can keep operations profitable. But a long dry spell, a bad winter, or, more likely, a long period of low prices makes it hard for even the most savvy operator to survive. The inheritance tax makes it increasingly difficult to keep ranches viable across generational lines. Add to that the financial pressures and expectations that compound as families grow larger and many move away from the land. Its a recipe for drastic change, if not disaster. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	Most ranchers and ranch families stay because they, too, are enamored of the lifestyle and the family images and myths that have developed over time. In less than 150 years, they have sunk deep roots into the western range. For many ranch families, their spread has become their sacred ground. Many can no more leave the ranch than a trout can leave the Yellowstone. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	The same romantic notions that keep them ranching, and that touched me so strongly back on Charlie Benjamins farm, provide one way to add value to their operationsopen them up to dudes. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	This is nothing new in the West. The first dude ranch was started by the Eaton brothers in 1882 in Wolf, Wyoming. Their family still operates it today. The dude ranch business has taken off like a bronco busting out of the gate, buoyed by movies like City Slickers and Lonesome Dove. In City Slickers, three New Yorkers find adventure on a western dude ranch cattle drive. The TV miniseries Lonesome Dove, which depicted one of the early cattle drives from Texas to Montana, brought the panorama of cowboy life into the homes of millions who had never smelled sagebrush. 
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  	The National Dude Ranchers Association, headquartered in Colorado, grew from 69 members in 1992 to 111 members in 1994embracing eleven western states and two Canadian provinces. It continues to grow. The association sends out nearly 20,000 copies of its Dude Ranch Magazine annually and acts as an information exchange for employment. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	There are many other bed-and-breakfast businesses, part-time dude ranches, and guest operations throughout the West, but not all require at least a three-nightfour-day stay by visitors, a standard for association members. That allows visitors to realize what ranch life is like and also helps build a sense of belonging and family, says Jim Futterer, a former clinical psychologist, long-time dude ranch fan, and current executive director of the National Dude Ranchers Association. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	Predictably, Idaho, one of the fastest-growing states in the country, is one of the fastest-growing centers of dude ranching. The Idaho Guest and Dude Ranching Association started in 1993 with five ranches. By 1994, it had grown to twelve, with five others waiting for membership. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	Many of Idahos guest ranches grew out of hunting and fishing base camps used by outfitting operations. Today, they cater to many different groups, including whitewater rafters, hikers, mountain bikers, and cross-country skiers in the winter. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	Traditional ranches are the bull market in the dude ranching business, says Diana Haynes of Wapiti Meadows Ranch near Cascade and secretary of the Idaho association. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	What were seeing is an upsurge in ranches that are based around the cattle operation itself, she said. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	Traditional ranch families like Carl and Nessie Zitlau of Granite Creek Ranch near Ririe are continuing their cattle operations and having guests help them on the ranch. The Schivley Ranch near Lowell, Wyoming, moves its cattle from the Wyoming ranch to its Montana ranch in the spring with guests working alongside wranglers, just like in City Slickers. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	But transforming a cattle ranch into a guest ranch is not easy. Guests expect nicer accommodations and food than cowboys do. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	Not every rancher is cut out to be a dude rancher, either. The lifestyle is different because dude ranchers have to cater to their dudes, not just to their cows. Others resent placing themselves in what they see as a human zoo. 
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  	The capital expenditures, especially the liability insurance necessary for guest ranches, make dude ranching no cash cow. Those ranchers who have tried to juggle cattle operations with dudes find they are running two separate businesses that need twice as much attention as either one by itself. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	Thats the way the Meyers Land and Cattle Company runs its Brush Creek Ranch in Saratoga, Wyoming, in the scenic Snowy Range. The cattle operation remains an important part of the 6,000-acre ranchs bottom line. But now it also caters to dudes year-round, including cross-country skiers. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	The advantage is a stronger, more diversified investment that is better positioned to take advantage of the cultural changes coming to the West. However, ranchers do not always have to make the large investments common to the most profitable dude ranching operations to take advantage of these changes. Simple bed-and-breakfast lodging using slightly upgraded out-buildings is helping many ranching families to supplement their incomes. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	Kent Rudeen operates a cattle ranch along the Snake River near American Falls. Every winter, dozens of eagles migrate south from Canada to Bowen Canyon on his ranch to fish in the open waters of the Snake. Rudeen has long worked with the U.S. Fish and Wildlife Service to protect the eagles, and hes proud that his ranch has become a sanctuary. He also has figured out a way to make eagle conservation pay. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	For $25 a day per person, Rudeen takes cross-country skiers on a guided tour of the canyon to observe the eagles. He also offers his screaming eagle tour for $115, which includes an overnight stay at a small cabin he built. His little business attracts Nordic skiing groups and bird-watchers from across the West, bringing revenue into his ranch at a time he is usually idle. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	An increasing number of ranchers are leasing the right to hunt and fish on their land. The practice is most heavily developed in Texas, where 97 percent of hunting lands are privately owned. It has become so institutionalized that property managerslease houndsbuy up leases for thousands of acres and sublease them to hunters. (Anyone who leases land for hunting in Texas must have a license.) Landowners or property managers are required to keep books on what wildlife is taken from their land, thus providing state wildlife officials with useful information they might not otherwise obtain. 
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  	Colorado has developed a program that is perhaps a more universal model for western states. Its Ranching for Wildlife Program makes participating ranchers partners with the state in managing and protecting habitat on their private ground. In exchange, they are allocated licenses they can sell for whatever price they want. The state also gets licenses and guaranteed access for the general hunting public to hunt on private ranches. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	The program started in 1986 with the 180,000-acre Forbes Ranch at the base of the Sangre de Cristo Mountains in southern Colorado, which quickly became known as one of the best places in the West for bagging trophy elk. With hunters paying up to $10,000 for a trophy elk hunt, the Ranching for Wildlife Program is becoming a major revenue source for the twenty-four participating ranch operations. The Forbes Ranch is making enough money on elk to cut back on its cattle operation, said Rick Kahn, Colorados big game biologist. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	The program has several side benefits. Since wildlife is a financial commodity, the ranchers are now managing their operations to maximize wild resources that benefit both hunters and the land. Western states have always had problems getting game harvested at optimum levels on private lands, so the programs required public access aids overall game management. The contracts between the state and ranchers also stipulate that Colorado is no longer liable for wildlife depredation payments. This puts responsibility for crop protection where it belongson the ranchand saves taxpayers money to boot. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	There are downsides. Neighboring ranches complain about the high numbers of game that wander over to their ranges. Public hunters grumble about the split on license allocations, worried that the private ranches are getting more than their fair share of what is by law and tradition a public resource. But the program is increasing hunting opportunities for both resident hunters and those willing to pay a premium for the perfect hunt. More important, it offers ranchers an opportunity to diversify their operations. Ultimately, that helps to prevent the subdividing of private land, a New West trend that presents an even greater threat to game habitat and hunting. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	In the West, large parts of ranches are intertwined with federal and state lands. Dude ranches success is as dependent on access to those lands as is that of current cattle operations. Moreover, ranch- 
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  	ers have incentives to provide good wildlife habitat on their own land, because they can lease it to hunters and fishermen. Their grazing allotments, however, offer none of the same opportunities, so there is little reason to enhance wildlife habitat. On public lands, ranchers see wildlife mostly as a cost and hunters mostly as seasonal headaches. They will take a losing livestock operation almost any day rather than squander their time managing game habitat for hunts that earn them not a dime. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	Distrust and politics stand in the way of truly innovative solutions. In 1990, for example, ranchers in southeastern New Mexico presented the state with a plan designed to increase the deer population in the Dunken-Piñon region by improving game habitat through specific private stewardship and positive management activities. In exchange for the habitat improvements on both private and public lands in the 250,000-acre area, the ranchers would have been given 42 percent of all deer tagscorresponding to the 42 percent of the deer management area in private ownershipto issue as they wished. The state would have gained public access to the private land, improved hunting in a poor hunting unit, and a new sense of partnership with ranchers who previously had been adversaries. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	Unfortunately, the public outcry from hunters killed the plan. They feared they would lose their privilege of unlimited hunting in the area, and they resented one group benefiting from the public resource. However, ranchers will never take good care of public resources on the public lands they use unless they have some way to collect revenues from those lands. They must benefit from improved hunting and fishing on those lands if they are going to conserve wildlife and fish populations at their personal expense. Offering them elk, deer, or antelope tags to sell as they choose, on the condition they open their private lands to public hunting, is one way to ensure wider access by the public. Alternatively, state and federal governments could collect general recreation fees for all public land uses and then use a portion of those funds to pay ranchers for specific caretaking and habitat management responsibilities. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	Cattle and sheep remain the largest revenue-producing agricultural products in most Rocky Mountain states. But the low subsidized grazing fees on public lands and unnaturally low prices for waterthe result of shielding both from the open marketmuddy the true economic state of the domestic livestock industry in the West. 
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  	Sheep ranching is fading fast into the western sunset. Many believe cattle ranching may follow the same dusty trail. A growing majority in Congress want ranchers on federal lands to pay more. Health-conscious consumers are demanding less beef. In turn, beef prices are plummeting. At the same time, ranchers debt loads are mounting with each advancing year. The prospects for livestock ranching are clouded, and the opportunities for future generations of ranchers are bleakthat is, unless something changes. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	Turning the intangible value of the cowboy myth into economic value and selling the natural attributes of the western landscape is the best, and maybe the last, chance to save a fading western tradition. It offers the most promising future for ranchers hoping to stay on the land for more than just a couple of generations. 
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THE ORIGIN AND THE FUTURE OF THE GRASSBANK
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	Drummond Hadley
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	With the coming of huge herds of cattle into the American West in the late 1800s, the vast open space lands, the grasses, and the wildlife that had seemed endless soon began to change. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	Subsequent droughts and the declining productivity of the grasslands made it very difficult for many homesteaders to stay on the land. Approximately 100 years later, in 1993, when range reform and grazing bills were once again coming before Congress, the Malpai Borderlands Group came together. Made up of ranchers and environmentalists in the borderland region between Arizona and new and old Mexico, the group shared a feeling of being alone and misunderstood by the general culture. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	Seems to me, said Bill Miller, an early Malpai recruit, that this group coming together here today is the way it used to be when we all helped each other through tough years. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	Yep, said Warner Glenn, a rugged, fourth-generation, sixfoot-six, fifty-nine-year-old rancher and lion hunter. I remember once when it hadnt rained and Grandpa Ira didnt have grass or water and was about to sell his herd. Bob Krentz spoke up and said, Ira, its rained on my place. Ive got feed and water, so why dont you bring your cattle over for a while?  
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	That brief exchange was how Bill Miller, a fifty-four-year-old native New Mexican, and his homesteading parents, Adeline, seventy-three, and Bill Sr., eighty-six, reawakened to an old frontier feeling of helping one another and why they chose to become part of the growing Malpai Borderlands Group. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	The group first began with Wendy and Warner Glenn talking with their Guadalupe Ranch neighbor when he would pass the Malpai Ranch on his way between Guadalupe Canyon and town. 
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  	Those three friendsWendy, Warner, and their neighbordecided to invite like-minded souls Bill McDonald, Jim Corbett, and a few others to talk and work together so the land and the way of life they loved could continue. From that, the Malpai group took shape. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	Nearly all the ranchers and environmentalists in the new Malpai group had deep roots in the land of the Southwest. Most of them were from families who had homesteaded in the San Simon and San Bernardino Valleys of Arizona and New Mexico. Most had been on the land all of their lives and had watched the productivity of the grassland decline. Some old-time management practices had contributed to that decline. One was epitomized by the phrase if a cow is doing good, dont move her. The outcome of this way of thinking, which emphasized the condition of the cow rather than that of the land, had the result of nearly grazing out of existence many of the most palatable grass species of the rangelands. This attitude, coupled with the federal suppression of all natural fire, subsequently caused invasions of brush and woody plant species into what had been luxuriant open grasslands. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	The issue of federal fire suppression, and the groups desire to reverse its environmentally harmful legacy, brought the Malpai ranchers together to create a fire map that indicated which pasture each rancher wished to burn or not burn. One problem a rancher may have with burning a part of his or her ranch is that the forage in those pastures may be needed for grazing animals. Historically, most natural fires in the Southwest have occurred in late June or July, just before the summer rains. If those rains dont come, the rancher will be short of feed the following year and will need to find other pasture for his or her grazing animals. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	At the same time the Malpai Group was thinking about bringing fire back to their rangelands, their old friend and neighbor was in the process of creating the Animas Foundation to acquire and protect forever the 500-square-mile Gray Ranch just over the mountain. This ranch was to become the nations first grassbank. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	What is a grassbank? Start with the metaphor of banking. Just as money can be generated in a financial bank in the form of dollars-and-cents interest, so, too, can grass be generated in a grassbank. It was clear to the neighbor who started the Animas Foundation that the more grass a grassbank had, the more grass it should be able to create from the interest of seeds, stoloniferous propagation, and the regeneration of partially dead, highly stressed remnant systems of old remaining roots. 
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  	In practice, a grassbank loans or exchanges the use of its pasture grasses to a rancher in return for the rancher placing a land-use easement on his or her land. This easement stipulates that the rancher will never subdivide those lands, thereby accomplishing the goal of protecting open space in several ways. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	First, the ranchers own land can never be subdivided. Second, the land is rested from cattle grazing for the period of time the cattle are grazed on the grassbank lands. Third, forage, wildlife habitat, and wildlife populations are much improved on the rested lands. Fourth, fine fuels that would ordinarily be consumed by cattle are made available for burning. Fifth, the natural fire regimes that historically created the grasslands of the Southwest can be reintroduced to shift the balance of plant communities toward grass and away from invading woody plant species (such as mesquite, juniper, piñon, broom weed, turpentine bush, and sagebrush) whose increase since the early 1920s has drastically reduced the productivity of the rangelands. Finally, the rancher gains the real economic value of greatly increased forage on his or her land, which, when translated into pounds of gain per head, will help to produce increased revenues to keep him and his family living on the land. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	If cattle are taken from their home range to a grassbank range for a period of a few years, grass propagation on the rested land will increase significantly if rain falls. Millions and millions of seeds that would otherwise be consumed by grazing animals will become available for germination and growth on land that is sparsely populated with grasses. The most palatable grass species, normally grazed hard by herbivores, will be free to regenerate. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	Today, in what is only the first phase of the grassbank idea, five ranchers are grassbanking on the Gray Ranch. Working in part-nership, the Animas Foundationowner of the Gray Ranchand the Malpai Group have influenced an open space future for nearly 60,000 acres on those five ranches and are working on a sixth. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	In the last grassbank transaction, an easement was placed on the ranchers original ranch, and the value of that easement was applied toward the purchase of a new ranch, which was also placed under easement, thus leveraging the value of the original easement. One of the latest developments in grassbanking has lawyers and economists working with rural landowners to create alternative economic incentives, such as leveraged interest from charitable remainder trusts. Monies are also being raised to buy a 36,000-acre 
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  	ranch in northern New Mexico that will become the nations first public land grassbank. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	Ranching in the Southwest is changing. A new form of short-term grassbanking in which a rancher is loaned the possibility of grass may enable him (or her, as the case may be) to burn a pasture that otherwise might be needed for feed. If normal summer rains fall on the land, the rancher will not need to borrow grass. If summer rains come late, the rancher will need to borrow grass for only a few months. By simply being loaned the possibility of pasturing his cattle on a grassbanks pastures, the rancher will have the knowledge and security of feed for his cattle if needed. The rancher will be able to burn and return his own pasture to health regardless of whether he uses the grassbanks forage. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	The Malpai Borderlands Group is raising money for grassbankers to fence according to natural grazing patterns of stock so that grass can be banked or invested more efficiently either to earn interest in the form of increased seed for potential regeneration (as the earth does itself if left alone) or in the form of immediately available feed for stock. By working with the land rather than against it and by creating fence lines that augment mountains and ridgelines that create grazing patterns, grasses can be much more easily rested or utilized. This type of fencing is in direct contrast to old homestead boundary lines, which were determined by the rectilinear restraints of square-mile section lines imposed on the varying irregular landscapes of the West. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	Many benefits arise when ranchers move their cattle from their own lands that had been grazed hard for years to the better pastures of the Gray Ranch grassbank. In some cases these benefits have included increased calf-weaning weights of 150 pounds per calf, 300 pounds per dry cow that went to the sale barn, similar poundage gains per yearling, and an increased calf crop from approximately 60 percent to 90 percent. These benefitswhich include, during drought, not selling a herd that may have taken twenty-five years to create but moving it instead from range in poor condition to the better range of the grassbankso outweigh other alternatives that ranchers may not only be willing to place land-use easements on their land but may also decide to pay a lease fee to the grassbank for its superior grass. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	If, in the past, too much money has been taken from the land, now money must be given back to the land through the grassbank 
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  	to help the grasslands regenerate. Putting the grassbank into action requires an exchange of value between ranchers and the Animas Foundation. To date, all negotiations between ranchers and the Animas Foundations Gray Ranch grassbank have been conducted by the Malpai Group. First, an appraisal is made of the ranchers deeded land, valued as rangeland to be grazed by cattle. Second, an appraisal is made of the ranchers land based on its potential value for subdivision. The difference between these two appraisalswhich in the Animas Valley is now approximately $20 an acreestablishes a grassbank forage use value ranchers are entitled to draw on to graze their cattle. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	The total of the appraised differences is then converted to animal unit month equivalents, which on the Gray Ranch grassbank have been based on a nominal per animal unit lease rate of $12 per head per month. Because of recent low cattle prices, this value has been lowered to $10 per cow unitor two cow units per month for each acre now covered by the land-use easement. To complete the exchange of value, the Malpai Borderlands Group, a 501(c)(3) organization, holds the land-use easements and, with help from the Animas Foundation, raises the fundsequivalent to the easement value of participating ranchesneeded to compensate the Gray Ranch for grassbank withdrawals. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	The Malpai Borderlands Group is investigating the possibility of changing tax laws to allow people who set aside their land for grassbanking or other conservation purposes to qualify for an agricultural tax exemption. This exemption is needed because present state and county government policy encourages overgrazing of private lands by requiring that landowners graze a specific number of head to retain an agricultural tax status. In addition, the Animas Foundation and the Malpai Borderlands Group are encouraging federal and state agencies to include grassbanking as a valid conservation use of public lands. If permitted, this would allow federal- and state-leased ranges to regenerate while advancing and accommodating the innovative potential of grassbanking. It would ensure that no loss-of-lease penalty would be imposed on federal or state lessees for minimally stocking their permitted ranges. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	Historically, the U.S. Forest Service, the Bureau of Land Management, and the New Mexico State Land Office have based their grazing lease rights on a ranchers control of water or private lands. When those water rights or private lands are sold, the public graz- 
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  	ing lands attached to them often go through a series of interagency trades and are subdivided. By keeping private lands protected through grassbanking, open space is secured not only in the private sector but also on the public lands themselves. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	Grassbanking is also good business. Consumers are increasingly seeking healthy food produced by responsible farmers and ranchers. With an increasing population worldwide and fewer open space lands, the meat-buying public may soon be willing to purchase beef that is not only organically raised but that has been raised on grassbank lands whose land-use easements ensure that more and more rangelands will forever be open and undeveloped. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	Banking, an institution that has existed for thousands of years, has undergone many changes in recent times. The metaphor of loaning and banking when applied to grass will also undergo further innovative changes as it moves forward toward its goal of preserving open space landscapes and the peoples on them. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	Even now, grassbanking ranchers riding among their cattle on the Gray are thinking of new ways the grassbank can help them. Ed Elbrock, one of those ranchers, has realized that he may be able to improve grazing patterns and boundary fence lines by trading present or future grazing rights with other grassbanking neighbors. This will enable him to pay or be compensated for land gained or lost because of more efficient fencing that might be dictated by the natural grazing patterns of stock. He has also decided not to cash in at the grassbank by using up all the animal unit months of his easement value. He wants to have grass in the bank that he can draw on anytime he needs it. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	With the additional flexibility of using Gray Ranch pastures, Ed realizes he can manage his own ranch more efficiently. He can burn his range or engage in other conservation practices with greater certainty and security. If summer rains do not come, he will bring his cattle back to the Gray, again to rest and restore his ranch. He is also thinking ahead fifteen years into the future when he will be seventy-five and unable to ride and take care of his cattle as he once could. When that time comes, he thinks he would like his own ranch to become a grassbank so he can sit in an old rocker and watch the grasses grow and the land and the animals come back and, at the same time, earn the lease fee and the interest that come with banking grass. He is seeding not only his own future but the future of his land. 
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  	Often in the past, when rangelands were leased, fast-buck artists and large corporations ran cattle on the land only to earn the highest short-term gain possible from their investment. This need for quick money, by a people who in 1996 had still had only a few generations of learning how to live and cope with the changeable climatic conditions of the western United States, has often arisen in spite of varying rainfall patterns and droughts. The phrases youve got to run all the cattle you can because youre payin for it or youve got to use your leased land hard are all too common. A leasing arrangement among grassbanking neighbors that could ensure the well-being of the ecological systems that encompass their ranches could also help to create healthy open space landscapes. Many small grassbanks scattered around each state would offer the advantage of not having to haul cattle to alien climatesand landscapes. Eds wish for his ranch to become a grassbank indicates that the institution of grassbanking has the potential to reseed itself. He is banking on futures. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	The Animas Foundations Gray Ranchthe nations first grassbankworking with the Malpai Borderlands Group, is seeding its own future and the future of other grassbanks, which, in turn, will seed others. The open spaces of these working wildernesses are important today, because they contain the seeds of where we came from and can still create within us a sane area to which we may go. For the first time in the earths existence, humans can globally alter the balance of nature in ways that will create the future of life-forms. Just as evolution has occurred throughout millennia, so evolution is occurring second by second. Thus, what we see, feel, smell, taste, touch, and hear each moment creates us. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	So that the solitude and the vast blue valleys and mountains that stretch before us can continue to have a role not only in the evolution of our own lives but also in the evolution of other life-forms, the Animas Foundation, the Malpai Group of ranchers, environmentalists, scientists, and government agency personnel are further developing the concept of the grassbank from the seed first planted by their neighbor in Guadalupe Canyon. If it thrives and expands, as it should, it will help to protect and preserve open space grazing lands and the peoples and cultures sustained by them. 
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SWEAT EQUITY: THE CAPITALIST TOOL
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	Tom Wolf
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	In 1975, a hail of lead tore through Jack Taylors home on his ranch near the ColoradoNew Mexico border. One bullet shattered Taylors ankle. No one was ever arrested for this attempted murder. Nor was anyone ever arrested for the other shooting, vandalism, wildlife poaching, and arson that had plagued Taylor since he bought his 77,500-acre ranch in 1960. After fifteen years of pitched battle with his neighbors, the wounded Taylor fled home to North Carolina. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	Gun battles are common in todays society, but the values hidden in this obscure corner of Colorado are not. For those who care about diversityboth biological and culturalthis slice of the world matters profoundly. Colorados Sangre de Cristo Mountains nurture not only the Rockies richest biological diversity but also some deeply distinctive and valuable cultures. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	As if that were not enough, anyone who follows the fortunes of North American big game species knows the Sangres fecundity: their steady ability to load the Boone and Crockett Record Book with trophy mounts. And finally, anyone who knows the bitter poverty of the local economy knows that one persons poaching is anothers way of putting meat on the table for the poor but heavily armed. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	Oddly enough, the Sangres are also the setting for some bold new initiatives in the continuing combat over wildlife in the marketplace. Colorados successful Ranching for Wildlife Program thrives today because the cantankerous Jack Taylor and his feisty neighbor Malcolm Forbes defended their private property rights. Deadeven hatedbut not forgotten, these unlikely environmental heroes declared war on a status quo that benefited neither 
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  	humans nor animals. And if a controversial conservation real estate initiative succeeds, everyone might win, even the Sangres. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	Taylor and Forbes are improbable champions for the Sangres, a region as poor in capital as it is rich in biological and cultural diversity. How did these wealthy men assume this role? The story goes back to that attempted murder. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	Carrying a gun and wearing a bulletproof vest, an attorney for Taylor asked then Colorado governor Steve McNichols (D) to call out the National Guard to protect his client and his clients property. McNichols refused, even though a 1965 court ruling had cleared Taylors title to the ranch. In dispute was language allowing traditional access to people in nearby San Luis, the oldest town in Colorado (founded 1851). An embittered Taylor lived until 1988, leaving his son, Zachary, to clean up one of the messiest estate problems in Colorado history. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	After centuries on the nethermost fringes of many different empires, local Hispanics have evolved their own unique folkways. These include a long-memoried sense of justice and a porous wall between church and state. San Luiss predominantly Roman Catholic culture harbors violence and lawlessness, as well as a profound love of land and community. Visitors begin to understand if they ascend the near life-size Stations of the Cross on a hill overlooking San Luis. At the top stands a beautifully designed environmental education center. From this vantage point, the stakes in the struggle over the Taylor Ranch become clearer: The entire Culebra River Valley lies revealed. Compressed to the east within a few lateral miles, you can see what makes ecologists droola rapid rise of 7,000 feet to 14,027-foot Culebra Peak, the southernmost fourteener in the Rockies. Here is what the people of San Luis see and yearn for daily. Here is something worth fighting for. But what exactly is at stake? 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	Right next to the village of San Luis, separating it from the Taylor Ranch, lies the San Luis Vega, the only communallyrather than publiclyowned commons left in the United States (unless you count the Boston Commons). You do not have to be a range scientist to see that the people of San Luis have badly overgrazed their land. What does the condition of the Vegas 600 acres say about the future of the Taylor Ranch? Should it become La Sierra? From an environmental point of view, was Jack Taylor wrong to fence and patrol his adjoining property? 
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  	Taylors plea for the National Guard was not without precedent in this remote, poverty-stricken corner of the world. In 1967, New Mexico governor David Cargo (R) had called out the National Guard to restore order in a similar dispute just a few miles south in the New Mexico Sangres. As helicopters roared overhead, tanks, armored vehicles, and jeeps rolled through the tiny Hispanic villages of northern New Mexico, where heavily armed Chicanos had murdered, shot, beaten, and kidnapped law enforcement officers and reporters. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	Tierra O Muerte! Land or death! Like their compadres in Colorado, these militants were demanding the return of millions of acres of landmuch of it owned by the federal government and administered by the U.S. Forest Service. The rest belonged to private individuals (especially the universally despised Texans) or to corporations like Pennzoil (which still possesses the 500,000-acre Vermejo Park Ranch immediately to Taylors south in New Mexico).
1 Somewhere behind the armed activists stood the Ford Foundation, long a funder of anthropological and sociological re-search aimed at social justice for dispossessed minorities. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	Nor was Taylors the last call for armed response to local violence. In 1989, helicopters again clattered along the foothills of the Sangres as a small army of state and federal wildlife officials swept down on the small villages along the eastern side of the San Luis Valley. Their predawn raid, covering the entire border area, netted dozens of indictments for poaching, including the slaughter of endangered species like the bald eagle (whose body parts and feathers find ready black markets on the areas many Indian reservations). Again, no one was convicted of serious charges, probably because the operation began as an elaborate sting: A government agent set up shop as a taxidermist in one of the villages, quietly letting it be known that he dealt in parts on the side. He soon had plenty of customers eager to cash in their booty: antlers from elk; the prized teeth, claws, and assorted organs of predators. A world aphrodisiac market, centered in east Asia, has created a demand for the wildlife of the Sangres 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	Where there is a black market, there can generally be a legitimate market, even for wildlife, even for wildlife parts. Capitalists like Malcolm Forbes wondered what was missing from such a sordid scene. After a quarter century of dogged effort, Forbes finally solved the puzzle through the Ranching for Wildlife Program. 
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  	Meanwhile, where does justice lie in such cases? Billionaires can afford guns and lawyers to defend their property rights. Through their philanthropic foundations, billionaires like Ford, Kellogg, and Mellon can help Hispanics speak for their culture. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	But who speaks for the Sangres? Can we and should we try to foster cultural and biotic diversity at the same time? And who speaks for the Indians? After all, many of these Hispanic land claims encroached on Indian lands supposedly protected by Spanish and Mexican law. New Mexicos Pueblo Indians, who live along the Rio Grande, have become well organized and politically powerful, but who speaks for the Indians of the mountains and the plains, for the original users of the Taylor Ranch, the Utes and Comanches? 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	Answers to questions like these will never be simple or complete. Markets for trophy wildlife, rather than parts, are what Malcolm Forbes finally foundor created. Obviously, markets are not the solution to all our diversity-related problems. But if there is strength in diversity, then ranching for wildlife adds zest to the bland government-issue slumgullion. For somewhere within every command-and-control scheme there stews a black market. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	Even beyond the grave, these billionaire families may provide some answers to the Sangres problems. Malcolm Forbes may be one answer to the question Who speaks for the Sangres? Meanwhile, the big foundations continue to pour money into a unique and precedent-setting real estate deal that attempts to speak both for Hispanic culture and for the Sangres. No word from the Utes and Comanchesnot yet. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	BLAME IT ON THE TEXANS.
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	New Mexicans and Coloradans love to blame their problems on Texans, the ultimate outsiders. This tradition goes back at least to 1844, when the belligerent Texans made the Mexican government so nervous it sought to protect the most obscure part of its empire by encouraging settlers to move into the northern San Luis Valley. For 300 years, the Indians had kept their hunting grounds in the Sangres settler free. Now all that would change. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	Malcolm Forbess predecessor in the land development business was Charles Beaubien. According to some, Beaubien was the generous sponsor and friend of the people who settled San Luis. According to others, Beaubien was a Texan; he was an enemy of the perpetual quest for local control. 
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  	Beaubien began as a trapper. While Spain and Mexico were at war around 1820, he attempted to cream the beaver-fat streams of the Sangres. As the Spanish had done with Zebulon Pike, Mexican authorities arrested Beaubien and sent him south to Mexico City for interrogation. But then they decided it would be a good idea to befriend at least some entrepreneurs, so they apologized and invited him to remain in New Mexico. Beaubien returned to Taos and opened a store and trading post. He became a naturalized Mexican citizen in 1831. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	In his role as Texan, Beaubien became the enemy of the legendary priest Fray Martinez, who cultivated a fierce nationalism and suspicion of foreigners that readers of Willa Cathers Death Comes for the Archbishop will recognize. In 1824 the newly independent Mexico passed laws allowing land to be granted as it had been under the Spanish, with the limitation of about 48,500 acres. Always careful to hedge his bets, Beaubien formed a partnership with a native Mexican citizen and applied for a land grant. In 1841 he hit a jackpot when he positioned himself between the Mexicans and the hated Texans, whose claims reached west to the Rio Grande and north to the Arkansas River. To counter those claims, the Mexican government granted Beaubien 1,750,000 acres east of present-day Taos, New Mexico. (They simply ignored the earlier limit of 48,500 acres.) By an 1819 agreement, the Arkansas was supposed to have been the U.S.-Spanish border, but all that had changed when Mexico declared its independence from Spain a fewyears later. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	The Mexicans wanted to form a buffer around their empire. But this game was blindmans bluff, because no one really knew the land well enough to survey the boundariesand no one dared survey the boundaries because of the Indians. Undaunted, in 1843 the enterprising Beaubien applied for another grant, this time north of Taos. This latter grant included both the Forbes and Taylor holdings; it became known as the Sangre de Cristo Land Grant. It stretched from the summit of Mount Blanca on the north to the Valle Vidal in the south and from the crest of the Sangres on the east to the Rio Grande on the west. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	Mexican law required that settlement begin within two years of receiving a grant. So the fortified towns of San Luis de Culebra and Costilla were quickly startedand then quickly abandoned in the face of Indian attacks. This meant that until the U.S. 
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  	occupation and the founding of San Luis, the Sangre de Cristo Grant remained unoccupied. Did that invalidate the claims? No one knows for sure.
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  	The United States declared war on Mexico in 1846. Among the conquerors political appointees was the ever-opportunistic Beaubien. When a Taos mob stirred up by Fray Martinez murdered, scalped, and hacked into pieces his partners in the Sangre de Cristo Land Grant, Beaubien was able to acquire the whole bloody deed. The U.S. Army restored order and propped up Beaubiens power against the new New Mexicans. But would the new Yankee conquistadores also manhandle the even more fearsome Indians? 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	Betting they would, Beaubien recruited people to resettle his grant. He finally succeeded in 1851, and the next year the U.S. Army established Fort Massachusetts (near present-day Fort Garland) at the grants northern end. In exchange for securing Beaubiens property claims, Uncle Sam wanted payment in taxes. On the other hand, Uncle Sams soldiers and their families needed beef and vegetables; Uncle Sams cavalry needed horses and hay. Suddenly, a market appeared for San Luiss farmers and hunters. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	Hungry for their piece of this action, each Hispanic family in San Luis obtained title from Beaubien to a small tract of irrigable land. They also had communal use of the ejido, the nearby hills and mountains, for grazing and woodcutting. Beaubien confronted the same problems that later faced other owners. He had to worry about taxes and expenses; how was the land-rich, capital-poor Beaubien to make money from his huge holdings, from the ejido? 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	In 1853 an aging Beaubien deeded parts of the grant to various relatives and partners. In 1856 the U.S. surveyor general began to hold hearings on the grant. The surveyor generals office confirmed the grant and recommended that the title be vested in Beaubien, his heirs, and his assigns. In 1860 Congress confirmed the recommendation. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	But there were other problems. With the discovery of gold in 18581859, pushy Anglo settlers began to pour into the Colorado New Mexico border area. Caught up in slave-state politics aimed against the Texans, Colorado became a territory separate from New Mexico in 1861, with the result that the new border put three-quarters of the grant in Colorado. Just before his death, a worried Beaubien finally came to regard his bloated holdings as a liability. 
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  	In 1861 President Lincoln appointed a personal friend, Colonel William Gilpin, first territorial governor of Colorado. In 1862 Gilpin bought Beaubiens share of the grant from Beaubiens widow for $15,000. He also promised to honor title to land given to settlers in San Luis. After a few years, Gilpin had consolidated his hold on the entire grant for about $.04 per acre. Throughout the 1860s, Gilpin sold chunks of the grant to investors betting on a Union victory. Once the Civil War was over, the U.S. Army returned to Fort Massachusetts with a vengeance. Grateful to President Lincoln, Gilpin and his investors incorporated in 1868 as the Colorado Freehold Land Association, with their main office in London. They hired William Blackmore, a London promoter and financier, to boost sales. Betting on the mans reputation, Blackmore hired Ferdinand V. Hayden to make a complete geological survey, one that wold sell soils if not silver and gold. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	In spite of Haydens ecstatic descriptions, marketing proceeded slowly. So Gilpin split the grant at the watershed boundary of the Rio Culebra, calling the part north to Mount Blanca the Trinchera Estate. Among his many marketing problems in London were his promises to the original Hispanic settlers of San Luis, who had lived on Beaubiens land and promises for twenty years. Simultaneously, squatters swarmed over the grant. It was hard to sell plots when the government was giving away land nearby under Lincolns other legacy, the new Homestead Act. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	The Trinchera was finally sold in 1907 to a Colorado Springs syndicate that included railroad builder General William Jackson Palmer. Big plans bloomed for reservoirs and canals, but they wilted quickly when the federal government refused to permit any more private reservoirs on the Rio Grande or its tributaries in the San Luis Valley. The government had decided to honor the Rio Grandes water delivery commitments by protecting watersheds (through acquiring them as national forests) rather than building dams. Among the interesting exceptions to this policy of government acquisition were the lands of the Sangre de Cristo Land Grant. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	In 1913 David Turner of Denver bought the Trinchera. He set up a large cattle operation and fenced the ranch for the first time. He also set aside 9,000 acres as a private game preserve, which he enclosed with a 10-foot fence topped by barbed wire. He stocked his game park with 300 head of bison. Reports spoke glowingly 
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  	of plenty of deer and elk in an era when these animals were nearly extinct in the rest of the Sangres. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	With the stock market crash impending in 1928, Turner tried and failed to sell the ranch to the government as an addition to the Ute Reservation or to the nearby San Isabel or Rio Grande National Forests. In 1938 A. G. Simms of Albuquerque bought the ranch for $500,000. Like Jack Taylor a few years later, Simms brought a successful suit to quiet title. And he began rebuilding fences. Simms ran 8,0009,000 cattle that crossbred with the bison still in residence. The unfortunate results left the Trincheras wildlife ranching aspirations in ill repute. Simms also acquired the Blanca part of the ranch, where he ran tens of thousands of sheep. When Simms died in the late 1960s, the family had to sell the ranch to pay estate taxes. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	In 1969 Malcolm Forbes paid over $3 million for the Trinchera (the Blanca portion went to other buyers). He originally planned to raise Japanese-style beef for export. But he abandoned that plan when overhead proved too high, and he looked for alternatives, including getting out of livestock altogether. He pulled all sheep off the ranch in 1971. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	BLAME IT ON THE GOVERNMENT
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	Who owned what in Costilla County? After the 1848 Treaty of Guadalupe Hidalgo, Mexico ceded its northern territories to the United States. The United States pledged to respect the property rights of all the citizens of the new Territory of New Mexico (which included much of present-day Colorado), as well as the titles of all the valid Spanish and Mexican land grants. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	But determining validity proved complex. It was not until 1854 that Congress provided procedures for confirming grants and not until 1891 that Congress created a Court of Private Land Claims. Did the United States recognize the validity of the Sangre de Cristo grant? Members of the original land-grant community had received title to their own small tracts of base property, whereas the ejido remained open for such communal uses as grazing, firewood gathering, or timber harvesting. Under Spanish and Mexican law, the ejido had no marketable title. Although members of the original land-grant community could assign parts of the commons to new settlers, they could not sell them outright to others. 
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  	But the United States refused to recognize this last limitation, and lawsuits for partition became routine in which a holder could sue his fellows for his share of the commons. If he won, the court might order the entire grant sold to divide up the cash shares. Both Hispanic and Anglo speculators engaged in this often dubious practice. In some cases, particularly in New Mexico, the newly formed U.S. Forest Service served as convenient buyer of last resort. In others, especially in Colorado, the ejido remained in private hands, primarily because the Indians had kept land tenure so insecure for so long that no one knew who owned what. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	Such uncertainties called into question the validity of the Colorado land grants. Some say those uncertainties invalidated claims to La Sierra (the local name for what became the Taylor Ranch) and to Trinchera and Blanca (the names for the Forbes ranches, which lie to Taylors north) and to the Luis Maria Baca Grant No. 4 (which sits to the north of the Great Sand Dunes). Inevitably, some embittered diehards still challenge the title to the Baca. Some also contest Forbess title to the northern part of the Sangre de Cristo Land Grant. But many more people defend the San Luisans moral if not legal claim to the southern part, to La Sierra. They claim Congress confirmed the Sangre de Cristo Land Grant in 1860 and patented it in 1871. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	LA SIERRA RECONSIDERED
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	One reason for the stronger claim to La Sierra is that until 1960, the people of San Luis exercised their traditional use rights to La Sierra. Poaching and competition from the San Luisans domestic stock kept wildlife populations far below their potential. According to the Colorado Division of Wildlife (DOW), Until the sting operation of 1989, poaching was part of the grazing leases. In effect, the stockmen were more interested in poaching than tending their stock. In 198283 the elk herd was seriously reduced due to illegal harvest.
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  	What became of forest and range conditions? How did the Sangres fare under this traditional common use system? Here is one judgment: The old ways, while generous to humans, were exceedingly hard on the land. Neither the ejido nor the cultivated tracts received any rest except when they were buried under snow, and ultimately the villagers had to pay the costs of overuse.4 
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  	When this environmental bill finally came due, both the villagers and the land suffered hard times. In a few generations, Hispanics slid from self-sufficiency to dependence on the government. Today, Costilla Countys 3,000 or so people are among Colorados and the nations poorest, with poverty and unemployment rates well above average. The 1990 unemployment rate was 13.4 percent. The 1989 per capita personal income was $12,035.
5 In the town of San Luis, numbers dwindled to 900 from double that figure thirty years before. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	In 1960 Jack Taylors private plane happened to fly over the San Luis Valley, where the forests of La Sierra caught his eye, both for their timber and for their hunting potential. Descending at a small local airport, the impetuous Taylor found a land agent and insisted on buying the property. A group of Denver businesspeople sold it to him for $500,000, or about $7 an acre. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	There was only one catch. The deed specified that the people of San Luis had settlement rights, including rights to the use of pastures and woods. Taylor went to federal court, where in 1965 he won clear title to the land. Much later, in 1981, a local group called the Land Rights Council sued to regain those rights. The Colorado Supreme Court was scheduled to rule on this case by the end of 1993. And thereby hangs the rest of the tale. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	A wealthy man with a hot temper and a strong devotion to private property rights, Taylor became the ultimate Texan. His court victories were not matched by human relations successes. In the absence of local law enforcement, Taylor was determined to defend his private property. He fenced his ranch; he barricaded the roads; he armed himself and his employees. When he beat trespassers and hauled them into the sheriff, he found himself booked on assault and kidnaping charges, convicted of minor assault, and fined. The men he wanted charged with trespassing and arson went free. After his brush with assassination in 1975, Taylor rarely returned to his ranch. Never the equal of Forbess ranch in environ-mental quality, the Taylor Ranch saw some significant timber harvest as it evolved haphazardly into a private big game destination. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	After Jack Taylors death in 1988, his son and executor, Zachary, adopted a more conciliatory attitude toward the people of San Luis. This included limited, discretionary access for the villagers recreation and wood gathering. Yet the local tradition of violence also continued. In May 1993 arsonists destroyed the ranch house where someone had shot Jack Taylor. 
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  	Understandably, Zachary Taylor intensified his efforts to sell the ranch. Simultaneously, he capitalized on Forbess experience in ranching for wildlife. In his application for DOW approval, Taylor diplomatically said, Long-term objectives would include habitat improvement by changing grazing and timber harvest practices. The Ranch also sees a greater possibility of increased big game populations due to recent law enforcement activities by the Division of Wildlife and public relations. We will continue to restrict trespassing by improved fences and barriers.
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  	As relations between town and ranch improved, both the population and the marketability of the Taylor Ranchs wildlife improved. From a low in the early 1980s, the Taylor elk herd increased by 20 percent yearly, burgeoning to 2,500 in 1993. Black bear numbers experienced similar climbs, although continued poaching kept deer problematic. It is no miracle that a market for the Taylor Ranch itself also materialized. Both the National Park Service and the U.S. Fish and Wildlife Service expressed interest. Another potential overseer was the Rio Grande National Forest, which in 1990 informally appraised the ranch at $21 million. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	Around 1990, Colorado senator Tim Wirth (D) tried to push a federal buyout, but he ran into a wall of local opposition. The people of San Luis had learned from the experiences of their New Mexico cousins, who must deal with the Federal Resource Management bureaucracy if they want to graze or timber lands they still consider theirs. In 1968 one of those Texans, President Lyndon B. Johnson, had promised help for the small Hispanic ranchers who had raised such a ruckusand who had brought the National Guard down on their own heads. Depending on whom you believe, the right sort of help never arrived. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	Another potential buyer was the Big Sky Timber Company, which operates out of the Pacific Northwest. The company appraised the TaylorLa Sierra timber alone at $33 million, a premium price that reflected a recent renaissance in the Colorado timber industry. From a local low of $40 per thousand board-feet (MBF) in 1990, prices skyrocketed to $120 in early 1993 and to more than $200 in 1994. Responding to the market, Forbes had already increased the volume of its wildlife managementoriented cut. As with water markets, environmental victories elsewhere had a ripple effect in the Sangres. As endangered species lawsuits shut down old-growth timber harvest in the Pacific Northwest, demand shifted south to the Sangres. 
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  	Overnight, it appeared, Zachary Taylors inheritance had tripled in value. If he so chose, if he could take the political heat, and if he could handle estate and capital gains taxes, he could literally cut and run. The ranchs value had shifted onto the stump, whereas before it had rested on the hoof (grazing and big game) or in the land (recreation, aesthetics, existence value). 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	Borrowing again from Forbess pioneering efforts, all sides began to play a game of chicken. Since Colorado statehood arrived in 1876, a lavishly lubricated party machine has regularly delivered the Hispanic vote to the Democrats. With a knowing wink from Governor Roy Romer (D), local lawlessness and state politics conspired to lower the ranchs market value, whereas timber and wildlife markets conspired to enhance that value. Accordingly, Big Sky purchased an option from Taylor, set to expire at the end of 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	1993. This option was contingent upon a favorable title ruling from the Colorado Supreme Court, an institution whose heels have been known to drag under certain political conditions. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	Thanks largely to the Ford Foundation, a remarkable local priest (Father Pat Valdez), and the chief of the Colorado Department of Natural Resources (San Luis Valley native Ken Salazar), those political conditions finally seemed to ripen in 1993, when yet another possible buyer emerged from the woods. It was an unlikely coalition of church and state, poor and philanthropic, gamblers and politicians. It was known as the Sangre de Cristo Land Grant Commission. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	In September 1993 Governor Romer had created the commission, empowering it to identify funding sources to purchase the Taylor Ranch and asking it to formulate specific management recommendations. In December 1993 Romer endorsed the commissions recommendations. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	The commission was always a fragile coalition. Some members began to wonder just what they were buying when they bought the Taylor Ranch. Since Big Skys timber appraisal is privileged information, no one knows for sureincluding the Forest Service, which never inventoried the resources. Although trophy-hunting customers seem happy, the numbers for the ranchs flourishing big game populations remain guesstimates. Although the Colorado State Forest Service prepared a management plan for the Taylors timber, details remained confidential and proprietary.
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  	Meanwhile, the game of chicken careened along. The clock ticked toward midnight, December 31, 1993, as the State Supreme Court found reasons to delay its decision past Big Skys options expiration date. As Taylor tried desperately to find a fair market buyer, the value of his inheritance diminished daily, finally reducing itself to the commissions lowball offer. On December 29, 1993, Governor Romer announced that the state would bid $12 million, derived from state wildlife cash funds (hunting and fishing licenses), lottery money, and private sources. Romer said all citizens of the state would be beneficiaries. He added that the purchase would protect and preserve historical land-use rights of the residents of San Luis.
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  	According to the commissions report, the Taylor Ranch should be acquired for public ownership through a partnership between the local community and the state of Colorado. Between them, the two would develop a management plan that would assure long-term protection and preservation of the property and its natural resources, as well as the cultural and historic heritage of the area.9 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	The local community would purchase an easement on the property through funds raised by a newly formed nonprofit organization, the La Sierra Foundation. Corporate, foundation, private, and public funds would be used to purchase the easement, whose value would be determined by appraisal. Somehow, the appraisal would calculate not the market value of the timber or the big game but the noncommercial value of the historical use rights to local residents. Those rights would be in accord with a management plan and would include 
	

	

	



		
  	
  	

	

	
  	
	

	

	


	Traditional wood gathering for cooking and heating fuel, home construction (adobe-style only), farm fencing, and corral building 
		 Small-scale timber management for conservation purposes, such as disease control and wildlife habitat improvement 
		Livestock grazing that accommodates wildlife habitat and ecologically sound range management 
		Access permits for cow and bull elk harvests in numbers authorized by DOW
		Recreational uses, including fishing, pursuant to DOW regulations 


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	Simultaneous with the easement purchase, the state of Colorado, working through its DOW and its Division of State Parks, would purchase the fee interest in the Taylor Ranch, exercising the 
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  	states rights to ownership of wildlife to include the following public benefits: 
	

	

	



		
  	
  	

	

	
  	
	

	

	


	Hunter access to all wildlife (bear, deer, bighorn sheep, wild turkey, and the like), except for the cow elk mentioned earlier 
		Fishing access 
		Protection of the Rio Grande cutthroat trout 
		Recreational opportunities for hikers, campers, wildlife watchers, and mountain climbers 


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	Once the purchase is made, an inventory will be done, and a board composed of state and local officials will develop and administer a management plan. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	Because the locals are broke and government is notoriously slow to act on real estate transactions, the commission has asked the Conservation Fund (CF) to negotiate and structure a transaction on behalf of the state of Colorado and the La Sierra Foundation. CF is different from most nonprofit conservation real estate brokers in that its charter blends environmental and economic goals. CF is the brainchild of former Nature Conservancy president Pat Noonan, who took most of the Mellon familys money with him, so to speak, when he left the Nature Conservancy. Both organizations compete in the conservation real estate market, as well as in the conservation fundraising market, where the Mellons remain the juiciest prize. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	CF would purchase La Sierra, and then, in a back-to-back closing, it would make two subsequent conveyances: one to the state and one to La Sierra Foundation, as outlined earlier. In this way, CF would recoup its original outlay, its expenses, and a transaction fee. The exact details of such a deal generally remain confidential. In cases like this, a willing seller typically obtains as high an appraisal as possible. Then he or she discounts the cash sale to the middleman, nonprofit CF. Passing the deal through a nonprofit earns the seller the right to substantial federal tax benefits, sometimes at a scale that brings the sales total value to the seller near the appraised or at least fair market value (discounted sales price plus tax write-offs spread over as many as five years). In the Taylor case, the capital gains on Jack Taylors 1960 investment of $500,000 would have to be reckoned against a highest-value appraisal (commercial timber) of $31 million or against the states lowball offer of $12 million. 
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  	The seller who claims a tax write-off must convince the Internal Revenue Service that the people of the United States benefit from this transaction in terms of value received for tax revenue forgone. From the other end of the agreement, how will the commission convince the buyers, the people of Colorado, that this purchase is in their interest? Assuming a $30 million appraisal, a possibly $20 million sales job remains to be done. Also remaining is the work of raising the other $10 million or so on behalf of the poorest people in Colorado. Undaunted, the Ford Foundation provided seed money to initiate the fundraising. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	Only a few questions remain. Can and should this deal go through? In forgoing a federal acquisition, the deal amounts to an end run around federal power (even though the power of federal taxes remains an incentive). Therefore, those who trail wildlifes fate in the conservation real estate marketplace should track it closely, as should those who are interested in market solutions to endangered species problems; as should those intent on downsizing or decentralizing federal resource management agencies; as should those wondering what the Forest Services new ecosystem management might mean for the Sangres. Can the Forest Service learn from Ranching for Wildlife? 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	Just to the north of Forbess Blanca Ranch, the San Isabel National Forest (under the watchful eye of DOW) is initiating its first ecosystem management plan in the Upper Huerfano Valley on Mount Blancas north face. In their effort to match Forbess and Taylors successes, managers face a historic set of challenges. On the one hand, the hard-to-access area they have chosen is partially bordered by a series of large, private holdings engaged in ranching for wildlife. On the other hand, some of the federal land is still grazed by a series of small ranchers who pay considerably less than market value for their grazing privileges. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	And then there is wilderness. The 1993 Colorado Wilderness Bill set this area aside, effectively hobbling the hands-on management that has proven so successful for big, private neighbors. But San Carlos District Ranger Cindy Rivera has a few aces up her sleeve. In a very rare instance, she has relatively recent timber data on a designated wilderness area. From an ecologists point of view, this means she has a baseline to guide management, even in a wilderness area. Assume that ecosystem management means maintaining quality habitat for the big game that wander freely over the 
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  	property lines separating the San Isabel from the Forbes ranch. Can and should Ranger Rivera burn woods her private neighbors would cut? That is only one of the many challenges that face her. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	Another question: If the Taylor Ranch becomes La Sierra, it is obvious that the people of San Luis, all 1,000 or so, will benefit from this phenomenal windfall. But wouldnt they benefit more if state and private sources simply gave them some or all of the $30 million purchase price? Thirty thousand dollars apiece in venture capital would go a long way toward creating some interesting markets for wildlife and other resources in the Sangres, especially in terms of big game wintering grounds. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	And what sense does it make to restrict all resource management activities to a noncommercial level? Local Hispanic culture may be quaint, but do quaintness and poverty equate? Sentiment can be expensive, as anyone discovers who computes the insulation values of adobe architecture against its high construction and maintenance costs. San Luis was extremely poor long before Jack Taylor cut off access to resources whose dollar value might be questioned. A few miles to the north, the glaring existence of a thriving third-generation Japanese farming culture argues that poverty is not inevitable or hereditary in the San Luis Valley.
10 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	Restrictions on certain styles of architecture might treat the local culture as if it were a museum piece, incapable of evolution, doomed to existence on state welfare funds and on a philanthropic life-support system that sabotages markets for renewable resources like wildlife, range, and timber. Both state and federal taxpayers deserve an answer: What would the La Sierra Foundation try to preserveand why? 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	And what about the Sangres? La Sierra stretches from the Rio Culebra Valley up to the crest of the Sangres. Yes, the ranch is home to 2,500 elk, but then, in the absence of major predators like the wolf, doesnt this elk population already show signs of being out of control? 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	What assurances do environmentalists have that locals and the state would do any better in ecosystem management than the U.S. Park Service or the U.S. Forest Service? If, for example, locals pasture sheep at traditional levels, wouldnt that simply repeat the tragedy of the commons that impoverished both the San Luis Vega and La Sierras rangelands? And wouldnt historic sheep levels jeopardize native bighorn sheep, which are notoriously vulnerable to lung- 
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  	worm and other diseases borne by domestic sheep? In their expensive quest for trophy quality, Forbess Trinchera just spent $250,000 on genetically superior bighorns from Canada. How can they protect their investment from the diseases of La Sierra Foundations sheep? 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	THE CAPITALIST TOOL 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	For answers to some of these questions, we will simply have to wait. As of this writing in mid-1994, the Land Rights Council has withdrawn its support from the La Sierra Foundation, Zachary Taylor has rejected CFs early offers, and the Colorado Supreme Court has finally agreed to rehear the Taylor case on technical grounds that offer glimmers of hope to those few San Luisans who believe they actually own outright title to La Sierra. CFs proposal is not dead, but it has been wounded by the radicals on the Land Rights Council. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	For answers to the other questions, we can return to the history of the Forbes ranches to consider how the game of conservation chicken is played. That history also provides an illustration of how markets (both near and far) might link the ecologies and the economies of big private wildlife ranches and little subsistence farmers. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	No one escapes whipping when it comes to land abuse in the Sangres. The environmental history of the northern parts of the Sangre de Cristo Land Grant is as checkered as that of the Taylor Ranch. At least twice, the area came close to government acquisition. In 1968 (before there was a conservation real estate industry and organizations like CF), the Simms family and the Forest Service nearly completed an exchange for a 160,000-acre public recreation area that would have encompassed the Trinchera Ranch. It wont be long, said Regional Forester David Nordwall. It was. Unable to wait for the government while they dealt with their estate taxes, the Simms family sold instead to Malcolm Forbes.
11 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	In 1972 there were bills in Congress to fund a Forest Service buyout of Forbes. There was even local Hispanic support.12 Reasons included a 1968 Forest Service reconnaissance and development plan. Even though expensive range improvements made under President Kennedy had failed to help small, local subsistence farmers and ranchers, the Forest Service persisted in its efforts at social engineering. 
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  	Following President Johnsons peacemaking aimed at armed Chicanos, Forest Service planners were trying during those warlike times to develop a grazing association for low-income people. They also proposed a 70-unit campground, which they wanted to turn over to locals for management. The Land Use and Resource Development Plan for the Trinchera Ranch said, The basic objective in acquisition of the property for National Forest purposes is to expand employment opportunities and increase incomes for locked-in people, largely Spanish-American, in low-income and poverty classes.
13 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	The Forest Services environmental assessment of the Simmses Trinchera said the range was in fair condition but that many areas, especially the key streamsides, were overgrazed and severely eroded. The Simms had been running mostly sheep, 25,000 head an astonishing stocking rate by todays standards. The Forest Service also recommended a timber harvest level of 1 MBF per year in spite of the fact that at the time no local market existed for such a large private cut, given accelerated timber programs on both the Rio Grande and the San Isabel. These would have been classic below-cost sales. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	Enacting a local version of the War on Poverty, these bureaucratic entrepreneurs wanted to create a local forest products cooperative limited to residents of Costilla County. They even dreamed up a perhaps unfortunate official Recommended Name, Conquistador de la Trinchera, commenting, This would give the people an opportunity to develop their own source of income without Gringo Capitalists profiting from their labor. And they added, The major problem in the area is lack of venture capital and the inertia of the people.14 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	Why did none of this come to pass? The quirky answer is the same as the answer to the question Who speaks for the Sangres?: Malcolm Forbes. After his premium beef venture flopped, Forbes intended to fence his ranch and manage for big game. But DOW forbade that in the early 1970s. In retaliation, Forbes subdivided 70,000 acres of elk winter range on the Trinchera, mostly into 5-acre lots. Ninety percent of those parcels have been sold; 90 percent of those sold remain unoccupied. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	Not to be denied, Forbes also hired Errol Ryland from DOW and made him manager of the 100,000-acre core ranch. Forbes always said he thanked DOW for both moves because both made 
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  	him money. Part of the ranchs economic viability depends on maintaining the cores tax status as agricultural land, primarily through grazing cattle and growing alfalfa. The owners of the small lots pay the much higher subdivision rates. In poor counties like Costilla, such issues loom large.
15 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	Able to work with DOW, Errol Ryland hit pay dirt for Forbes. Over time, wildlife biologists and trophy hunters everywhere real-ized that Rylands expertise and the free hand Forbes granted him had made the ranch a fabulous wildlife success story. As Forbess Ranching for Wildlife Management Plan dryly puts it, The Ranch offers the opportunity to conduct studies on vegetative areas and wildlife in an environment that is more easily controlled than most public lands. The contrasts with nearby public landsand with the Taylor Ranchcould not be more striking.16 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	In 1982 Forbes acquired the Blanca Ranch, which is separated from the main Trinchera Ranch by Highway 160. It borders on the Rio Grande and San Isabel National Forests. For reasons as much political and personal as biological, DOW and its allies again made Forbess efforts at private big game management more and more difficult. To whom did the profitable wildlife belong, after all? Who was in charge? 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	After a long, expensive struggle, Forbes taught DOW a lesson in the game of conservation chicken. He began to slash new sub-division roads into 18,000 acres of prime elk habitat northwest of Fort Garland. Bulldozers and bureaucrats roared, smoked, and whined. Finally, DOW relented somewhat on the ranching for wildlife issue. DOW allowed Forbes a ninety-day fall elk hunt, along with ten days when public access is allowed by lottery for 10 percent of the bulls. The state gets 100 percent of the female harvest. The geometric road system remains on the slopes of Mount Blanca as a reminder of everyones folly. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	Today, Ranching for Wildlife is spreading throughout Colorado. Errol Rylands son Ty now manages both of Forbess ranches. Malcolm Forbes has died, and his heirs control the ranches through Forbes magazine. Wildlife forms 75 percent of the income from the ranches. Ty Ryland has reduced his cattle from the 6,000 head of years past to 1,000 head, or about 2,600 animal unit-months per year. He rotates the cattle through irrigated meadows and the riparian zones to enhance habitat for elk and to improve streamside conditions for fishing, another income source. After successful 
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  	recent reintroductions into the nearby San Juans, there may be moose in the future. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	The Forbes ranches and DOW have learned to live together, especially after Malcolm Forbes hired a full-time lobbyist to work the Denver legislative and regulatory circuits. It will be a long time before everyone is happy with the Forbes ranches, whose innovations threaten traditional livestock ranching, as well as DOWs traditional power base of environmentalists and public lands hunters. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	Costilla County residents may be overcoming their traditional hostility toward the Forbes ranches. In the past, the Colorado Legislature passed bills (aimed at Forbes) saying that a third of a ranchs gross income had to be from traditional agriculture. For the Forbes ranches today, that would mean a tax hike from $80,000 per year to $1.5 million per year. If that happened, according to Ty Ryland, I would have to trash my wildlife program and run 10,000 cattle to break even. Malcolm Forbes always said, The state of Colorado does not like capitalists. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	Faced with a statewide trend toward subdivision of former ranchlands, the same legislature recently passed a Forest Agriculture Act, which grants agricultural tax status to anyone following an approved forest management plan. Accordingly, the Forbes ranches have contracted with the Colorado State Forest Service to cruise their 150,000 acres of timberland.
17 Although no one has seen Big Skys cruise of the Taylors timber, it is likely to contrast with the cruise of the Forbes, which has these unorthodox goals: 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	 Develop timber stands to produce maximum timber fiber consistent with aesthetics 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	 Increase and improve wildlife habitat 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	 Protect and improve watersheds 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	 Create as many job opportunities for local residents as possible, considering these objectives 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	Ty Ryland and his local subcontractors are busy in his high-country spruce-fir forests with a patch-cutting program that also enhances water yield. The loggers are using a highly automated system, including a feller buncher and a log forwarder. With the recent rise in local sawtimber prices, Forbes is creating a lot of new elk and bighorn habitat. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	Bighorns are also big business. If Forbess recent $250,000 investment in genetics pays off, hunters will pay between $20,000 
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  	and $50,000 for the right ram. That money covers seven days of guided shooting. Similarly, elk hunters in this class will pay $5,000 for 6+ points (on the bulls antlers). Some simply hunt but do not shoot anything, since they are only trying to better trophies they already have. The year 1992 was Forbess best bull year ever, especially for animals in the seven- to thirteen-year-old range. Studies show that beyond nine years a bulls chances of surviving the winter decline drastically. The Forbes targets its kill on the upper and lower ends of the age distribution, whereas DOWs goal on public lands is to hit the middle. On Colorados public lands, an in-state license costs $30. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	The Forbes ranches have 120 bighorns, 3,0004,000 elk, and 6,0008,000 deer. Big bucks go for $3,250. After a recent and bitter statewide referendum over spring bear hunting, the ranch stopped its bear operation altogether. Bears brought $2,000. The ranch could produce twenty fall bears per year on a sustained basis, but elk and deer pay so much better that the bears are not worth the trouble. The many mountain lions on the ranch bring $2,500 for a hunt. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	Ty Ryland is aware of the problems winter-driven elk and deer can cause for farmers below him, who counted 1,500 elk in their oats on a recent winter morning after a hard blizzard. In a deal with DOW, Ryland feeds the elk ninety bales of hay per day. He grows 400600 tons per year just for elk. He leaves his second cutting of alfalfa down for the elk. He also salts at key areas all over the ranch to distribute animals and to enhance reproductivity and antler growth. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	Government is the major employer in the San Luis Valley, where unemployment can run to 40 percent. After Adams State, the local college, the Forbes ranches are the next biggest employer, producing fifty year-round, full-time jobs. Locals are particularly fond of one Malcolm Forbes nugget: Nepotism is okayif you keep it in the family. Like Ty Ryland, most Forbes employees grew up together on the ranch and inherited their parents jobs. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	Ty Ryland has a long waiting list for his elk hunts, so he can pick and choose his clients, eliminating bad apples as he goes along. As mentioned previously, wildlife produces 75 percent of the income of the ranch. Even so, with subdivision sales on the wane, annual revenues (about $1 million) are less than expenditures by a few hundred thousand dollars. The Forbes family subsidizes the 
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  	Forbess operation. Recently, the Forbes dedicated a new lodge designed to expand into the convention and seminar business in the range of forty to sixty guests. If that succeeds, it will add ten new full-time, year-round jobs. A blue ribbon trout stream will form part of the program. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	In Colorado, the state still owns and closely controls wildlife. That was Aldo Leopolds idea, and for the early part of the twentieth century, it was a good one. Today, however, state and federal governments compete to see who can move more slowly in implementing endangered species recovery and ecosystem management. In contrast, big private ranches show the way toward economically and environmentally responsible regulation, restoration, and rehabilitation. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	Would the Ranching for Wildlife Program ever consider cutting a different sort of deal? Everyone in the Sangres understands the value of elk, dead or alive. Today, elk. Tomorrow, tomorrow why not wolves? Why not market a healthy population of wolves, whether as watchable wildlife or as huntable wildlife? Why not a population of wolves so healthy that it fears us, its fellow predator? Why not a market for a huntable wolf? If the alternatives are black markets and government-sponsored mediocrity, then why not put the Sangres on the mapand in the marketin a way that links cultural and biological diversity? 
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SAVING WESTERN TOWNS: A JEFFERSONIAN GREEN PROPOSAL.
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  	Angry as one may be at what heedless men have done and still do to a noble habitat, one cannot be pessimistic about the West. This is the native home of hope. When it fully learns that cooperation, not rugged individualism, is the quality that most characterizes and preserves it, then it will have achieved itself and outlived its origins. Then it has a chance to create a society to match its scenery.
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  	Change often comes harshly to the high basins and ranges of the West. Today, the American West of small towns and sprawling ranches is caught between two growing forces endangering its traditional existence. The political and cultural impact of environ-mentalism endangers traditional ways of work. The growing influx of urban transplants fleeing our crowded and turbulent cities threatens traditional cultural values and modes of life. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	Complicating this cultural, economic, and demographic upheaval is the considerable tension among these new groups. Even as they stand united against many of the Wests traditional extractive industries, each wants to impose its own contrasting vision on this land. One seeks to restore nature, the other to adapt it to urban values and pursuits. We are witnessing today a three-way struggle for the West, one among the traditional residents, environmentalists, and urban immigrants. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	The many rural people attracted to the Wise Use Movement are motivated largely by a legitimate desire to save their way of life and an understandable concern that the changes taking place throughout the West may soon leave no room for them. For these people, bumper stickers touting the goal of getting cattle off the 
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  	range and loggers out of the forests do not build confidence in the future. Neither do environmentalists seeking to vest greater authority over local life within bureaucracies housed in Washington, D.C. Nor do rising land values and property taxes, inexorably bid up by an influx of relatively affluent immigrants seeking greater environmental amenities for themselves. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	At a time when the Wests traditional extractive industries are not doing well, rural Westerners are prone to look for scapegoats, and the logical ones to pick are those most critical of their way of life: environmentalists and urban transplants. Wise Use rhetoric and horror stories about takings along with various conspiracy theories alleging unholy alliances of New Agers, Trilateralists, Theosophists, Satanists, and Deep Ecologists appeal to people who believe their way of life is threatened. Fear rarely clarifies the mind. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	But we need to ask ourselves whether those feelings of fear are reasonable in their concerns, however mistaken their diagnosis. I believe they often are. Too many of those seeking change or re-form in the West do so with scarcely a thought to the impact of their proposals on the people already living there. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	Caught between the proverbial rock and a hard place, the cultures of the rural West are being systematically pounded to dust, even though hardly anyone intends this outcome. No wonder a backlash has emerged. But in its current form, this rural populist backlash will help neither the residents nor the environment. It is rooted in a misunderstanding of the crisis confronting the Wests rural and small-town residents. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	Because few intend this outcome, we have the possibility of preventing it. We have an opportunity for the environmental community to offer something positive to the average resident of the rural West, something that will also help the natural environment. This chapter suggests what that opportunity might be. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	LOVED TO DEATH
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	One incident in the early 1990s made a strong impact on me. I am an artist, and for several years in July I sold my artwork at Jackson, Wyomings, Mountain Artists Rendezvous. Artists and craftspeople come from all over the West to set up booths in a small churchyard, selling a variety of handmade goods to both residents and tourists. Set up next to my booth was a young man who 
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  	had been born and raised in Jackson, surely among the Wests most beautiful places, but who now had to live in Rock Springs, Wyoming, which surely is not. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	Jackson, like Colorados Aspen and Telluride and Idahos Ketchum, is rapidly becoming a playground of the relatively rich. The wait staff, cooks, mechanics, guides, and others who provide essential community services are paid very little and often have to commute long distances because they can no longer afford to live in the communities many of their parents once called home. Some even live across the state line in Idaho, driving the twisting road up over Targhee Pass to get to work. They have become long-distance commuters in one of the wildest places in the lower forty-eight. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	Of course, Jacksons growth is progress of a sort. Prices for land and houses are constantly rising, and by some peoples criteria that is a positive sign that things are better than before. Which may well be true if you now live in Jackson and can drink coffee lattes, whereas earlier you lived in Cleveland and could not. I am not criticizing those who have moved to Jackson to make it their home Id welcome the opportunity to do so myself. But a problem is concealed here, the answer to which may hold great hope for both rural Westerners and environmentalists while not freezing others out from the opportunity to live in Gods country. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	Although urban newcomers bring beneficial changes to the rural communities into which they move, they also bring one change that is not at all beneficial. They tend to increase the costs of living for everyone in their newly chosen homes. Traditional residents of western towns that have been discovered are often the losers from this impact of new residents. Many original inhabitants live on relatively low incomes. The discovery by others of the beauties of their community proves a very mixed blessing. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	Rising prices and taxes ultimately force out many of the original residents or their descendants. This process is the rural equivalent of urban artists low-income neighborhoods gradually turning into pricey residential zones, largely because of the artists and the mostly uncompensated cultural opportunities they provided. In the process, economic pressures force the artists to move elsewhere. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	It is reasonable for people to want to sell their land and houses to newcomers for more money than they had ever imagined possible. In economic theory, higher prices ration access as places become more attractive, guaranteeing that the resources will be put 
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  	to the most valuable economic use. But in some cases this process doesnt work quite the way the theory suggests or the way people might prefer. Like human life itself, the central concern of the rural West may not always be with putting homes and communities to their most financially lucrative use. It is one thing to want our property to appreciate; it is quite another for that to be our only concern. To the extent a place is home, it is not a financial investment. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	THE BEAUTY COMMONS
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	Let us set aside the interests of rural and small-town inhabitants for the moment, although I will return to them. I want to look at what the newcomers want. One of the main things buyers of houses and mini-ranchettes want is natural beauty; what they buy is land. What makes the parcel of land valuable is more often the beauty that surrounds it than the beauty of the parcel itself. Malcolm Forbes could buy whole mountains, but most people are limited to ranchettes. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	There is nothing very striking about an empty lot. Few will pay much for 5 acres of sagebrush. But if its surroundings are beautiful, they will pay. An essential part of the beauty that surrounds rural western land is its undeveloped character. Here lies a dilemma and a paradoxand perhaps ultimately an opportunity. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	Karyn Moskowitz and Randal OToole point out in Transitions: New Incentives for Rural Communities that under current patterns of land ownership, beauty is a commons. As such, its fate is all too easily subject to the tragedy of the commons: Everyone will be tempted to overuse the resource, thereby degrading it, because if they dont, someone else will. In this sense, scenic beauty is like the oceans that are being overfished. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	Even if everyone who fished for a living knew the seas were being overfishedand most doeach would still be tempted to continue, because there is no way to prevent others from taking any fish he or she might leave for building future stocks. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	An analogous outcome happens to scenic beauty. Everyone agrees that extensive real estate developments ruin scenic beauty. But those who first develop an area will reap enormous profits, because its relatively unspoiled state will attract many buyers willing to pay high prices. The longer someone refrains from develop- 
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  	ing his or her land, the more that person will contribute to the value of adjacent developments, which benefit financially from their neighbors unspoiled property. Further, in time, the profits from additional development will fall as saturation is approached. Those who hold off on developing will gain less financially than those who enter the game early. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	This is not the end of the story, however. As property values ratchet upward, property taxes follow suit. Property taxes are not based on actual use but rather on the most profitable potential use of a piece of land. People are penalized for not developing their land. As population increases, more pressure is placed on the remaining original owners to pay for additional roads, sewers, schools, and the likeeven though their income has probably held steady. Zoning is an uncertain protection, both because zoning boards are vulnerable to political pressureparticularly when large amounts of money are involvedand because many residents are rightly concerned with the ethics of telling others what to do with their property. Long-time residents find themselves forced to sell because they can no longer afford to live in the communities where they and their parents were raised. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	In short, the existing rules of the game almost guarantee the overall degradation of beauty and a financial disadvantage for those who stand against development pressures. Only those who sell and develop win under such an arrangement. But they win at their neighbors cost. Doubters need simply drive from Glenwood Springs, Colorado, to Aspen or explore the dismal miles of cabins along U.S. 191 from Bozeman south to Yellowstone. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	ENVIRONMENTAL PROBLEMS
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	Environmental problems grow as well. Not only does increasing population pressure put added stress on water tables and water quality but the abundance of homes backed up against national forestland intensifies human conflict with wildlife. For example, cougars do prey on children. They dont do it often, but parents in an area where cougars live understandably dont want them to do it at all. Big cats and other significant predators are not trustworthy neighbors to anxious parents. Defenders of Wildlife can offer ranch-ers cash inducements to have breeding wolves on their land, but young parents will prove a much harder sell. Yet, when the preda- 
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  	tors are extirpated, elk and deer become nuisances and worse. Soaring ungulate populations are no better for the land when they are elk than when they are cattle. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	As the east side of Rocky Mountain National Park demonstrates, extensive human habitation disrupts normal migration patterns of animals such as elk, thus intensifying grazing pressures in the area where they live. This leads to the destruction of habitat for other animals and plants and, ultimately, for the elk themselves. Imported urban values often make it politically costly to take the measures necessary to reduce burgeoning population pressures. Ignorant of natural processes, new residents dont want their elk and deer hunted. Boulder, Colorado, has the highest population of deer per acre in the state. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	The ecological wisdom of letting some wildfires burn comes into conflict with homeowners natural desire that the burn not include their cabins. Yet, it is well-known that indefinite fire suppression makes for bigger and more destructive fires when they do come. Fire suppression also ultimately increases the damage of beetle kill, as is evident in so many places in the Rockies. Fragmented but numerous parcels of privately owned land incredibly complicate the task of implementing a wise fire policy. This problem has been analyzed exhaustively in Karl Hesss Rocky Times in Rocky Mountain National Park. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	The transformation of western towns is therefore one of the knottiest dilemmas facing those who desire that both the beauty and the environmental health of an area be preserved and that the livelihoods of its human residents be harmonized in a good way with the interests of its nonhuman residents. Ultimately, such change threatens both the environment and traditional residents, even though the new residents are attracted by both natural beauty and an inviting small community. Clean air, grand views, low crime, and an easy pace of life attract themand in coming they often undermine the very values they seek. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	ECONOMIC TRANSFORMATION
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	Even if urban refugees werent pouring into many western towns, the way of life of original residents would still be threatened. There has been a long-term decline in the health of traditional extractive industries such as logging, mining, and even farm- 
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  	ing and ranching. This decline accelerates the financial pressures on original residents who are dependent on those industries for their livelihoods. The decline is unlikely to reverse itself. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	In contrast to doomsday environmentalist predictions, the price of raw materials continues to fall. Recycling, substitution of abundant materials, and increasing efficiency in use have combined to produce a long-term slump in mining. Mining on federal land now accounts for about 3 in 10,000 western jobs. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	Despite its rhetoric extolling private property and individualism, much of the traditional western economy would disappear or change beyond recognition if political subsidies were withdrawn. Outside the Northwest and perhaps the Black Hills, many forestry practices in national forests make no economic sense. They serve more as an environmentally destructive form of rural welfare. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	Farming often depends on subsidized water, and political pressures from cities and environmental concerns alike are increasing the likelihood that these subsidies will be cut substantially. If farm-ers have to pay the full cost of the water irrigating their hay and alfalfaboth water-intensive crops with low economic value per acreagriculture will change, and it will change to the detriment of ongoing practices and traditional practitioners. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	Western ranching operations are equally vulnerable. Small ranches in particular may not survive economically in the absence of subsidies, according to a study by New Mexico State University. Their subsidies, like agricultural subsidies in general, are under hostile political scrutiny and may be cut for the fiscal goal of a balanced national budget. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	Even if subsidies were assured, many industries would often change in ways that threaten local western culture and economies. Both logging and mining are continually substituting machinery for labor. They are constantly eating away at the number of jobs they offer those in the rural regions they serve. In turn, the jobs created by greater efficiency through mechanization are concentrated everywhere except within the local communities in which resource extraction provides the employment base. Moreover, extractive industries owned by faraway corporations would be unreliable supports for the future of western communities even if spotted owls bred like jackrabbits and salmon spawned on dry sand. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	Because extractive industries have long dominated the economies and politics of western states (a ruling cabal tagged Lords of 
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  	Yesterday by Charles Wilkinson), they are well situated to prolong their influence through privileged political access. But in doing so they undermine the long-term well-being of the rural and small-town West. The reasons are manifold. Often, their activities are economically unviable, being dependent on subsidies and privileges; further, they so scar and disrupt the landscape that other economic uses that depend on a healthy environment are discouraged. And it is precisely those nontraditional activities and values that hold the greatest hope for a decent and sustainable prosperity for western communities. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	Of course, in the short term many rural residents are dependent on older extractive industries. Loggers in northern California know they are cutting themselves out of a jobbut it is the only job theyve got. And for those who still have them, the jobs pay well. Yet, by cutting timber indiscriminately the natural beauty that is one of the regions endearing assets is systematically degraded. Logging companies even object to rules that prevent erosion that destroys salmon runs. But recreational and commercial salmon fishing is an industry that has, or had, the potential of being perpetually renewable. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	Ranching is in little better shape. Grazing permits virtually force ranchers to overgraze. Ranchers who fail to fully stock their BLM or Forest Service lands risk losing their permits. The catastrophic business implications of such policies are ameliorated by the Emergency Feed Program, which provides subsidized feed for cattle when drought years reduce the lands carrying capacity. Of late, drought years have been more common, and there is no incentive to use the land lightly during good years to prepare for drier ones. Yet despite all this aid, the vast majority of the nations beef cattle come from the East, not the West. In the absence of subsidies, many ranchers could not survive; with subsidies, the land deteriorates. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	The short-term economic interests of many rural residents are in conflict with their long-term interests. This is not surprising. Long-term interests can only be pursued when there is a roof over ones head and food on the table. There is a catch-22 dilemma here, one that holds opportunity as well. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	HARMONIZING LAND AND PEOPLE.
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	Our task is to harmonize the health of the land with the wellbeing of its human inhabitants. Both sides of the equation are es- 
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  	sential. The traditional dichotomy that pits rugged individualism against government bureaucracy is not leading to solutions that make anyone happy. Environmentalists and Wise Users alike tend to see the battle as one between the ethics of individualism and the government. Each picks a different hero and a different villain. By fighting such a simple-minded conflict, neither side is likely to see opportunities where both can gain. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	Fortunately, big government and rugged individualism are not the only alternatives for addressing political and environmental issues. Lost from sight in the traditional win-lose perspective is the local community, that network of human relationships within which even self-proclaimed individualists can live a satisfying life and from which the ethic of public civility and cooperation emerges. As Missoulas mayor Daniel Kemmis so aptly observes, Cooperation is a third, largely ignored, alternative. In Community and the Politics of Place, he argues eloquently for solutions to the problems of the West that are rooted ultimately in the regions communities. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	Traditional political solutions frequently make matters worse rather than better, as Kemmis realizes. That is why he relies so heavily on common sense to win out, especially when Westerners realize that antagonistic approaches do not work and cooperation will. But cooperation is not an inexplicable quality possessed by some and not others, nor can it be taken for granted. More than one society has turned down cooperation in favor of mutually ruinous conflict. Cooperation can be encouraged or discouraged by the larger institutions that channel how we act to attain our goals. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	Part of the agony of change in the West today is that its dominant institutions reward domination and penalize cooperation. This sad thread runs through the Wests history. Those who currently dominate will fight to stay on top; those on the bottom will fight to get on top. Community and common sense are victims of the struggle between two half rights. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	To encourage the triumph of peoples good sense, we should create institutions that, without penalizing anyone, make it easier for people to see how they can gain by cooperating. I believe a lasting solution rests on creating basic institutional frameworks that promote cooperating with rather than defeating those who might initially disagree with us. In the past, the harshness of the western environment often promoted neighborly cooperation. But the harshness of cold winters and burning droughts, which everyone 
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  	can understand, is being replaced by the harshness of impersonal economic and political forces, about which even the certified experts cannot agree. The greater complexity of modern life, even in the rural West, erodes that sense of everyone being in it together, particularly between traditional residents and new arrivals. And environmentalists are usually seen as part of the problem, an attitude that is often reciprocated. Because our political system enables people more easily to stop others proposals than to succeed with their own, a fragmented situation guarantees that the costs of any success by anyone will be very high indeed. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	But we can at least begin to get a sense of what a common solution to the crisis confronting the West might look like. For starters, we can see that such a solution requires that surviving extractive activities be pursued in harmony with both environmental values and newer human demands, such as living in areas of natural beauty. Further, the well-being of all three communitiestraditional Westerners, new arrivals, and the land itselfneeds to be harmonized. All have something to be gained by moving beyond conflict to cooperation. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	There are, I believe, two strategies that hold promise. One has already worked; the other fills a hole left by the first. Both, in turn, lead to solutions that can help harmonize the human and natural worlds. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	REGIONAL DEVELOPMENT TRUSTS
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	A strategy that has already worked involves land trusts designed to hold conservation easements. An easement is a selected right to use the land. When we own land, what we actually own is a bundle of transferable rights. Often, we sell or lease some of those rights while maintaining ownership of others. Examples include restrictive covenants and leasing property to individuals or groups. We can divvy up our bundle of rights in many ways. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	Conservation easements (which restrict land development and subdivision) can be purchased or donated. They allow the original owner, who continues to possess all other rights, to use the land in any way that is harmonious with the terms of the easement. The original owner can sell the landat least those rights he or she continues to ownto a second party. That owner, in turn, is subject to all of the constraints of existing conservation easements. The 
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  	result is protection of the land from uses not in keeping with conservation values. In doing so, the financial value of the land to would-be developers falls to nothing. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	For owners who wish to live on their land and to farm or ranch it in the traditional way, the financial advantages of conservation easements are substantial: They keep property taxes low. At the same time, easements allow owners to will their land to heirs without the land being subject to crippling estate taxes. This may be their most important value, for it helps keep land in the family across generations. In both cases, the lands value is calculated on the existing use (which is restricted by easement) rather than the more profitable potential use (which is market driven). Finally, if the easement is donated, the value of the rights transferred can be a major tax deduction. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	This approach has been successfully applied to preserving ranch-land in Colorado, California, and other western states. But its potential for preserving a region in a way that serves its present inhabitants has just begun to be explored. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	Karyn Moskowitz and Randall OToole have developed a detailed proposal based on local community ownership of easements for Wallowa County, Oregon. In their plan, New Incentives for Rural Communities, residents who participate would continue to individually own their acreage and have the right to continue traditional land practices. However, they would only own their lands developmental rights collectively in their capacity as a community. The developmental rights would be owned and handled by a managed commons. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	A Wallowa Recreation Company (WRC) would buy conservation easements, paying for them partially with shares in the new company. These shares would ensure that each resident would have an equal say in decisions over the use of commonly held rights. According to Moskowitz and OToole, residents of the county would initially have one voting share each, but later they could purchase more if they wished. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	The WRC would oversee recreational development on the land. Because all shareholders would benefit from the profits gained from recreational use, the commons problem is solved. Unlike fragmented ownership, no one would be penalized for trying to maintain the traditional way of life. At the same time, income from the recreational projects that are developed would benefit all residents. 
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  	Owners would not be required to sell to the co-op, but those who did would be in a position to maximize their influence over the long-term environment in which they live. Further, if holdouts were tempted to sell to outside developers, local residents would still have the zoning weapon to bring development under control. Yet zoning, compared to a WRC, is a blunt instrument that encourages conflict, ill will, and legal battles costly to all, as many communities have discovered. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	Although recreational development can cause environmental damage, the framework proposed by Moskowitz and OToole maximizes the incentives for careful planning and wise balancing of environmental quality with new uses that can maintain the areas economic vitality. Because everyone benefits from the new uses, developments will be placed in fewer locations. The incentive for crowding and jumbling will be far less than that under the current regime of fragmented development. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	In addition, OToole and Moskowitz claim the WRC will do more than just create new recreation-based jobs for local residents: As more visitors come to the [Wallowa] valley, residents will find local markets for their produce, crafts, artwork, guiding, and other products and skills. This will lead to much more income per job than the stereotypical recreational job. Further, even the incomes of those with lower-paying jobs will be augmented by share dividends. The authors emphasize that what they propose for Wallowa County could work in many places, including almost anywhere that is threatened by the problems I have described. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	The authors also recommend that the Forest Service charge for recreational use of nearby national forestland as a necessary ingredient to their proposals success. If the Forest Service did so, the recreational value of private land would also be enhanced. But even in the absence of such reforms, the broad principles they develop would still hold true. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	For those whose environmental stand is infused by concern for the tragedy of the commons, this approach may seem contradictory. But Garrett Hardin was concerned with the fate of the unmanaged commons, whose resources were open to any taker. Commons can be unmanaged, like the oceans fisheries, or managed, like the recreational easements held in common by WRC shareholders. If managed, they can be ill managed, as is the present case with Forest Service and BLM lands. Or they can be well man- 
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  	aged. The evidence suggests that local communities can manage a commons and do so effectively. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	In fact, when local communities are able to manage their commons, their record for wise and sustainable resource management dwarfs the best records of governments and corporations. Many examples exist worldwide of small communities managing commonly held resources for enormous lengths of time. Swiss and Japanese mountain villages have maintained their woodlands and mountain meadows for over 700 years under cooperative management. In some instances, Spanish villages have managed their irrigation systems successfully for a period that pre-dates Columbuss arrival in the New World. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	If the Moskowitz-OToole plan has a weakness, it is the suggestion that voting shares be ultimately apportioned in keeping more with a corporation than a cooperative. The problem with this recommendation is simple. When voting-share ownership is proportional to investment, a minority with greater financial clout will be tempted to outvote a majority who may be less interested in maximizing financial returns and more interested in preserving the ambiance and integrity of the community. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	This democratic imbalance would most likely occur in the early stages of the WRC, when shares are relatively inexpensive and residents will be unfamiliar with how the project will ultimately work. For this brief period, the risk is present that outside money could buy a controlling interest. Moskowitz and OToole suggest keeping ownership in the hands of local residents for five years before allowing outside interests to buy in. I believe it would be even better if ownership could be held by local interests indefinitely. We should remember that at one time the residents of Owens Valley, east of the Sierra Nevada, owned their water rights. Today, Los Angeles owns those rights, and as a consequence Owens Valley is economically, ecologically, and socially devastated. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	To be sure, if an outside corporation got controlling owner-ship, development would likely proceed more sensitively than would be the case with fragmented ownership. But a major reason for instituting a community-owned recreation agency would have been defeated. A wiser tactic, in my opinion, is to keep voting shares as a cooperative arrangement and to allow only the selling of preferred stock and bonds to raise additional capital. Preferred stock, which pays dividends but does not convey the power to vote, is comparable to a bond that pays variable interest. 
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  	There is a long history of successful community and regional cooperatives, both in the West and around the world. Unlike purely economic organizations such as corporations, cooperatives combine economic accountability with other values important to their members. It is this tradition and not corporate enterprise that holds the greatest hope for integrating the various values that could strengthen and sustain a socially and ecologically viable West. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	COMMUNITY COOPERATIVES
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	Land trusts preserve the land and the ways of life tied to the land. A similar strategy can preserve the towns of the West. As with the land trust, this strategy seeks to transform something that is valuablebut at risk because it is currently unmanagedinto a commons over which the community can exercise influence and preserve and enhance its value. This unmanaged commons is the quality of community life. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	What attracts people to a community is often the quality of life there, something that is the unplanned and spontaneous outcome of the many people who make a town a home. But those very charms can lead to a communitys undoing, as has often been the case. The task is to enable those who value their homes to find a way to protect their community without turning it into a museum. A community cooperative is one way to do that. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	Although I believe such a proposal would be good for any small town or neighborhood that has long-term residents, it is probably practical only in communities where population and economic pressures are decisively threatening the quality of life. These forces both provide a motive for changing the way things are done and enhance the means for doing so. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	A small community such as Mt. Shasta, California, Springdale, Utah, or Driggs, Idaho, can create a community residential cooperative. Its purpose would be to leave each resident in charge of his or her private life, as was the case before the cooperative was created, but to enable the community itself to make decisions about large-scale changeschanges that are beyond the individuals control but that deeply affect the individuals way of life. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	Residents who wanted to participate could transfer develop-mental rights to their homes and land to the cooperative in a fashion analogous to the Moskowitz and OToole plan. They would 
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  	receive, in turn, shares of preferred stock and one voting share. Their homes would remain theirs to keep or to sell. Alternatively, they could turn their homes and land in toto over to the cooperative in exchange for voting and proportional preferred stock. They could then lease their homes back from the cooperative for a nominal annual paymentsay, $1 per year. In a sense, they would be both landlord and tenant. In either case, voting would be democratic, and financial return would be proportionate to total investment. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	The chief difference between the two approaches of partial and total divestiture is that the second approach, although it appears more risky, in fact gives residents greater control over the direction of change their community will take. Simply turning developmental rights over to the cooperative will keep the communitys residents vulnerable to being penalized by rapidly increasing real estate values. If the cooperative owned the land outright, however, it could rent or lease housing for whatever amount it wished, probably subsidizing permanent member-residents through profits from commercial development. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	Along with voluntary membership, the cooperative would grow by leasing or renting out property it acquired through purchase from willing sellers. If the co-op wished, it could develop the land further to raise income for the community as a whole. Houses could be sold, with the co-op retaining development rights, just as the Nature Conservancy has successfully done with offshore barrier islands on the East Coast. Or new residents could lease or rent from the co-op. Leasing and renting would constitute the co-ops strategy for developing commercial property as well. As the values of housing and cooperative income rose, the value of the preferred stock would increase. New stock offerings would raise needed capital. The entire community would benefit as land and stock values increased in this fashion. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	Whether the cooperative rented, leased, or sold shares to newcomers would depend on what its members wanted to do and how they reacted to public demand for living in or simply visiting their community. The communitys relationship with the marketplace would no longer be one-sided, controlled by external pressures for development. Substantial and robust local veto power would be held over the otherwise irrepressible forces of economic demand and the subsequent dis-economies of the tragedy of the commons. 
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  	When members moved away, they could keep or sell their preferred stock. Voting stock could either be linked exclusively to residency or be allowed to follow the departing member. To the extent that the cooperatives purpose is to maintain community control over its fate, it makes more sense to link voting shares and membership to residency alone. Income-earning potential would then be left to the preferred shares both residents and nonresidents could own. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	Once established, the cooperative would have the power to retain all profits created by inflating home and land values within the community. A wealth of immigrant experience, for example, strongly suggests that communities that can keep money within their boundaries prosper more than those that do not. Further, home and land values would likely rise faster in a cooperative environment than in one where ownership is fragmentedin part because the communitys quality of life could be preserved and enhanced and in part because more comprehensive and imaginative kinds of development would become possible. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	For example, new homes could be built in clusters, leaving large open spaces that would provide both visual beauty and environ-mental well-being. In this way, long-term residents could also over-see the fiscal integrity of their cooperative by making sure the prices of all new homes included the costs of providing additional utility, police, and infrastructure services. Because of community oversight, development would remain highly sensitive to the wishes and needs of those who already live there. Private and public interests would be in potentially greater harmony than is presently the case. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	Attractive leases to outsiders would be an interesting alternative to proliferating private summer homes. As a community becomes more popular, outside leases and rents could rise. In some private communities today, such as Californias Sea Ranch, vacant houses are rented out for weekends and longer, generating income for their owners. This same practice could be easily accomplished under the proposal suggested here, except that the income would rebound to the community as a whole. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	Such an arrangement would be good for local economic life, because there would be greater incentives for homes to be occupied than is the case with more traditional summer home rentals. Summer homes and ski cabins that are vacant for substantial portions of the year can do considerable damage to the communities 
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  	in which they are located. A co-op would want to keep those assets occupied as much as possible, even if off-season rates simply broke even, because occupancy (unlike the case with private owners) would benefit communities economically because of visiting residents other expenditures. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	Profits from leases and rents paid by those who make seasonal or even weekenduse of co-op homes could help defray the housing costs of year-round residents. Perhaps new shares would be sold only to those who had made the community their permanent home for a few years, thereby minimizing the potential impact of those interested more in real estate investments than in community preservation. If a community decided not to sell shares to new residents, however, it might pay a high financial price for its exclusivity. Potential residents would have less reason to locate there and more reason to seek communities where their membership would be accorded equal status with that of current members. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	In all, a cooperative approach to public values would enable residents to protect and benefit from the scenic and environmental features of their formerly unmanaged commonsto preserve and savor across generations the very features that made their homes special and desirable in the past. Residents would have the motive and the means to ensure that those values were not squandered in the episodic tragedy of the commons. They would be far more likely to take a long-run view of their community and its environment than would a succession of fragmented private owners, absentee developers, or the government. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	A JEFFERSONIAN SOLUTION
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	Bigger communities, such as St. George, Utah, or Bozeman, Montana, could accomplish the same civic goals through numerous small neighborhood cooperatives. Cooperative size would be kept small to create the optimal scale for residents to be truly self-governing within their community. Small size means anyone can be heard on an issue and also limits the power of money and organization to gain access and influence. It is easy for the average citizen to have an impact when the scale is small. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	Small size also preserves flexibility, which is important when confronting the future. For example, the small town of San Juan Bautista, California, with 1,650 citizens, found itself so deeply in 
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  	debt because of traditional political mismanagement that the city manager had to lay off the entire city government. The citizens took over all essential services through volunteer effort and rapidly paid off the towns debt. No large city would be able to accomplish such a feat; the task of organizing volunteers would be too daunting. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	Most research suggests that perhaps 2,500 is the upper limit for a population in which everyone feels he or she has a say in what goes onin which leaders make up a we rather than a they. That is about the size of a neighborhood. Interestingly, this size is only a little larger than Thomas Jeffersons proposed universal ward republics as the basic American democratic institution. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	Jefferson believed government could reliably be the servant and not the master of the people only when the people were in a position to powerfully influence what their government did. Voting every few years was not sufficient. Searching for a successful model, the author of the Declaration of Independence was impressed, as were so many of his contemporaries, by New Englands tradition of governing by town meeting. Indeed, Jefferson was so enthused by the democratic process of town meetings that he called for them to be established throughout the new country. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	Today, small size may seem an anachronism. We are often enamored with giganticism, whether for its imagined economic or political potential. Yet, beyond the size of a neighborhood, there are relatively few economies of scale in city servicesmost of which tend to be labor-intensive. In short, small size is both economically sensible and politically desirable. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	Of course, a town or neighborhood cooperative is not the same as government as we think of it today; it possesses no coercive power. But much of what local government does could probably be done better if the lure of coercive power did not tempt people to gang up politically on one another. It has been frequently shown that a decision that cannot be forced often takes longer to be reached. On the other hand, once it has been made, the community is behind it, with a minimum of foot dragging and legal shenanigans. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	To the extent that town cooperatives can perform their tasks, both what they do and what they leave to traditional government will be done better. The cooperative will better serve the positive public interests of its citizens, leaving local government to concentrate on those tasks it is best suited to perform. 
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  	Voluntary cooperatives are a practical way to integrate the interests of local residents with those of new arrivals. But what about preservation of wild nature and pursuit of environmental protection? How will cougars and black-footed ferrets and red-tailed hawks benefit in a landscape of small, manageable, and self-governing cooperatives? 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	WHATS IN IT FOR ENVIRONMENTALISTS?
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	Environmentalists stand to gain considerably from residential and neighborhood cooperatives. Presently, many rural and small-town Westerners find their futures invariably entwined with Wilkinsons Lords of Yesterday, the extractive industries that have done so much to destroy the contemporary western landscape. These industries have two qualities that put them at odds with prospective long-term residents of small western communities. First, they are subject to a boom-and-bust cycle, a cycle that increasingly seems oriented toward the bust. Second, they are usually owned by corporations that have no stake in the long-term economic, environmental, and cultural well-being of the areas from which they extract their resources. Nonetheless, many local residents are tied to them economically. The residents identify their fate with that of Georgia Pacific or Anaconda or a corporate ranch. Unfortunately, this loyalty is often a one-way street. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	Yet, if and when residents become joint beneficiaries of western cooperatives of their own making, they can escape economic bondage. Alternative sources of income will open up to them. Certainly, new jobs in tourist-oriented fields may not always pay as well as extractive employment, but residents will gain in a new way as shareholders in the communities in which they live. They will have a financial stake in preserving and even enhancing the quality of life within their area. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	Just as important, residents will see more clearly the high costs of a purely extractive mode of life. The more their environment is trashed, the less its future desirability as a living placeand the more devalued their voting and capital-earning stock will become. As a rule, the more control and responsibility a person exercises over a resource, the more he or she will care for it. Conversely, the less control and responsibility people have, the less care they exhibit. This is the Achilles heel of centralized political management: 
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  	Those exercising control feel little responsibility for that from which they are disconnected and show little concern for that from which they cannot readily benefit. Arguably, absentee economic developers are more subject to the consequences of bad economic decisions than are their political counterparts. At the same time, they are also more insulated from the social impacts of their actions. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	A cooperative approach avoids the pitfalls of centralized political and economic management. By focusing control and responsibility locally, such an approach gives residents the tools to establish well-managed commons where earlier there was poor management or no management at all. Members of cooperatives will have to live with the impact of their decisions for decades. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	The unlimited possibilities of cooperative arrangements and community forms will encourage imaginative and creative innovation tailored to the specific conditions of a locale. Values many others find important, such as natural beauty, the chance for solitude, and abundant wildlife, will rebound even to the benefit of those residents less inclined to celebrate purely environmental values. They will gain not because of a newfound environmental ethicalthough that could happen, toobut because environmental amenities provided and protected by their communities will translate into general economic gain. After all, the Wests major long-term resources are wild nature, clean air, and natural beauty. Protecting them from the unmanaged commons should be in everyones interest. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	To link present residents with the interests of their communities in an effective way, we must alter the institutional structure of incentives from its current fragmented pattern of absentee economic and political ownership to one promoting genuine harmony of humans with the land. By tying the interests of the present residents to scenic and environmental values rather than to extractive industries, those now living in the West will find their livelihoods more secure and will be encouraged to better steward their homes and land. In fact, we will all be richer for such an outcome, whether we live in Jackson, Wyoming, or Oakland, California. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	Mistakes will be made, of course. But those making them will pay the costs. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	Successes will occur as well. They will rebound to the betterment of those who choose wisely, and they will encourage emulation. What better way to encourage foresight and learning? Natural and community values will be harmonized with self-interest. 
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  	What better way to protect nature and culture? The people of the rural West will have a strong incentive to protect the beauty and value of their communities. What better way to attain the hope of an indefinitely sustainable relationship of humankind with the natural world? 
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	Ring-Necked Pheasant
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SPACE.
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	Datus Proper
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	You drive up to a one-story house that is modern but not new, comfortable but not big, painted but not decorated. The house is on the lowest part of the ranch, below the wind and close to the highway. There is enough lawn to stop grass fires and plenty of running water for the fire engines, if sparks should jump across. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	Draws on each side of the house run down from blue mountains, and trout are rising in the spring creek. This is the kind of Montana ranch movie stars are looking for. If the couple who ranches the place had an income reflecting its value, they could buy me out with loose change, but Ive got the only new truck in the yard. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	Rancher John buys only pre-86 Chevrolet pickups, he says, because he can fix anything that goes wrong with them, and parts are cheap. He spends as much time working on machinery as he does out on his 5,000 acres. He does not like to incur debt for trucks and implements. A rancher saddled with interest payments has to raise the same number of cows in dry years as in good ones, he saysand Montana has lots of dry years. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	INDICATOR SPECIES
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	This is the right kind of ranch houseto make my bias explicitbecause it occupies 1 acre of Montana and protects 5,000 others from development. Space is the best thing in the universe, not outer space but space on the only earth weve got, space with grouse and elk and trout and curlews and just one human sticking up awkward from the prairie. The benches above the ranch house 
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  	are crowded with blue grama grass, prairie junegrass, and Idaho fescue. They are my kind of crowd. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	When I was growing up, we thought our space would always be protected by the decisive Montana climate, but we were wrong. The transits have already carved thousands of little squares out of land that should have remained forever sinuous. Turkey Knob is dotted with starter castles, each built higher than the last to show whos top gobbler. (I didnt say that. A realtor did, off the record.) The new occupants are chopping nature into pieces. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	There are indicator speciesthose that show whether nature is in good health. My indicators for grasslands like these are the prairie grouse: sharp-tails, sage grouse, even blue grouse wandering out from the mountains. Farther eastin the tall-grass prairieyou could add prairie chickens (another grouse). At the southern end of the prairies, add members of the quail family. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	You could choose a less demanding indicator species like the western meadowlark, which has the most beautiful song on the prairie. The meadowlark is the state bird of six prairie states, but it is so adaptable that it provides little information on the health of its habitat. At the other extreme, you could choose the curlew, which (rancher John tells me) will nest only in native grasses. No wonder curlews are scarce. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	The prairie grouse are in trouble, too, in most places. They have two strikes against them. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	First, they are members of a ground-nesting order (Galliformes) that has trouble with modern, clean-farming practices. Second, grassland birds as a group have shown steeper and more consistent, geographically widespread declines than any other group of birds breeding in North America.
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  	Earlier in the century, prairie grouse were extravagantly abundant in Montana. I have seen some of the flocks and heard numerous reports like this one from Ivan Doigs father: 
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  	You wouldnt believe the grouse that were on those slopes then. The summer we were married and went herding on Grass Mountain, all that country was just alive with grouse then. Id shoot them five at a time, and your motheryour motherd cook them at noon when the sheep had shaded up. Wed eat one apiece and seal the rest in quart jars and cool them in the spring water so wed have them cold for supper. They were the best eatin in this world.2 
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  	When given a chance, prairie grouse recover quickly. They are hardy, prolific, strong on the wing, and adapted by evolution to a habitat that is hot, cold, windy, wet, dry, and full of predators. Sharp-tailed grouse and prairie chickens even benefit from agriculture, to a point. They do well in a mix of native prairie and farmland. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	As it happens, I have worn out boots looking for grouse on both sides of the Atlantic and found Montana grasslands more productive than the moors of Ireland. The comparison is fair, because no attempt was made to manage for grouse in either case. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	In Scotland, home of Ivan Doigs father, grouse can be a landowners most profitable crop, far more valuable than livestock or grain. The essential difference is in human culturea tradition of game management (which the British are good at) and tweed suits (which the Yanks adore). On this side of the Atlantic, Messrs. Orvis and Patagonia can be counted on to provide the attire if landowners will provide the habitat. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	WHOS IN CHARGE AROUND HERE?
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	If this were 1901, we might look to the federal government to save the prairies. President Theodore Roosevelt (TR) did save the forests, at least by comparison to those in the hands of lumber companies, and his model remains persuasive (if I read the magazines and newspapers correctly). Writers, hunters, fishers, and hikers often assume that land has not been saved until it has a federal boundary. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	TRs method will not work on the prairies, however. It would not work even if we were to elect another president able to read Tolstoy on horseback. It may be, writes Jessica Matthews in the Washington Post, that we are in a transition period between the regulatory era and one in which economic signals will play a much greater role . . . [but] neither environmentalists nor the administration are ready to provide the leadership this new direction will demand.
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  	One problem with the TR model is economic. Most federal agencies are short of funds for their existing responsibilities. None is likely to get funding for intensive management of the grasslands. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	The more fundamental problem, however, is managerial gridlock. The public (and therefore Congress) does not want wildlife management in federal areas, which, like the national parks, are intended to preserve natural values. Wild animals are supposed to 
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  	be controlled by natural regulationa concept propagated in Yellowstone Park some years ago. It is not a scientific concept, although there was a time when some scientists were willing to give it a chance. Natural regulation is drawn from an older idea called the balance of nature, which is appealing as religion but does not lend itself to management of anything except public relations. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	One might look on managerial gridlock as a New-Age version of Garret Hardins tragedy of the commons. The old-style commons was free range in the strictest sense, shared on a help your-self basis. It was overgrazed because no farmer had incentive to conserve its forage. It was, in Hardins words, an unmanaged commons.
4 Yellowstone Park appears to have managers but is over-grazed nevertheless because they leave decisions on the size of the herd to nature. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	Prairies may need intensive management because they are the products of nature at its most violent. Native vegetation depended on periodic fires set by lightning or native peoples. The grouse moors of Britain still depend on controlled burns, which require hard work. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	Prairie plants also evolved under intermittent grazing by bison. On some ranches today, their effect is mimicked by domestic cattle, but that is getting ahead of the story. For now, the point is that grasslands need more than good intentions. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	For a decade now, I have been learning about my own small place. It is not a prairie but a meadow punctuated by brush, a few trees, a spring creek, and some marshy spots that, when you look closely, are old stream channels. I can call most of the plants and animals by name. I spot spray the invasive Eurasian weeds, try to keep the deer from eating up their habitat, farm in ways that suit wildlife, and help the spring creek recover from overuse by cattle. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	There was an anniversary card that read, I dont know much about sex, but I know what you like, and I am learning what my place likes. Nobody else is out here every day, watching, learning, wearing out gloves. There are crops: barley, hay, pheasants, and some big trout that are returned to the stream. (They have a muddy taste.) My family eats one or two mallard drakes every autumna small fraction of the number we produce. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	SEPARATING CHURCH AND STATE
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	This kind of thinking is objectionable to some. Wild food, they say, is not a crop, and you do not harvest it. It is a gift from God (or 
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  	nature) and belongs to everyone or to no one. When you compare pheasants to wheat, you show disrespect. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	One philosopher was an articulate participant in a conference we both attended. He had the right instincts, the right reverence. Later, he wrote that I do not want my policy [toward nature] to stand on incentives. . . . It is a moral issue and I do not decide moral 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	issues with cash.
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  	Many writers on nature have fallen into such reasoningal-though a philosopher might have been more wary. He was saying, in effect, that when an end is extremely important, one should not concern oneself with means for achieving it. Unfortunately, nature can only transcend economics if nature still exists. Nature will not be rescued without decisions, incentives, expenditures, and worn gloves. There is nothing wrong with improving wildlife habitat even if it costs moneyand it usually does. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	For economic purposes, a wild duck is as clearly a crop as the barley on which it fattens for the winter migration. Without expenditures on habitat, we will lose whole species of ducks. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	For spiritual purposes, on the other hand, a mallard is meat from Goda quotation from Aldo Leopold.6 A hunter who does not feel what Leopold felt ought to consider taking up golf. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	The U.S. Constitution was not intended as a guide to wildlife management, but it is at least a guide to thinking about nature. When you want to help nature, you have to start by separating church and state in your mind. Fortunately, the human brain is divided along constitutional lines. 
	

	

	


	
	
	Church	State 
	revealed wisdom 	science 
	myth 	history 
	Mother Nature 	nature 
	ends	 means
	 meat from God	 crop
	 natural regulation 	management




	
  	
  	

	

	
  	SEPARATING PREDATOR AND PREY
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	Another proposal for wildlifemuch newer and more radical needs to be cited here, if only to show how different it is from the balance-of-nature argument. Cleveland Amory, a spokesman for the Fund for Animals, argues that, in an ideal world, animals would 
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  	be protected not only from humans but from each other: Prey will be separated from predator and there will be no overpopulation or starvation because all will be controlled by sterilization or implant.
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  	Compare Amorys animal rights model to the natural regulation and management models mentioned previously. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	1. Animal Rights Model. Man becomes the full-time custodian of wildlife. Nonhuman animals live in habitats that are spacious and attractive (in wealthy nations) but artificial. Predators are fed by keepers. Sterilization of rabbits and ground squirrels is labor-intensive. There is no natural selection except in populations that avoid impoundment, such as rats and cockroaches. Nature is dead. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	2. Natural Regulation Model. The objective is to keep nature naturalwhich means this is not a variation on the animal rights model but the opposite of it. Man divorces nature in the belief that she can do better on her own. She gets custody of the wildlife. Man retains visitation rights. (It may or may not be significant that man and nature are among the few nouns with genders in the English language.) 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	3. Management Model. This is the centrist approach, between the other two. Man wants nature to be natural but recognizes that she cannot function as she did before the Industrial Revolution and the human population explosion. When necessary, man lends a hand. In return, nature gives him what he needs. Best man at their wedding is Aldo Leopold. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	THE INCENTIVE.
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	Farmers and ranchers are managers, by definition, and allor at least all who own their placewill remind you that they have an incentive to keep their land in good condition. This is absolutely correct, in principle. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	When a visitor wants to see the original Montana, however, my bit of it is not the place to look. The native grasses are gone. In their place is bluegrass, which tells me that cattle were once in this bottomland for long periods without rotation, cropping every blade close to the ground. Bluegrass can stand this treatment. Wildlife cant. The sharp-tailed grouse may never move back. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	Not far from Yellowstone Parks northern range is a much larger farm with prairies that Lewis and Clark would recognize. You see pronghorns on every walk. Cattle replace the bison. Many of the 
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  	grasses are native. The draws have running water for my dogs to drink, even in September, and if I look closely I might spot little native trout dashing for cover. Some of the stream bottoms and slopes are crowded with aspens of all ages. (You would not see that on the northern range, where elk and bison have eaten the young aspens and willows.) There is a good population of sharp-tailed grouse (long gone from Yellowstone). 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	On the other hand, some Montana ranches have dry draws, no brush to speak of, and overgrazed range. They are in worse shape than anything in the park. Neither public nor private ownership, then, automatically produces a healthy environment. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	Part of the problem is that different managers have different indicator species. We do not see the same things when we look at land. I see habitat for wildlife. A rancher sees habitat for cattle. Its what must be seen if he or she is going to survive. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	Cattle habitat is called range, which isaccording to the dictionaryan extensive area of open land on which livestock wander and graze. When ranchers say the range is in good shape, they usually mean there is enough grass for the cattle. Some ranchers see beyond that. Some know the range and its inhabitants, wild and domestic, with an intimacy that escapes most Americans. But ranchers may or may not have an economic incentive to look beyond cattle. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	It is hard to see what you are not trained to look for, harder still to see what you do not want to see. One farmer told me, sincerely and fervently, that cattle never harm streams. At the time we were standing within sight of a spring creek that was wide, shallow, filled with silt, and denuded of vegetation on the banks. Some cows were in the water even as we talked. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	Ranchers and farmers are human beings like the rest of us, and humans arent automatically equipped with the vision thing, as one of our presidents put it. He was not Theodore Roosevelt. Some ranchers and farmers are not Aldo Leopold, either. Even so, they can learn to live with nature, and a farm has a chance to recover. Land cut up for starter castles is not likely to become open space again, ever. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	WHAT IT TAKES
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	What follows is a personal catalog of arts and attitudes that seem to work for people, cattle, and wildlife. I will be quoting 
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  	rancher Johnwhose place opened this chapterand drawing on what others have said. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	AVOIDING DEBT
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	The pre-86 trucks and elderly farm machinery were a sign of frugality. Successful ranches and farms in Montana have a way of looking like that. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	Another farm nearby has a magnificent new tractor as tall as the housebut it was bought at auction for pennies on the dollar. The farmer who went into debt for that tractor lost his farm along with it. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	ITS WHERE YOUR PRIORITIES ARE
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	This is what John believes and what he does. His priority was to raise a family in the way he grew up. His grandparents homesteaded nearby in 1900, bought this place in the 1920s, and did not blow away in the dust bowl years, like so many others. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	Johns wife agrees on the priorities, and she is half of the team. Both of them scramble to make this place work. He has branched out of ranching into farming. She works at the local Soil Conservation District. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	Maybe one or two of the kids will want to run the place, John says. They will really have to want to make it work, though. Its not just something to try because nothing else is available. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	I ought to feel encouraged. I do feel encouraged for this generation, because they chose this life and they like it. But how long will it be til some heir wants to live like a movie star? If virtue could be transmitted by genes, the world would still be run by aristocracies. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	BEING A WILLOW
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	John knows he still has the original grass because he can see the old trail running through it, up over the benches and down through Whisky Springs Coulee. Wagons and sleighs went down the trail in the nineteenth century, hauling gold and silver ore to Fort Benton, then making a return trip with meat for the mining camp. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	The old camp is a ghost town now. Miners took what they could from the earth and moved on, leaving wagon ruts that sum up the history of Montana. It was an extraction colony, writes William Kittredge. 
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  	I dont hear John using polysyllables like sustainable or environmentalist, but I hike through grass that is knee-high and full of life. On the 600 acres I like best, he runs only forty head of cattle year-round, occasionally more in the winter. The worst mistake, he says, would be heavy grazing in spring. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	Its awful easy to think this is my land,  John says, but you grow in it. You learn to bend. You have to be a flexible little willow, not a big cottonwood in a windstorm. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	EVERYBODY CAN LIVE A LITTLE BETTER FOR IT.
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	John has added some land to his place and sold acreage he does not need on the periphery, but he wont sell the heart of the ranchits spring creek. The cows around it are not on the banks. There are swampy spots and brush in the pasture. The water table is high enough to be reached by the roots of vegetation. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	Farther downstream, after the creek leaves the ranch, it flows in a miniature canyon, 6 feet below the level of the pasture. The cattle have turned a well-watered pasture into dry land. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	A few years ago, John and some of the neighbors decided to help the stream recover. (By that time, other spring creeks in Montana had anglers on a waiting list to pay rod fees.) The Soil Conservation Service did not help, so John got an expert from the university to look at the stream and make recommendations for restoration. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	Johns wife, meanwhile, worked through the Soil Conservation District to organize the restoration project. The districtunlike the Soil Conservation Serviceis made up of local ranchers and farmers. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	There is a long way to go before the whole stream will recover its health, but movement is in the right direction. People have come to understand that water is like gold in Montanabetter, really, because gold runs out and streams flow forever, if you treat them right. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	John explains the economics of stream restoration to me. You have to take the expenses out of current income, he says, and you have to see results that justify the costs. You cannot just reason that you are increasing the value of your landnot unless you are planning to sell. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	You could fence off the whole stream, he says, but fencing is expensive, and he has plenty of chores without maintaining barbed wire. He has found he can fence intermittently, in places where he 
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  	notices that cattle are creating a problem. In other places, willows and brush protect the banks. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	John sees a lot of difference in human attitudes toward the stream now. More and more of his neighbors are learning how to help nature without spending much money, and everybody can live a little better for it, he says. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	RANCHERS DONT ASK WHY
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	The pheasants on this place are barely hanging on, says John. They need grain, tall grass for cover, and running waterall close together. They cant travel far to get what they need. Pheasants are not natives, and its hard to live this life if you dont grow up with it. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	The sharp-tailed grouse are different. Unlike the pheasant, they evolved on this land, and if they dont find what they want in one part of it, they fly to another part. They commute between fragments of habitat that are miles apart. I might find them on the benches, John says, or across the road in the alfalfa. Or maybe I wont find them at all. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	He does not ask why I want to look for the grouse. This place has been hunted by humans since the glacier went out. Johns sons are up in the hills right now, although they probably wont get close enough for a shot at an elk with their bows and arrows. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	Sometimes, the folks in starter castles ask why I want to hunt, and my answer probably does not satisfy them. Its hard to live this life if you dont grow up with it. 
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  	20

A POLITICS APPROPRIATE TO PLACE
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	Donald Snow
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	In the early years of the U.S. conservation movement, when giants like Teddy Roosevelt, Gifford Pinchot, and John Muir still walked the earth, the term conservation veered out of control for a time. So popular became the cause surrounding the wise use of natural resources that the very word conservation came to be applied to every concept in sight. By the early 1910s, there were conferences and papersseething with importanceon the conservation of the family, the conservation of manhood, the conservation of American values. You name it, it could be conserved through the application of scientific management. Everything of broad interest to society came to seem like, well, like a national forest. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	Today, we may be undergoing a similar pollution of terminology but this time related to the words environmentalist and developer. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	I remember only a few years ago when the new President Ronald Reagan declared himself in one breath a Sagebrush Rebel and in the next breath an environmentalist, too. Recall that the Sagebrush Rebels were a group of western ranchers who wanted to turn over the federal public lands either to the western states or to private, commercial interests, and you can readily see that what Reagan meant by environmentalist must have been different from what David Brower meant. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	By the same token, lately Ive been hearing environmentalists claim, in essence, that they are the true developers of the West, for the word development implies improvement and enhancement, not merely growth, and environmentalism, by working to leave nature intact, is helping to foster a new, healthy economy across the West an economy tied to the appreciation of environmental quality. The 
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  	proof lies in population growth and business start-ups and relocations into the communities that sit next to vast expanses of wild and open lands. National park gateway communities such as Cody, Kalispell, Flagstaff, and Moab are exploding, whereas many of the old hard-bitten mining and logging townsButte, Medford, Grants (New Mexico)somehow hang on by their broken teeth. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	Today, in shopping mall parking lots all over the West, you see bumper stickers that say things like Ranchers Are the Original Environmentalists or For Loggers, Every Day Is Earth Day lined up next to ones that say A Healthy Environment Is Everybodys Business. This sort of ideological cross-dressing is, of course, a sign of the times, evidence of a vast shake-up in the regions economy, polity, and sense of community. But old myths die hard. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	Traveling recently in Wyoming ranch country, I attended a meeting where a group of ranchers sat struggling with federal lands grazing issues and the feeling that they, the ranchers, were being grossly misunderstood and misrepresented by urban know-nothings. As they talked, I heard several use a term I had never heard PLOPs. They made this odd utterance with the same ease and familiarity they might have reserved for a leathery old word like saddles. When I quietly inquired, one of them spelled it out: PLOPs are People Who Live on Pavement, he said. Then he stared at me with a look that said, Guys like you. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	Well, its not that simple anymore. As the West continues to fill with urban expatriates, the rural-urban dichotomy is beginning to lose its geographic grip, if it ever had one. There are plenty of PLOPs who no longer live on pavement but rather at the end of a long dirt track up into the Bitterroots or the Sawtooths or the Cascades, where the private land ends against a wall of national forest. Or they live in towns like Montrose, Colorado, or Pinedale, Wyoming, where only a short time ago cowboy boots were more than a fashion statement. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	In Montana, where conservation easements are being used in profusion to protect private riverlands from subdivision, PLOPs are buying up ranches all over the state, slapping easements on them for the tax breaks, and living more or less like ranchersexcept the animals the newcomers are most interested in are apt to be brown trout, not black Angus. These are the folks Thomas McGuane refers to as the New Rugged: a good-looking ranch or ranchette on the Ruby River; a package from Williams-Sonoma in the postbox. 
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  	The term New West has become a cliché, but that fact does not diminish the potency of the changes now sweeping through the region. Among those changes, perhaps the most challenging of all relate to politicsespecially to the new challenges rising in the face of entrenched western interests. The tectonics of environmental politics in the West are beginning to shiftvery slowly, to be sure and that shift is causing some strange new fault lines. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	Since the mid-1970s, the West has begun to wise up to old patterns of political featherbedding that served the region very well for most of the twentieth century but that now stand in the path of efforts to make communities, economies, and ecosystems sustainable. Im speaking of the antique laws and policies legal scholar and writer Charles Wilkinson has identified with the appealing metaphor the Lords of Yesterday. These include the hard-rock mining laws and federal policies of timber and forage allocation, which, together with state and federal water laws and river development schemes, brought prosperity and growth to most of the West beginning around the end of the nineteenth century. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	The Lords of Yesterday are mostly instruments of resource allocationways of making minerals, logs, grass, and surface waters available to commercial users at low (or no) cost in an effort to speed settlement across the western region. That these policies, in their day of origin, were unique to the West speaks to the biophysical peculiarities of the region. Arid, distant from cities and markets, with inhospitable climate and terrain, the West appeared to be a region in need of special dispensation to complete the tasks of settle-ment. Beginning with passage of the Newlands Reclamation Act in 1902, Congress proved it was willing to fund the almost endless schemes and dreams of hydraulic engineers, foresters, wood products manufacturers, minerals companies, irrigation societies, grazing and livestock councils, and others in a sustained federal subsidy jamboree that historian Leonard Parrington called the Great Barbecue. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	By Earth Day 1970, it was clear to numerous scholars and environmental activists that the West had become a kind of colonial empire managed by an odd, invisible political structure many have identified as the Iron Triangle. The Iron Triangle is both literary metaphor and political reality, and those who help to hold it in place vehemently deny that it exists. 
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  	The Iron Triangle consists of three parts: federal land and water bureaucracies that control more than half of the regions land-mass, as well as its largest waterways; elected officials (representatives, senators, and governors) who can do the Wests bidding over the great national pork barrel; and local boosters of many kinds and locations who maintain a very convincing posture of, on the one hand, vilifying the federal government at every opportunity and, on the other, demanding federal benefits that cumulatively far exceed the regions combined contributions to the U.S. Treasury. Writer Bernard Devoto hung a catchy phrase on this sentiment of local Westerners toward Uncle Sam: Get out, and give us more money. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	Since Earth Day 1970, the task of breaking the Iron Triangle and repealing the Lords of Yesterday has been one of the great missions of the national environmental movement, but so far that mission has failed. Environmentalists have succeeded most in the policies of impact mitigation Congress and the states have forged into law. But mitigation is a rear-guard measure, and the environ-mental damage done by the continuing, drumlike regularity of timber sales, minerals giveaways, subsidized water delivery to agriculture, and industry has slowly but unmistakably mounted. Environ-mentalists have watched in dismay as dams and siltation destroyed habitat for salmon, bull trout, and cutthroats; as grizzly populations shrunk to dangerously low numbers; as old growth has been plundered on federal, state, and private forestlands; as the mining industry has gotten its way with cyanide leach technology virtually everywhere it has wanted to squeeze the rock for gold. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	The old, settled interests of western resource exploitation are wise to the environmentalist agenda, and they have deliberately concocted a countermovement, the Wise Use Movement, which professes to be the great guardian of the free market but is really an effort to preserve subsidized industrial development. The best way to do that is to maintain the hegemony of the Iron Triangle and the Lords of Yesterday, for together they form a kind of shadow government for all the West. Recent elections should convince anyone that Wise Use, coupled with the countrys sustained lurch toward the socialized right, has had an impact. But can it hold on long? 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	I think not, for several reasons. 
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  	First, natural resource politics as it is practiced in the West is grossly out of synch with the changing world economy. Thats not bad in itself (indeed, I do almost everything I can to be a world market nonparticipant, hard as that is), but in this case the effects on communities and ecosystems are pernicious. One of the most fascinating aspects of the regions split economy is that whereas the new economy of information and services is largely free-market oriented, the old economy of natural resource extraction continues to be heavily subsidized. Increasingly, it is a sentimental economy whose existence will depend on the continuing goodwill of taxpayers. The worldwide shift in economics seems to favor the openness and fluidity of markets and disfavor the politically charged allocations that are endemic to planned economies. The wind blows away from the subsidized West. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	Second, the federal land and water agencies have largely lost the trust and confidence of the electorate, and it will be very hard to gain much of that back in ways that will sustain those agencies in their current missions. Many environmentalists have turned their backs on the Forest Service, the Bureau of Land Management, the Bureau of Reclamation, and even the Park Service. They have seen those agencies all-too-common willingness to advocate on behalf of commercial exploiters. The century-old paradigm of scientific management has worn thin indeed. At the same time, the simpleminded antigovernment sentiment of the far right has infected many down-home Westerners who express disgust at the eco-freak behavior of agencies they once counted among their own. The agencies are getting it from all sides. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	Finally, nature itself tends to decentralize in ways that give the lie to the development-oriented conservation practiced by the federal land and water agencies. Single-interest, centralized bureaus and agencies of government may have been the proper structures to build great public works projects, such as the Columbia River dams, or to manage over the short term for steady-stream effects like sustained yield to fill in during commodity shortages. But they are the wrong governance structures to make sound long-term investments in and decisions about ecosystems and human communities in the West. Their effects on the environment are well documented and fairly well understood by the interested public. Perhaps as their apologists insist, the agencies are beginning to reform from within, but they are still massive, centralized bureau- 
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  	cracies whose missions seem out of synch with the natural systems they are supposed to steward. Business downsizing is not just a fad or an empty trend; its a response to the changing world and to new understanding. Next in line will be agencies with antiquated scopes and missions. The West is full of them. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	The innovation demanded of us now in the West is to find what we have never had: governance structures appropriate to the management of living ecosystems, including the human communities that now are such prevalent (and mostly predatory) components of ecosystems. We must fundamentally shift the locus of power and the nature of our discussions about community, economy, and the management of our still bounteous natural resources. In other writings, I have called this shift the Third Wave. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	Third Wave politics is difficult to describe with any accuracy, because the forces creating it are fluid, and the political forms being created have not yet begun to harden into institutions. Often, people fighting environmental battles on the front lines scoff at my notion of a Third Wave politics, because thats just not the way we do things. But, of course, thats what a lot of railroad owners said about airplanes. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	In an earlier article, published in the Northern Lights Institutes Chronicle of Community, I tried to trace a short continuum of recent environmental politics in the West, beginning with the practice of alternative environmental dispute resolution (known as ADR to its practitioners) through the many experiments with consensus groups now happening all over the West and ending with community-based conservation, a term I first heard in the arena of international environmentalism. Community-based conservation is an attempt to create local, culturally sensitive practices of protecting resources while recognizing the legitimacy of traditional uses and allowing the influence of new information. It has been described as conservation embedded within the human-modified landscape rather than imposed on it. I suggested that there has been a kind of mutation since 1980from ADR to community conservationand that the shift makes sense, given the changing shapes of the world we now find in the West. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	Environmentalists broke the trail toward community conservationeven if many disavow or even regret their rolebecause they rightly advocated for the democratization of natural resource 
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  	decisions, and, fundamentally, thats what community conservation is about. It fosters the notion that local people can create a base of knowledge sufficient to manage lands, waters, habitat, natural areas, and areas to be developedand that if they can somehow achieve the power to do so, they will often (but not always) rise to the task. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	This idea runs completely against the paradigm the West has lived with and relied on for around a century: the paradigm of expert-centered conservation through the application of scientific management. Delegating so much management authority to agencies filled with putative experts is hardly democratic, but because we have carefully written public involvement criteria into federal land laws, we have been able to convince ourselves that the faint base of democracy has somehow been covered. In the case of the Forest Service, scientific management has led to an agency in which 60 percent of the professional staff consists of silviculturists (who grow trees in order to cut them down) and civil engineers (who, in the case of the Forest Service, are mostly logging road designers). 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	Oddly enough, some environmentalists have been among those most deeply invested in the antidemocratic management regime exercised on the public lands. Any suggestions aimed at devolving power or land management authority to more local levelseven on a temporary, experimental basisare met with howls of derision, especially from national environmental leaders. But the federal and corporate emperors in the West these days are hardly wearing a stitch, and environmentalists who continue to defend the threadbare paradigm of remote control land management are beginning to look a bit naked themselves. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	Exxon and the Sierra Club? wrote Bill Kittredge. One looks as alien as the other. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	I have come to believe that the risk of the local is a plausible response. If we do indeed want to make real our dreams of sustainabilitythe merger of livelihood and environmental stew-ardshiplocal activism and new forms of local responsibility will surely have to be key elements in creating it. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	By the risk of the local I mean entrusting citizen councils with a major share of decisionmaking about the landsboth private and publicproximate to their communities. It is obviously a risk to do so, because Westerners have repeatedly proved amenable to 
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  	dreaming up short-term solutions to almost every economic problem they have ever faced. It is risky indeed to trust people who have a historically boomtown mentality with the future of anything. But I am not suggesting a new Sagebrush Rebellion in which federal lands are somehow given to nearby communities. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	My notion hereborrowed from Karl Hess Jr. and othersis based on the model of the nonprofit land trust with a board of directors (trustees) who grow into the responsibilities of managing large areas of land or water and who create patterns of stewardship appropriate to those responsibilities. By local, I mean locally focused, not closed to outsiders. Clearly, the national interest in public resources must be preserved, even enhanced. I happen to be an environmentalist whose twenty-five-year career in the move-ment has not convinced him that federal agencies are always, or even often, capable stewards. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	To gain an idea of how this plan may look in actual practice, consider a true example from Colorado. The tiny town of San Luis (population 800), the oldest community in the state, stands at the edge of the Sangre de Cristo Range near the New Mexico border. San Luis has always been an acequia communitya subsistence farming town that relies on irrigation water from the acequias, the ditches, communally owned and managed. If you went to San Luis during harvest time, you would be delighted by the variety of vegetables available at street-side and in the local markets. The smell of roasting chilies would sweep you off your feet. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	Without the precious water from the acequias, San Luis would no longer exist as it always has. There would still be a town, but chances are it would soon convert into a non-Hispanic center of exurbia, become gentrified somewhat like Santa Fe and Taos, and lose the strong, lovely flavor it now has. But the water is indeed in jeopardy, for it flows from the steep, high catchments of the Taylor Ranch a few miles east of town, and the Taylor Ranch is not a cattle ranch but almost entirely a private forestland. Most of its 79,000 acres are conifer-covered slopes, and all of it is owned by a timberman from North Carolinaa timberman with plans to cut and sell a lot of it. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	I have no room here to go into the fascinating details of the hot dispute between the Taylor Ranch and the residents of San Luis, but even a few words will convey the gist. San Luisians dont call it 
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  	the Taylor Ranch but rather La Sierra, their old name for a property that was once a Spanish land grant, once held in trust by the community for its own betterment and use. Around the turn of the twentieth century, La Sierra became private property, and when the Taylors of North Carolina bought it around 1970, it was closed to the traditional uses residents of San Luis had long enjoyed. There has been bloodshed over the closure of La Sierra, and there are bitter feelings today on both sides. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	But bitterness is not the final flavor of this story. Zachary Taylor wants to sell La Sierraall of itand the tiny town of San Luis wants to buy it. There are many more thousands of acres on La Sierra than the acres that form the hydrologic catchments for the acequias, and those acres are covered with Douglas fir, lodgepole pine, junipers, and aspens. The tiny headwater creeks in La Sierra teem with a rare strain of cutthroat trout, and hundreds of elk and mule deer wander the uplands. The ridgetops and peaks of La Sierra tower above the timberline and are prone to catch lightning strikes in some of Colorados most dramatic thunderstorms. The Sangres are a desert range, with all of the problems and beauties of desert mountains: They are high, dry, fire-prone, violent in their springtime runoffs, unpredictable, and extraordinarily problematic for anyone who tries to manage them. The Sangres also shelter the greatest range of biodiversity of any mountains in the southern Rockies. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	That an often deeply divided town of 800 wants to purchase nearly 80,000 acres of these beautiful headaches is the clearest example of Third Wave politics I know. San Luisians have worked up a tentative management plan for La Sierra, and there is growing excitement (and not a little fear) over the prospect that the mountains east of town may one day be returned to the citizens. They only need to figure out how to raise $20 million or more (depending on whom you ask), and the management headache will be theirs. It appears that to come up with the money, tiny San Luis may go into partnership with the state of Coloradoan act that would considerably thicken the stew of politics. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	This example happens to involve outright ownership, but remove that Sagebrush Rebellike detail, and you can see that the deeper issue is stewardship. The San Luisians intend to open a large portion of La Sierra to public access but also to keep several catchment basins closed to roading and any other form of erosive 
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  	access. They want to restore the communitys usufructuary rights (in this case, the rights to hunt, fish, and gather firewood) in some areas that otherwise may be closed to general public access, and so they have to wrestle with issues of equity, much as federal lands agency people do today. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	But the key question of motivation is the one that, to my mind, makes La Sierra an excellent example of Third Wave politics: The people of San Luis want to take on all of these responsibilities to help themselves and the general public at the same time. They do not want the woods to be cut, but they will have to face the twin-headed issue of long-term forest health and local employment. How they will meet these challenges is the stuff of realpolitik, American West style. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	And it both suits and challenges the times, these decades of rapid change in a region that has grown perhaps too fond of the words last and best. The long dependent, politically immature West needs the sorts of challenges posed by the La Sierra experiment and those represented by the dozens, perhaps hundreds, of consensus-group efforts emerging in every quarter. Labels like environmentalist and developer may slip around as they will, but the responsibilities of governance need some firm ground on which to land. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	In my farthest imaginings of new governance in the West, I am not interested in citizen advisory panels; nor am I interested in citizen input or formal public hearings or any of the normal channels through which ordinary people may comment on the decisionmaking process. I want to see experiments in which the power equation shifts radicallyin which citizens do not advise decisions but rather make decisions. Only then will the West and its magnificent endowment of public resources begin to inherit true political responsibility. And only then, I believe, will we begin to craft policies that effectively protect and allocate resources in ways that do not simply give them away to the most powerful interests in society. 
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  	21

WESTERN ARTISTS AND ANALYSTS WORKING TOGETHER
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	John A. Baden
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	The West is evolving. To become a region that merits its scenery, reforms are needed. But no reform will succeed long term if it violates fundamental principles of ecologyor of microeconomics, the study of choice under constraints. This may frustrate many would-be reformers, but thats how the world works. It is ethically and intellectually irresponsible to pretend away this verity. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	I consider economics a subset of evolutionary biology or behavioral ecology. It provides powerful analytical leverage for understanding human action. There are only a few truly fundamental principles of economics, no more than ten, but they are powerful indeed. They enable us to take some mystery out of an unknowable future. Though mere propositions of tendency, they have glacial force. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	To environmentalists, the great value of economics is the capacity it gives us to separate hopes from expectations. We might hope that people will escape their concrete expressions of basic self-interest; sometimes they do. Economics tells us that we should expect such deviations from self-interest to be transitory and ephemeral (so does Richard Dawkinss famous selfish gene). The key advantage of economic understanding, not training but understanding, is knowing that we must design social arrangements to harmonize individual with social well-being. This is the major lesson of Garrett Hardins Tragedy of the Commons. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	When we apply economic principles to problems, we can make predictions. Specifically, if the cost of some behaviormeasured, say, in reputation, comfort, or moneyincreases and the benefits of that behavior remain constant, then well see less of that behavior. For example, if litterers were subjected to the lash and branded 
	

	

	















 

  	
  	
  	
  



	




	Page 262


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	on their foreheads with an L, wed see less littering. Conversely, if landowners were rewarded for attracting and harboring endangered species rather than penalized as they are now, more species would be safe. The principles are quite simple but have profound implications. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	It is likely that the evolutionary process has hardwired these responses into our nature. People who act in accordance with these principles are more likely to do well and to enjoy a good life than those who do not. They foster survival. This is why I believe economics so understood is merely a division of the more general field of evolutionary biology. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	This ability to distinguish hopes from expectations is an important measure of practical intelligence. Those who lack it are most charitably described as naive. But some old-line paleo-environmentalists still reject economic analysis. As one said, The word economics makes me hiss like The Hobbits Gollum: I hates it, I hates it, I hates it forever . 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	But when it comes to motivating people to invest in reform, dont expect much from professional economists. By temperament and training, economists are ill prepared to communicate their knowledge. Economists are among the very few people who find calculus the most compelling form of communication. Empathy scores quite low as a predictor of prowess in the profession. Because of its detachment from spirit and its demands for only measurable values in the models, the empathetic are driven from the field or selected out of the competition. Economists prize efficiencybut no one goes to the wall for efficiency. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	Ive known sensitive people who define economists as those who know the price of everything but the value of nothing. At best, they are only half right; as Thomas Sowell observed, the variables economists can measure are not those that matter most. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	This is inherent to the nature of the world. No matter how smart, how well funded, or how powerful their computers, analysts will never put a good metric on friendship, beauty, trust, or peace. Good economists know the limitations of their discipline. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	Economists powerful analytical leverage can help us deal with problems, but only if they connect and communicate with those who care deeply about environmental quality. Most people need to know how much you care before they care how much you know. If economists are perceived as calculating, not compassionate, their value will be discounted. 
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  	Learning by trial and error is grossly inefficient. Explanation of principles by sensitive and empathetic teachers works much better. However, economists are selected for analytical skills and abstract logic, not empathy and sensitivity. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	Poets, essayists, and novelists are far more efficient engines of change. This book is largely the product of poets, novelists, historians, and essayists. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	In a series of meetings in Bozeman and Greater Yellowstone, writers explored ideas and ideals with policy analysts and a few out-lying economists. As Don Snow observed at one of our meetings, strange bedfellows make interesting children. This book is one such child. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	Such communication is something new, because the participants come from disparate tribes. Artists and analysts seldom mingle easily. Their brains seem programmed to see and process different kinds of information. A shared commitment to help build a sustainable next West, based on local communities and respect for the lessons of our history and biogeography, brought them together over several years. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	Why intermingle artists and economists? Mixing cultures is difficult and dangerous. Its a risky venture but one worth under-taking. Writers sensitize us to values and to new ways of seeing things. Analysts help us understand how we might better cooperate to realize those values. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	Yet microeconomics, the study of choice in public and private arenas, has important explanatory power. This discipline has great potential for improving environmental policy. Again, any proposal for reform that violates economic principles or the laws of nature is doomed. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	Is it ethically or intellectually responsible to remain willfully ignorant? Thanks to the work of researchers such as Randal OToole, sincere environmentalists increasingly see the value of political economy and policy analysis. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	This helps explain why environmentalists have become skeptical about utopian schemes. As smart people experience lifes successes and failures, they develop an intuitive sense of these economic principles. They recognize that there are no perfect solutions, only many competing trade-offs. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	Rejection of analysis and economic reasoning retards environ-mental reform. The success of dialogues, such as those represented 
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  	in this book, gives us prudent optimism as we contemplate the next West. 
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  	EPILOGUE.
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  	WHAT KIND OF WEST . . . AND WHOSE WEST IS IT TO BE?
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	Karl Hess, Jr.
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	Range wars are the most visible and most contentious side of life on the western range. It has been that way from the moment the first herds of longhorn moved north over the Sedalia, Chisholm, and Goodnight-Loving Trails to shipping depots on the Union Pacific, Santa Fe, and Kansas-Missouri Pacific lines. It was that way in Lincoln County, New Mexico, and Johnson County, Wyoming, and it is that way now in Nye and Catron Counties, in the Department of the Interior and the interior halls of Congress, and in every town and community where neighbors and the not-soneighborly face off in the perennial battle over what kind of West will grace the western range. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	Its hard to say what kind of West the West (at least the nonurban West) should be; it depends on whom you speak to and through whose eyes you peer. I have spoken to ranchers and I have heard and seen their vision: grassy ranges, irrigated meadows, healthy stock, places to be left alone in, and places of self-sufficiency where a way of life rooted in generations can continue to thrive to the next. Whether their vision has foundation, whether it is honest or realistic matters very little; what counts is that it is fervently believed. I have also spoken to newcomers to the rural West, affluent and once-urban immigrants who proudly boast no ties to the regions logging, mining, and grazing past. They have a different West in mind, one where trees are best left standing, where rivers are best left wild, where grass is best grazed by wildlife, and where minerals are best left in the ground. Whether their vision is foolish or fore-sighted, whether it is good or bad in some broader ecological sense also matters litte; what counts is that it fires the imagination of an increasing number of Westerners. 
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  	But there is a problem. If visions rule, and if truth is truly chameleonic, how are we to answer what kind of West our West of space should be? Can we even begin to answer something that is so immense and so inconstant; is there, in fact, no answer? Or perhaps the question is simply wrong; perhaps it begs what should beand what I believe isthe more quintessential question: Whose West is it, after all? 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	Answering whose West it is has been the business of the West since Anglo settlement. The range wars testify to that. First cattlemen claimed the West, then sheepmen stepped in with their transient herds, then homesteaders challenged the cattle kingdom, then agriculture filled the water-blessed valleys, then towns and townsfolk sprung up in the interstices, then federal agencies took root and proliferated across the landscape, and then the American people discovered the land that nobodyexcept the ranchers, the sheepmen, the agriculturalists, the rural townsfolk, and, of course, the federal bureaucracieswanted. Earth Day next arrived with dreams of cattle free by 93, only to be followed by Wise Use, cleverly attired in sheeps clothing but roaring accolades for the Wests extractive past. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	At each step of the way, the jostling of human interests, the warring of peoples visions, has compelled the West toward a singular answer to whose West this should be. From the onset, stock-men sought to monopolize western public lands by controlling water, erecting barbed-wire fences, and patrolling grazing boundaries. A century later, the sons and daughters of Earth Day countered with the Clean Water Act, miles of regulatory fences, and beefed-up agencies to patrol federal lands. But try as they might, the defending extractors, the aspiring preservers, and their common moral certitude have yielded by necessity to the reality of the western rangeto its inherent diversity and its native intolerance for the intolerance of those who would diminish its diversity with a singular human rule, be it wise use, no use, some use, or more enlightened use. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	That is why the nonurban Westthe West of basin and range is at a crossroads today. It is, as the first four chapters of this book point out, in the midst of a clash of cultures. Itmore properly, its peoplemust decide whether business as usual is to continue on the western range; whether war on the range is the best way either to accommodate strikingly different visions of the land or to quell 
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  	conflicting claims to its bounty of resources, beauty, and spiritual wonder. How we choose, the decision we make, will say much about us and everything about what kind of West our children will inherit. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	Consider the cultural diversity that persists in the West despite the tendency of all parties to vanquish one another. Go a step further; narrow the focus of your eyes to a tiny fragment of the cultural quilt, to the mores of western pastoralism. We know that cows have transformed the western landscape, probably more than all the chain saws, shovels, and river diversions combined. They have simplified the ecology of the land against the lands grain of natural diversity; they have touched more of it and had more time to perform their alchemy upon it. We can readily debate, and maybe even reach a decision on, the environmental effects of too manyor anydomestic stock on western ranges. We cannot, however, so easily identifyand separateboth the good and the bad they have imparted on our lives and on our broader western landscape. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	For cows are more than just part of western mythology, part of western behavior; they areat least in their effectsan enduring part of western ecology, a slice of diversity that makes the West, for better or worse, our West. Some of us will rejoice in thisas do Linda Hasselstrom and Drummond Hadley. Many of us will bemoan it, seeing only the expense side of the ledger and feeling only the pain and deprivation of a western culture that is ecologically shortsighted and ill disposed toward many of its own members. Both sets of emotions are part of the fountain of our passion, the partial source of our Westernness. Indeed, who among us can honestly imagine a West of passionbe it passion of anger or love where cows (or their extractive cousins) had not ranged and sometimes ravaged across its arid expanses? And without that passion, what sort of West would we have, and would it be worth caring for? Its the difference between a sanitary museum and the tear-soaked, blood-laden soil of place. Its part of belongig to a landscape that is the mix of the good, the bad, and the ugly and pouring your heart and soul into the defenseand bettermentof home and country. Certainly, the relation of passion to the West is circular, but it seems the closest to truth that I have yet to come. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	I am reminded of René Dubos, environmentalist, microbiolo-gist, and author of The Wooing of the Earth. He writes of landscapes, but in ways that may seem politically if not ecologically incorrect 
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  	to a generation weaned on the promise and mythology of untrammeled wilderness. 
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  	Some of the landscapes that we most admire are the products of environmental degradation. The denuded islands of the Aegean Sea, the rocky shores of the Mediterranean basin, the semidesertic areas of the American Southwest are regions that appeal to countless people from all social and ethnic groups, as well as professional ecologists. Yet these landscapes derive much of their color and sculptural beauty from deforestation and erosion, the two cardinal sins of ecology. . . . What we regard now as the typical Greek landscape, often stark and treeless, is the result of human activities. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	In quoting this passage, I do not mean to suggest that the West is better off because of deforestation or erosion or that cows should be celebrated because of their ecological contributions to a humanized western landscape. Indeed, the humanization of the western range began long before the arrival of Anglo-Americans and their cows; it started in the ancient pueblos of the Southwest, in the efficient hunting techniques of early Native Americans (the extinction of the mammoth being one possible outcome), and in the historical use of fire by plains Indians to create an environment suitable to theirnot naturesneeds. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	My purpose in reciting Dubos is to highlight what I believe to be one of the greater ironies of the American Westor at least an irony of passionate Westerners who are rooted in the West more by choice than by accident. What many of us love about the region is not what we see before our eyes, the physical configuration of rock, soil, plant, and creature. What we cherish is what lies behind or beyond the brute reality of aridity, searing heat, soaring winds, and chilling cold. We see in nature a reflection not so much of it but of ourselves and our desires, and in seeing our self-images we bring about, by purpose or accident, directly or indirectly, the partial humanization of nature. We are, despite our denials, stubbornly like the nineteenth-century American settlers who, in the words of Alexis de Toqueville, were insensible to the wonders of inanimate nature and [may] be said not to perceive the mighty forests that surround them till they fall beneath the hatchet. Of course, we are different today; we prie ourselves on finally seeing inanimate nature on its own terms. 
	

	

	















 

  	
  	
  	
  



	




	Page 271


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	But do we really, and are we truly different? As we debate the pros and cons of cows on the western range (or timber cutting or mining or rural subdivision or whatever stirs our hearts or inflames our souls), are we not saying less about how the West actually is or was and more about how we want the West to be or how it was in some distant, unpenetrable fog of a mythic past? Are we not, in a fashion, closing our eyes to something that is terrifying to admit that what draws us to the West is not what it is but what it can be for us and what we can make of it? Is not a ranchers love of the West predicated on some anterior pastoral vision? Is not a wilderness advocates yearning based on a personal presumption of wilderness values? And is not the West of the nouveau immigrants built brick by brick on contradictory hopes and aspirations of a western range that is pure on one hand and humanly cleansed n the other? Is not our passionour love, our angerspurred on disproportionately by both the good and the bad that the cow has brought to the land? And in the final analysis, is not the cow as totem really incidentalmerely our historical equivalent of Aegean sculpting that has molded this landscape we are stuck with and with which most of us have an unquenchable love affair? 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	Looking about the West, we find many sacred totemsperhaps too many for a landscape and a people defined more by change than by constancy. What is apparent, though, is that these totems, the creations of our visions, have left impressions on the land and its history, diminishing on the one hand and enhancing on the other the diversity around us. Looking at the world from the window of Stephen Bodios Spur, it is clear that this thing called western culture is likely more complex and far more magnificent than any of us will ever comprehend in our lifetimes. Its also clear that the West will forever resist the grasping, clasping claws of those who would define it in their own image or reduce its complexity to the simplicity of just wilderness or just a John Wesley Powell agrarian, Wise Use paradise. The characters at the Spur are everyone; they are particular, yet they are universal; they are the West. So, too, is Gregg Simonds, and so, too, are the urban, middle-class refugees who are seeking and finding home in this festering wound we call the wide open West. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	Whose West is it, thenand whose West should it be? The cow is now eclipsed by ski resorts and burgeoning eco-tourism. Ranchers are increasingly hard put to find open space as subdivi- 
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  	sions pop up where only buzzards once dared. The squealing of an 18-wheelers brakes seems to define all that is left of the brave cowboy. Progress marches onward to the bubbling, steaming beat of a hardware store turned cappuccino boutique. Yet, in the very midst of the relentless marketization of the West and the apparent homogenization of its culture, there are signs that diversity is alive and well. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	There are signs that the people of the West are moving toward a new tolerancea realization and acceptance that their land is too big and too complex to be the exclusive domain of any single person, group, or vision. They are abandoningoften more by necessity than by choicethe dream of Wallace Stegner, the impassioned belief that the West would, in its wisdom and inherent civility, create a society to match its scenery. They are instead embracing a pluralistic West, one made up of as many societies as it has sceneries; a decentralized, bottom-up West that is diverse enough to accommodate all who would stake their claim to its prairies, basins, and mountain ranges. They are acknowledging what has been the reality of life on the western range for millennia: The West is not a single place, a supra-community embracing all in its boundaries; it is a collage of places and communities (wild and human) quilted together by the thread of a common history, climate, landmass, and love. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	Westerners are answering the question of whose West it is in the only way they reasonably and consistently can. It is everyones everyone, that is, who cares and who has the passion to stake a claim and to take a stand for the West of his or her vision. This brings us, of course, full circle to the question of what kind of West it is that we seek. Is it a Wise Use West, a wilderness West, a suburban West, an RVers West, a boutique West, a vacationers West, a biodiverse West? Likely, it is all of these and more, and sometimes less. It is a more open, tolerant, and locally democratic Westa West where people of conflicting visions see the social and economic profitability of cooperation and voluntarism and where the peaceful institutions of community and marketplace provide a more superior path to happiness than the politically fueled range wars that have dominated the western range for the past 150 years. It is a West where freedom counts as much as ever but where, in the schemata of Randal OToole, the energ of that freedom is channeled into rebuilding the governing institutions of the West and 
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  	into restructuring incentives that make western citizens allies, not enemies, of the environments in which they live. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	It is a West where lone cowboys can find a niche on a landscape increasingly dominated by modem buckaroos and weekend warriors. It is a West where the price of growing steaks will be the sizzle ranchers can offer an urban populace in search of the authentic western experience. It is a West where neighbors will carve out new solutionslike grassbanks or community cooperatives or local recreational truststo old western wounds and where traditional land-use arrangementslike the Spanish ejido or commons will share space and place with daring new innovations like the Forbess Ranching for Wildlife revolution in the Sangre de Cristos. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	It is a West where the old will mingle with the new. The next West will seek and find new innovations to sustain and preserve open space, and it will do so by hitching tried and true customs to up and rising values. Most of all, the next West will be a social experiment of unprecedented proportions. As institutional and bureaucratic gridlock slows the engines of federal, state, and local governments to a mere crawl, ordinary people will do the most unordinary things. Donald Snows vision will not only come true, but it is coming true. Across the width and breadth of the American West, associations, communities, and collaborative groups are well on their way to forging democracies that befit the sceneries in which they dwell. From a visionary Third Wave politics of governance appropriate to the management of living ecosystems to a real-life Henrys Fork Watershed Council in east-central Idaho where appropriate governance is being invented, life on the western range will evolve in directions and to heights that ven the most creative minds cannot imagine at this moment. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	Writers and analysts, carpenters and innkeepers, biologists and land managers, computer whizzes and modem trekkies will stretch the envelope of the western range. They will, like the riders on the bygone open range who protected pasturage for their stock, bring closure to the wars of the West. They will find and build on a lonely patch of grama-grass prairie, in a basin of sagebrush and wheat grass, on a fortress hill of pine and fescue, and in the cool riparian shelter of a Southwestern canyon a range of Wests that are place, home, and community. They will stake their claims to what has been a visionary landscape and by the strength of their husbandry bring it gently but firmly down to earth. 
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  	Rocky Barker is the author of Saving All the Parts: Reconciling Economics and the Endangered Species Act (Island Press, 1993). He is also environmental writer for the Idaho Statesman in Boise, Idaho, where he lives with his wife, Tina, and three children. 
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  	Stephen Bodio is the author of six books, including Querencia (Clark City Press, 1990) and Aloft: A Meditation on Pigeons and Pigeon-Fly- 
	

	

	















 

  	
  	
  	
  



	




	Page 276


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	ing (Pruett Publications, 1993). His new collection of essays, At the Edge of the Wild: Passions and Pleasures of a Naturalist, will be published by Lyons Press in winter 19971998. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	Gus diZerega is a political scientist by training who currently lives and writes in a small town in northern California. He is the author of many articles on democratic theory and practice, as well as environmental ethics and policy, and has been senior research associate of the Foundation for Research on Economics and the Environment. His writings have appeared in Critical Review, Review of Politics, The Good Society, Social Theory and Practice, Environmental Ethics, The Trumpeter, Public Affairs Report, Wirtschaftspolitische Blatter, and elsewhere. DiZeregas forthcoming book, Self-Organization and Democratic Politics: A Reformulation of Democratic Theory, will be published soon by Hampton Press. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	Drummond Hadley is a rancher and poet. After graduating from the University of Arizona with a masters degree in English, he worked on ranches in New Mexico, Arizona, Wyoming, and Old Mexico. In 1972 he and his family bought the Guadalupe Canyon Ranch in southeastern Arizona. He has published three books of poetryThe Webbing (Don Allens Four Seasons, 1967), Strands of Rawhide (Goliard Press, 1972), and The Spirit by the Deep Well Tank (Goliard Press, 1972)and he is working on a book of narrative poems based on the voices of the people of the borderlands. He recently created the Animas Foundation to purchase the 500-square-mile Gray Ranch, a working wilderness in the borderland country of southwestern New Mexico. He is a founding member of the Malpai Borderlands Group. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	For nearly thirty years, Linda M. Hasselstrom earned her living by working on the family cattle ranch in South Dakota and from freelance writing and conducting workshops in writing and publishing. She holds an M.A. in American Literature from the University of Missouri. Her nonfiction titles include Windbreak (Barn Owl Books, 1987), Going Over East (Fulcrum Publishers, 1987), and Land Circle (Fulcrum Publishers, 1991), and her most recent collection of poems is Dakota Bones (Spoon River Poetry Press, 
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  	Wyoming, writing from a changed perspective, but her writing still centers on the ranch she now owns. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	Karl Hess Jr. is a writer and ecologist living in Las Cruces, New Mexico. His essays and articles on the American West have appeared in publications ranging from The Wall Street Journal to High Country News to various technical and academic outlets. His books include Visions Upon the Land: Man and Nature on the Western Range (Island Press, 1992) and Rocky Times in Rocky Mountain National Park: An Unnatural History (University Press of Colorado, 1993). His current interest lies in community-based conservation and its meaning for and applicability to western environmental issues and problems. 
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  	Christina Nealson is a writer and photographer who lives near Westcliffe, Colorado. She writes for the Gallatin Writers Group of Bozeman, Montana, and Writers on the Range of High Country News. She is author of the book Living on the Spine: A Womans Life in the Sangre de Cristo Mountains (Papier Mache Press, 1997) and teaches ecology and literature at Colorado College. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	Randal OToole is an economist with the Thoreau Institute, a nonprofit research group dedicated to finding ways to protect the environment without big government. OToole has spent more than two decades reviewing government agencies such as the Forest Service, the Park Service, and numerous other state and federal agencies. He is the author of Reforming the Forest Service (Island Press, 1988). 
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  	Hardy Redd is a sixty-one-year-old rancher who regularly reads The Wall Street Journal and the New Yorker. He is an active, though liberal, Mormon (one wife, ten kids). He is an independent who believes in the efficacy of community and an almost-libertarian who believes the fundamental virtues are freedom, honesty, and chastity. He enjoys classical music, seeing a piece of land become more productive or a person gain capacity to examine and accomplish, and visiting with people who challenge and stimulate. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	Penelope Reedy, a native of Idaho, came to the American West as a ranch wife and partner in a southern Idaho cow-calf operation. Today, she comes to the West as an Idaho-based journalist, essay-ist, and poet concerned with the position and plight of women in the regions traditional rural communities. She is the founder and publisher of the Redneck Review of Literature, and her writings have appeared in a broad array of western publications, including Northern Lights. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	William E. Riebsame is associate professor of geography at the University of ColoradoBoulder. He has studied how ranchers and environmentalists perceive western range ecosystems and is tracking changing land-use patterns in the Rocky Mountains and looking at how desirable and sustainable communities can survive in a changing West. Besides numerous articles and essays on these western topics, he is general editor of the Atlas of the New West (Norton, 1997), a look at the changing geography of the American West. 
	

	

	


	
  	
  	

	

	
  	Barbara Rusmore provides consulting on public policy development, citizen involvement, and organizational management to environmental and agricultural groups and agencies across the country from her home in Helena, Montana. She pursues her lifelong fascination with the Wests struggle for democracy through activism, reading history, and occasional writing. Most recently, her writing has dealt with farmer-directed research in sustainable agriculture and its impact on public policy and agricultural practices. 
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