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Foreword



By Terry Tempest Williams





TUCKED INSIDE my copy of This Is Dinosaur, the hardback first edition published in 1955, is a pamphlet that reads, “What Is Your Stake in Dinosaur?” As it unfolds, you see that it is not a pamphlet at all, but a map with inspirational words, photographs, and vital statistics. It is also a call to action outlining what you can do.


Vivid paragraphs accompany black-and-white photographs of Echo Park and the rivers that define this place, the Yampa and the Green. “A Land of Surprises....” it reads, “where it’s hard to tell how the river will turn next. Matchless scenery, ever unfolding—sylvan corridors, enticing side canyons, colorful cliffs, wildlife at home—all these are easily, safely, quietly reachable now. The proposed 300-500 feet of fluctuating water would erase these scenes.”


As you fold the pamphlet back together and turn it over, you see in large type, “Help Prevent a Misplaced Dam in Dinosaur.” Below it reads, “America’s conservation forces are sincerely interested in wise development of the water resources of the states of the Upper Colorado River Basin; they know that wise development will not impair our enviable, irreplaceable national park and wilderness system.”


You then see the purpose of these beautiful artifacts of advocacy: “A Beautiful Book about a Beautiful Park. To appreciate fully the grandeur of one of our finest national parks, we urge you and your friends to read This Is Dinosaur edited by Wallace Stegner.” The price: $5.00.


The Colorado River Storage Project proposed by the Army Corp of Engineers is the center of these conservationists’ concern, among them the writer Wallace Stegner, the publisher Alfred A. Knopf, the biologist Olaus J. Murie, the geologist Eliot Blackwelder, the anthropologist Robert Lister, and boatmen extraordinaire Martin Litton and “Dock” Marston. Photographers punctuate the writing, Philip Hyde, Don Hatch, among them, including Charles Eggert, who made a film named after the book itself, This Is Dinosaur, as a visual companion piece produced for the National Parks Association.


Wallace Stegner was a mentor of mine. We served together on the Governing Council of the Wilderness Society and the board of the Southern Utah Wilderness Alliance. He also played tennis with my grandfather “Sanky” Dixon in Salt Lake City, Utah.


Wally believed that a writer had responsibilities beyond the construction of beautiful sentences on the page. He believed writers also had a responsibility as citizens to speak out on issues of justice. Stopping the dam at Echo Park that would compromise Dinosaur National Monument established in 1915 was among his rights and responsibilities as an American whose debt to western landscapes was large and figured prominently in his fiction and essays.


I agree with him.


In 1995, the writer Stephen Trimble and I took inspiration from this template of advocacy. When Utah’s wilderness was under siege by a hostile bill before Congress, we sought the help of fellow writers to help bring national attention to the plight of southern Utah’s red rock desert. With brilliant words by such writers as Mardy Murie, N. Scott Momaday, Barry Lopez, and Rick Bass, this tiny volume of stories we called Testimony found its way into the Congressional Record as Senator Bill Bradley from the state of New Jersey read each piece (including an essay from John McPhee, one of his own constituents) during a filibuster on the Senate floor. The bad bill was defeated. And when Grand Staircase-Escalante National Monument was established by President Bill Clinton on September 26, 1996, the president held up Testimony and said, “This book made a difference.”


This Is Dinosaur continues to instruct and inspire another generation, including the words that end Wallace Stegner’s beginning essay, “The Marks of Human Passage.” They are as relevant now in the twenty-first century as when they were written over six decades ago:




We are the most dangerous species of life on the planet, and every other species, even the earth itself, has cause to fear our power to exterminate. We are also the only species which when it chooses to do, will go to great effort to save what it might destroy.





This Is Dinosaur is a book of extraordinary effort that yielded extraordinary results.


The dams at Echo Park and Split Mountain were never built. The modern environmental era was set in motion. Activism is patriotism. Passionate engagement by citizens matters. The integrity of Dinosaur National Monument remains intact and the Green and Yampa Rivers flow freely as they did in 1955.


But threats remain. Serious threats. Dinosaur National Monument is surrounded by one of the most intensive natural gas and oil developments in the Interior West. An over flight of this area reveals an oil and gas infrastructure that appears like an exposed nervous system. A few miles south as the raven flies, America’s first tar sands mine is under construction in the magnificent Book Cliffs.


Questions must be asked if we are to maintain “the open space of democracy” and protect what our species is in the process of destroying: What effect does fracking have on the aquifer and water quality for the local community? How does oil and gas development impact air quality and human health? What responsibility do we have to the future given fossil fuel development’s increased carbon emissions released into the atmosphere that contributes to a warming planet?


If Wallace Stegner was alive in this moment, he would be asking these questions alongside his fellow contributors to This Is Dinosaur. This elegant book opens a door to what an engaged and informed community looks like, a way we might move forward with grace and integrity, drawing from both the facts of science and the imagination of the arts and humanities.


One word comes to mind: Love. May we love these lands and protect them, for their sake and our own. It is not only about our future, but the dignity of the broader community, both human and wild. We are not the only species that lives and breathes and dreams on this beautiful, broken planet we call home.


This Is Dinosaur is a powerful testament of a community who cared and in so doing, not only made a difference, but created “a geography of hope” on the page and a model of engagement in the world.


Not long ago, I visited Dinosaur National Monument. The Green River was low; cobbles once covered were now exposed. Scientists no longer are using the word “drought” in the American Southwest. We are now living in a state of “aridification.” I picked up one of the round dry stones and wrapped it with red thread. Bloodlines.


May we never forget the power of these wildlands in the American West. May we never take their beauty for granted. And may we as citizens of these United States continue to acknowledge the spiritual force they possess as they remind us through the generations what it means to be human.


Terry Tempest Williams
 Castle Valley, Utah
 November 1, 2018












Foreword



By Wallace Stegner





THIS IS DINOSAUR was originally published in 1955, in the midst of a bitter controversy. David Brower and the Sierra Club originated the idea. Lovers of the national parks contributed their skill and knowledge as text and pictures. I edited their contributions. Alfred Knopf published the result in an astonishingly short time and with small regard to profit.


Our motives were both short-term and long-term. On the one hand, we wanted to save Dinosaur National Monument from the two dams then planned within its boundaries by the Bureau of Reclamation as parts of the Upper Colorado River Storage Project—dams which would have flooded and destroyed irreplaceable scenic, biological, and archaeological resources. On the other hand, we wanted to set in brass the principle that any part of the national park system should be immune from any sort of intrusion and damage, public or private.


In my original foreword I denied that this was a “fighting” book. We only wanted to describe the treasures of natural beauty, history, archaeology, and peace of mind that lay in Dinosaur, and what the Echo Park and Split Mountain dams would destroy. But we were by no means without ulterior motives—our non-fighting stance was tactical, not strategic. We believed that if the public and the Congress knew what Dinosaur contained, the Congress, under public pressure, would remove the threat to it. So we named no enemies. We only tried to describe; and every member of Congress got a copy of our book.


As it turned out, we were right. Fighting book or not, This Is Dinosaur was an effective weapon in the first great conservation battle of recent times, the battle that consolidated several weak and diverse organizations, with their “hinterland” of interested but non-activist public, into a movement with astonishing political muscle. That movement rose up and stopped the Upper Colorado River Storage Project cold. It kept the dams out of Dinosaur, and if it had known its own strength might have kept the Glen Canyon Dam out of Glen Canyon, down the Colorado, as well. Its political strength left the Green and Yampa flowing free, left untouched the green bottoms and the colored cliffs, preserved the archaeological sites of the Fremont people, left undamaged the spawning grounds of the Colorado River Squawfish and the Humpbacked Chub. Thanks to the Sierra Club, Wilderness Society, Izaak Walton League, and other organizations and individuals, and in some small part to this book, Dinosaur National Monument is still the remote and lovely sanctuary that it was in 1955.


The barricade on which the conservation groups lined up was the National Park Act of 1916, which stated that the purpose of the national parks was “to conserve the scenery and the natural and historic objects and the wildlife therein and to provide for the enjoyment of the same in such manner and by such means as will leave them unimpaired for the enjoyment of future generations.” We wanted no precedents that would justify any sort of impairment, and we believed that there should be the same protection for national monuments, historical sites, and other elements of the system as for the national parks.


The fight that saved Dinosaur strengthened the hand of the National Park Service against the Federal Power Commission, the Bureau of Reclamation, the Corps of Engineers, and other powerful agencies eager to “develop” the water and power within the national parks. It put a damper on the ambitions of miners, loggers, graziers, and other private interests that wanted to exploit the parks for their own profit. If the Dinosaur battle had been lost in 1954–55, there would have been extreme pressure on Glacier, Yellowstone, Olympic, and other parks; and we might never have seen the General Authorities Act of 1970, which declared that all the varieties of reservation making up the National Park System are equally parts of that system, and protected by the same umbrella of law.


So is this a success story, a fable of dragons slain and dangers put down? Not quite. In 1955 Dinosaur was a remote and half-forgotten national monument in danger from federal dams. Thirty years later it is still remote, still half-forgotten, and still in danger from federal dams. But there is one difference. In 1955 the monument was in danger from dams within its boundaries. In 1985 it is in danger from dams outside. The 1955 danger was too much water; the 1985 danger is too little water, or water in regulated and unnatural amounts.


If there is one lesson that we have learned from the events of the past thirty years it is that not even a national park can maintain itself as an island. In 1980 a report entitled The State of the Parks listed dozens of threats to the integrity of the parks and other elements of the system, and most of them were threats from beyond the park boundaries, effects that migrated from unprotected land to the protected parks as hillside mud migrates to obliterate a meadow.


Thus Yellowstone is under threat from proposals to tap geothermal sources of power outside the park, with absolutely unpredictable effects on the geysers and hot springs of the park itself.


Thus Redwood and other parks are under threat from the erosion of steep clear-cut terrain beyond the park limits. Thus the water table of the Southwestern parks—the water table on which most life in that region depends—falls as groundwater is pumped, miles away, for slurry lines and mines and power plants. Thus the air of Canyonlands, Arches, Capitol Reef, Bryce, and Grand Canyon is polluted by power plants at Page and Four Corners. Any tourist can now watch rangers at Capitol Reef monitoring air pollution that they are totally helpless to do anything about. Thus the Colorado River in Marble and Grand Canyons, and the recreational boating dependent on its flow, are both at the mercy of the power engineers of Glen Canyon Dam and the peaking-power needs of Los Angeles and Las Vegas.


And Dinosaur, off the track, half-forgotten, is now threatened from above, by the Juniper and Cross Mountain dams proposed for the Yampa west of Craig, Colorado. The excuse is that water not “saved” is “lost.” The fallacy of that argument is that the life of any dam, or of irrigated land in the arid regions, is but a tick in eternity. Dams silt up, irrigated fields get salty and sterile. A civilization built on them is built on something frailer than sand, and the over-population they encourage can only end in another variety of ghost towns.


But in the process of building up to a 21st century letdown, the Juniper and Cross Mountain dams would destroy or degrade the Yampa’s riparian habitat and all its resident creatures. They would change the flow of the Yampa and hence of the Green, alter the bed load and turbidity, threaten or destroy the spawning beds of at least three endangered species of fish found only in these rivers, and kill the wild rivers which provide one of the most exhilarating and healthful sports of outdoor Americans.


Those effects, predictable but unmeasurable in advance, would constitute impairment of the most serious kind. If the National Park Service had control, they would never happen; but the effects come from far off, invading the island of protection. Again the National Park Act is the barricade upon which conservationists and environmentalists must gather to resist the dangers. And despite their success in 1955, despite the reassurances of the General Authorities Act, they know it is easier to defend a national park than a national monument. The national parks are the crown jewels.


A national park, which must be established by Congress, is an expression of the public will in a way that a national monument, established by Presidential decree, is not. In the hierarchy of excellence, a national park has the highest status. Strangers will come farther to visit it; local people take more pride in it—and reap more profit from it. It is what foreign visitors come seeking—the best we have, the most scrupulously protected.


Dinosaur should be a national park. The congressional delegations of Utah and Colorado should be collaborating to start the machinery in motion. Environmental and outdoor organizations should be mounting a campaign, the businessmen and ordinary citizens of Vernal, the nearest supply base, should be projecting the economic effects of a change of status, as well as those of a killing-by-upstream-dams. This is a case where economic interest and aesthetic and spiritual and recreational interest coincide. Dinosaur is not only more saveable as a national park than as a national monument; it is a better and more durable basis for the economic health of the region.


Even as a national park, Dinosaur may not be safe, but it will be safer. It will be able to mobilize friends, its defenders will have more confidence, its potential exploiters will have to move more cautiously. Pride can gather around a national park. Tourists from Tokyo and Frankfort can float down the canyons of the Yampa and Green rivers and know America better and with greater enthusiasm. There is no such place as this outside the American Southwest, and this is one of the superlative places even in that region of wonders.


In the widespread program of acquisition and upgrading of park lands that took place in the 1960s and 1970s, Dinosaur got overlooked. Yet it is fully, superbly worthy to be a national park. It is full of potential for human refreshment and recreation, it is an outdoor museum of an extraordinary kind, it imposes the dignity and patience of the ages on our petty, sweaty human preoccupations. It is country that generates reverence and love, and two rivers run through it to give it life. It cannot be left just as it is, but it should be protected and sheltered into being as close to natural as our intrusions and our very love will permit.


—Wallace Stegner, 1985









THIS IS
DINOSAUR












The Marks of Human Passage



Wallace Stegner





DINOSAUR NATIONAL MONUMENT is one of the last almost “unspoiled” wildernesses—which means it is relatively unmarked by man. Yet it is already, despite being one of the latest-explored parts of the continent, a palimpsest of human history, speculation, rumor, fantasy, ambition, science, controversy, and conflicting plans for use, and these human records so condition our responses to the place that they contain a good part of Dinosaur’s meaning.


What shall we say of it? That it is a three-pronged district of about 200,000 acres, straddling the Utah-Colorado border a little south of where that border meets the southern boundary of Wyoming. That it is a part—one of the junior partners—of the National Park System begun with the reservation of Yellowstone in 1872 and confirmed by the establishment of the National Park Service in 1916. That topographically it is defined by the deep canyons of two rivers, the Green and the Yampa, which meet secretly in the sunny, sunken pocket of Echo Park and then together cut Whirlpool Canyon, Island Park, Rainbow Park, and Split Mountain Canyon, from whose mouth the water breaks out into the open Uinta Valley of Utah. That the plateau through which the canyons are cut is an eastward extension of the Uinta Mountains, one of the few east-west-trending ranges in the United States. That the larger of the two rivers, the Green, is the longest fork of the Colorado; and that it used to be called the Seedskeedee-Agie, the Prairie Hen River, by the Crows, and by the Spaniards the Rio Verde. Its tributary the Yampa is even yet by some people and some maps called the Bear.


One can observe that Echo Park, at the heart of this reserve, lies at approximately 109° West Longitude and 40°31' North Latitude; that the altitude ranges from 4,700 feet at the mouth of Split Mountain Canyon to 9,600 feet at the tip of Zenobia Peak near the northeastern boundary; that the rocks exposed run in age from the Uinta Mountain quartzite of the Pre-Cambrian period to the Brown’s Park sandstone of the Pliocene; that the life zones represented spread from the Sonoran in the canyon bottoms to sub-arctic on the higher ridges. The colors of the rocks vary from a rich red-brown to vermilion, from gray to almost sugar-white, with many shades of pink and buff and salmon in between. The cliffs and sculptured forms are sometimes smooth, sometimes fantastically craggy, always massive, and they have a peculiar capacity to excite the imagination; the effect on the human spirit is neither numbing nor awesome, but warm and infinitely peaceful.


OEBPS/Images/frn_fig_002.png
Guilford, Connecticut





OEBPS/Images/frn_fig_003.png





OEBPS/Images/frn_fig_001.jpg
STEGNER

NEW FOREWORD BY TERRY TEMPEST WILLIAMS





