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and Guadalupe largely to my-
self-unlike Yosemite, where in June I
drove past the
crowded valley "YOU
into busy Tuo- ____

lumne Meadows.
Like most of

my fellow citi-
zens, I've spent far 4
more weeks driv- CT'
ing to, in, and
around our na- 
tional parks than
I've devoted days or hours to hiking and
rafting them. I'd driven Skyline Drive in
Shenandoah National Park several
times, sticking to the scenic overlooks,
until I finally got out of my car in 1997,
hiked all day on two trails-and saw
nine bears, including a mother trailed
by her four cubs. I remember those few
hours of hiking and rafting much more
vividly than I do all the driving.

Try this litmus test on yourself: Bring
up whatever mental images you have of
your own drives through national
parks. Perhaps pleasant, but slightly
vague, aren't they? Now think about
your hikes (or campouts or river or bike
trips). Are you able once again to hear
those birds and sounds of rushing
water? See just how bright the grass or

how brown that desert mountain was?
Remember how dtirsty you got and
how your joints ached a bit? I can-and
I'll bet you can, too.

In my own expeditions, I've been
haunted by a ghost, because I've been
tracking Ed Abbey I've followed him
not only in national parks, but also right
here at home in Indiana County, Penn-
sylvania, Abbey's native county. I live in

woods beside the old site of a mine
where his firebrand father, Paul Revere
Abbey, worked 80 years ago. Every time
I ride my bike beside our nearby creek,
I hear Ed's voice, from Appalachian
Wilderness: "That's Crooked Creek, glow-
ing with golden acids from the mines
upstream." Often I 
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he liked the job: "All you have to do is
get up every 15 minutes or so and take
a look around." And he loved the beau-
ty and solitude. As he declared in Cactus
Country, "A man or woman could hard-
ly ask for a better way to make a living
than as a seasonal ranger or naturalist
for the National Park Service."

When he died in March 1989, Abbey
was buried in Arizona's Cabeza Prieta
wilderness, in the beautifil desert with-
in the newly declared Sonoran Desert
National Monument. Here rangers tacit-
ly accept his technically illegal grave. Ed
Abbey was a ranger's ranger.

He was also an incorrigible trouble-
maker-whose most radical warnings
and advice continue to haunt us. After
my visit to Yosemite, I remembered
Abbey's admonition, in the "Industrial
Tourism and the National Parks" chap-
ter of Desert Solitaire, that we should all get
out of our cars and walk upon this
blessed land, since we have already
agreed not to drive into cathedrals and
other sacred places.

Thirty-four years ago this January,
when this now classic book appeared,
Abbey outraged many by asserting acid-
ly that "loop drives are extremely pop-
ular with the petroleum industry-they
bring the motorist right back to the
same gas station from which he start-
ed." His argument fell on deaf ears in
1968 and for years thereafter, but now
we urge the Park Service to implement
plans allowing light rail to transport
much of Grand Canyon's deluge of vis-
itors to the South Rim and buses to
shuttle visitors at Yosemite and else-
where. Similarly in "The Cowboy and
MHs Cow," Abbey offended many in
1985 by attacking cattle grazing on
public 
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