...a little rebellion, now and then
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The conflict and contradiction of the human spirit constitutes the most
inscrutable and important web of inter-relationships with which this
nation’s fledgling environmental awareness has yet to come to grips.
For it is in the depths of mind and soul, in the rubbing of elbows on
crowded subways, in the laughter and sorrow which 210 million people
experience individually and collectively that the quality of life in this
society ultimately depends.

We are not aware, certainly, of all the relationships—nor even all the
species —which exist in the natural world; but we lack only the asking of
the right questions under the right circumstances before those secrets
are unlocked. But the mysteries of the mind, the anguish and the anger
that move people in and out of dark corners, so often escapes us in
dismal speculation.

During brief moments, inspiration may visit a diligent curiosity: and out
of that momentary vision, we construct endless systems to accommodate
the homeless and the hungry, the impoverished and the uneducated; we
create cities to precise specifications and measure the values inherent

in our environment by computer code. But no sooner does the system
emerge than the man for whom it was designed disappears.

Yet we continue, somehow persuaded that time alone will produce a
workable system. We continue, failing for all our energy and expertise to
realize that the system is the individual—changeable, unpredictable, but
the system, nonetheless. And to build for anything more or less is,
finally, not to build at all.

Only slowly are we learning the real value of alternatives.
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that the system,
at last, is yielding to the heart.

There was no conscious design to fix the Somewhere in the darkness of passing fancy,
operating “systems” beyond the reach of the we all whimper for recognition—sometimes in
people. There was no conspiratorial gathering actual terror, fearing that we, too, may die alone,
convened to snuff the public or individual spirit. unnoticed.

Yet, it seems to have happened. And it appears
only now that we are beginning to believe what
we have known all along: things don’t just happen.

Very simply, we do not have to accept.

But the evidence that we have accepted is
abundant. One more voice decrying the deterioration
of our cities will neither cause them to crumble
nor liberate their residents from daily dirt and
suspicion. For that voice is, for the moment at
least, academic, merely demonstrating a point.
And the same point can be further demonstrated
by the endless composition of systems—whatever
their original intent— which encourage poverty,
aggravate congestion, accelerate the waste of our
natural resources and, taken collectively, serve
only to mimic the hopes of civilization by
intensifying its frustration.






There is a kindred spirit which emerges
from collective suffering. It will happen
frequently in a war, where the existence of
tomorrow—or even the next breath—is
grimly uncertain. What this spirit is,
precisely, is difficult to define, but it seems
to generate an energy and intelligence
all its own.

In the shadow of death, men do love each
each other; they understand what it means
to be hurt, and few men cry in shame.
There is, surprisingly, almost a sense of
peace and joy as life is abruptly distilled
to its few elemental functions. For
consciousness is again imbued with texture
and taste and smell; the man does not
stand in the way of the human being.
Paradoxical as it may seem—unfortunate
as it is—the frightened soldier in combat
probably experiences greater emotional
satisfaction in a few weeks than many of
the rest of us do in a lifetime.

But wars do not last forever, nor do any
of the great natural disasters which tend
also to pull peaple together, making trust
the only valid currency in circulation.

In fact, it seems to take but a few hours
after the cause has been secured—after
survival is no longer urgent—that the
shadow of the man once again exceeds the
shadow of the humanity. Once more life is
a private affair; there is no common cause
in joy and well-being, and people are joined
together again only as the limits of
geography, politics and economics will allow.
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and celebration that we have
arrived in the year of the people.

Scientifically, the last decade was an important
one for conservation. But sadly, despite its
promise, the moment of its arrival was ill-timed.
At last the insulation was being torn away;
increasingly, the Nation began to see the future
of its private life being tied grimly and inextricably
to the decisions that were being made in its public
life. And in the shadows of racial unrest, student
revolts and rapidly growing disillusionment with
the war in Vietnam, public confidence was
transformed into public outrage. Perhaps, as some
have charged, this outrage was expressed only by
a highly vocal minority; but if that is true, it was,
indeed, a blessed dissent. For they have laid city
hall open.

In the Eastern Region of the U. S. Forest Service,
it happened on November 12, 1968. Charging
“arbitrary and capricious” action, a Green Bay,
Wisconsin, group brought suit against the Forest
Service for alleged management failures in the
Sylvania Recreation Area on the Ottawa National
Forest (Michigan). Subsequently, the Forest Service
was also named as a co-defendant in suits to
prohibit mining in the Boundary Waters Canoe
Area on the Superior National Forest (Minnesota)
and to prohibit the extraction of coal along the
Shavers’ Fork River on the Monongahela National
Forest (West Virginia).

The Sylvania case was eventually dismissed but
not without recognizing both the value and
necessity of continued public scrutiny; the mining
actions remain unsettled. But these notes are
important only in passing; the winning or the
losing will have to be reconciled in the hearts of
the men who fought the battles. For, exceeding
all other considerations, we are witnessing the
return of the kindred spirit. In the words of one
popular writer-politician, “it is the year of
the people’’
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Times of change are hard times, indeed;
for the way is often difficult, and hope is
an impatient companion. Yet, even as
change would appear both imminent and
desirable, we cannot simply abandon the
patterns of the past, pretending that
monuments will arise spontaneously in
their place.

The environmental crisis, as it is
periodically termed, did not occur in a
single stroke; nor has it been the product
of a single dream or generation. For each
new life, for each new idea, that struggles
for recognition in our vast social fabric,
our total relationship to each other becomes
a little more delicately balanced. Before
Henry Ford, we are told, there was great
pride of craftsmanship in American
industry; the product of a man’s labor may
have lacked perfection, but it was
distinctively his own and the source of
considerable satisfaction. The coming of
the assembly line, however, altered that
relationship between a man and his work
significantly—and not necessarily for the
better. Nonetheless, even those who
inveigh against the spiritual void of mass
production would be slow to cast away
its benefits completely.

What remains, then, is not the obliteration
of past forms, but their careful dismantling
and reorganization. And herein lies a grave
responsibility both for the innovators, as
well as for those who would be satisfied
maintaining the status quo. For, as we
break away from traditional patterns, as
we become a Nation of individuals once
again—demanding more than security as
the price of a vote— it becomes increasingly
apparent that there is no single, best way.
There are at least as many sides to a
dream as there are people dreaming it—
and, for better or for worse, our investment
in the quality of life in this society is a
mutual affair.

Consequently, we may choose or we may
fail to choose; but, either way, we will
have made a decision.












it should be embraced only
with cautious affection.

—Efforts are underway to develop management
guides for off-road motor vehicle use.

—Pollution abatement is under particular scrutiny
with 154 sanitary system projects under study,

11 of which will be constructed during the current
fiscal year at a cost of more then $1.2 million.

—The transport of nonburnahle food and beverage
containers through the Boundary Waters Canoe
Area has been prohibited.

—A number of Forest recreation areas have
either been closed or their use restricted, at least
temporarily—including one entire Forest closed to
off-road vehicle use—because of burgeoning
recreation pressures.

—A $300,000 study is being developed to
determine the feasibility of Federal purchase of
outstanding mineral rights on the Monongahela
National Forest.

—Waste disposal experiments, involving the
deposition of sanitary waste on stripmined lands,
are showing positive results for future use in
reclamation projects.

—Proposed changes in mining laws would require
operators to post performance bonds and furnish
environmental protection plans prior to beginning
operations.

23






Under whichever banner it proceeds,
the environmental crusade which erupted
into this decade is increasingly faced with
the grim necessity of growing up. Sooner
or later the bumper sticker war must
subside, abandoning those who embraced
the environmental cause as a means for
escaping urban chaos and abandoning,
as well, their incongruous comrades-in-arms
who joined the struggle simply because
their blood was hot and their tired
imaginations yearned for action. For the
salvation of life systems, apart from some
corresponding salvation in the human
community, cannot long endure as the
substance of mutual interest.

We might, of course, simply enchant the
fervor of the moment and demand
legislation; but so often our interpretation
and execution of laws reflect not our
understanding of justice but our ignorance
of the problems we are pretending to
resolve. Indeed, if a new body of law
becomes the final product of our efforts,
we will accomplish little more than lulling
each other to sleep, while the opposition
gathers to contrive loopholes.

This movement, then, if it is not to be
transformed into one more bit of passing
nostalgia, must ultimately attempt
something deeper than dirt. It must
pursue its ends beyond forest boundaries
and city limits into the human spirit itself—
a considerable task to understand, let alone
accomplish. But the sad fact remains;
weve been standing on our heads for so
long that we've forgotten—except in a
very private way—that the world turns
on its gut.









28

Monongahela

In the Eastern Region, this concept has revealed

five tentative planning areas:
PLANNING AREA STATE

FOREST

New England New Hampshire White Mountain

Maine
Vermont
Appalachia West Virginia
Pennsylvania
Ohio
Midlands Indiana
Illinois
Ozark Missouri

Lake States Minnesota
Wisconsin

Michigan

Green Mountain
Monongahela
Allegheny
Wayne

Hoosier
Shawnee

Clark

Mark Twain
Superior
Chippewa
Nicolet
Chequamegon
Ottawa
Hiawatha
Huron-Manistee












must consist more in deliberation
than simple victory.

The course chosen to make these equations
operational, however, will not be so easy.
Embracing the rapidly growing human potential
movement, the units responsible for both
Organizational Development and Equal Employment
Opportunity hope to inaugurate a functional
program of sensitivity workshops within the next
two years. Still again, the idea is people —making
them as responsive to each other as to the products
of their mutual labor.

Precisely what this will do to traditional
management relationships—or to our relationship
with the public—is uncertain, but if, as they say,
the revolution really is here, we would do well to
make it a thing of joy and compassion. For all too
frequently in the history of human aspiration, the
unrelenting energy of the revolutionary spirit has
transformed our most cherished dreams into
memories of enduring shame.
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