Land, Water and People
Scratching one off the bucket list
By Mike Blakeman


The late winter temperatures had been warm enough to melt and dry the low elevation roads and south facing slopes. Although I enjoy playing in the snow, I enjoy hiking even more and it was time to start working on those hiking legs. I grabbed my large daypack pre-loaded with the usual stuff, added a filled water bottle, some extra food, another jacket, my camera and bolted out the door. 

My truck seemed to know where to go as it turned onto FSR 660 towards the “North Forty.” A big cloud of dust kicked up behind the truck on the dry gravel road. Off to the right, just 50 feet from the road, a dozen pronghorns loafed seemingly unfazed as I slowed the truck down to reduce the dust.


About 6 miles up the road, FSR 660 took a hard right and headed west towards the center of the Summer Coon caldera – my destination. Hardened ruts six inches deep snaked up the first hill. This section of road doesn’t have any houses and doesn’t get plowed. Someone had decided to drive the road while it was a quagmire from the melting snow. The ruts will channel water and deepen if the road doesn’t get bladed before it rains. And considering workloads and budgets, there is no guarantee it will get maintained before portions of the road are washed off.


As a forest service employee, taxpayer and recreationist, I always get frustrated when I see this type of needless damage to our public roads. I also try to figure out what was going through the person’s mind that led him to continue. My best guess is that the driver had a goal of some place to visit and a muddy road wasn’t going to stop him from getting there.



Having goals can be a good thing, as they give us something to aim for, which in turn helps our motivation. Goals can also be a problem because we can be so fixated with attaining them that we disregard warning signs. This tunnel vision can lead to resource damage, as was the case with the person who left the deep ruts on FSR 660, or in some cases to injury or death, as has happened so often to people trying to reach the top of Mount Everest.

As I drove up the road, the ruts kept going and going. Eventually, I spied a good place to pull off the road and go for a hike. I got out of the truck, hoisted the pack and started walking north along a ridge that runs towards Eagle Mountain. A cold breeze blew down from the mountain, but it didn’t take long for me to warm up hiking in the sun. Off to the northeast, the Natural Arch was a brightly lit window in the shadowed wall of the volcanic dike it poked through.
I was suddenly reminded of my photo bucket list – a list of photographic goals. I finally had the time and the conditions to find the perfect location to photograph the Natural Arch as I had envisioned. A mile of hiking up and down ridges later, I found the spot, but a tree was in the way. It was still safely doable though. I fastened my zoom lens onto my camera, crawled into the tree, aimed, focused, steadied… click.
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