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摘要：
"Radicalism" in academia too often amounts to the mustering of high-octane words, and a lack of meaningful deeds. Today fieldwork and action geography are radical, and many times they come from the "centrists" who elect to change things on the ground rather than merely write about change.
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Fieldwork is reading a landscape to make certain it persists. That statement came to me during a graduate seminar as I was trying to explain a vision I held of geography. Of course, not all landscapes can or should be sustained or conserved. Unjust, ruinous terrains should be transformed, and we must not grow nostalgic for the false glories of an imagined past. But much of the time we study disappearing places that uplift or fascinate, that ennoble the earth or hold it together. Lost landscapes haunt us. In much of today's trendy geographical scholarship lurks the musky scent of deconstructive sadness. Beyond theory, intellectual cuteness, and wordplay, too many of us have retreated from personal involvement to become maudlin writers. "Radicalism" in academia too often amounts to the mustering of high-octane words, innocent of meaningful deeds. Today fieldwork and action geography are radical, and many times they come from the "centrists" who elect to change things on the ground rather than forging frippery in the literature. 

Fieldwork offers the best hope for retaining empathy of heart and clarity of mind. In fieldwork is our strongest chance to fuel geography's rise as an instrument of vital change instead of devolving into the crafting of intricately involuted geographical obituaries. Perhaps the most important thing fieldwork does is move us beyond mere mouthing of others' words and into our own hearts. 

BIAS AND LOVE 

I love the landscapes of rural and wild places. That is a bias. In the 1950s my hometown of Winterport, Maine, was a farming and port village of fewer than 800 people. The Penobscot River entered the sea at the bottom of stair-stepping terraces. White potatoes raised in Aroostook County were trucked south to the town's docks and loaded onto freighters bound, ironically, for Ireland. I grew up in this country on 16 acres of old pastures and woodlots with endless rows of vegetables to hoe. Deer ran everywhere. Native trout teemed in Lanes Brook. Our house was built in 179o and smelled like old hardwood beams. Owls and half-wild cats hunted mice in our barn. My mother planted mint beside the doorways and lily of the valley beneath the pines. Winterport had no police, movie theaters, restaurants, or traffic lights. The town had a small Carnegie Library built of rounded rocks. Houses were never locked, and car keys were left in the ignition. Much of that is still true. 

In the 1950s Winterport also had its share of alcoholism, battery, divorce, racism, and child abuse. The latter wounded our house-through a neighbor-and made the woods a refuge. Despite this leavening truth, my rural bias came from the geography of my childhood. I prefer places where nature can still be felt and heard. 

Choosing a specialization within geography is never an unbiased matter. We study what we do both to understand ourselves and to contribute something larger than ourselves, to make the world a little more just and beautiful. We are geographers because we care. But we rarely say these words out loud. We are afraid of not being taken seriously. 

The words are easier to say outdoors. 

FIELDWORK AND CONSERVATION EASEMENTS IN THE WEST 

My fieldwork, my passion, is landscape conservation. More exactly, I work with landowners and land trusts to craft "conservation easements." A conservation easement is a voluntary tool that permanently legally severs destructive land-use practices from the title to land. In essence, landowners cede their subdivision and development rights forever. Mining, clear-cutting of forests, channeling of rivers, commercial/industrial construction, and other practices are also retired in perpetuity. Income and estate tax incentives are available, but about half of all easement donors receive little or no economic benefit. They protect their land because they want to make certain it goes on. 

Since 1977 1 have completed more than ninety conservation easements covering more than 200,ooo acres of ecologically important private land in the American West. Each conservation easement involves the preparation of a "baseline inventory" or "easement documentation report" to qualify the land for federal tax benefits, determine its condition, and draft restrictions based on a stewardship vision shared by the landowner and the land trust. The fieldwork requires a detailed and practical knowledge of botany, wildlife biology, geology, soils, hydrology, archaeology, history, law, tax codes, and human nature (Figure i). It's the perfect job for a geographer who wants to leave behind a legacy of more than soft rectangles of paper. 

I have left behind my own pile of paper on this subject for those who want the long version (Wright 1992, 1993a, 1993b, 1993c, 1993d, 1994a, 1994b, 1998, 20ooa, 20oob). But in this essay I explore how a geographer in the field can listen, learn, apply select values, and produce a tangible, positive result. I also want to reveal how fieldwork has a most salutary affect on closed-mindedness. I guess I'm speaking more to students than to my peers; once we attain an academic position the die is usually cast, one way or the other. 

Conservation easements are donated in the West by a full range of people, from working ranchers to celebrities. Newcomers are attracted by the wildlife and aching beauty of the region. Old-timers see the same but mostly stick it out because they like the work and because the region is home. Two-sided cliches abound. Celebrities who buy ranches are portrayed in the media either as spoiled, arrogant carpetbaggers or as fonts of a new and superior conservation ethic. Ranchers are said to be either rapacious, redneck whiners or the original environmentalists and, as such, the presumptive stewards of a fine land. As usual, the truth lies between the extremes. Each group often has something to teach us if we look beyond our expectations. 

In my twenty-three years of consulting experience only one ranch property was so poorly managed that it was unsuitable for a conservation easement. That is very telling. Much of the West's winter range, riparian habitat, wetlands, agricultural land, historical and archaeological sites, day-to-day open space, and recreational areas are on private land. Ranch land holds the region together ecologically, culturally, and scenically. This is a politically incorrect-and inconvenient-fact. Fieldwork is liberating; it reveals that, despite rhetoric which describes ranchers as despoilers of nature, the overwhelming majority have managed sensitive and and semiarid ground so successfully that wildlife and plant communities remain healthy enough to warrant protection. The Nature Conservancy (TNC), the National Wildlife Federation, the Conservation Fund, the Trust for Public Land, and other rather selective organizations routinely accept conservation easements on ranch lands that have supported livestock herds for more than a century. Although room for improvement exists and some of the positions staked out by ranchers can be reactionary (anti-wolf, anti-Endangered Species Act, anti-fire), most ranchers are intelligent, decent people from a different culture. It amazes me when I hear the insults and hate directed at ranching culture by people who, if they were working in Botswana or Guatemala, would never dream of being so harsh and judgmental. It turns out that when you actually walk across most ranches in the American West you observe scientifically what a basically good job of stewardship has been done. 
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So, when I prepare a baseline report on a working ranch I rely heavily on what the rancher knows about wildlife, vegetation, history-about every matter of land and life. I certainly double check by reviewing the literature and speaking with Fish and Game Service biologists and other agency personnel, but most of the time the rancher has it pretty close. I walk the property with the rancher or use my fourwheel-drive vehicle if it's a big spread. The ranch easements that I've done range from a few hundred acres to more than 16,ooo acres. The two largest easements on record are the Gray Ranch in southwestern New Mexico (325,ooo acres) and Ted Turner's ranch near Bozeman, Montana (13o,ooo acres). 

My fieldwork relies on what can fairly be described as Cro Magnon cartography. I simply use topographic base maps and black-and-white aerial photographs. My GPS is my eyes, my GIs is my brain, wet wired with considerable experience in plant and wildlife recognition. Content matters more than method. Function matters more than form. I then use a pencil to create a map of vegetation communities based on forest and range habitat types and my own observations. I map the existing improvements-houses, barns, sheds, plowed fields, major fence lines, water developments, gravel pits-any human-created alterations. From existing studies and fieldwork I craft a map of landforms and soils. I take color prints and prepare a map of photo points with numbered sites and each shot's azimuth. These are used for rephotographing the ranch during annual "monitoring" visits by the land trust that holds the easement. Should court proceedings be needed, the photographic evidence is often the final arbiter in settling whether a change in land use is a violation of the easement terms. 

Some 3 million acres are under conservation easement in the United States, and lawsuits have been extremely rare. Fieldwork helps both in designing clear easements and in building friendships that make lawyers largely unnecessary. Each conservation easement project is fresh geography to be learned. Here are some of the people, places, and lessons I've encountered in the field. 

THE RANCHERS 

Mrs. Heller owned 800 acres beside the Blackfoot River in Western Montana. Don't look for scenes from A River Runs Through It here. That movie was actually filmed on five other rivers in the state. Margaret Heller was a retired school teacher who lived on a small pension on the family place she loved. A rare plant-Howell's gum-- weed-grew here and on several other ranches in the watershed. In one afternoon of fieldwork I observed waterfowl, elk, a bear, great blue herons, and bald eagles on her land. A few weeks later a realtor from Missoula visited Margaret and laid in front of her a cashier's check for $1.4 million. "No thank you," she said, and politely but firmly slid the check back across the table. Margaret had promised to donate a conservation easement to TNC. She was true to her word and lived out the rest of her years with little money on rich land. 

Otto and Jenny Eder also ranched in the Blackfoot drainage. Otto was a "Scandahouvian" and Jenny a member of the Blackfeet Nation. They raised hay and cattle, took a few thousand board feet of timber off the mountain each year, and reared some of the kindest dogs I've ever seen. Neither talked much. I made my own way around the ranch, and when I finished eight hours later I sat down at their kitchen table with a glass of spring water to sort out some questions. Their answers came back mostly in form of "No, we have sage grouse, not sharp-tails" or "You bet, we have lots of mountain lions around here. Both knew the ranch intimately. The house had a blessed quiet I've never felt in any cathedral. 

The Hilger Hereford Ranch near Helena, Montana, was homesteaded in 1867 by a twenty-year-old immigrant from Luxembourg named Nicholas Hilger. He ranched and ran a steamboat called the Rose of Helena on the Missouri River, which formed the property's eastern border. Tourists flocked to see the famous "Gates of the Mountains"-a steep limestone canyon vividly described by Lewis and Clark in 1805. President William Henry Harrison took a tour with Hilger and slept on the ranch. Hilger's son, "N. D.," took over in 1904 and had four children: Bryan, Dan, Susan, and Babe. By the 193oS the offspring had taken over management. They raised purebred polled Herefords and produced superb dams like Hilger Mode Sara and Coppertone E Sara. Their cows produced some of the finest calves in America. They also bred dozens of bulls, like Hilger Special 415, who became grand champions. The property supported three generations of Hilgers. The family toughed it out through everything imaginable-drought, flood, fire, the Great Depression, and loneliness. And despite the opportunity to abuse the landscape, the ranch still abounded with raptors, big horns, elk, mountain lions, bears, sandhill cranes, and bald eagles. 

That was the landscape I saw in 1984 while preparing the baseline report for a conservation easement. Realtors were circling with huge checks. Susan had died and Bryan, Dan, and Babe had never married, so they declined the windfall. During the fieldwork I discovered the real reason they saved the place. After describing a trace of the Old North Trail that crossed the ranch-a major paleo-Indian landmark-Bryan said, "People were comin' out of the woodwork, long-lost, shirttail relatives, real estate agents, everyone wanted to buy the Hilger Ranch. But we didn't want the place spoiled. That's why we threw in with the Montana Land Reliance trust. The conservation easement guarantees that Hilger land'l never be subdivided .. and whoever buys the ranch down the line is still covered by that deal." He paused, staring at the land he was born on. "That ground across the river ain't under a conservation easement. There's several homes on it now, and it's gonna get worse; about seventy lots laid out. They call 'em estates or something. But that can never happen on the vast Hilger Hereford Ranch. It will produce beef, wildlife, and beauty forever. So will the place next door: The 4,620-acre Carrie Hilger Ranch-their kin-is now also protected by a conservation easement. 

All of the Hilgers are now dead, but their wishes are still being honored. I drove by the during the snows of 20oo. Elk had dropped down into their winter range on the ranch. Adjacent lands were covered with houses and could no longer support the herds. Last summer I drove by again and saw good grass thick with cow bellies. Sixty whitetail deer shared the meadows. Eagles fished the waterways. Hundreds of waterbirds swam in the shallows. It was perfect. 

Sid Goodloe has ranched 3,400 acres north of New Mexico's Sacramento Mountains since the late 1950s. When Sid bought the place its grasslands were choked with dense pinyon-juniper woodlands. The arroyos ran only after summer thunderstorms. Petroglyphs on the property showed fish and beavers, so Sid decided to restore the land. On his own, he increment-bored trees to find out what was going on. He discovered from his cores and old aerial photographs that his ranch used to be an open, grassy savanna. Over the next forty years Sid cut and cleared the woodlands and reseeded native grass. Today those same arroyos flow frequently, and the springs and wetlands are coming back. 

About ioo animal units-a mixture of bulls, cows, yearlings, and horses-are run on the place. Sid "runs" wildlife as well. While doing the fieldwork for the conservation easement I saw elk (the ranch supports 25 head), countless mule deer and pronghorns, wild turkeys, golden and bald eagles, Swainson's hawks, redtail hawks, kestrels, great horned owls, and dozens of species of passerine birds. The ranch also supports black bears and bobcats, kit and gray foxes. 

Sid is a working rancher who is a staunch conservationist. He feels so strongly about the loss of ranch land to development that he started the Southern Rockies Agricultural Land Trust. I helped out with the details, and the group is now officially recognized by the Internal Revenue Service. Most of Sid's neighbors remain unconvinced about easements. To them it's still a bunch of "environmentalist nonsense.' Time will tell. In the meantime, Sid's son Floyd is completing a conservation easement on his adjacent 4,ooo-acre ranch. Floyd runs cattle, home schools his kids, and does some preaching. He calls conservation "true Christianity." Fieldwork can defy expectations. 

Jim Winder's 4,200-acre Lake Valley Ranch is in southern New Mexico north of Las Cruces. Fieldwork revealed astonishing wildlife on the property, much as Sid Goodloe's spread did. The revelation of this project came during our talks out on the land. Jim is combining a conservation easement with very limited residential development of the least productive and least ecologically sensitive ground. His goal is to use the income from homesite sales to make the entire conservation effort feasible. He currently owns two other ranches and plans to acquire more in order conserve them in the same way. He is debunking the false dichotomy of "conservation versus development." Once again, his neighbors remain suspicious. So far. 

The preceding projects reveal the wonderful complexity of land and life in ranch country. Rather than being monolithic, ranch culture is diverse and capable of tremendous change. In the 198os the Colorado Cattlemen's Association was violently opposed to conservation easements-it saw them as a "land grab by big government." By the 199os that same organization had formed its own land trust to solicit the donation of conservation easements. It has protected some 40,ooo acres of ranch land so far. On-the-ground projects changed its mind. Fieldwork helps us move past stereotypes and misinformation; it is the only way to find real geography. 

THE CELEBRITIES 

Actors, writers, and movie stars are lightning rods in the West. They are reviled and bragged about, dismissed and claimed. Barroom talk blames them for everything from low cattle prices to Monica Lewinsky. If you do conservation easement work in the region you are bound to run into a few celebrities. The fieldwork is illuminating. 

A few years ago, the actor Andie MacDowell (real name Rose Qualley) and her husband bought a 2,ooo-acre ranch in western Montana's Ninemile Valley. Two Norwegian bachelor ranchers, the Thisteds, had run the place for years. They kept quiet about a pack of wolves that had taken up residence on the ranch. The wolves had "reintroduced" themselves. Andie MacDowell bought the property to conserve the pack and make a new home for her family. She is a tall, feisty woman with three kids and a passion for the outdoors. Away from work she prefers to be called Rose. She quickly built a stone-sided home and donated a conservation easement to the Montana Land Reliance. I did the baseline report and helped craft the terms. 

While walking the property one winter I followed deer and wolf prints for hours, getting a sense of the pursuits. I came across a kill site. All that was left was deer hooves, a skull, and bloody snow. Rose said the only trouble they had had with the wolves was when their dog tried to play with the alpha male and got chewed up. They let their kids play in plain sight of the wolves. Neighbors figured she was a strange idiot for taking such a risk. They branded her a troublemaker for that sin and for successfully fighting the building of a gasoline pipeline through Ninemile Valley. Rose tried to ease into the community by sending her kids to public school and becoming involved in things ranging from environmental causes to the Missoula Children's Theater. 

Many Montanans, especially ranchers, never gave her a chance. Despite her commitment to rational conservation and her personal generosity in helping a variety of local nonprofit organizations, Rose ended up selling the land and moving away. She wasn't a "native Montanan," and for that accident of birth her efforts went unappreciated by far too many people. Their minds were made up. But the conservation easement remains a daily reminder of one woman's heart. 

The musician Huey Lewis (real name Hugh Cregg) bought a i,ooo-acre ranch in Montana's Bitterroot Valley in the mid-198os. This riverside property became his permanent home, and his kids went to public school in Stevensville. My friend Dave Odell managed the place, restored Mitchell Slough, and put the wetlands back together. Huey fished and hung out, and we all sang stupid songs about duck blinds and such. I spent two summers living on the ranch, and eventually Huey donated a conservation easement to the Montana Land Reliance. It protects a half-mile of the Bitterroot River and a mile of vital spring creek habitat that is lush with 20-inch trout and great blue herons. Unlike Rose, Huey didn't knock heads with the locals. Eventually the isolation was too much, though, and in 1996 he sold the property and headed back to California. But his legacy has remained. 

Despite rumors that movie stars are "locking everything up," sometimes celebrity conservation easements don't pan out. The actor Glenn Close and her parents own 640 acres on the east slope of the Wyoming Range near Big Piney, Wyoming. I was hired by TNC to prepare the baseline report and make recommendations for the easement terms. Paul Starrs was close by, so he joined me for the visit. Glenn was off working, but we met her parents, Bill and Tine. They talked with pride about "Glenny," and we learned some family history. Bill had been the personal physician to dictator Joseph-Desire Mobuto of the Democratic Republic of the Congo for many years and was so well read that he actually one-upped Paul on a literary matter. I've never seen that done before-or since. Tine raised bouviers des Flandres dogs, bearded and black and seemingly the size of Zebu cattle. 

The fieldwork was uneventful, but the easement never came to fruition. My friend Bob Kiesling was then the director of TNC for Montana and Wyoming. On a later visit two of Tine's bouviers latched onto Bob's backside. Thereafter, we used "to be Kieslinged" to describe having an immense canine hanging from each butt cheek. The easement went bad after that. Fieldwork turns on the damnedest things. 

I met the gonzo journalist Hunter Thompson on a consulting trip to Aspen. He had no ride home, so I obliged. On the way to Woody Creek he had me stop at a liquor store and emerged with a large porcelain Elvis whiskey decanter. We reached his lair, Owl Farm, where the garage door appeared to be painted with a swastika. It turned out to be the ancient East Indian symbol, the mirror image of the Nazi emblem. Next to it was a poster with the message, "Ed Meese is a Pig." Hunter invited me in for dinner. Over drinks we talked about football, Richard Nixon, and eventually conservation easements. The next day I walked his iio-acre place, and it turned out to be excellent winter range for deer and elk. We corresponded for several months, and I met him again after a speaking engagement in Missoula. Hunter had cooled on the idea of the easement: "There's just not enough in it for me." He cared about his land, but the step was too big. Surprisingly, despite his written condemnation of the "greedheads" who were taking over Aspen, Hunter held on to the option of selling out for top dollar. 

In 1999 the late-night talk-show host David Letterman bought a 2,20o-acre ranch on the Rocky Mountain Front west of Choteau, Montana. His image is that of a wise guy, someone who pokes fun at everything. Standing on this land with elk in the distance and hawks overhead, with the sharp limestone crags of the Bob Marshall Wilderness rising above pristine prairies, Dave's eyes welled up. The beauty was so complete that it swept away all cynicism. He was ready to move ahead with a conservation easement-until his heart surgery put everything on hold. The beauty may be even more compelling to him now than it was before. I suspect it will be. 

THE RADICAL CENTER 

Fieldwork is how we learn actual geography. When we get to know old-timers like the ranchers I've met, they often debunk our myths and reveal how widespread their stewardship is. But some can also can be paranoid and unfair. Likewise, when we speak with the newcomers, the celebrities, they become real people with a full range of hopes and aspirations. Some can and some can't live up to their publicly avowed values-just like the rest of us. 

For me, the shift from de facto stewardship to de jure conservation easements is one of the most important trends shaping the Western landscape. I have found, through walking, looking, and listening, that both the old-timers and the newcomers have something to teach each other. Ranchers call it "ag land"; newcomers call it open space." What ranchers call "hunting ground" newcomers identify as "wildlife habitat." They're both right, and the commonalities are powerful beyond the semantics. If I relied on the literature alone I might choose to demonize rather than empathize. The actual world reveals that a priori assumptions and simplistic dichotomies are false. Thankfully, land and life are much more complex and interesting than any theory. 

The writer and conservationist Bill deBuys recently told me that he thinks the future belongs to the "radical center." By that he meant that landscapes will be decided by those who show up prepared to get things done. Ideologues, be they left or right politically, are fundamentally ageographical. Too many of us prefer to defend our position instead of venturing into the field and dealing with the marvelous, cantankerous ambiguities. Too many of us avoid praxis; we are afraid to try. We are afraid we might be wrong. Staying indoors and writing geographical obituaries is safer. 

Good geography is useful art. Fieldwork cleans our canvas of superfluous strokes. It clears our minds of junk. It reminds us why we entered geography in the first place. Whatever our specialization, politics, and bias, all of us must move in some degree beyond deconstruction to application. If our discipline is to be valued, we must be more than chroniclers of loss and assigners of blame. I find solace and meaning in conservation easements. Landowners-be they ranchers or celebritieschange, but with easements the land goes on. I believe that all of us can find something tangible and applied to do with our lives. 

We are geographers. 

We care. 

The words are easier to say outdoors. 
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