
 I t  was  the  most  un l i ke ly  p lace  one  might  th ink  o f  learn ing  a  va luab le  l i fe  lesson ,  but  there  I  was  face  to  face  wi th  i t .  

The  t ra in  had  jus t  pu l led  away  and  I  was  on  i t  dur ing  the  rush  hour  o f  a  F r iday  morn ing .   I t  d id  not  smel l  l i ke  the  p ine  fo res ts 

that  I  am accustomed to .   I t  was  s tand ing  room on ly.   Bunched  next  to  s t rangers ,  fo r  me,  i s  one  o f  the  most  uncomfor tab le 

o f  exper iences ,  but  the  P ie r  39  ga l le ry  was  expect ing  me and  hundreds  o f  peop le  were  wai t ing  fo r  me to  g ive  a  ta lk ,  i t ’s  not 

l i ke  I  cou ld  jus t  go  back  to  the  a i rpor t  and  book  a  f l ight  to  some wi lderness  locat ion  –  a f te r  a l l ,  I  have  respons ib i l i t ies  now 

and  they  were  a l l  wai t ing .  

At  f i r s t  I  d idn ’t  even  not ice  her  s i t t ing  there  jus t  to  the  r ight  o f  me,  most ly  because  you ’ re  not  supposed  to  I  guess .   We 

don ’t  l i ve  in  a  soc ie ty  that  rewards  outspoken  f r iend ly  behav io r.   You ’ re  thought  to  be  ‘wei rd ’  i f  you  say  ‘H i ’  to  someone on 

the  s t reet  that  you  don ’t  know.   Can  you  image do ing  that  in  NYC?  

Her  notebook  was  open  and  she  was  obv ious ly  s tudy ing .   The  book  bag  a t  her  feet  had  the  name ‘Mul isha ’  ba l lpo in t  penned 

in to  i t s  canvas  sur face .   In  my  l ine  o f  work ,  my  f i r s t  ca reer  that  i s ,  ‘mu’  o r  “µ”  i s  a  symbol  that  i s  used  to  represent  the 

mean of  a  mathemat ica l  funct ion ,  o f ten  re fe r red  to  as  the  average .   “Average” ,  that ’s  what  her  parents  had  ca l led  her,  an 

average  ‘ l i sha ’  I  thought .   I  wondered  i f  her  parents  even  thought  about  that  when they  named her,  doubt fu l ,  but  there  she 

sat  do ing  her  homework  –  an  average  ‘ l i sha ’ .  

She  c losed  her  notebook  and  sat  i t  there  in  her  lap  and  opened  her  b io logy  book ,  i f  I  reca l l  co r rec t l y  and  s ta r ted  read ing  i t .  

The  t ip  o f  her  notebook ,  which  she  had  jus t  c losed ,  poked  out  f rom underneath  the  b io logy  book .   There  were  severa l  th ings 

wr i t ten  on  the  outs ide  cover  and  i t  reminded  me of  the  ‘Pee  Che ’  notebook  covers  I  had  when I  was  in  jun io r  h igh .   I  had 

penned  a  th ing  o r  two in to  those  covers  in  my  day,  but  noth ing  as  poet ic  as  what  I  was  about  to  read .  

I  took  another  look  a t  her  young  face ,  so  fu l l  o f  hope .   She  had  s tenc i led  “You  need  me,  I  need  you ,  together  a l l  our  d reams 

can  come t rue .”   The  p rec ious  nature  o f  l i fe  i s  someth ing  we of ten  fo rget  to  ce lebrate .   Somet imes  i t  takes  a  l i fe t ime to 

unders tand  –  perhaps  because  by  then  there  i s  so  l i t t le  o f  i t  le f t .   But  there  she  was ,  a t  such  a  young  age ,  bo i l ing  i t  down to 

that  s imple  t ru th  –  I  need  you ,  You  need  me.  

So  i f  by  some chance  Mul isha ,  you  read  th is  someday,  I  wish  I ’d  had  the  courage  to  say  i t  then ,  but  …. .  H i !   My hear t  and 

my  thanks  go  out  to  you  fo r  your  unknowing  youthfu l  sp i r i t  because  you  a re  the  impetus  o f  our  fu tu re  and  wi th  youth  l i ke  th is 

I  am encouraged .   Mul isha  -  you  a re  anyth ing  but  average .  

L i ke  the  f i sh  in  the  s t ream,  o r  the  s to rm c louds  on  the  d is tant  hor i zon ,  o r  the  t rembl ing  o f  the  leaves  on  a  near ly  vanqu ished 

aspen  a t  the  end  o f  fa l l ,  o r  the  a lpeng low of f  a  f resh ly  dusted  snowy mounta in  peak  a t  dawn,  o r  the  beaver ’s  s lap  aga ins t 

the  water  a t  even ings  twi l ight ,  o r  the  mid  days ’  shade  o f  a  p ra i r ie  oak  in  lush  spr ing  g rass  watch ing  car toon  c louds  f loat 

overhead ,  o r  ba ld  eag les  p lay ing  ac ross  the  sky  in  a  symphony  o f  f l ight ,  I  wonder  i f  there  i s  anyth ing  bet te r  than  th is  l i fe .  

I t ’s  in te res t ing  to  me how th ings  get  to  be .   I ’ ve  got  a  f ine  l i fe  -  one  f i l led  wi th  peop le  who t ru ly  care  about  me,  as  I  do  fo r 

them.   I  awake  everyday  not  knowing  exact ly  what ’s  before  me.   Wi l l  the  day  b r ing  joy  o r  sadness ,  a  l i t t le  o f  both?   I  don ’t 

know.   What  I  do  know is  that  i t  i s  a  new day  and  I  wi l l  embrace  i t  and  l i ve  l i fe .

Many  a  ragged  mi le ,  a  coup le  s t i t ches ,  more  than  a  few b l i s te rs ,  have  gone  in to  the  mak ing  o f  th is  book .   I  have  sp i l t  my 

own b lood  fo r  th is  book  -  fo r  you ,  fo r  a l l  o f  us .   I t  i s  en l ighten ing  though ,  as  I  f ind  myse l f  between the  two wor lds  that  I 

am bounded  by,  a  b i t  o f  a  s t ranger  to  both ,  the  c i ty  in  which  i f  l i ve  and  the  wi lderness  fo r  which  my  hear t  be longs .   My 

hear t  pounds  and  my  lungs  gasp  wi th  each  s tep  taken  over  a  twelve  thousand  foot  pass ,  s tep  a f te r  s tep ,  knowing  someth ing 

wonder fu l  awai ts .   Wi lderness  does  t ru ly  ho ld  the  answers  to  quest ions  we’ve  not  yet  learned  to  ask .

A  common quest ion  I  am of ten  faced  wi th  i s :  “How do  you  do  that?”  –  I  te l l  you  now b lunt ly  -  S t r ipped  emot iona l l y  naked .  

That ’s  how.   That ’s  what  i t  takes .   One  must  be  wi l l ing  to  le t  the  wor ld ,  s t rangers  most ly,  peek  in to  the  inner  sanctum of 

your  sou l .   I t  takes  be ing  s t rong  enough  to  not  care ,  not  care  that  i s  to  what  o thers  th ink  about  the  work  you ’ve  c reated .  

You  bare  your  sou l  wi th  every  p iece  shared  and  i t  a lone  wi l l  speak  vo lumes  o f  who you  a re  and  what  you  be l ieve  in ,  what 

you  be l ieve  to  be  impor tant .   I t ’s  l i ke  f ind ing  a  t reasure  chest  and  knowing  that  you  must  share  the  t reasures  ins ide .   Fo r 

some t reasures  a re  too  p rec ious  to  keep  to  ones  se l f .

I f  a  ‘p ic tu re ’  i s  wor th  a  thousand  words ,  then  th is  co l lec t ion  o f  photographs  wi l l  have  you  ‘ read ing ’  fo r  some t ime.   I  t rus t 

that  you  wi l l  en joy  i t  as  much  as  I  have  en joyed  the  work  requ i red  to  b r ing  i t  home to  you .

One  o f  the  most  renowned l i v ing  photographers  o f  our  day  wrote  the  fo rward  to  th is  book .   We had  not  seen  each  o ther 

in  years ,  but  on  that  spr ing  day  in  the  Grand  Teton  Nat iona l  Park  i t  was  l i ke  we’d  never  missed  a  s tep  in  our  persona l 

deve lopment  and  we p icked  up  r ight  where  we had  le f t  o f f  so  many  years  ago .   Dur ing  our  conversat ion  the  c reat ion  o f  th is 

book  came up  as  a  top ic  o f  d iscuss ion .   C lyde  asked ,  “What  i s  the  under ly ing  purpose  o f  th is  book?”  
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No one  had  asked  me that  quest ion .   I  knew why  I  was  do ing  i t ,  but  no  one  had  asked  me,  unt i l  then .   S imply  put ,  the 

purpose  o f  th is  book  i s  ve ry  s imple  in  nature ,  however,  the  f ina l  resu l t  can  on ly  be  measured  years ,  i f  not  decades ,  f rom now.  

Wi th in  these  pages :  Can  you  see  the  beauty  o f  the  wor ld  you  l i ve  in?   Can  you  v is i t  th is  beauty  f i r s thand?   Can  you  wi tness 

to  o thers  the  beauty  that  you  have  seen?   Can  you  p ro tec t  i t  fo r  fu tu re  generat ions?  

I f  you  don ’t  know about  wi ld  p laces  such  as  these ,  how can  you  be  expected  to  unders tand  anyth ing  d i f fe rent  than  what  you 

now know?  The  images  in  th is  book ,  fo r  bet te r  o r  worse ,  a re  meant  to  b r ing  the  beauty  o f  the  wi lderness  in to  your  home.  

I f  you  can ’t  make  i t  to  these  p laces ,  know that  they  a re  rea l ,  know that  they  need  to  remain  there  untouched  and  unspo i led , 

know that  you  can  make  a  d i f fe rence ,  know that  your  ch i ld ren ’s  ch i ld ren  must  have  these  p laces  ava i lab le  to  them.   The 

purpose  o f  th is  book  i s  ve ry  s imple  –  You  Now Know about  these  p laces .

See  Ya  on  the  Tra i l !

Rodney  Lough  J r.

Ph
ot

og
ra

ph
 b

y 
M

ik
e 

Fe
rr

el
l

F rom Rodney ’s  ac tua l  f ie ld  notebook

“Th is  i s  L i fe ,  That  i s  Death” ,  one  o f  Rodney ’s  favor i te  say ings
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