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from REFUGE
There is something unnerving about my solitary travels around the
northern stretches of Great Salt Lake. I am never entirely at ease
because I am aware of its will. Its mood can change in minutes. The
heat alone reflecting off the salt is enough to drive me mad, but it is
the glare that immobilizes me. Without sunglasses, I am blinded. My
eyes quickly burn on Salt Well Flats. It occurs to me that I will return
home with my green irises bleached white. If I return at all.
The understanding that I could die on the salt flats is no great
epiphany. I could die anywhere. It’s just that in the forsaken corners
of Great Salt Lake there is no illusion of being safe. You stand in the
throbbing silence of the Great Basin, exposed and alone. On these
occasions, I keep tight reins on my imagination. The pearl-handled
pistol I carry in my car lends me no protection. Only the land’s mercy
and a calm mind can save my soul. And it here I find grace.
It’s strange how deserts turn us into believers. I believe in walking in a
landscape of mirages, because you learn humility. I believe in living the
gathering of bones as a testament to spirits that have moved on.
If the desert is holy, it is because it is a forgotten place that allows us
to remember the sacred. Perhaps that is why every pilgrimage to the
desert is a pilgrimage to the self. There is no place to hide, and so we
are found.
In the severity of a salt desert, I am brought down to my knees by its
beauty. My imagination is fired. My heart opens and my skin burns in
the passion of these moments. I will have no other gods before me.

