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I have a special room in my home that is filled with colorful waterproof duffle 

bags, backpacks, climbing ropes, at least four tents with all the hardware to set them up, 

bear barrels to protect food from animals that when encountered appear to be larger 

than life, electric bear fences, sleeping bags, sleeping pads, camp stoves, water 

purifiers, and many drawstring bags and containers that hold equipment and first aid 

items used in my travels. The room is filled with my dreams and the potential for action, 

for adventure. The equipment stored there is suited for working in the volcanic 

wilderness of Alaska and with the compilation of my artwork and stories constitutes the 

residue of my life.  

As I think back on my life and the influences that compelled me to work in and 

around Alaska’s volcanoes, I must point first to my family who gave me the foundation 

and self-confidence to adapt to the world around me. I thank my stars for the parents 

and relatives I had in my youth. The multiple layers of brothers, sisters, cousins, parents, 

uncles, aunts, and grandparents were supportive and promoted independence. That 

network of family and the environment of Minnesota seasons where so much of my 

youth was spent outdoors, oftentimes in severe weather, contributed to my interest in 

wilderness. 

While alone and at rest in volcanic regions, free of distraction, introspection 

usually takes over my thinking. These thoughts are mostly of people rather than places 

and how these people contributed to and changed my life. I believe in our culture that I 

am now viewed as a senior citizen as I move into my seventh decade on Earth. In 

reaching this stage of my life, it is not the deterioration of my physical being but the loss 

of my family and friends that gives me greatest pause. My old support system of 

grandparents, uncles and aunts, my parents, and several cousins are gone. Also, friends 

lost. My grandmother, who lived to be 99, told me months before her death that the 

hardest thing for her was to be alone. Her children and grandchildren constantly 

surrounded her but what she meant was that her friends were all gone. This indeed is 

the hardest part of growing old. None the less, I look back on family and friends, and it is 

with great joy that I had the experience of sharing time with them, and I carry them in my 

thoughts and in my travels.  



 I have sat in classrooms for more than 19 years and received three university 

degrees that have served me well in my working life. My formal education gave me the 

basis to explore the world through my own thoughts and in connecting those thoughts to 

the experiences of others. Taking advantage of and working with master photographers 

Ansel Adams, Oliver Gagliani, and John Schulze provided me with a spark beyond the 

classroom and to take that energy and pursue a life in the visual arts. Sitting at a table or 

walking in the field with these men I quickly realized as a result of our conversations that 

through hard work and attention to detail there was much to explore in life that was 

positive, creative, and rewarding. I add to this the writings and stories of others, whether 

they are in the present or past, and find that the best poems and stories create pictures 

in my mind and stimulate a desire to explore more. That is what books are for, a visual 

and written account of another’s experience. For me the best reading is in absorbing an 

authentic story and the connection with the author that allows me to personalize the tale 

being told.  

 Education and family were there for me in the beginning and the third leg of this 

legacy is my life experience. Much of what I have learned in my life I have absorbed by 

physically undertaking the task at hand. By getting my fingers into everything I could, I 

have found pleasure and understanding in the good and not so good of living. I believe I 

have held nearly every job imaginable from assistant manager at a pizza joint to digging 

ditches for the gas company, to climbing telephone poles as a lineman for a regional 

phone company, to working in the oil patch as a roustabout on a drill barge in the Gulf of 

Mexico. Add to that six years in the U.S. Navy of which two were spent off the coast of 

Vietnam in 1971–73 and several part-time seasonal jobs, including long-line halibut 

fishing in the Gulf of Alaska, and my resume is nearly complete. 

 Activities that I experienced in my youth of getting my private pilot’s license and 

building and sailing boats along with years of mountaineering in South America and 

across the United States, including in Alaska, have added to my understanding of how 

things work and have broadened my outlook and perspective on life. Also, I have 

enjoyed the physical activities of sailboat racing and cruising, bicycle racing, cross-

country skiing, running, and backpacking in the mountainous regions of the western 

United States and Alaska and these experiences have brought me closer to nature.  

 I have collected my family, educational, and practical experiences and have built 

my foundation on them. The depth and breadth experienced in the odd jobs and those 



that took more of my time have contributed to the artwork and stories that I have been 

happy to communicate with anyone that may be interested in them.  

 As practical experience goes, perhaps my military time was of greatest influence 

in setting the tone and giving me direction for the artwork and writing that I do. If you 

permit me, I will expand on this thought as it does have a bearing for the work I do.  

I look at my time in the military as nothing more than a job that I was trained to 

do. I built weapons that were used against the North Vietnamese and after putting a face 

on the enemy I have regrets for my participation in that endeavor. How foolish the whole 

business of war was and is to me. 

In addition to the tragic loss of life, the effort it takes to build and be creative is 

deconstructed in moments when war seems to be the only way to solve a problem. This 

is in total disregard to the builder, to culture, to life. What takes years to build — the hard 

work, heavy lifting, shaping, and finally a creation that makes one happy and 

appreciative to be alive — is destroyed in an instant. I have framed three houses, run 

electrical wire, plumbed, and have hung and taped drywall, spending months doing the 

work. It is a hard lesson if another would come to my neighborhood and destroy my 

progress, and I feel very sorry for those caught up in the destruction of what they have 

worked so hard for. 

War is an endeavor that has immediate consequences through loss of life and 

fast destruction. What is our fascination with breaking things? In youth, the desire to 

destroy seems to outweigh the desire to build and create. Young men, mostly playing 

electronic games or given lethal weapons and the resolve to use them, find a means to 

control their surroundings. They are figures that run through a ruined desolate landscape 

bent on destroying what has already been destroyed. 

 Honestly, I am not naive about the need for the military, just very disappointed 

that humanity can’t figure out a better way to solve problems whether political or 

religious. As Oscar Wilde once said, “Experience is one thing you can’t get for nothing” 

and whether good or bad, I take it to heart and let it move my life in a direction that I 

hope will be helpful to others and to myself. 

 My military experience was one of noise and energy. I looked for a way to 

balance that and when on leave from my duties I found respite purely by chance. Alone, 

I was on liberty from my ship and took a bullet train from Tokyo to Kyoto, Japan. 

Wandering through the city of Kyoto, I came upon an ornate gate and walked beneath it 

and into a temple area and Buddhist dry garden. The Ryoanji (Peaceful Dragon Temple) 



Garden captured my spirit. It was the opposite of the noise and destruction of war. It was 

peaceful, quiet, meditative, and gave me comfort. From this experience I changed 

direction in my life and pursued, through my artwork, the desire to create images that 

were less “in your face” and hopefully, more introspective. I have no interest in doing 

work about me, I would rather that it be about us. 

 The Ryoanji Garden with its raked white sand around rocks rimmed with moss 

that were strategically placed in a rectangular space allowed me to consider my own 

thoughts without distraction. This was my key to consider the natural world and my place 

on this Earth. I came away from the experience refreshed. This was a singular spiritual 

activity unlike the church that I grew up in where a crowd of people gathered together to 

support each other, to pray together. I found greater peace in my own thoughts and in 

absorbing the responsibility to nurture my spirit away from the crowd and more in tuned 

with all the living entities I had encountered in wild places on Earth. 

 The dry gardens of Japan coupled with the influences I mentioned earlier have 

taken me to the volcanoes on the Alaska Peninsula. I wanted the experience of the dry 

gardens but I wanted that experience in a place that was not man made. The Valley of 

10,000 Smokes in Katmai National Park and Preserve and the wonderful crater and 

environment of Aniakchak National Monument are two areas that I have explored on 

eight separate expeditions. These volcanic places have placed me in the center of a 

post eruption, primitive landscape free of distraction where rock features surrounded by 

sands that are comprised of pumice and ash reflect what I have experienced in Zen dry 

gardens.  

 The white sand in the dry gardens of Japan is raked and may change direction 

from one day to the next while the stones remain in the same position creating a feeling 

of stability in an ever-changing environment. In the volcanic environment, the igneous 

stones rest on the surface or emerge from beneath the surface of a weldment of pumice 

and ash that is constantly shifting because of wind and water erosion. Again, the 

volcanic stones remain in place while the sands change direction and the parallel is 

drawn between the volcanic places on the Alaska Peninsula and the dry gardens of 

Japan. The difference between the two places is one of observation and inclusion. The 

dry garden is meant to be experienced from the outside where the volcanic plains are 

meant to be experienced from the inside; to be surrounded by and to be a part of the 

environment. In both instances, the connection to the natural world and personal thought 

is powerful. 



 Months before traveling to the volcanoes I enter my “adventure” room and begin 

selecting the equipment that I will take on the trip. Preparation for the expected and 

unexpected is part of the grand plan of these expeditions. There is joy in thinking 

through the possibilities and the pitfalls that I will encounter and the experiences and 

stories that will come of it. The selection of equipment was made, travel is arranged, the 

expedition takes place and in all these wilderness travels I have successfully returned 

home.  

As I think about the entire experience, of equal weight to time spent in the field is 

the time spent reflecting on the experience when I returned to civilization and to my 

studio where I create the images and stories from my notes and sketches. Once home it 

is always a wonderful surprise to open my field notes and unpack equipment after days 

spent in the volcanoes and have the dust from ash float in the air of my room.  

As I reflect on my travels, my volcanic adventure and living among Alaska’s 

volcanoes wasn’t born in the Katmai wilderness or inside the crater at Aniakchak 

National Monument. The trip and my desire to be alone were with me long before I set 

foot in these places. Many have asked how I was able to tolerate being alone for weeks 

on end in these places and I must admit that my experience was not of loneliness but 

rather of figuring out how to work and live on my own. 

 I came to the conclusion that no supernatural revelations came to me while 

alone. No fear consumed me. I left the volcanic regions no more deranged, at least to 

my knowledge, than when I entered. My photographs, drawings, and writings have 

recorded my thinking at the point in time that I created them. I now look at my images 

and writings for the truth to be revealed about myself, as well as what I saw reflected in 

the world of Alaska’s volcanic wilderness. 

 Perhaps if I had been dropped in and around the volcanoes with no camera, 

drawing paper and pencil, or journal, my life in these places would have been quite 

different. Perhaps a day will come when I leave my recording devices at home and 

experience the ultimate in freedom and independence, the collection of images to be 

enjoyed only in my own reflections.  

 

 

 

 


