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Introduction
The river that runs through the wilderness opens his heart: the mountains burn, friends die, and green shoots sprout
from the ashes.
The Gila River and Wilderness are the heart and soul of A Song for the River. Every summer since 2002,
Connors has been perched in a tower 50 feet above the Gila Wilderness, watching for fire. His first book, Fire
Season (30,000 sold), recounted the deep lessons learned about mountains, wilderness, fire, and solitude. A Song
for the River, its sequel, updates and deepens the story: the mountain he loves goes up in flames; a lookout on
another mountain whom he has come to love as a brother dies in a freak accident; and three high school students
he admires die tragically in an airplane crash while researching the wilderness and the wild river they wish to
save. Connors channels their voices in a praise song of great urgency and makes a plea to save a vital piece of our
natural and cultural heritage: the wild Gila River, whose waters are threatened by a potential dam.
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Discussion Questions
1. The author has an unusual job: fire lookout. What were your perceptions of a “fire lookout” prior to this book?
Did his description of the work surprise you in any way?
2. Several tragedies and cataclysms punctuate the story, including human losses and forest fires. Did you find the
author’s quest to find redemption amid those losses persuasive?
3. Ashes and water are two of the recurring elements in the book. How does the author weave them into the story, and how does he weave them together? What do they represent, separately and together?
4. A major thread in the book involves friendships lost, and friendships made in the aftermath of loss. Did the
author’s description of those friendships mirror anything in your own experience? What role does grief play in
his friendships?
5. The landscape is as much a character as any of the humans in the story. Did you find the author’s description
of it vivid and convincing? Use three adjectives to describe the author’s characterization of the landscape. What is
the story arc for the land, and how is that woven into the story arc for the author?
6. The author admits to flouting some of the conventions of the typical “nature book,” particularly in regards to
the unusual beginnings of a love affair. How did you react to his description of that relationship?
7. In some ways, this story is very human–about relationships, and loss, and grief, and love, the sorts of things we
all relate to. In another way, this is a very political book making a specific argument about the human relationship to nature and our responsibility towards the wilderness that still exists. How did you engage with the political argument? Were you persuaded? Why or why not?

Reviews
An Amazon Amazon Book Review Best Nonfiction of 2018
A Publishers Weekly Pick for Best Nonfiction Books of the Year
An Outside Magazine Pick for Best Adventure Books of the Season
An NPR Summer Reading List Pick
“This moving essay collection, a new classic of the nature writing genre, weaves together wondrous descriptions
of the Gila Wilderness of New Mexico, tales of Connors’s comrades in wilderness preservation, and poignant
meditations on living, dying, love, and grief.” —Publishers Weekly, starred review
“In the style of Annie Dillard, Anne LaBastille, and Aldo Leopold, Connors interlaces . . . stories into a poignant
plea for change–of our attitudes toward nature as well as to all forms of life.” —Library Journal, starred review
“Connors weaves in captivating environmental and fire science issues, but his ruminations about new burns (‘the
birthday for the next forest’), interspersed with contemplations on finding meaning and solace after catastrophic
loss, offer a dazzling display of emotion, too. Intensely intimate, Song feels written for the Gila, the souls lost and
those who love them, but ends up a beautiful, voyeuristic experience that brings the reader into the fold.”
–Shelf Awareness, starred review
“A new book from Connors is always welcome, and A Song for the River–both an elegy for lost friends and a
biography of New Mexico’s beautiful Gila River–delivers more of what made his previous efforts so compelling:
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Reviews contd.
humanity, lyricism, and top-notch nature writing.” —Omnivoracious, The Amazon Book Review
“With A Song for the River, [Connors] secures a spot on the same bookshelf as Edward Abbey and Aldo Leopold.” —New Mexico Magazine
“In . . . A Song for the River, readers encounter yet another profound and memorable set of pages about personal
loss but also — in sweeping and memorable passages — an intense return to the natural and philosophical terrain of the forest and what it’s like to watch it burn.” —L.A Times
“In the literary tradition of Gary Snyder and Edward Abbey, Philip Connors climbs down from his fire lookout
to tell his story of love and loss along the sacred waters of the Gila River, the heart of the Gila Wilderness, a place
of rock and ruins, juniper and pine. Lyrically paced and a real pleasure to read.” —Doug Peacock, legendary
naturalist and mountain man, protector of Wilderness, and author of Grizzly Years: In Search of the American
Wilderness
“Nothing short of spectacular. With deep, clear-eyed honesty, Connors weaves the tragic story of friends gone
too soon within the tale of a region, its haunting wilderness, and a meandering river. He sets out on a quest for
answers, only to remind us of our common humanity. Beautifully nuanced, this is a necessary read.” —Alfredo
Corchado, Mexico Border correspondent, The Dallas Morning News; and author of Homelands and Midnight in
Mexico
“Everything that is absent in the current political crises of this nation is abundantly present in Philip Connors’
A Song for the River: humility, quietude, forgiveness, and gratitude. His writing is pure, exact, compassionate,
and often elegaic…I loved this book.” —Benjamin Alire Sáenz, winner of the PEN/Faulkner Award for Fiction,
Everything Begins and Ends at the Kentucky Club

About the Author
Philip Connors, a Wall Street Journal copy editor in a previous life, grew up
on a farm in Minnesota and studied print journalism at the University of
Montana. In 2002, he left New York and the WSJ to become a fire lookout
in New Mexico’s Gila National Forest. He’s been there every summer since.
That experience became the subject of his first book, Fire Season: Field Notes
from a Wilderness Lookout, which won him national acclaim. Fire Season
won the National Outdoor Book Award, the Sigurd Olson Nature Writing
Award, the Reading the West Award for non-fiction, the Grand Prize from
the Banff Mountain Book Competition, and the Best Nature Book of the Year
from Amazon. His second book, All the Wrong Places, a memoir of life in the
shadow of his brother’s suicide, was published in 2015. He has published essays in The London Review of Books,
The New York Times Magazine, the Paris Review, and N+1. He lives in the Mexican-American borderlands.
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Author’s Essay — A Talent for Sloth
from Lapham’s Quarterly

The landscape where I work, in far southwest New Mexico, is one of the most fire-prone areas in America. I
look out over a stretch of country with nearly a million acres of roadless wilderness, where an annual upsurge of
moisture from the Gulf of Mexico combines with the summertime heat of the Chihuahuan Desert to create tens
of thousands of lightning strikes. In an arid land with brief but intense storm activity, wildfire is no aberration.
My lookout tower is situated five miles from the nearest road, on a ten-thousand-foot peak in the Gila National
Forest. I live here for several months each year, without electricity or running water. Although tens of thousands
of acres are touched by fire here every year, I can go weeks without seeing a twist of smoke. During these lulls I
simply watch and wait, my eyes becoming ever more intimate with an ecological transition zone encompassing
dry grasslands, piñon-juniper foothills, ponderosa parkland, and spruce-fir high country. On clear days I can
make out mountains 180 miles away. To the east extends the valley of the Rio Grande, cradled by the desert: austere, forbidding, dotted with creosote shrubs and home to a collection of horned and thorned species evolved to
live in a land of little water. To the north and south, along the Black Range, a line of peaks rises and falls in timbered waves; to the west, the Rio Mimbres meanders out of the mountains, its lower valley verdant with riparian
flora. Beyond it rise more mesas and mountains: the Diablos, the Jerkies, the Mogollons.
It is a world of extremes. Having spent each fire season for nearly a decade in my little glass-walled perch, I’ve
become acquainted with the look and feel of the border highlands each week of each month, from April through
August: the brutal gales of spring, when a roar off the desert gusts over seventy miles an hour and the occasional snow squall turns my peak white; the dawning of summer in late May, when the wind abates and the aphids
hatch and ladybugs emerge in great clouds from their hibernation; the fires of June, when dry lightning connects
with the hills, sparking smokes that fill the air with the sweet smell of burning pine; the tremendous storms of
July, when the thunder makes me flinch as if from the threat of a punch; and the blessed indolence of August,
when the meadows bloom with wildflowers and the creeks run again, the rains having turned my world a dozen different shades of green. I’ve seen fires burn so hot they made their own weather; I’ve watched deer and elk
frolic in the meadow below me and pine trees explode in a blue ball of smoke. If there’s a better job anywhere on
the planet, I’d like to know about it.
The work has changed remarkably little over the course of the past century, except in its increasing scarcity. Ninety percent of American lookout towers have been decommissioned, and only around five hundred of us remain,
mostly in the West. Nonetheless, when the last lookout tower is retired, our stories will live on. Jack Kerouac
worked a summer on Desolation Peak in the North Cascades, in 1956, an experience he mined for parts of two
novels, The Dharma Bums and Desolation Angels. He secured the job through a recommendation by his friend
the poet Gary Snyder, who worked summers on two different lookouts in the same national forest and wrote several fine poems about that world, “up there above the clouds memorizing various peaks and watersheds.” During
the ’60s and ’70s, that old raconteur Edward Abbey worked at various postings, from Glacier National Park to
the Grand Canyon. He wrote two essays on the subject and made a fire lookout the main character in his novel
Black Sun, the book he claimed he loved most among all his works. And Norman Maclean [Montana, page 27],
in his great book A River Runs Through It, wrote a lightly fictionalized story about his one summer as a lookout
on the Selway Forest in northern Idaho, over the Bitterroot Divide from his home in Missoula.
Based on their reminiscences, I’m pretty sure the qualifications to be a lookout remain the same as they ever
were:
• Not blind, deaf, or mute—must be able to see fires, hear the radio, respond when called
• Capability for extreme patience while waiting for smokes
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• One good arm to cut wood
• Two good legs for hiking to a remote post
• Ability to keep oneself amused
• Tolerance for living in proximity to rodents
• A touch of pyromania, though only of the nonparticipatory variety
Twenty paces from my cabin, sixty-five more up the steps of the tower, and just like that I’m on the job. After
cleaning up the mess left by overwintering rats and mice, putting up the supplies I get packed in by mule, and
splitting a good stack of firewood, I begin more or less full-time service in the sky, 9 a.m. to 6 p.m., an hour off
for lunch—a schedule not unlike that of any other runner on the hamster wheel of the eight-hour workday. For
most people I know, my office, a seven-by-seven-foot box on stilts, would be a prison cell or a catafalque. Over
the years I’ve made some modest improvements to it in an effort to make it slightly more functional. With a
straight length of pine limb and a square of plywood, I’ve fashioned a writing table wedged into one corner of the
tower, just big enough to hold my typewriter. It allows me to write while standing; in this way I can type and look
out at the same time—the extent of my multitasking. Along the east wall of the tower I’ve rebuilt a rudimentary
cot, a body-sized slab of plywood perched on legs cut from an old corral post. Made up with a sleeping pad and a
Forest Service bag, it offers ample comfort on which to read and allows me to look out merely by sitting up.
In quiet moments I devote my attentions to the local bird life. I listen for the call of the hermit thrush, one of
the most gorgeous sounds in all of nature, a mellifluous warble beginning on a long clear note. Dark-eyed juncos hop along the ground, searching for seeds among the grass and pine litter. With no one calling on the radio,
I swim languidly in the waters of solitude, unwilling to rouse myself to anything but the most basic of labors.
Brush teeth. Piss in meadow. Boil water for coffee. Observe clouds. Note greening of Gambel oak. The goal, if I
can be said to have one, becomes to attain that state where I’m completely in tune with cloud and light, a being of
pure sensation. The cumulus build, the light shifts, and in an hour—or two—I’m looking at country made new.
How did I come upon this aptitude for idleness? I blame it on the injurious effects of my Midwestern youth. At
age six I learned the logistics of cleaning manure from the family hog barns. Around the same time, I joined with
my brother in plucking rocks from plowed fields and pulling weeds by hand from neat rows of soybeans. Manicured fields and well-kept barns—the whole right-angled geometry of grain farming and its attendant animal
husbandry—eventually became synonymous in my mind with a kind of pointless feudal labor that condemned
its practitioners to penury or government handouts. At twelve, after the bankers invited us to leave the farm, I
took on odd jobs in town—mowing lawns, raking leaves, shoveling snow, gathering aluminum cans to sell at the
recycling plant. At fourteen I began a short-lived career in the grocery trade, bagging foodstuffs and mopping
spills in the aisles, occasionally filching a box of Little Debbie snack cakes in compensation for a paltry wage. At
fifteen I learned to fry donuts in our small-town bakery, 3 a.m. to 8 a.m., six days a week, a job I held until the
day I left for college. To pay tuition I painted houses, baked bread, unloaded package trailers at UPS in the middle of the night. I tended bar. I dabbled in the janitorial arts, cleaning the University of Montana fieldhouse after
basketball games and circuses. I spent a summer as the least intimidating bouncer in the history of Al & Vic’s Bar
in Missoula. I baked more bread.
Undergraduate degree in hand at last, I ascended to the most rarefied realms of American journalism—handing
out faxes and replacing empty water coolers for reporters at the Wall Street Journal. My tenacity and work ethic
established, I was promoted to copyediting the Leisure & Arts page, a job I held for three years. I was anonymous, watchful, and discreet. Four days a week, an unblemished page was shipped electronically to seventeen
printing plants across the country, and the following morning nearly two million readers held the fruits of my
labor in their hands. At first I resented the lack of attention paid to my mastery of English grammar and the
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intricacies of the house-style book. Not once did I receive a letter from an armchair grammarian in Terre Haute
or Pocatello, one of those retired English teachers who scour the daily paper with a red pen in hand, searching
for evidence of American decline in the form of a split infinitive. Nor did my immediate superiors mention, even
in passing, that I did my job diligently and well. Over time I began to take delight in this peculiar feature of my
job—that my success was measured by how rarely people noticed what I did. I was barely noticed at all.
The essentials of my current line of work—anonymity, discretion, watchfulness—are not so different from those
demanded of a copyeditor. The lookout life fell into my lap, no effort required. It came to me, in fact, while I
was on vacation one summer—seemed like one long vacation itself. I had two days to decide if I wanted the
job. I surveyed my past and saw only blind striving; I played out my future and saw an abyss: day after day the
guillotine of an evening deadline stretching into the murky distance. How could I refuse such a sweet summer
sinecure? That, at its essence, is the story of my talent for sloth. I tried it for the first time in my life. I liked it. The
plague of Midwestern Catholic guilt on my conscience notwithstanding, I often feel I could work my mountain
as long as I walk upright on earth.
Between five and fifteen times a year I’m the first to see a smoke, and on these occasions I use the one essential
fire-spotting tool—aside, of course, from a sharp pair of eyes, augmented by fancy binoculars. That tool is the
Osborne Fire Finder, which consists of a topographic map encircled by a rotating metal ring equipped with a
sighting device. The sighting device allows you to discern the directional bearing of the fire from your location.
The directional bearing—called an azimuth—is expressed by degree markings along the outside edge of the ring,
with 360 degrees being oriented with true north. Once you have an azimuth, you must then judge the fire’s distance from your perch. The easiest way to do this: alert another lookout able to spot the smoke, have her take her
own azimuth reading, and triangulate your lines. We lookouts call this “a cross,” as in, “Can you give me a cross
on this smoke I’m seeing at my azimuth of 170 degrees and 30 minutes?” If this can’t be done—the smoke is too
small to be seen by another lookout or its source is hidden by a ridge—you’re thrown back on your knowledge of
the country. Protocol dictates that you locate each fire by its legal description, or what we in the trade simply call
its “legal”: ideally within one square mile, by township, range, and section, the square-ruled overlay on American
property maps.
A new fire often looks beautiful, first a wisp of white like a feather, a single snag puffing a little finger of smoke in
the air. I see it before it has a name. Like Adam with an animal before him, I will give it one, after I nail down its
location and call it in to dispatch. We try to name the fires after a nearby landmark—a canyon, peak, or spring—
but there is often a touch of poetic license involved. Some years there is more than one fire in a place called Lone
Mountain; knowing this, we’ll name the first the Lonesome Fire and the second the Dove Fire. Or say a fire pops
up in Railroad Canyon, but there’s already been a Railroad Fire that year. Something like Caboose Fire would be
acceptable.
Once I’ve spotted a fire, my superiors must choose a response. For most of the twentieth century the reaction
was preordained: full suppression. A military mindset prevailed in the early Forest Service, and the results for
America’s public lands proved disastrous. Attacking every fire the moment it was spotted warped ecosystems
that had burned on a regular basis for millennia; it convinced retreating urbanites that they could build their
dream homes amid the forests with impunity. Smokejumpers would float out of the sky and save the day if the
call came. The fact remains that wildfire has a mind of its own, as we’ve learned the hard way. The lessons will
only get harder in a warming world, but here on the Gila, officials are committed to making fire a part of the
life of the forest again. They let certain lightning-caused fires burn for weeks at a time, over tens of thousands of
acres, making the Gila healthier than it would be otherwise: more diverse in the mosaic of its flora, more open in
its ponderosa savannah, with less of the brushy ladder fuels that now make the American West an almost annuCinco Puntos Press | 256 Pages | Paperback 978-1-941026-91-5
Hardback 978-1-941026-90-8 | Ebook 978-1-941026-92-2
6

Essay contd.
al show of extreme fire behavior. With crews on the ground monitoring big blazes, we are their eyes in the sky,
watching their weather when they sleep outdoors, letting them know when lightning is coming or the wind has
changed. Such information, relayed in timely fashion, can mean the difference between life and death.
Still, there’s little doubt I’m practicing a vocation in its twilight. Some in the Forest Service have predicted our
impending obsolescence, due to more powerful radios, more sophisticated satellites, even drone airplanes—the
never-ending dreams of the techno-fetishists. If there’s one axiom of the world we’ve made for ourselves, it’s that
technology will always find ways to replace the inefficient human hand. But in a place like the Gila—where so
much of the country remains off limits to vehicles and industrial logging—lookouts are sometimes the only link
to the outside world for backcountry crews of all kinds: fire, trails, game and fish, law enforcement. We are also
much cheaper than aerial surveillance. Safety and fiscal prudence—these will be the saving graces of the lookouts
who manage to hang on.
Even for those of us who do, it’s not difficult to imagine a future in which our most important task is to maintain a set of panoramic high-resolution cameras with live feeds to distant offices. Someday, no doubt, we’ll be
equipped with laptop computers and sophisticated mapping software with 3D graphics. Instead of learning the
lay of the land the old-fashioned way, by walking its contours and staring at it for hours upon hours from above,
we’ll become on-site caretakers for an array of gadgets that render an intimate human knowledge of the country
superfluous. Or so we’ll be told. The lookouts of old, who not only kept watch over the forests but saddled their
horses with tools at the ready to put out a smoke the moment it showed, will surely spin in their graves. As for
the smokejumpers and hotshot crews who once relied on lookouts to know the condition of trails and the density
of fuels in a specific locale, they’ll have to discern what information they can from their handheld GPS units. For
anything else, they’ll be on their own.
Aldo Leopold, the man who drafted the plan to preserve the Gila Wilderness in 1922, a plan that made the headwaters of the Gila River the first piece of land in the world to be consciously protected from industrial machines,
once wrote, “I am glad I shall never be young without wild country to be young in. Of what avail are forty freedoms without a blank spot on the map?” Survey the Lower Forty-eight on a coast-to-coast flight, and the most
interesting country never fails to be that without roads. Down there amid one of those fragments of our natural
heritage is a forest that burns and a desert that dances, 20,000 square miles of cruel and magnificent country
visible from a tower nearly two miles above sea. The view some days cannot be fathomed, so I turn back to the
earth beneath my feet. Wild candytuft bloom under the pine and fir, followed later by wallflowers, paintbrush,
mountain wood sorrel, Mexican silene. On my evening rambles I find stellar’s jay and wild-turkey feathers, snake
skins and mule-deer bones. Now and then an hour of hunting turns up a relic in the dirt, not far from the base
of my tower: a turquoise bead or a Mogollon potsherd, white with black pattern, well more than eight hundred
years old. I am given to understand these people once gathered in the high places and brought with them their
crockery. They sacrificed their pots by smashing them to earth in hopes the sky gods granted rain. I am not alone
in my communion here with sky. Far from it. The ravens and the vultures have me beat by two hundred feet, the
Mogollons by most of a millennium. And who’s to say the dust motes off the desert don’t feel joy, if only for a
moment, as they climb up into sky and ride the transport winds?
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Interview with Author
from L.A. Times

“Fire Season,” published in 2011, felt like an instant classic. A soulful and surprising mediation on the life of a fire
lookout, the book placed Philip Connors on a shelf beside giants of Western literature, including Norman Maclean, Wallace Stegner and Edward Abbey.
A few years later, a second book appeared, “All the Wrong Places,” which seemed quieter and more complicated
but no less successful and stirring. This time the focus is on New York, where Connors was a reporter, working to
process his younger brother’s devastating suicide.
In Connors’ next book, “A Song for the River” (coming Sept. 18 from Cinco Puntos Press), readers encounter yet
another profound and memorable set of pages about personal loss but also — in sweeping and memorable passages — an intense return to the natural and philosophical terrain of the forest and what it’s like to watch it burn.
Tell us how you first came to be a fire lookout.
I was visiting a friend who had the job, back in 2002, around the time I was dreaming of an escape from New
York. I had been working for four years by then in a tower in Lower Manhattan. When I saw my friend’s lookout
tower, it was immediately evident that her tower better suited me. So I talked myself into her job, flew back to
New York to quit the one I had there, and returned to New Mexico, more or less to stay.
It’s hard not to be jealous of a season in a lookout tower, however complex the actual matter of fire suppression.
I think we’d all benefit from some acquaintance with solitude, just to hear the music of our own minds away from
the clamor and confusion of our so-called public life. And I think we’d all do well to spend even one minute a
day paying attention to creatures other than humans. But I readily admit a fire tower in the wilderness is a bit
extreme as far as getaways go.
Your first two books have a lot of the agony and ecstasy of a young man moving through the world. What kind
of writer were you this time?
I felt like the reluctant writer of an elegy — sifting through losses I’d rather not have contemplated. The death of
a friend. The incineration of a forest. The deaths of young people who inspired me. I began to feel the weight of
being fated to write about fire and death.
A lot of great humor balances the heaviness here, such as the moment you remark hopefully that fellow lookout John died “with his boots on.” Then his fiancée notes, wryly, that he was actually wearing sneakers.
It can be surprising what comes out of the shock of grief — sudden moments of manic laughter, for instance.
When my friend John died, several of us lookouts came down from our mountains for a long weekend together,
and there was so much laughter in those evenings, even amid the tears.
I remember John’s fiancée, Teresa, saying that her first good laugh after his death came when the veterinarian’s
office wrote with a card of condolence. “We were so sorry to hear about Sundance,” it said — John’s horse, which
also died in the fall. No mention at all of the horse’s rider.
What was your writing process with “ A Song for the River”?
I worked on it for three years, and I took a long time to see it as a book. It began as a short elegy for John in the
local newspaper, 800 words or so. But I had a nagging sense I hadn’t said enough, so I wrote a 5,000-word essay
and shared it with a few magazines, all of which rejected it. So I let it sit for a while, then went back to work on
it, and it became a 10,000-word essay that was published in the magazine n+1. At that point, too, I thought I was
done with it, but soon enough it called out to me again.
One of the most affecting passages of the book details what becomes of three high-school teens — friends of
yours. I held my breath, nearly sobbing, when you dramatized their final moments.
That was the last part I wrote. It hurt to contemplate their deaths so minutely, and it hurt to get it right, detail by
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excruciating detail. At so many moments, the story could have turned out differently.
Part of the reason the crash demanded to be part of the story was that the kids’ deaths and John’s death were
linked by a wildfire — one that burned up the side of John’s mountain. John and his horse fell to their deaths
inside that burn scar, and the kids died in the plane crash because they had been flying over that same burn scar,
assessing changes to one of their study transects in the forest. I couldn’t in good conscience honor the one death
and not the others.
A lot of supposition and false information sprouted up around the crash in the hometown I shared with John
and those students. I wanted to get to the truth — for my own sake, and for the sake of my friends and neighbors.
I didn’t have the stomach to go around interviewing each person involved, making them relive the worst day of
their lives, so I spent weeks with the depositions that resulted from a lawsuit over the crash. The whole story was
there.
This is a national newspaper: Do you have any words for Interior Secretary Ryan Zinke?
I would urge him to be cognizant of the history of the Gila Wilderness when making any decision about a dam
on the Gila River. Also, I would caution him against blaming “environmental terrorist groups” for our wildfire
problem. It makes him sound like he’s had a lobotomy.
You’ve never been shy about quoting literary predecessors, from Gary Snyder to Rebecca Solnit, from Herman Hesse to Gertrude Stein.
I owe almost everything to books — whatever intelligence I may possess, whatever facility as a storyteller. The
way I see the world is fundamentally determined by what I’ve read. It seems to me natural to acknowledge that.
There were moments in the story when it came time to express a thought, and I knew it had been expressed by
someone else more eloquently than I could do it. There’s no shame in that.
As you’ve matured as a writer, do you feel more like you’re having a conversation with colleagues, or is there
still some anxiety about belonging?
If I had anxiety about belonging, I doubt I’d be tilling ground considered so marginal by the literary world — nature writing and memoir. I’d have moved to Brooklyn and written autofiction about my complicated sexual life,
and the joys and sorrows of curating an identity via social media. My concerns have more to do with belonging
in the actual world, amid friends and neighbors and creatures in the place I call home.
Deuel is a writer in Los Angeles and author of the memoir “Friday Was the Bomb: Five Years in the Middle East.”
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