
The Enemy 
by Edward Abbey 

Millwns of readers worldwide know the late Edward Abbey through the pages of his 21 published books - and 
by his reputation as a cunnudgeonly, anarchic, comedic, poetic, hell-raising, lusty literary genius. But what is 
perhaps Ed's greatest literary work of all is only now about to see print: the 21 volume personal journal he kept 
, across the last four decades of his life-from 1948, when he was a reluctant military cop in post-war Europe, until 
less than two weeks before his death in March of1989. The following sneak preview is lifted from Journal XVI, 
and pfjers a taste of the flavor as a whole, while clearly defining Abbey's motivation for preaching, teaching, and 
living the cause of" radical" environmentalism, no matter what. -David Petersen (Box2466, Durango, C081302) 

August 5, 1978 -Aztec Peakfire lookout, Tonto National Forest, Arizona 

vening and alone: My wind chimes tinkle gently. Storm cells growl and flicker in thenorth
thunder, lightning, curtains of rain. The sun going down in a solemn radiance of purple 
, clouds, rimmed in scarlet. 

Quietude. The distant cries of a hermit thrush- that flutelike song, deep in the dark 
and piney woods. 

Why, in all this peace and beauty, should I trouble my soul with thoughts of war, poli
tics, the endless battle to save a little of free, wild, agrarian America? 

Why? 
I don't know. Some vestigial sense of honor I suppose. The less honor we have left

after all these decades of compromise, trade-offs, cowardice, evasion, tempqrizi.ng, equivo
cating, fence-straddling- the more urgently we cling to what sense of honor still remains. 
I love the hills and the fresh wind, the desert and the sea, the forest, the swamps, the rural 
towns of America. I am obliged, therefore, morally obliged, to defend these things against 
the Enemy. Honor requires it. 

The Enemy? We all know who the Enemy is. The Enemy speaks to us all the time
from the radio, on the television, on billboards, in the newspapers and slick magazines, in 

the halls of Congress, at the state capitol, in city hall. 
And the Enemy says, "Behold, how sleek and fat I have become. Am I not the wonder of the world? Am 

I not the richest and most powerful beast on earth? Would you turn against the thing which has enriched you, 
which has given you safety and security and comfort, which promises you still more wonders in the future
electronic, computerized thinking, a life air-conditiol).ed from womb to grave, an existence of endless novelty, 
luxury, diversion, things and more things, a universe of sport and adventure and romance and travel in the 
softness of your armchair, the ease,of your V-8 four-wheel-drive wheelchair tourism, the sedation of your 
living room? A painless, discreet, sedated death? And all this for so little, so very little - merely for the price 
of some of your independence, a bit of your freedom, a little part of your manhood or womanhood, for only a 
little sacrifice of your humanity and honor .... " 

Law and Order are not enough. Law and .Ius.tli;e is what I want. To hell with order! To hell with the law! 
I'll settle for justice, though the heavens fall. 

(I realize this attitude is not merely a nuisance, but a great bore to almost everybody. I wish I could change; 
I wish I could adapt; I wish I could accept, with peace of mind, the standardized, institutional view of things. 
But I can't. There's something wrong with me. I'm a sick man no doubt about it.) 

Excerpted from Confessions of a Barbarian: Pages from the JOUTTllJls of Edward Abbey, edited by David Peternen. Forthcoming from Little, Brown & Company, Fall 1994. 
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