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  BEGINNINGS


  WE MET A BIRD NAMED RACHEL THAT DAY. MY KIDS WERE about 8 and 10 years old, swimming with the unfettered joy of youth in a northern Wisconsin lake when an enormous shadow drifted by. They looked up in time to see a bald eagle trace a crescent on a cobalt blue canvas and then dive steeply to the water. One second and a splash later, the eagle lifted off with a wiggling bass in its talons and two slow, effortless, wing flaps carried the bird to the top of an old white pine. Lunch ensued up there on a branch, and we had ringside seats to watch the rare event. The kids wanted to give the bird a name but couldn’t think of one at first and then bickered when they did. But I had an idea.


  “How about Rachel?”


  They both looked at me funny. “Why Rachel? That doesn’t seem like a good name for an eagle.” I told them it was a perfect name and later that evening, showed them a book written by a famous lady named Rachel. After a brief history lesson, my kids understood that if it wasn’t for that book, we probably wouldn’t have seen the eagle in the tree that day.


  Rachel Carson’s Silent Spring is undeniably one of history’s most iconic works of literature in its own right, as well as a pivotal moment in shaping the natural world we know today—and, indeed, the very identity of our nation, as the bald eagle is prominently displayed on America’s official seals, flags, paper money and coins, stamps, and various departments of authority.


  The eagle symbolizes freedom and strength, and Carson championed those qualities in painstaking studies of life in the sea in three gripping books prior to Silent Spring, which was, at the time, considered a handbook for the very future of all life on Earth. Indeed, Carson’s chutzpah to call out mankind’s presumed right to control Nature shaped the fiery and focused Pennsylvania native as one of the most prominent social revolutionaries we’ve known.


  She was an ecologist before it was a thing and brought a vision and environmental ethic surrounding rising sea levels, melting glaciers, declining animal populations, and climate change long before all of these maladies were everyday news. Carson was the lightning rod for the modern environmental movement, and much of today’s related research, study, processes, and mindset are made of her work.


  Carson should be revered for her contributions to the natural world and modern society. Two young kids at a Wisconsin lake didn’t know that, but they got to name a bald eagle Rachel and that was a special day.


  HERE’S YOUR WORLD, DON’T SCREW IT UP


  April of 2020 marked the fiftieth anniversary of Earth Day, the venerable global celebration promoting responsible stewardship of our planet’s exquisite natural resources. This is a book about people with that same vision, who realized the importance of our natural world and dedicated their lives to conservation, preservation, and protection in diverse and inspiring ways: thinkers, doers, and fighters with environmental mojo decades prior to it being fashionable. Joining Ms. Carson in this book is a celebrity list of environmental luminaries with prescience, tireless devotion, bullheadedness, and profound musings that, even left in their own stimulating light, are to be celebrated and their names shouted from the mountaintops. This group made such an impact that their work and philosophies are still utilized or praised in today’s natural world.


  Perhaps the term thinkers conjures images of someone ensconced in a mahogany-paneled library, sitting in an old, musty high-back chair with pipe and journal in hand. That may indeed be the case in some walks of life, but mulling things over also extends beyond walls. Climb to the summit of a storied peak, wander quiet woods in a neighborhood park, stretch out in a flowery meadow—it is here and places like it all o’er the land where everyday folks can reflect on life around them. I’m as “everyday” as they come: not a scholar, scientist, or extraordinarily cerebral, but not a day goes by when the outdoors around me, my Out There, doesn’t infuse my soul with some kind of moment.


  Deep thinkers Henry David Thoreau and Aldo Leopold penned their ideas in Walden and A Sand County Almanac, and those titles are ubiquitous in educational settings across the country. Their musings reach to the heart of any wanderlust soul or backpacker today worth their weight in sporks and moleskin. In Thoreau’s Walking, for instance, regarded as one of America’s great essays, Henry David expounds on the enriching capabilities of a simple walk, or better yet, a saunter. And he sauntered nearly every day, not able or willing to sit still: “I cannot stay in my chamber for a single day without acquiring some rust.”


  Thoreau spoke eloquently to the spirit of walking, as well, and that it is not enough to “walk a mile into the woods bodily, without getting there in spirit.”



   What business have I in the woods, if I am thinking of something out of the woods?




  Leopold’s mantra speaks to an equal respect for and protection of Nature. His conservation ethic valued protection of Nature for humans but also from humans. For instance, in A Sand County Almanac, his seminal book encouraging a “land ethic” between people and the land upon which they live, he writes of these two ideals in this excerpt from one of my favorite passages:



   We abuse land because we regard it as a commodity belonging to us. When we see land as a commodity to which we belong, we may begin to use it with love and respect.




  Echoing Leopold’s opinion that we aren’t in charge of Nature nor should we aspire to be, Edward Abbey spouted off (rightly so) with a take-no-bullshit attitude about conservation in the Desert Southwest and indeed all over the world and told us straight up in his writing that our environment is in trouble. He was a doer to the core and his work belongs on the same literal and figurative shelf as Thoreau, Leopold, and John Muir. Recent years have seen a resurgence of respect for his Carsonesque views, as well, that just because we have the power to “manage” the world doesn’t give us the right to do so. Two passages from Down the River:



   It is not enough to understand the natural world; the point is to preserve it. Let Being be.


  The beauty and existence of the natural world should be sufficient justification in itself for saving it all.




  Well said, Ed. Abbey (who pushed and occasionally crossed legal boundaries, but who’s counting?) was part of a group who geared up and went out to study, learn, record, report, and otherwise inspire the rest of the world. Muir is widely hailed as the most legendary of doers, roaming all over championing for conservation and preservation. Leopold, Sigurd Olson, Marshall, and friends joined forces and inspired the Wilderness Act, paperwork which we all hold dear every time we walk into our favorite wilderness area. Will Steger vigorously explored the farthest reaches of the poles, driving teams of dogsleds to show us riveting, extraordinarily beautiful, and fragile places.


  [image: NICO DE PASQUALE PHOTOGRAPHY/MOMENT/©GETTY IMAGES]


  NICO DE PASQUALE PHOTOGRAPHY/MOMENT/©GETTY IMAGES


  Shortly after their wedding, Margaret Murie and her husband, Olaus (thinker-doer hybrids), embarked on an 8-month-long expedition to study caribou in Alaska’s rugged Brooks Range. The driven couple spearheaded conservation; we have incomparable lands like the Arctic National Wildlife Refuge (ANWR) to show for it. Bob Marshall regularly hiked 30 or 40 miles in a day (with a smile on his face all the while), helped launch the Wilderness Society, protected special places, and his work influenced the millions of acres of unspoiled land we enjoy today.


  Fighters share much in common with doers, but these folks also got vocal, sometimes loudly, standing their ground in the face of staunch adversity in political arenas, facing down bullheaded loggers or developers, simply refusing to budge in their commitment to saving a species or coveted piece of land.


  Consider Minnesota native Marjory Stoneman Douglas, who moved to Miami in her nascent years and quickly recognized the irreplaceable beauty and significance of the Everglades. Douglas’s book The Everglades: River of Grass redefined a long-held (oblivious) perception of the Everglades as merely a swamp rather than a vibrant incubator of life. The book is, in fact, often compared to Carson’s Silent Spring for its influence on the “place” of our environment. Douglas fought valiantly for her beloved Everglades to her final days.


  And how about Martin Litton? The legendary Grand Canyon river runner’s name is largely unknown to the general public, but Litton’s uncompromising efforts were pivotal in protecting the Grand from a pair of enormous dams that would have wreaked all manner of travesty on one of Earth’s most treasured natural wonders. Litton once wrote:



   I never felt it did any good to be reasonable about anything in conservation, because what you give away will never come back—ever.




  Litton fought alongside Abbey (they looked like a pair of ornery, wilderness-borne brothers) and David Brower; and, in 2004, Litton rowed the entire length of the Grand Canyon at age 89, never losing the gleam in his eye for the place he loved best.


  In the midst of my heady college days, I heard stories of growing up in Rocky Mountain National Park and the big floods and vintage Colorado from an affable chap who sported an Abbey-Brower-Litton vibe and graded my raggedy essays. He still has that gleam for Nature, too, and like many of us, that fierce fire will never dim.


  A BLUEPRINT FOR LIFE


  The rest of this book’s cast of characters left their own unique mark on the natural world around us, and it is through their work we continue, as best we can, to maintain some semblance of cohesion and partnership with the place in which we live. It’s a mess out there, but it’s not like we didn’t see it coming. Procrastination, ignorance, and dominance are no longer options if we hope to stem the tide.


  In our favor are the distinguished names on these pages and like-minded, farsighted envoys like Terry Tempest Williams, Rick Bass, Barry Lopez, Bill McKibben, John McPhee, Wendell Berry, and Annie Dillard. This group has carried the mantle high from their preceding Nature-soused ancestors and is adeptly, with grace, wisdom, and encouragement, passing it again to the march of their younger peers.


  These pages look at key areas of environmental concern that have pervaded our culture and society for generations, drastically affecting its appearance and behavior. Chapters ahead highlight actions taken by these environmental movers and shakers, from highly visible feats to regulatory influence to the philosophical. We’ll learn how they persisted in a miasma of adversity, pushback, constant political struggles, and even violence. Some believers were, in fact, killed for standing up for the well-being of this selfless, resilient, and abundant planet. In light of its treatment, Earth is forgiving as well, but our round and rotating orb can only take so much.


  Human beings occupy an ironic place in the modern world. We have to take from it to survive but must preserve it as well. That’s a difficult ask, considering a biped population swarming unchecked, its rampant individualism undoing wilderness with every step. We’ve learned along the way, at great cost, the sensitivity of flora and fauna habitats to climatic fluctuations, exhibited in harsh reality today. In my own tiny place here, I see this in real time; my kids are part of a generation mired in constant dire news—anemic winters, the veritable disappearance of Arctic ice, catastrophic fires and floods, and entire ecosystems literally migrating.


  Most alarming is the very substance that gives us life: water. Everything—every single thing—relies on water. When it’s gone, life goes with it and, yet, we continue to plunge well shaft skewers into the earth like a pincushion. The frightening result is playing out right in front of us—enormous chunks of desert land in Arizona cracked and dropped several feet when its groundwater foundation depleted to nearly empty. The venerable, revered Colorado River, flowing from Rocky Mountain headwaters for more than six million years, no longer makes it to the sea. The river just dries out and stops (with occasional trickles of hope some years when a skinny rivulet finds its way through). Southern California’s Salton Sea is a stagnant, lifeless garbage dump of agricultural runoff. Aquifers beneath our feet are being sucked dry in the eye blink span of our lifetimes and, if we don’t take heed, a reckoning will come when nothing comes out of the tap at the kitchen sink. Maybe then we’ll understand. We are vulnerable but don’t behave as such. We need to respect the whole of Nature for what it is, or realize an unsettling future.


  As dim as the current landscape may sometimes seem, however, hope has a way about it. This book shares the results of dedicated efforts, including the founding of the National Park Service and the Wilderness Society, establishment of the Wilderness Act, and preservation of untold millions of acres of land. Inspired by the stories of history’s conservation crusaders, we are buoyed by those who have picked up the torch in the 21st century, a renascence of Nature’s confidantes and heralds of a call to arms for everyone to make the world a better place.


  We are at a tipping point—well past it in many areas—and it is long past time to cease taking so much. Nothing else matters if we don’t have a home. But a few ticks of time remain, perhaps, for the world to breathe a little, if we lend a hand.


  I am humbled by the never-give-up tenacity of the names in this book, invigorated by what they stand for, and honored to share their stories with you.




  HENRY DAVID THOREAU


  1817–1862
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   I went to the woods because I wished to live deliberately, to front only the essential facts of life, and see if I could not learn what it had to teach, and not, when I came to die, discover that I had not lived.




  ARGUABLY, THIS IS ONE OF THOREAU’S MOST ICONIC AND INSPIRAtional quotes. How many of us live deliberately, genuinely listening and learning, especially from Nature’s voice? Thoreau was as deliberate as they come, making a decision near the midpoint of his short life to spend some quality time connecting closely with Nature. In early spring of 1845, he packed meager belongings, borrowed an ax, and walked out of his hometown of Concord, Massachusetts, to build a small cabin on the shore of Walden Pond, a cozy locale only a short distance from town. He went there with an uncomplicated plan to experiment with a simpler life and, in doing so, created Walden, among literature’s most influential works that endures today in its teachings and legacy. Indeed, you’re doing all right when the likes of Gandhi and Martin Luther King Jr. name you as inspiration.


  Henry David Thoreau was born, raised, and died in Concord. Before his transcendence to renowned conservation thinker and scribe, however, he carried a reputation as a Nature-loving non-conformist, favoring the idea of working Sundays and taking the other six days off (hear! hear!), instead of the other way around. He wasn’t especially neighborly or all that concerned about personal hygiene, but he eventually found the focus to study in Harvard’s hallowed halls, balancing a diverse course load that included the classics, philosophy, rhetoric, science, and mathematics. A year after graduating, he landed a job teaching in Concord, a tenure lasting only two weeks, after a clash with the dean over the idea of flogging unruly students.


  Abruptly out of work, Henry went to work making pencils. His father owned a pencil factory housed in a mélange of sheds right behind the family home, where the Thoreau brood laboriously manufactured this most basic of writing tools. Interestingly, it was Henry David’s tenacious mind that made the John Thoreau & Co. pencils the best in the country.


  At the time, Europeans made far superior pencils, but Thoreau dove headlong into studying all there was to know about French and German pencils and invented an even better production process, catapulting his father’s company to pencil prominence. Upon checking off that milestone, Henry David left the factory and started an elementary school with his brother, John. The school chapter of their lives was short-lived, however, as they had to close its doors when John became very ill and soon passed.


  Interestingly, earlier in his life, Henry had met Ralph Waldo Emerson, who at the time had become a virtual divining rod of the Transcendentalist Era, a young and virile climate of liberal intellectualism. (Emerson, in fact, presented Harvard’s commencement address the year Thoreau completed his studies, and they lived not far from each other in Concord.) Transcendentalists (including literary luminaries such as Margaret Fuller, Amos Alcott, and Walt Whitman) believed in a philosophical balance of respect for Nature, self-sufficiency, optimism, and the freedom—a veritable shove from the world—to go ahead and try new things. Emerson led the way by eloquently speaking to audiences far and wide on man’s capacity to fully “know” Nature and, indeed, see the universe as something to get out and experience, rather than hold at arm’s length as some kind of mysterious element.


  He says as much in this simple statement on the influence of a forest: “In the woods, we return to reason and faith.” There you have it; go walk in the woods to flee your daily habits and tendency to cling to normalcy. While Emerson initially took Thoreau under his wing, Henry David soon nurtured his own distinctive ideas and commitment to Nature far more intensely than Emerson’s.


  This became the driving force that cemented Thoreau’s place as one of our time’s most distinctive voices. Eventually, Thoreau took leave of his fellow philosophers and retreated to a small piece of land that Emerson owned on the shore of Walden Pond. Thoreau bought an old chicken coop and harvested its lumber, hauled the boards and accompanying building supplies to the pond, and built a little house. While the location was cozy and quiet, it was only a couple of miles from town, walking distance which he traveled frequently, as did a relatively regular (too regular, if you ask Henry) stream of visitors.


  But nothing detracted from Thoreau’s intentions of living at Walden Pond. Coinciding with his “economic experiment” of living via the one day on, six off scheme, he set about writing A Week on the Concord and Merrimack Rivers in tribute to his brother, John. The relative serenity at Walden Pond further fueled Henry’s muse, which he channeled into Walden, a memoir/spiritual reflection hybrid on living simply. Indeed, his self-imposed isolation was a testament to how easy it is to live modestly if one can only see and appreciate the value in Nature and its inherent generosity of spirit. When Thoreau finally extracted himself from his two-year field trip, he proclaimed that life’s so-called luxuries are “not only dispensable, but positive hindrances to the elevation of mankind. Man is rich in proportion to the number of things he can do without.”




   SONG OF THE THRUSH


  Thoreau’s beloved wood thrush lives throughout the eastern United States, although it trends to the reclusive. Instead of mimicking a challenger’s call, males buck songbird trends by answering with a different tune. Numbers are declining due in large part to fragmented habitat and loss of adequate food sources. Cowbirds are trouble, as well, populating nearly every thrush nest with at least one of their own eggs.




  Coinciding with an awakening to Nature, he made no qualms of sharing thoughts on the finer things found outside—“the nonchalance of the butterfly carrying accident and change painted in a thousand hues upon its wings.” A powerful message of an everyday performance related in a handful of words, and Thoreau’s essays continued to reveal his argument that genuine experience with Nature can inspire a new and useful wisdom for life’s other components. His prose was nothing short of artistic; he is widely viewed as the catalyst thrusting Nature writing into respectable literature, and indeed of Nature itself as a return to innocence and retreat to an essence of freedom.


  I can attest to Nature’s essence of freedom, its solace, inspiration, challenge, and lessons. Walking, living, touching, and seeing the natural world is the foundation upon which my life, my soul, were built and I don’t let a day escape without contact with a sunbeam or raindrop, unruly wind or scent of a season. Speaking of contact, I first read Thoreau’s homage to such sitting in a periphery seat of a college writing course. The moment didn’t change my life in some enlightened manner heralded by angelic song, but it brought to the fore a mantra that galvanizes my days and will continue to the last of them. From The Maine Woods:



   Talk of mysteries! Think of our life in nature,—daily to be shown matter, to come in contact with it,—rocks, trees, wind on our cheeks! the solid earth! the actual world! the common sense! Contact! Contact! Who are we? where are we?




  It can take but a single touch; the point is to let it happen or reach to it with intent. For example, I relate in robust spirit to Thoreau’s appreciation of the common wood thrush, an energetic and melodious little bird that makes many appearances in his writing. He likened the thrush as the herald of all that is right with the wild: “The thrush alone declares the immortal wealth and vigor that is in the forest.” In his journals, he bestows high honor upon the thrush, and there has likely never been a more eloquent description of its melody:



   . . . this bird never fails to speak to me out of an ether purer than that I breathe, of immortal beauty and vigor. He deepens the significance of all things seen in the light of his strain. He sings to make men take higher and truer views of things.




  Words like that were part and parcel to Thoreau’s intensely personal and introspective relationship with Nature, one that set him apart from society’s well-trodden road. This chorus of his voice came to light in a particularly poignant message in Walking, a lecture-turned-essay on the heartbeat of wildness and all that it brings to our everyday lives, even if it is merely a walk in the woods. “I believe that there is a subtle magnetism in Nature which, if we unconsciously yield to it, will direct us aright.”


  His deep passion clearly evident in his words, it is difficult not to be filled with an awakening of sorts, a realization that the spirit of wilderness is within us, not only a distant mysterious location on a dusty and wrinkled map. Never discount the power of a dusty, wrinkled map, however; I’ve followed the lead of many and discovered a new wilderness spirit every time.


  Thoreau was on to something in this realm and nailed it in what is widely regarded as his most well-known quote, “in wildness is the preservation of the world,” leading this passage from Walking:



   The West of which I speak is but another name for the Wild; and what I have been preparing to say is, that in Wildness is the preservation of the world. Every tree sends its fibres forth in search of the Wild. The cities import it at any price. Men plough and sail for it. From the forest and wilderness come the tonics and barks which brace mankind.




  Is it so tenuous a wish that these words don’t continue falling on deaf ears? In the time it took me to write this single page, another huge chunk of the Amazon, a place of tonics and barks and other irreplaceable gifts, was slashed and burned to oblivion. Surely, there is a Thoreau-esque wilderness ethos, a respect for life, pervasive in enough of us to find destruction of that magnitude unacceptable? Vision that sees a world beyond the meager years of our own lives?


  Walking a pine forest or ocean shore or desert arroyo, it takes only the slightest meditative halt to feel, hear, smell, touch what is around you. Try it today, and tomorrow, too. It will make a difference. In autumn, go walk in the woods, breathe deep, and tell me that doesn’t make you smile. Stand there awhile. Listen to the chickadees. Watch a bright orange maple leaf on a fast-twitch, zigzag descent; let it hit you in the cheek, glance off your arm, and land at your feet. You just saw the last chapter of a beautiful, moving, silent, life story. Wander a fall festival and drink apple cider and eat caramel apples, apple pie, and corn on the cob. The world is all reds and golds, frosty mornings and evening campfires. Let another leaf land.


  And mull for a moment how our friend Henry David viewed that kind of a world. From his journals:



   The earth I tread on is not a dead, inert mass. It is a body—has a spirit—is organic—and fluid to the influence of its spirit—and to whatever particle of that spirit is in me.




  Organic indeed, as he goes on in a somewhat unappetizing yet alluring way to describe springtime when frost oozes from the ground: “If the weather is too warm and rainy or long continued it becomes mere diarrhea—mud and clay relaxed.” He continues with thoughts on Earth’s place as the start of all life in writing: “Nature has some bowels and there again she is mother of humanity . . . the globe is a worthier place for these creations. This slumbering life that may awake. Even the solid globe is permeated by the living law.”


  He ends the passage with an abrupt but appropriate refrain: “It is the most living of creatures. No doubt all creatures that live on its surface are but parasites.”


  Interestingly, few of Thoreau’s contemporaries shared his increasing devotion to wilderness, Emerson among them. Henry David simply had his own ideas of and made his own experiences in Nature and then recorded it all in extensive journals. Indeed, his views on mankind’s intrinsic connection to Nature diverged from most every other person in America, who were at the time all but reveling in murmurs of the country’s rapidly approaching collision with the din of perceived industrial glory and riches.


  Keep in mind that even Thoreau’s glossy sheen was tinged with hypocrisy. As America’s virgin wilderness vanished by the day, its people were, for lack of better words, duped into believing that the baubles of a grand new mechanized world would make up for the loss of wild places. While Thoreau never hesitated to voice his love of Nature, he made little effort to preserve it. In fact, he at one time worked as a surveyor plotting land for development and essentially sat back and watched the industrial world obliterate his once-idyllic hometown. Critics viewed Thoreau as blinded by his own optimism, more enraptured by a rosy future than concerned with matters unfolding in front of him, seduced by the belief that simply staying positive will guard against all that ails us.


  A positive outlook is great to a point, unless we just sit on our hands. We must weave Nature’s wonderful experiences and lessons back into our everyday world if we hope to slow society’s destructive tide. And, so far, we’ve been ineffective at best on conservation fronts, as rampant pillaging of the planet’s resources continues unabated.


  Nevertheless, it is refreshing, even in hindsight, to know that our friend Thoreau appreciated the little things like being “refreshed by the flux of sparkling streams” and the nonchalance of the butterfly. He held minnows and bald eagles in equally high esteem and wrote with verve on natural and direct experiences with the whole of Nature, down to the finest of details.


  Contact!


  HIS LEGACY


  Throughout the penning of enduring, influential work and all his other post-college endeavors, Thoreau battled tuberculosis. His symptoms devolved rapidly in 1859 and he passed at the far-too-young age of 44. Early mentor Emerson paid respects with these words, driving home Thoreau’s enormous and lasting impact: “The country knows not yet, or in the least part, how great a son it has lost. His soul was made for the noblest society; he had in a short life exhausted the capabilities of this world; wherever there is knowledge, wherever there is virtue, wherever there is beauty, he will
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  AN OPEN INVITATION


  WRITING THIS BOOK WAS A FASCINATING JOURNEY. EVERY CHAPter brought learning, wonder, fulfillment, some laughs, and, most of all, inspiration. How about you? My sincere hope is you enjoyed the stories here and that these closing pages fill you with energy to become your own thinker, doer, or fighter. Perhaps that means marching to your local government in support of a place or cause. Maybe this is a time for volunteering your skills, diving into learning more about a new component of Nature, or reading an armload of books by authors past and present.


  Whatever inspires you, I’ll give you a head start with a list of popular, respected, or otherwise proven organizations making a difference. Be sure to check groups in your home area as well. Have a look around, find something that moves you, and go do great things. We have one planet, one home, and it’s in trouble. But we can drive change by taking action. Let’s write a new chapter to our story.


  Think. Do. Fight.




	The Nature Conservancy


	nature.org



	Sierra Club


	sierraclub.org



	National Audubon Society


	audubon.org



	World Wildlife Fund


	worldwildlife.org



	Rainforest Alliance


	rainforest-alliance.org



	Friends of the Earth


	foe.org



	Worldwatch Institute


	climatenetwork.org



	Leonardo DiCaprio Foundation


	leonardodicaprio.org



	League of Conservation Voters


	lcv.org



	National Parks Conservation Association


	npca.org



	Earth Island Institute


	earthisland.org



	Ocean Conservancy


	oceanconservancy.org



	Oceana


	oceana.org



	National Geographic Society


	nationalgeographic.org



	Climate Action Network


	climateaction.org



	The Wilderness Society


	wilderness.org



	Center for Biological Diversity


	biologicaldiversity.org



	Rocky Mountain Institute


	rmi.org



	Coral Reef Alliance


	coral.org



	Environmental Defense Fund


	edf.org



	Trust For Public Land


	tpl.org
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