
Scenic Views 

Long distance driving was his thing.  He could pack dips, listen to music loud, 

and get wired on Redbull.  It was everything Clay liked.  But now he couldn’t.  Melissa 

never let him turn the radio up, and Clay could only dip when she was asleep.  She 

always bitched when she saw him do it.  But tonight he was having sex on a waterfall.  

Him, Melissa, and White River Falls cascading 225 feet over a two tiered drop, 

thundering into a volcanic cauldron where chimney swifts darted through the refracted 

mist.  She didn’t know yet.  

“Don’t you know that shit is illegal,” said Melissa.  “When I was a kid we went 

there in our RV.  Uncle Roger almost got arrested.” 

Clay kept his eyes fixed on the big nothing of Eastern Oregon as he responded, 

 “Nah, it’s alright baby.  We just won’t let anyone see us.” 

“ Honey, there’s a ranger that lives literally next to the waterfall.” 

They arrived at White River Falls State Park to find a trailer parked literally next 

to the waterfall.  Outside stood a wood sign that read, “Ranger In: Pat Monahan.”  They 

drove around for and hour and a half looking for another path to scramble down to the 

falls.   

“She’d never make it down that,” thought Clay.   
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By then it was dark.  Melissa told him not to, but he decided he would find out 

just how illegal it was.  He’d pay a couple hundred dollar fine for this.  Melissa’s too. 

“I’m going to check it out.  If I say it’s cool, we’re going.” 

A Marine Corps flag and the Stars n’ Stripes clinked against a flagpole in the 

moonlit breeze.  Light and voices fell out of an open door; some real people, some TV.  

 “Hello,” ventured Clay. 

  He heard a dog bark.  A shout, a kick, and Ranger Pat stumbled out of the trailer.  

Clay made a few initial observations.  First, he was part Indian.  Second, he was drunk by 

8:45pm.  Those probably had something to do with each other.  And this guy sure as hell 

wasn’t a real park ranger. 

 Clay played it dumb.  Dumb and smooth.  He started off asking about camping 

then turned to hiking trails.  Ranger Pat slurred, in that out of breath Indian way, friendly 

answers to all of Clay’s questions.  He learned of several nearby campsites, and that 

Ranger Pat wasn’t a real ranger.  He just mowed the grass and got a badge. 

Feeling like he had earned Ranger Pat’s confidence, Clay asked his only real 

question. 

“So are you allowed to swim down there?” 

Just then a great fat golden retriever rambled out of the cabin and started 

whopping its giant head on Clay’s leg.  Ranger Pat chuckled. 

“Oh, down girl.  That’s Putter, she’s a sweetie.   



The big dog rolled around flattening the grass between the two.  She sniffed at 

Ranger Pat’s belly from under his off white t-shirt. 

“What were you asking?  Oh yea, it’s illegal.  I try and stop them, but every 

summer people go out there on those slick rocks.  If you ask me, it’s what Darwin said: if 

they’re dumb enough to do it.” 

“Do people ever get hurt out there?” Clay asked with added disbelief. 

“Seventeen,” said Ranger Pat like a secret. 

“Since I’ve been here, seen seventeen people die.  Always kids.  Last year this 

boy who worked at a summer camp near here, good-looking kid, he drowned.  Was just 

swimming at the bottom, and he got pulled behind the waterfall.  They couldn’t get him 

out till the water dropped.  Took them four days.  The whole time, he was just bobbing 

around in there.  When they pulled him out, you couldn’t even tell it was human.  It made 

me sick” 

Clay promised Ranger Pat he would look into one of the campsites. He never 

brought up the price of the fine.  Ranger Pat couldn’t stop him. 

Around midnight Clay lead Melissa past the dark trailer down to the waterfall.  

The rocks were steep and slick, but not that bad.  He only had to help her in a few places.  

That night on the rocks in the water in Melissa, Clay never took his eyes off the waterfall.  

He was looking behind it.  Looking at seventeen blue bodies, bobbing like corks, behind 

the curtain.  And he was in there too.  It pulled the hair off his head and the flesh off his 



bones.  Melissa turned in the water beneath him, so cold he couldn’t even tell it was 

human. 


