
L~NVIRONrvlENT/\L TRUTHS THROUGIII<'ICI"ION: WATEIC STEWARDSHIP,
 
AND THE SARATOGA LAKE vVATERSHED
 

Bv
 

Hugh S111 ith Kramer
 

A SENIOR CAPSTONI~ PRO.lL~Cr IN ENVIRONMEJ\TAL STUDIES 

Environmental Studies Program
 
Skidmore College
 

May 4.2007
 

Bob Turner, senior project advisor
 



ABSTRACT
 

ENVlRONMI~NTALTRUTHS TIIROUGH FICTION: WATER, STE\VARDSIIIP,
 
AND THE SARATOGA LAKE WATERSIIFD
 

Bv
 

llugh Smith Kramer
 

This 



Environment~!l Fiction 

Fiction. as a discipline or writing. would seem naturally at odds within the realm 

or social and natural sciences. As a result. on a surface level. the writing of this project 

appears to be incongruous with typical works of environmental studies. However. it is 

essential to note that although the research and contents of this project take the forms of 

fictional stories. the inherent aims of the project are still grounded with the same intent as 

any other environmental studies capstone project an exploration and presentation or 

water issues within the Saratoga Lake watershed. Social science and natural science 

projects inherently tell their own stories about the natural world. The difference of this 

project is simple: it literally tells three. 

lhc "conclusions" or "results" of this project are not as straightforward as they 

might be if they were to come from one of natural or social science. However. one of the 

arguments for the validity of the work presented is that there arc alternative ways to 

portray truths about environmental issues besides scientific reporting and historical 

analysis. Presenting ..truths" through fiction is a technique that this project aimed to 

encapsulate. These ..truths" consisted of different perspectives on water. as well as 

environmental themes that were prevalent in all areas of research. In eaeh of the three 

stories written. an attempt was made to portray a unique perspective on the issue of 

potential future water sources for Saratoga Springs. 







mixture ofmedia. interviews. and scientific documents on one side. published works of 

nature writing. many by renowned authors on the other. My project combined fiction. a 

discipline relatively alien to the natural world, with a strong influence of environmental 

issues and perspectives. In the true sense of interdisciplinary and creative thought. it is 

my hope that readers ofmy project will get as much from my stories as they otherwise 

would from a natural science or social science project with the same inherent goal of 

telling a \ ibrant story about our natural world. 





amongst the pews. the two adeptly performed a calculated political play. While the 

younger man spoke. the older constructed the paper darn of



Suratogians.". protecting their best interests, a steward for their needs. The Director 

opened his arms over the paper fort in front of him. then his smile. as if to proclaim his 

utmost confidence in the factual accuracy of the reports. It was a gesture inviting an) 

skeptics to take a look at the research. the Draft Environmental Impact Statements of new 

potential water S(1UrCeS for Saratoga Springs. "JIIS!!ly!O prove us 11'1'O/lg . .. said the wry 

smile. 

Inside the binders, beneath their green plastic exteriors and onto their vast seas of 

pages. were the words of many: a "development of new water supply Sl)L1I'Cl,'S to meet the 

lung-term and emergency water supply needs l)I'Saratoga Springs", .. to say the least. 

S()Il1C ofthe content 

t 7  



Lake, there's IW risk PI'P('13s. And it's true that either way wcrc gl)nna need a pipeline, 

but imagine ~1 pipeline all the way down from the l ludson - a lourtccn mile 

monstrositv.v.with demons or development nul far behind. You build a pipeline like that. 

let private businesses piggyback onto it. and youll sec the price ofthat water skyrocket 

bv the time it gets to us," 

Seated in a pew at the far right corner lor the room, a young man shi lted slightly In 

his scat. perhaps suppressing agitation or disagreement. 'I'ct if he had something lp say, 

hc held his tongue. wailing to hear the brothers nul. wanting to hear all of their claims 

and positions before he could find a way to squeeze through their words to strike back. 

"Saratoga Lake is closer, cheaper. and higher quality:' supported the Director. ns 

the drip or facts began to gush Irorn the faucet. "Saratoga Lake can provide the city with 

up to 11 million gallons a day. more than enough, even in the dry months. The plan \Ve 

want covers the city for the next 30 years, mind you. And don't get uppity about lake 

levels neither. folks. Wouldn't be morcn ~l halfinch drop during the dry months and 

most other times wouldnt be but a negligible decline:' 

The man in the had shined again, this time with an audible cough. Like all others 

present. he continued to drink in the scene passively and had kept quiet as the brothers 

continued to paint their side olthe months1s-0328 -2 Td1p5ies 



--Ll1cal control." slated thc Commissioner. "Local control." he stated again. as the 

Director nodded emphatically at his sibling. 







.., .ics!" he insisted. unabashed. "The IJudson would not have an~ PCBs because 

the pipe will be too lar upstream. It's actually a higher quality source than Saratoga 

Lake. I've lived on Saratoga Lake my entire life. ifwcrc going to drain as much water 

as you say, there is going to be a significant drop in lake levels. and recreation is going h) 

he affected. possibly quite drastically. The Hudson is a continuously flowing limitless 

supply. You two say that yuu want the best choice 1'01' the citizens pl'Saratoga Springs, 

\\ell so dt) 



"We aim to do the same thing." concluded the Commissioner. yet not (lilly lor a 

lake. but [\)1' all the people 01' Saratoga 



they would help to plan for its future. Like the decisions ofall men. Thomas Mcr iowans 

were nul alvvays perfect: hut lew could question their ever-benevolent intent. 
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"Ok av. let's try something a bit different. I low rnanv olvou have ever been to 

am la ke':"" 

The man noted each hand as it rose into the air, counting the numbers in whispers: 

his head bobbed with each numeral. 

"Eighteen! Ah, much better!" he exclaimed. "And would those who raised their 

hands S~lY they enjoyed those Jakes':" 

/\ collective and unenthusiastic "Yeah" was audible from most or the students: 

others just nodded their heads. 

The man's expression then changed: his lace hadn't become angry but SILTll. more 

serious. revealing something 0[' a motivation. 

"And what was it about being at those lakes that you enjoyed so much':" he asked 

thoughtfully. "01' to anyone who hasn't been to a LIke before. what do you like about an 

ocean. a pond. a river? Yes, you in the orange sweatshirt." 

"I like swimming in my pool behind my house in summer:' said the girl. 

""specially when it's hut ,111d sticky out.' 

"Okay. that's a gond start. What would y011 say is best about it?" 

The girl paused, thinking, but "vas unable to articulate further under the stares or 

the rcsi ofthc class, ,,' dunno." she smiled shvlv. 

"\lll11dil11l':, my tamilv goes tu SP\C lor picnics." piped another girl. "~,k and 

m , liu k: brother make rod; c~lstks in the stream there. Dues that count?" 

··Iklinikh. \Vh~ll ell) you think you I ike about itso much?" 

IX 





sunscreen \1I1 his nose and would whine and squeal with every application. Finally. 

released from 11L'r grasp with Iloatics attached. he would scurry down the imported sand 

beach and splash \\ ithout pause into the shining water. running in as deep as his legs 

would carry him until the water was too high to run into any further. I lis jubilant run 

would end ,IS h-.' lcll with a smacking splash with his hulling lather following nut lar 

behind. 

The surface ot the water glinted brightly under the Saratogian SUIl. and the boy 

\\lluld duck his head bclo» to escape into ,I darker. murkier world. First he noticed the 

small and striped minnows. They swam in ncar perfect synchronization. 





In say thut William was enjl'ying his time with the filth graders at Lake Avenue 

llcrncntarv more than his lime al last lucsdays city meeting \\dS an understatement 

! Icd kit frustrated with the two men who had been running the show. the Commissioner 

and Director l)( Public Works: The t\ilcGl'wan brothers, S~\I"atl)ga Springs was lacing an 

unprecedented period or change: a proposition for a new drinking water source. The 

i\!cGu\\an brothers. whorn everyone knew held much ofthe sway in city poliucs, 

Icrvcntlv ~ld\\)cated using Saraloga J .akc ~lS a new drinking S'\IItTe rather than the ! ludson 

1\ i\ cr. and had dune Sll lor years. William \\as himself a member PI' The Saratnga Lake 

.\s.qlCi~llilHl. and accordingly was at odds over drinking water issues with the brothers 

~lnd most of the newly elected Democrats in the city. During the meding. the brothers 

had barely given him or anyone else a chance tl) speak. a chance to present other sides n! 

the issue. an ad\ ocacy tor the Hudson. Instead thcyd held the floor almost entirely for 

themselves. laying brick after brick of tact to support their own political gl'al: Sarat,)ga 

Like. When William could finally wait no longer 10 have his say. the brothers had 

dismissed his claims. mguing that he in fact was misinformed and needed to read till' 

"rc:11 1~IC1s'" They accused him ofinterpreting some I~LCts to meet his own political ends. 

lunnv. he Iclt the same \\:1\ about the i\JcGn\\an·s.. ' 

"Sll1T\. what's vour name?". . 

"James has hit e:\aclly on the lhing I want In talk about. James. can \ ()1I 









",\W\\\\\V\V\\:' came the collective whine. 

"!\U\\ hold on a second, it's not as had as you miuh: think. You get to be outside. 

\11 I want you guys III do is take a fifteen minute walk somewhere, anywhere. Go with 

vour parents. your friends, or even by yourselves. The catch is. try not to think about 

my thing at all dLlI'ing the walk except the things around you. the things YllU consider tll 

he "nature." When you get horne. if you can. just jot it down. even tll876 Tm�(down. )Tj�/T1_1 1�0.05 Tc 10.615k 







her thiuh. She shook him awake. askinu ifcvcrvthins; was okav. l le opened his e\es to 
..... 
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hat had become more prevalent over lime. the land had begun tn show signs ol its own 

water thut thc land held ill its cavernous aquifers had begun to 11,1\\ thin. Ihe wells thaI 

'lad been drilled deep into the earth supplied less water each year. More wells 



Ill,,' I~ICCS ofhis children. Thesmile on the man in the black suit urcvv even wider. 

hri~hkr. and Ihe larmcr could see that his teeth were not calcareous white but made (If 

~:liIlll1lel'ing gold. In a gulden nash. The ianucr was blinded as the smile glinled 

menacingly under the dark vcllow sun. When his vision returned his field was g(ll1e. 

cb.mgcd. covered. Where his wooden house once was. a massive apartment building (If 

:~ra> concrete now st()(ld. l\ <tripmall had replaced his hay lie Ids: a parking lot covered 

his pasturl's. The crevasse had been almost cntirclv tilled in with cement and the man in 

he hlac], suit with his ~::ulden smile \\as nowhere in sight. /\ tear \\clled in I Ill' ianncrx 

.:\ c :u)d rail d'1\\11 his face. racing bad. towards the earth. OIlCL'. it would h.r, c been 

w;!ked up by the land. blurring the line between Farmer and p 







The Iurmcr awoke. drenched. \V'iping his eyes lrom s\Veat or tears he I,l,)ked at 

his clock that Ilashed l):.\.~ am. lie had slept through his alarm: overslept. l Ic never 

overslept. He tried to dress quickly. ignming panicked thoughts about the \ ivid ncv, 

depths 1(1 which his recurring nightmare had taken him. He roused his \ViI\.; ~lS he laced 

lip his b'l(lt:--. Pulling a \\o()l sweater over his head. he chanced a peck !hwugh the 

hcdnHH1l \\illlll'\\ and sa\\ that a biting ruin and stnmg winds had forced the cows hack to 

their shellers. He leaned closer tu the glass panes. \\ipitl::'- away the !;\2:' ul'his breath. /\11 

unfamiliar C;1r \\~lS parked at the edge othis drive way: a man \\as g':lling our (\1' it. lhc 

nun shut till' (/(\(\1' and walked briskly up the path !lmards the house. lie gril1lC1ced with a 

perfectly \\ hitc Sill ilc ;tS the wind chilled him through the dark fabric (\1' his jacket. 111 his 

kit hand he carried a black umbrella. shielding his body from the water« touch. In his 

right hand. his knuckles turned white as they tightened their i:!rip (1I1 the handle or a black 

leather l-riefcu-.c. 
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