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SHARON BUTALA lives on a ranch near Eastend, Saskatchewan,
and is one of Canada’s best-known writers. Butala’s novels include

The Garden of Eden, The Gates of the Sun, Luna, and The Fourt
Archangel. Her most recent book is Wild Stone Heart:
An Apprentice in the Fields. “The Subtlety of Land” is from
The Perfection of the Morning: An Apprenticeship in Nature,

nominated for a 1994 Governor General’s award.

SOME YEARS LATER, when I was an established author, I said to
a Toronto reporter who had asked me a question about him,
"My husband is a true rural man.”

“What does that mean?” the reporter asked, his voice full of
skepticism.

“It means,” [ said, “that he understands the world in terms of
wild things.” [ was a little surprised myself at my answer, having
been called upon to explain something cthat until that moment
had seemed self-evident, and realizing that, caught off guard,
I'had hit on the heart of the matter.

The reporter’s pencil stopped moving, his eyes shifted. away
from me, he reflected, his eyes shifted back to me, and w1th01%t
writing anything down he changed the subject. When 1 rold this
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story to a writer-naturalist friend, he said. laughing, ths, for g
e

reporter my answer “does not compute,”
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off to forage. More than once he came to the hoyge to get me so
[ could see the little spotted creature for myself,

“Watch,” he would say. “When theyre thig youn

even move when you come near them ”
down, pick up the trusting fawn in his

closest grass-covered dike, and place it gently down where the
irrigation water couldnt reach it. 1 worrjed about the mother

locating her baby, but he said, with the confidence born of expe-
rience, Don’

g they don’
Then he would bend

aIms, carry it to the

immersion in it.

In my reading and occasionally in conversation with urban

visitors, [ read or hear people either saying directly or implying
indirectly that true rurgl : |

angry, imply-
are somehow an

that beauty is beyond

It is one thing to come from the city and be over-

whelmed by the beauty of Nature and to speak of it, and ano.ther
thing entirely to have lived in it so long that it has seeped into
your bones and your blood and is inseparable from your own

being, so that it is part of you and requires no mention or hymns
of praise.

Ing as it does that rural people lack humanity,
Inferior branch of the human species,

their ken.

Peter preferred to do our annual spring and fall cattle drives
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on horseback, a trek which took three days. Bringing th -
down to the valley around Christmastime could be ey une

pleasant and then it was often hard to get help, so that we sop,
cimes made that move with only Peter, me, and one other py;.

son. But three days out on the prairie during a warm SPring were
paradise; we never had any trouble rounding up enough riders

then. If the spring move was usually a joy, the best part of it ws;
the eight to ten miles of unbroken prairie without even any trye

roads through it that we used to cross each time.
[ knew the first time Peter took me across those miles of

prairie that | loved to be there far from towns or even houses, on
native shortgrass that had never been broken, where the grass
hadn’t been overgrazed and was full of birds’ nests in the spring,

and long-eared jackrabbits as big as small dogs, antelope in the
distance, and coyotes that often followed us singing all the way.

Of course, unless she’s a dyed-in-the-wool, bona fide horse-
and-cattlewoman herself, when it’s time to move cattle, and
especially if there are adolescent sons on the place, the ranchers
wife usually gets stuck driving the truck. The rancher is the one
with the understanding of the cattle, knowledge of the route,
and the cattle-management skills. As boss and owner, he has to
ride. If there are adolescents along, it’s taken for granted that
they'll ride because they have to learn, which has a high priority
oanzskatchewandranches, and because it's so much fun and
nobody wants to deprive ki ‘

Thcyrancher’s wigt pai:ll:dtsh:i;:;jge:;rvnﬂis S ﬁl.n |

, stows them in the truck,

serves them when the time comes, and packs up after. She car-

r;eks drinking water and coffee and the extra jackets or the ones
taken off when the day gets too warm. Sh

. € carries tack, fencin
pliers, and other tools, and sometimes , g
>

if the move js just before
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calving begins, she'll have a newborn in the ba

ck of the truck

trom his own horse. Usually, at some point, somebody will take
pity on her and spell her off for an hour of 50, 50 that she can get
out into the fresh air and ride a ljttle herself.

When you move cattle you move,
at the leisurely pace of about two

out on the prairie during the spri
Ordinarily

I wouldn’t get to ride until we were close to the
ranch and our helpers went home. Then Peter and |
our headquarters from the hay farm to the ranch house

ride horses out to the cattle to brin
home. Occasionally,

and we'd
g them the rest of the way
he'd have someone along who didn’t ride
and who would drive the truck so that I could ride. Most of the
time, though, [ reluctantly drove the truck and kept my fingers
crossed for a chance either to ride or, as I sometimes did, to walk
leading Peter’s horse—for me to ride him was unthinkable, the
very thought making my stomach turn orver and my knees
quake—while Peter spelled me off in the driver’s seat.
Nowadays we calve at the hay farm instead of at the ranch,

mostly because it’s easier to keep an eye on the cows, bu.t also
because there’s shelter for them here during the inevitable
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calf-killing spring storms. Often, too, in spring there js

. the ditches or fields along the way and, of course, ¢} Zi:r
must have water each day, moving or not. If we calve gt th hae
£,rm—Peter not being a believer in early calving—by the tim:
we're ready to move in late April most of the farmers alony
route have seeded their crops. The traditional mistrust betweep

tarmers and ranchers being what it is, it would be dangeroy if
one cow strayed one foot from the road allowances, those which

usually without bothering to get permission from the munici
pality, farmers haven't plowed up and seeded to wheat. And
cows being what they are, you never know when one might take
¢ her head to head out, calf at her side, racing for Alaska or
Mexico across a newly sceded field with a couple of cowboys in
hot pursuit. Guns have been pointed on such occasions. Now-

adays, it hardly seems worth the risk.
During one of the last spring moves we made, Peter had had

more people along than hed expected and before wed gone very
far he'd given one of the kids my horse, which hed been leading,
to ride. Not long after that, hed given my saddle—the only one
with stirrups that could be shortened enough for small people—
to another teenager to use. I had reconciled myself to not being
able to ride on this move. I could still look at the landscape;

I could roll down the window and smell the sweet air and feel

the breeze and the sun on my face, and occasionally I could stop;
get out, and stroll around a bit in the grass.

We always made it a practice to stop for a meal when we

re.ached that stretch of pure unbroken prairie. The riders would
dismount and hobble their horses or tie them to the fence, Id

park the truck, Peter would throw down a couple of hay bales
for a table or for people to sit on, and I'd put out the lunchy Wed
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it in the sun and eat sandwiches, and his mother’s baked beans,

the pot wrapped in layers of newspapers to keep it warm, and
drink coffee from thermoses. Long before we reached there I'd
have begun to look forward to that moment.

I discovered what the annual day spent crossing these acres of
prairie meant to me when, as we were about to begin that part
of the trip, a circumstance arose—I don't even remember what
it was—that meant somebody had to drive one of the men the

twenty or so miles around the fields, down the roads, and wait
with him there at the corrals for the riders and cattle to arrive.

Since Peter could hardly order anybody else to do it, and nobody

volunteered, it was taken for granted that as his wife I would
leave the drive and take this man where he needed to g0.

I wanted to protest, but I couldnt bring myself to do it in

front of so many people, especially since arguing or complaining
1s just not done on a trip like that. It would be a little like a sailor
telling the captain of a ship that he didn't feel like taking the
watch that night. My true feelings were too private to speak out
loud, and I couldn’t come up with any practical reason why I
shouldn’t have to that didn’t hint of adolescent pique or, not
knowing how the others felt about the prairie—but the fact that
nobody volunteered to go should have given me a hint—that I
could be sure anybody but Peter would understand. And every-
one else was a volunteer; I was official staff. I knew I wouldn't be
able to go back and catch up with the drive, either. For me, for
that year, the drive was over.

I got back in the truck and started driving, trying to smile,
trying to make conversation, while all the time I was fighting
back tears. I wanted so badly to spend that last few hours on the
prairie, the only time we ever went through those fields, that I
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pain In T chest as I drove away and that 5
with me till [ went to bed that night. aYed
[ said about that :1cident much later to a friend, “If eve
thing happens to teach you something, why was that taken awz;

from me? What Was [ supposed to learn from that?” and ap

cwered myself «To teach me how much the wild prairie mean;
[ was able to g0 further: to understand how

o me. Years |ater,
. how deeply it might affect one,

had an actual

' farmers
horseback that day; and plowed

.o a farm. Now, ten years later, the farming
ng, but you can’t turn plowed-up shortgrass
ne forever, or given a

he original terrain. It’s go
:h the wildlife that

d as forever, along Wi

it up to turn it
operation 18 faili
prairie back into t
human life span, as goo
lived on it.

It occurs to me now to wonder if perhaps the very real—and
surprising even to me—Ssorrow [ felt that day as I drove aWay,
.nd all the rest of the day and for days afterward, wasn't perhaps
intuitive, if perhaps a part of me knew |
experience the sweetness of that air, th
.nd hands, the view so vast the soul felt free, because by th

spring or the spring after that it would be gone forever.

e next

I:\sdthe years pa.ssed., I felt more and more that the best comfort 1
ad was in being in the landscape. I was only mildly curious
:‘l,);)luf how the prairie was formed, and when and h(i,w It was
, e:‘:f’ and I ce.rtamly had none of the interests of ecologists

onmentalists. I was merely looking at the prairie as a
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human being, savouring it for its beauty which engaged all the

senses and brought with it a feeling of well-being, contentment,
and often even joy.

My approach was to simply wander in it with no particular
destination, to lie in the sun and bury my nose in the sweet-
smelling grasses and forbs such as sage, to admire the colours
and textures of the sedges, shrubs, and succulents which make
up the mixed grass prairie, or to sit on a slope looking out across
miles of prairie to the horizon, watching the shifting of shadows
and light across it, thinking no thoughts that, 2 moment later,
['would remember. I was there only to enjoy the prairie. I asked
for nothing more, not thinking there was anything more.

[ had only the most cursory interest in the names of the
plants, although Peter’s mother taught me a few of those which
flowered: scarler mallow, three-flowered avens, gumbo prim-
rose, golden bean, which she called “buffalo bean,” and which
someone else told me she knew as the wild sweet pea. I could
hardly miss the wild rose or the prairie sunflower, and I knew a
few others such as the wild licorice and the wild morning glory
and anemones which grow along the riverbank, from my child-
hood in the north. Peter showed me the greasewood, badger
bush, and club moss and pointed out the two species of cactus—
the prickly pear and the pincushion—and much later I learned
from a rancher’s wife (herself a rancher and also a poet) that if
you had the patience to gather the berries, you could make
cactus-berry jelly. I taught myself a few: the many types of
cinquefoil and sage, and milkweed, and the Canada thistle ?avith
its purple flower that a saddle horse—"“Watch this,” Peter said—

would clip tidily off with its bared teeth, never touching a
barb. I longed to see a field of wild prairie lilies as I had in my
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childhood in the north, but I never have, ne;
flower growing wild in the grass.

Because we had a hay farm, I learned to identiﬁr a numkh
grasses—timothy, bromegrass, foxtail—and legumes ler of
alfalta—which I saw every day, some of which v ere i: Ove
species, crested wheat grass, Russian wild tve, and m::;teci

0
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[ remember those walks each morning as among the best of
my life. I would head down the riverbed, following in the tracks

of the cattle where the snow was too deep to walk comfortably
in. The banks of the river are high and steep, and the winds had
pushed the snow into deep banks that overhung the edges of the
cliffsides in fat lips of snow that looked like waves on the ocean
and from which long icicles sometimes hung. Looking up from
the snowy riverbed, I saw white walls of snow and then the snowy
billows and beyond them the brilliant sky. I saw the places where

partridges snuggled up for the night to keep warm and followed
the tracks of coyotes and foxes and animals whose tracks I didn’t
recognize. I was picking up knowledge, hardly even noticing
that was what I was doing. Running to cut off a cow, I fell head-
long in the snow and, with no one watching me, lay there laugh-
ing, blinking up at the sky, losing myself in its blue depths.

For most people the worse the weather is, the more likely
they are to stay indoors; not so for old-fashioned ranchers—for
them the worse the weather, the more likely the rancher is to be
out in it, in the midst of blizzards searching for cattle out on the
prairie and chasing them down into the shelter of deep coulees,
or home to the windbreaks and corrals. On such days I went
along with Peter and learned again that the human limits of
endurance are much greater than day-to-day life has us believe;
that is, I became less afraid of the weather at the same time as I
became a good deal more respectful of it.

One of the first Christmas gifts Peter gave me was a pair of
cross-country skis, and as long as there was enough snow, which

there usually isn’t in this desert country, I'd be out on the prairie
in the winter, too, skiing. I began to take my skis and go out into
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hills during storms, having discovered that .I liked storm; for
ie v:ay they changed the appearance of familiar places and for
¢

ht to them.
of mystery they broug —_
thel\tiiries oyf my childhood came back to me: playing in th,

bush with my friends, with my sisters and c.:ous%ns in our gmnfi'
mother’s garden, skating on frozen sloughs in Wlm,:er till th‘e pain
t-om the cold became so bad even we kids co.uldn t stand it any-
nore and went home, the winter we had built a snow fort that
lasted for months as we added on and made it more and more
substantial so that it stood well into spring. I felt like a child
again, had fleeting moments when I remembered how wonder-
ful the world itself had once seemed, and how it was to be cared
for, worry-free, and living in the body again and not just the
mind.

And I was recreating myself as a writer. I not only was medi-
tative by nature, this having been developed in me as the result
of being an extremely shy and retiring child in a big family, I had
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1 cans and had close relatives on the farms and ranches over the
{ border and in Alberta, and when young people went off to
{ higher education or trade schools or to jobs, when I first came
{ here, they were much more likely to go to Alberta than to

Saskatoon or even Regina. As a group they seemed to me often
to think more like western Americans or like Albertans, with that

essentially conservative, independent cast of mind, than they
did like the good-old-Tommy-Douglas-prairie-socialist school
of thought to which I belonged and which had always seemed to

me to define Saskatchewan.

['soon discovered, in my attempt to tell the story of these peo-

ple and this place, that my fund of facts, of precise knowledge,

was inadequate to the task I'd set myself. Each story, each book,
each play would become an exercise in information gathering.
When Peter couldnt answer my questions I turned to books.

Peter took me to meet old people, old men whod pioneered in
the area, and I listened to their stories and made notes, and
where it was possible, which was practically never, I tried to
match their memories to the scant written history I could find.

[ carried a notebook everywhere. Chasing cows home on bit-
ter winter days, I'd stop the truck, get out, draw a littde diagram
of the way an animal had pushed away the snow from a sage
bush, write a description of the bush and the snow and the drop-
pings the animal had left, the colours,.the place where the sun
was in the sky on that day at that time and how the .Ca.ttle
looked. T wrote the last few pages of The Qates of 't/ae Sun ,sutmg
on a straw bale in the back of the p.ickup in a nelghb(.)urs. field
while [ waited for Peter to finish baling the straw, pausing in my
scribbling only to ask questions of Peter and the neighbour,
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ffee, about what was a na;

dllve Specieg

and what wasn’. It Consmnd,

y

when they stopped for co
hether bird, animal, or plant,
how much the men knew.

With every story and every book I was forced to search g
d of information, of facts, obtained i

hservations, Peters answers to my

ant questions, he stories of old people, books—was grow.
ding to or even really wanting to, I was be-
ble about the history of the area and its
Although I will never know all there is to
2 thousand times more than I do—

orted by its beauty; and then being

overwhelmed by my sensc of loneliness and purposelessness

T was at last starting to feel at home in the terrain, at homen the
landscape. Of course, I didn’t see this as it was happening, but by
by discovering

learning to name things 1n my NeW environment,
the scheme of the place and the way the
making them my own, and by this I was

Al these ways—my Own O

incess
ing. Without inten

coming knowledgea
plant and animal life.
know—Peter still knows

having begun by being transp

parts fit together, I was
slowly healing myself

ﬁ'lencli1 and I were out walking in the rain. In this semiarid coun-
t W . 1 : E o B @ . o
'r)'b :lrc rain is rare and precious, walking n 1t 1 exhilarating;
im : .
" Uffi CVCHhWIth a touch of magic. We came to a place where 2
ro .
Zoser tgreat I;horned owls sat watching us, and as my friend went
o 0 se: em better, I sat in the grass in my leaky boots and
borrowe yellow rain jacket which cam
minding the wet, looki e to my knees, not
i , looking out over the misty field i
everything smelled different b y fields, nodicing how
€ca ;
use of the moisture, how

colfl:lll's had changed and intensified.
ought of how my friend and I had moved over th
er the wet
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ground, where we had gone and not gone, what we had found
ourselves doing, and suddenly I realized that it was the land—

Nature—that had guided our steps, made our choices for us,
and not the other way around. That is, because we were friends

and rambling in the countryside for the pleasure of each other’s
company and for the pleasure of being out-of-doors, having no

set plan or goal, we had gone where the shape of the land had
suggested itself to us; we had done what the land had made
available to us. If it was too muddy or wet in one place, we went
somewhere else; if a hill was too steep, we went around; there
Was no way to cross the river without swimming and it was
too cold to swim, so we followed its course instead and sat on
its bank.

I thought, then said, “This land makes Crees of us all.” By
this, I meant that it appeared to me that the Crees, for example,
developed the culture they developed because it was the best fit
between themselves and the land. And it was the lznd that
taught them that. They adapted to the land, and not the other
way around as we Europeans so stupidly did, trying to force this
arid western land to be, as government propaganda had for

seventy-five years and more put it, “the breadbasket of the
world.”

I began to think about the ways in which land affects the
individual, or at least this particular landscape, the Great Plains
of North America. I began to see that in our human arrogance
we assume we can affect the land but it can’t affect us—except
In practical ways: hurricanes, floods, drought—when thcr.e
are plenty of ways we might find that t%le land—Natl.lre—ls
affecting us without our being aware of it. In c0n.51der.1ng the
differences between Peter and myself, I had not imagined or
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considered the possibility that he had been shaped by
by Nature, that in subtle ways we've never identifieq noi lang
really talked about, his psyche itself had been shaped i even
not merely by Ais observations of it but by its sube ::re
described or even consciously realized, influence on 4y, er
The Great Plains landscape is an elemental one. There jg ”
natural water in the form of lakes or rivers or even ponds, p,,
forests, no mountains—just miles and miles of land and , sky
.cross which weather visibly, majestically passes. One winter vjg.
itor to this place said it reminded him of the high Arctic wher,
he had once lived, and several others, Wallace Stegner included,
spoke of the plains of Africa. The landscape is so huge that oy
imaginations cant contain it or outstrip it, and the climate is

concomitantly arbitrary and severe.
It is geology stripped bare, leaving behind only a vast sky and

land stretched out in long, sweeping lines that blend into the
distant horizon with a line that is sometimes so clear and sharp
it is surreal, and sometimes exists at the edge of metaphysics,
oscillating in heat waves or, summer or winter, blending into
mirages and the realm of dreams and visions which wavers just
the other side of the horizon. The Great Plains are a land for
visionaries, they induce visions, they are themselves visions, the
line between fact and dream is so blurred. What other landscape
around the world produces the mystic psyche so powerfully? Sky
and land, that is all, and grass, and what Nature leaves bare the
human psyche fills.
niﬁzssd:::;;tﬂ rIe;n”ovlc;d into thc? country. to live that r.ny sig-
but if I had Iamgsurc Iywoeflznhl o "y thm'k aont sl
’ ave explained it as a by-product
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of the radical change in my way of life. Eventually it was sug-
gested to me by an eminent western Canadian writer in whom 1
had confided that perhaps living in this ancient, skeletal land-
scape had brought on these dreams. At the time I reserved
judgement, but a few years later, in another context, another
western Canadian writer told me how she had, after years of
living in the city where she didn’t believe she had dreamt at all,

moved out into the country and suddenly began having vivid,

meaningful dreams. She attributed these to the influence of the
landscape in which she now made her home.

In the context of these remarks it seems to me very significant

that dreams have always held an important place in Aboriginal
cultures of the Great Plains of North America, as they have in

many other such cultures around the world. Aboriginal people

take the content of their dreams as simply another source of

information about the world, a guide for action, and as pro-
phecy, either in their individual lives or as directives to their
communities. In these cultures it is considered extremely fool-
ish, a great insult, even a sin, to ignore an important dream.
Prophetic dreams are accepted at face value and are used as a
basis for action. A South Dakota writer living near Rapid City
told me that a few years ago Chief Crazy Horse—whose name
I'm told should more accurately be translated as “Enchanted
Horse,” or “Vision Horse"—appeared in dreams to the elders of
his nation to warn them about an imminent flood on a branch
of the Cheyenne River. The flood did occur and it killed more

than a hundred of his people who lived along its banks. Hugh
Brody, in Maps and Dreams, describes a hunting culture, the
Beaver Indians of northeastern British Columbia, where the best

S
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uided by dreams to their kill; the very beg, -
Cr-

hunters ar¢ g , h
eamt the way to heaven
dr y and then, 4y, &

dreamers have even

ing, have drawn the map.
Although 1 sometimes §0 for long stretches withoy ,,

dreams that seem important to me, few years ago I bega, by
have the occasional prophetic dream myself. I dreamt the ,,
earthquake a couple of weeks before it happeneg
Since I'd never been to San Francisco, I thought the city in ¢he
dream was Vancouver and the broken bridge, the Lions Gage,

Although it was 2 powcrﬁd enough dream to tell people aboy;
k it as prophecy until I saw the broken

it, I certainly never too .
span of the bridge on television. It was identical to the one in

here it had been the main icon. I dreamt of the

my dream, W .
Japanese airplane that Jost its rudder and, after weaving drunk-

enly through ‘he air for half an hour, crashed into a mountain,
[ was in bed dreaming it as it was happening. When I got up the
first thing Peter did was to rell me about this terrible event that
had just happened in Japan. [ even dreamt of the death of one of
the Russian Communist leaders a few days before he died. It
may be that I've had more prophetic dreams than | know but

simply havent remembered. Actually I think this may be true of
everyone, but most people don't record their dreams as I usually

do, and so forget them.
I have described the dream I had in which a giant eagle and a

giant owl appeared to me. It became for me a life-dream, a sig-
nificant dream that launched me on a journey through compar-
ative religion, mythology, the study of dreams, psychoanalysis,
and finally into the study of the nature of the female. At an

fircherypal level, it is a dream about masculine power, symbol-
ized by the soaring eagle, and feminine power, symbolized by

Francisco




o e i add

- g ' o oh
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, dccepting mas-
culine goals and taking masculine desires for m

Y own—instead
of cleaving to the owl, searching out and coming to terms with
my own feminine soul.

My search for understanding of the dream led me into and
through my novel Lunz—the story of the lives of contemporary
ranch and farm women and how they liv

e, teel about, and yn-
derstand their rural, agricultural, traditional lives—and from

there into my short story collection Fever,
and urbanized study of the same issues.

years since I had that dream and I stil] ru
interpret it. Not only have I accepted it
tion my life has taken, it is, to a degree,
[ have built the rest of my life.

a much more personal
It's been a good dozen
n across turther ways to

as guidance in the direc-
the foundation on which

[ think that significant dreaming is one way in which Nature
influences and changes the individual, developing in her/him an
awareness of Nature as more than mere locale, or a setting, a

context, as more than beauty, as more than something that is
merely Other.

It was in Joseph Campbell’s Primitive Mythology that 1 first
heard of Aboriginal dreamtime, and, not long after, in a much
more firsthand and compelling way in The Lost World of the
Kalahari by Laurens van der Post. All peoples of the earth have
creation stories of one kind or another. The stories of pre-
scientific peoples tell variously of a time when the world. was in
the process of being created along with the creatures on it. This
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was a timeless time, a time before time, whep ANimal;

and people could become one another and the rmatio,;sp];m’
earth were taking shape. It is called, in mytho]g e aroun(; the
world, dreamtime, and out of it spring stories and legends ab(:he
archetypal creaturcs, sometimes gods, whose manifestatj()ns :

main now in the fallen time.
It seems, too, that on some level this timeless time ;] exists

in another realm, and those people peculiarly blessed—ingy,q.
ing, but never exclusively, shamans—may still go there. I this
realm many strange things can happen: animals can conyeyg
with humans and vice versa; the dead may appear and speak, o

creatures from the dreamtime thought by some of us to be mere.
ly metaphoric. The earth becomes more beautiful, approaches

even achieves, perfection, and everything in it and on it js
imbued with meaning. And especially the sense of the ticking of
time vanishes.

I believe that since Aboriginal people around the world have
nontechnological cultures and live in and by Nature—or at
least, once did when their cultures were developing—and these
cultures had developed the concept of dreamtime and took
dreaming very seriously whether in New Zealand, Australia,
the Kalahari Desert of Africa, or the Great Plains of North
America, that surely it was Nature which, whether with will and
intention or not, taught, allowed, gave them dreams as an
instrument of knowledge.

I began to see from my own experience living in it that the
land and the wild creatures who live in it and on it, and the turn-

ing of the earth, the rising and setting of the sun and the moon,
and the constant passing of weather across its surface—that is,
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ature—influenced rural people to make them what they are,
more than even they knew.

ggesting that these ways

from dreams to more subtle
and less describable phenomena, are real, and that we should

stop thinking, with our inflated human egos, that all the influ-
jence is the other way around. We might try to shift our thinking
{in this direction so that we stop blithely improving the natural
§ world around us, and begin to learn, as Aboriginal people have,

{ what Nature in her subtle but powerful manner has to teach us
| about how to live.

which such a closeness affects us,

More and more I am coming to believe that our alienation
from the natural world is at root of much that has gone so wrong

in the modern world, and that if Nature has anything to teach
us at all, her first lesson is in humility.



