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PUBLISHERS’ NOTE

This book is an anthology of articles published in the pages of Resurgence,
a bi-monthly magazine, during the last ten years. Two previous selections
from Resurgence have been published: Time Running Out (1976) and The
Best of Resurgence (1991). ‘



INTRODUCTION

WHAT IS Resurgence? It is, I suggest, a journal of considerable breadth,
concerned with the tides and currents of our global condition, and equally
with the insights of those who have the courage to create and dream.
Amongst its themes are the fundamental destructiveness of the global
economy; the need for an economics “as if people mattered”; the
importance of size, rurality, non-violence and the Third World. In May
1966, when the first issue was published, most of these issues were the
concern of a small number of radical thinkers; now they are the stuff of
everyday political discourse. Yet Resurgence has not the least ambition to
be a trend-setter, for its aim—to mount a sustained attack on the dominant
paradigm—is more serious. Yet, provocative as it can certainly be, it is
never negative, never merely analytical, never merely learned. It always
acknowledges the wisdom of beauty, the value of practical example and,
no less, the importance of the whole—the holistic view of life. “Only
connect”, wrote E. M. Forster; it might preface every edition.
Interrelatedness is, if anything, the journal’s central theme: seeing things
whole. Yet the temper of Resurgence is about as far from the ideological
as it is possible to travel. Rather more than any other journal I know, it
could be said to reflect a unity of sensibility rather than a system. And if
journals could be said to think, one might say that it thought with its heart.

All of the above is background for those who have picked up this book
unawares. This anthology may have been gleaned from the pages of a
contemporary magazine, but it no more matters that one has never read
the originals than that British readers of the old magazine The Listener
should have heard the original talks on the BBC. These essays are still as
fresh and pertinent today as when they were first written. Such writing
doesn’t date: they will, I believe, hold their own for decades to come. They
represent not only the thoughts of some of today’s leading thinkers in the
fields of science, ecology, psychology, spirituality and economics, but



taken as a whole they provide a testament concerning the range and unity
of the ecological world-view.

Resurgence is not thought of first and foremost as an organ of
revolution, but rather a forum for ecological and spiritual thinking. And
that it certainly is. But from the very beginning it has been truly radical,
challenging the premises of our comfortable but unsustainable world-
~ view, contending that until that is changed nothing can truly move
forwards. We will be forever locked—as we are locked—within the
lineaments of an exhausted paradigm. Look, for example, at the
unquestioned contention that ever more consumerism, ever more
technology, will make our lives better. Look, too, at the virtual stalemate
of the political parties, the lack of meaning within the British
contemporary art scene, or the unavoidability of the ephemeral, fast-
moving world of our day in which everything has its spin, everything is
turned by make-believe into a hot property. Then ask: where is our Ruskin
with his anguished social criticism, where is our Dickens with his
profoundly moving concern for the human consequences of Victorian
capitalism, where is our William Morris and his vision of a regenerated
Britain, where is our D. H. Lawrence who, striving to affirm and renew
the life about him, saw only “this filthy contemptible world of actuality”?
Where is our Eric Gill, our George Orwell or our R, H. Tawney? I am
looking still. Resurgence publishes the voices of our time: Wendell Berry,
James Lovelock, James Hillman, Vandana Shiva and many more. These
are the contemporary voices who are mounting a sustained attack on the
materialism of our times. They are fostering a truly fundamental change
of heart, a metanoia. Resurgence makes, I suggest, a fundamental
contribution to this evolutionary work. It provides a platform from which
radical but holistic thinkers can disseminate their thoughts. It offers
positive resolutions for our various social, environmental and spiritual
crises. It offers hope and inspiration—a way out of the impasse, a way out
of the engulfing emptiness of a postmodern ethos of appearances, images
and veneers. Quietly, almost unobserved, it keeps the flame of vision alive.

As to choosing so few articles out of a great pile of many more I can
only plead for tolerance; even with the invaluable assistance of Maya
Kumar Mitchell (who did the essential groundwork before leaving for
India) it was by any measure a precarious task. I have tried to keep faith
with the spirit of Resurgence and strike a balance between the anthology’s
three interrelated sections: Soil (symbolizing the importance of the
physical environment, which includes the animal, plant and mineral
kingdoms), Soul (symbolizing the essential aspect of spirit or anima for all
life) and Society (signifying our responsibilities for each other’s social,

| moral, sconomic and political well-bsing). And at the sama time, I've tried

to avoid too Eurocentric a perspective, too many male contributors, too
many American writers and too heavy a dose of despondency (you may
think I haven’t fully succeeded here), and yet keep the whole both readable
and yeasty with the flamboyance of the unexpected and .the subtly
provocative. As to whether have succeeded, only you can decide.

John Lane
May 2000



'PREFACE

SOIL, SOUL,SOCIETY

Resurgence has always pursued an integrated and holistic world-view.

Even an event as historically important as the French Revolution
presented only a one-dimensional vision. Its cry—Liberté, Egalité,
Fraternité—was a social trinity. The natural world and the spiritual
dimension were left out.

Americans created a trinity of life, liberty and the pursuit of happiness.
This, too, lacks the ecological and spiritual dimensions. In recent times the
New Age movement developed a personal trinity—Mind, Body, Spirit. But
this only replaces one partial view with another: it is a personal trinity which
ignores the wider social context, and again leaves out the natural world.

Over the years Resurgence has explored, examined and expounded a
holistic trinity: Soil, Soul, Society. Soil represents the natural world: we
come from th¢ earth and return to the earth. Nature is the source of all life.
We need to take care of the soil and replenish it constantly.

While we respect soil, we also take care of the soul, which is the vessel
for mind, body and spirit. The individual world is an integral part of the
world soul, the anima munds; therefore we also need to take care of society.

For Resurgence, social justice, restrained consumption, sustainable
economics, a sense of community and the diversity of cultures are all vital
elements of the holistic vision. This trinity of Soil, Soul, Society is one
single reality, for each is always implicit in the other.

Satish Kumar & June Mitchell
Editors of Resurgence






IN DEFENCE OF
WILDERNESS

IAN PLAYER

Is Africa the last refuge of true wilderness?

ALL NATIVE PEOPLES had places that were sacred: the Celts and their
nemetons, the Ancient Greeks and their forests, the Africans, the native
Americans, the Aborigines, all had sacred sites in wilderness that were
looked after by the spirits and revered by people.

I must emphasize that there is a very big difference between a national
park or a game reserve and a wilderness area. One can have a wilderness area
within a park, but of wilderness someone once said, “It is where the moderns
at least see what their ancestors knew in their nerves and their blood.”

There are many values of wilderness: scientific, historical, educational,
recreational and spiritual. Robert Johnson points out that until the last
decades humarnkind has taken it for granted that every step away from
nature is a step in the right direction and we call it progress. Speed and
comfort are our symbols for progress; but the faster we travel the more we
are under stress. He says, too, that the more we tell each other that time is
money, the less we have of either. His view of civilization is that it has
actually become a way of complicating simplicity.

Wilderness is both a geographical area and a philosophical idea.
Maggubu Ntombela, my Zulu mentor, was a speaker at the first World
Wilderness Congress, which was held in South Africa. Although he could
not speak English and had to have an interpreter, he had his audience
entranced when he spoke about the seasons of the year. It was quite clear
that what modern people regard as wilderness the indigenous people saw
as home.

I went to the Second World War at the age of seventeen. During the war
I made a promise to myself to canoe from the city of Pietermaritzburg to
the port of Durban, down the rivers that rise in the great Drakensberg
mountains of KwaZulu-Natal.

This was my first experience of wilderness. The two rivers run through
the Valley of a Thousand Hills. Day after day I paddled alone in deep



gorges, sometimes caught in thunder and lightning storms that swept up
the rivers. It took seven days to canoe the 110 miles and 1 entered a new
world, and the beginning of an understanding of my relationship to the
Earth. But one thing shocked me: I saw very few wild animals; in fact, only
two grey duiker. That made me determined to try to do something about
wildlife conservation.

I joined the Natal Parks Board in 1952 and served in all the game
reserves of Zululand. Lake St. Lucia was my first station. In April and
May, the pelicans arrive to breed and at the same time the great mullet
shoals gather in their thousands, before moving down the lake on their
journey to the sea. Sometimes when the crocodile went in amongst them
at night the roar of the fish jumping would wake me. If you shone a light
from a boat, so many mullet would jump into it that the boat could sink.
My foot patrols took me over the dune forests to the beaches and the great
bat caves. I fished for my own food and slept next to driftwood fires.
Slowly the wilderness world was weaving its web over me.

Then I was posted to Ndumu game reserve on the Mozambique border,
som:e of the wildest country left in South Africa. A friend sent me Laurens
van der Post’s book, Venture to the Interior. It made me aware that we, the
Caucasians, had not acknowledged the noble soul of Africa. In fact, we
attacked it in every possible technological way. We killed the people we
called “Fhe savages”. My own great-grandfather was in the colonial army
and was sent to shoot Bushpeople. The only thing that remains today of
the Bushpeople in the Drakensberg mountains is a hundred miles of caves
with their exquisite paintings. Sometimes Fsit in them in the late afternoon
and the evening, and in my imagination I can hear the Bushpeople talking.
The paintings glow numinously, but the morning light shows the
obscenities written by our own people on and above these wonderful
works of art. You have to ask who is civilized?

Africa has always been regarded as a poor relation by the rest of the
world. But Africa has made contributions that few people have taken time
to think about.

The old Africa is almost gone. My work as a game ranger made me
realize that humankind has a terrible power and is systematically wiping
out species, destroying ecosystems and eliminating wilderness.

My own understanding of the mysteries of Africa came through
Qumbu Magqubu Ntombela, a Zulu, who led me along the rhino, hippo
and elephant trails in Mfolozi game reserve. These were the old hunting
grounds of the early Zulu kings. I began to see the country through his eyes
and learn how his culture had valued it. I learnt to appreciate how they
respected the animals. Even when they killed them, they did so with deep

respect because they said that every animal had a spirit and you had to
acknowledge it

MY LIFE WAS completely changed by an experience with Magqubu
Ntombela. It happened on a day when we were looking for camping places
for the wilderness trails we were going to introduce in 1959. It was a hot
October day and we were walking up a hill. I was sweating. I was really
tired. We had been out for four days. I wanted to get back to my wife and
son. As [ walked along I saw a cairn of stones on my right-hand side, but
I paid no attention to it. I had gone about a hundred metres when behind
me I heard old Magqubu say, “Sir . . .” I turned round and said, “Yes
Magqubu?” He said, “You have walked past this isivivane (cairn) but you
have not respected it.” I said, “Yes, that is quite right and the reason is that
[ am tired.”

Magqubu said, “It is important that you respect this place because we
do not know what happened here. Perhaps a man died here, perhaps a
man was saved here from a rhino, or a lion, or an elephant. You must pick
up a stone and you must put your spit on it and you must put that stone
on the cairn.” I said, “No Magqubu. That is your belief, not mine. l am a
white man, I do not believe in that.” He looked me straight in the eye, his
eyes unwavering, and we argued in the blistering sun. Then he used a term
that no subordinate would ever use to a superior; he said something which
means, “You come back here and you do what I say immediately.”

It was such a shock to hear those words that I turned around and I went
back, and as I walked those hundred metres I knew that my life would
never be the same. When I reached him he said, “Pick up a stone,” so I
picked up a stone. “Put your spit on it,” he said, so I spat on it. “Put it on
the cairn.” I put it on the cairn; then he said, “Right. Let us go.” Now he
walked in front.

My eye caught sight of a black tip and I knew it was a snake.
Maggqubu’s boot touched it. Instantly the snake—a black mamba—stood
up. We both froze. I knew that if that mamba bit us, we would be dead.
The blood was coursing through our veins and we would not have stood
a snowball’s hope in hell of survival. The mamba’s venom is deadly.

How long it stood there I do not know, but it seemed an eternity until
it lowered itself and slithered across the grass. Then again the snake turned
and in a flash was standing in front of us once more. We stood there and
the snake stood there. Then it dropped down and went off. Its passage was
marked by the moving grass.

Few white people who are born and bred in South Africa can go
through life without some form of racial prejudice. It is almost impossible.



| certainly had shadow projections on Magqubu, but that encounter
completely changed our relationship. I grew to appreciate that this was a
very great man. He became my leader, teacher and mentor.

He taught me the need to respect the whole natural world. He began
by telling me the Zulu months of the year. Each Zulu name describes the
changing season. April is the first nip of cold and people start making fires
in their huts, and June is when the trees start to shed their leaves. July is
the beginning of the wind that blows the leaves off the trees and the world
is full of dust. In October the paths are covered by grass that has started
to grow after the first rains. November is when the pumpkins become ripe
and in December the wildebeest give birth to their calves.

I knew then that what Henry Miller had said was true: “The world is
not to be put in order, the world is order incarnate. It is for us to put
ourselves in unison with this order to know what is world order.” In my
forty-four years with Magqubu Ntombela I learned to know that he was
in harmony with that world.

WHAT REMAINS OF African wilderness is of the gréatest importance
because Africa can provide recreation in the true meaning of the word. To
re-create something inside ourselves. This will give us the opportunity to
build a stronger symbiotic relationship between Africa and the Western
world. Africa can help the world, particularly spiritually. Amongst many
people in the West there is a weariness caused by travel without a purpose.
Instead of the pilgrimages we once went on, we travel to escape. Africa can
reintroduce the tradition of pilgrimage ahd bring a new dimension to
travel. To sleep beside lonely fires on the red earth in the African bush will
connect us to a primeval part of ourselves.

In African wilderness there is an ancient spirit, said to be older than the
human spirit. And it still survives in the vast, brooding acacia bushveld, in
some of the remote mountains and along the wild coastlines. What we
have in these wild lands are the most precious of our worldly gifts. But our
wild country is terribly vulnerable, protected by a thin membrane, a caul
that can be torn and rendered useless, frequently by the very people who
are charged to look after it.

In my life [ have tried to make allies and win over people to help us in
this great battle for wild Africa. I was fortunate in my time to have
wilderness areas set aside in Zululand. I have worked for forty years as a
wildlife conservation officer and as a director with non-governmental
wilderness organizations. Magqubu and I took over 1,000 people on
wilderness treks. I wanted to make people appreciate the wilderness. I
wanted them to be touched by the small remaining wild landscapes of

Zululand. But without Magqubu Ntombela this would never have been
possible. He was the inspiration, the teacher and the interpreter of the
African land.

In 1993 | was in the central desert of Australia and I had a dream. I
heard Magqubu calling me by my Zulu name. “Come, Madolo, come,”
and I knew that he was dying. Whatever the distance is—10,000 miles or
more, that meant nothing. He had communicated. I caught a plane and
went home. He was dying when I reached his homestead. I sat in his room
and held his hand and wept. The month was October—the time of the year
when the grass covers the footpaths.

Low clouds were coming up from the south. The rain-bird was calling
continuously. This was Magqubu’s favourite bird and over many years we
had listened to it on anti-poaching patrols or leading wilderness trails.
Magqubu lay on the ground. His three- and four-year-old grandchildren
were crawling over him. This was a revelation to me, to witness a culture
where the young were not shielded from death. In our culture you are put
in a hospital, family come to see you, then leave you to die alone.

Magqubu was buried in the true Zulu style, sitting up and covered in
an ox hide from a beast. As the last spade full of sand rattled over the skin
I vowed I would honour the memory of this man.

Africa is a huge continent and many of the countries within it are in a
convulsive uproar. It is, I believe, at its own pace slowly re-establishing its
ancient pattern, and if the Western world could re-enforce the protection
of real wilderness areas, this would be the best recompense for the colonial
exploitations of the past.

November / December 1997




THE LANGUAGE
OF ANIMALS

BARRY LOPEZ

Wild animals are lean. They have no burden of
possessions, no need for extra clothing, eating utensils
or elaborate dwellings.

THE STEEP RIVERINE valley I live within, on the west slope of the
Cascades in Oregon, has a particular human and natural history. Though
I’'ve been here for thirty years, I am able to convey almost none of it. It is
not out of inattentiveness. I’'ve wandered widely within the drainages of its
eponymous river, the McKenzie; and I could offer you a reasonably
complete sketch of its immigrant history, going back to the 1840s. Before
then, Tsanchifin Kalapuya, a Penutian-speaking people, camped in these
mountains, but they came up the sixty-mile-long valley apparently only in
summer to pick berries and to trade with a people living on the far side of
the Cascades, the Molala. In the autumn, the Tsanchifin returned down the
valley to winter near present-day Eugené, Oregon, where the McKenzie
joins the Willamette River. The Willamette flows a hundred miles north to
the Columbia, the Columbia another hundred miles to the Pacific.

. The history that preoccupies me, however, in this temperate rainforest
is not human history, not even that of the highly integrated Tsanchifin.
Native peoples seem to have left scant trace of their comings and goings in
the McKenzje valley. Only rarely, as I hear it, does someone stumble upon
an old, or very old, campsite, where glistening black flakes of a volcanic
glass called obsidian, the debitage from tool-making work, turn up in soil
scuffed by a boot heel.

I've lingered in such camps, in a respectful and deferential mood, as
though the sites were shrines; but I'm drawn more to the woods in which
they’re found. These landscapes are occupied, still, by the wild animals
who were these people’s companions. These are the descendants of
animals who coursed these woods during the era of the Tsanchifin.

When I travel in the McKenzie basin with visiting friends, my frame of
mind is not that of the interpreter, of the cognoscente; I amble with an

“explorer's temperament. | am alert for the numinous event, for evidence

of & world beyond the rational. Though it is presumptuous to say so, |
seek a Tsanchifin grasp, the view of an indigene. And what draws me
ghead is the possibility of revelation from other indigenes—the
testimonies of wild animals.

- ''The idea that animals can convey meaning, and thereby offer an
attentive human being illumination, is a commonly held belief the world
over. The view is disparaged and disputed only by modern cultures with
an allegiance to science as the sole arbiter of truth. The price of this
conceit, to my way of thinking, is enormous.

I GREW UP in a farming valley in southern California in the 1950s, around
sheep, dogs, horses and chickens. The first wild animals I encountered—
coyotes, rattlesnakes, mountain lion, deer and bear—I came upon in the
surrounding mountains and deserts. These creatures seemed more vital
than domestic animals. They seemed to tremble in the aura of their own
light. (I caught a shadow of that magic occasionally in a certain dog, a
particular horse, like a residue.) From such a distance it’s impossible to
recall precisely what rivetted my imagination in these encounters, though I
might guess. Wild animals are lean. They have no burden of possessions, no
need for extra clothing, eating utensils, elaborate dwellings. They are so
much more integrated into the landscape than human beings are, swooping
its contours and bolting down its pathways with bewildering speed. They
travel unerringly through the dark. Holding their gaze, I saw the intensity
and clarity I associated with the presence of a soul.

In later years I benefited from a formal education at a Jesuit prep school
in New York City, then at New York University and the universities of
Notre Dame and Oregon. I encountered the full range of Western
philosophy, including the philosophy of science, in those classrooms, and
studied the theological foundations of Christianity. I don’t feel compelled
now to repudiate that instruction. I regard it, though, as incomplete, and
would say that nothing I read in those years fundamentally changed what
I thought about animals. The more steeped I became in the biology and
ecology of animals, the more I understood about migration: and the more
I comprehended about the intricacy of their neural impulses and the
subtlety of their endocrine systems, the deeper their other unexplored
capacities appeared to me. Biochemistry and field studies enhanced rather
than diminished my sense that, in Henry Beston’s phrase, animals were
other nations.

If formal education taught me how to learn something, if it provided
me with reliable structures (e.g. Moby Dick, approaching the limits in



calculus, von Clausewitz’s tactics) within which | could exercise a
metaphorical imagination, if the Jesuits inculcated in me a respectful
scepticism about authority, then that education gave me the sort of tools
most useful to an examination of the history of Western ideas, a concept
fatally flawed by an assumption of progress. I could move on from Gilbert
White’s Selbourne to Thoreau’s Walden. I could trace a thread from
Aristotle through Newton to Schrédinger. Or grasp that in the
development of symphonic expression, Bach gives way to Mozart who
gives way to Beethoven. But this isn’t progress. It’s change, in a set of ideas
that incubate well in our culture.

I left the university with two ideas strong in my mind. One was the
belief that a person had to enter the world to know it, that it couldn’t be
got from a book. The other was that there were other epistemologies out
there, as rigorous and valid as the ones I learned in school. Not convinced
of the superiority of the latter, I felt ready to consider these other
epistemologies, no matter how at odds.

When I moved into the McKenzie valley, I saw myself beginning a kind
of apprenticeship. Slowly I learned to identify indigenous plants and
animals and birds migrating through. Slowly I began to expand the basis
of my observations of their lives, to alter the nature of my assumptions.
Slowly I began to recognize clusters of life in the valley as opposed to
individual, isolated species. I was lucky to live in a place too steep for
agriculture to have developed, too heavily wooded to be good for grazing,
and too poor in commercial quantities of minerals for mining {(although
the evidence that all three occurred on a small scale is present). The only
industrial-scale impact has come from logging—and the devastation in
parts of the valley is as breathtaking a sight as the napalmed forests of the
Vietnam highlands in the 1960s.

Pressure is building locally now to develop retirement real estate—
trailer parks, RV parks, condominiums; but, for the moment, it’s still
relatively easy to walk for hours across stretches of land that have never
been farmed, logged, mined, grazed or homesteaded. From where my
house sits on a wooded bench above the McKenzie River, I can look across
the water into a 400- or 500-year-old forest in which some of the Douglas
firs are more than twenty feet around.

Two ways to “learn” this land are obvious: enter it repeatedly and
attentively on your own; or give your attention instead—or alternately—
to its occupants. The most trustworthy occupants, to my mind, are those
with no commercial ties, beings whose sense of ownership is guided not by
profit but by responsible occupancy. For the valley in which I live, these
occupants would theoretically be remnant Tsanchifin people and

indigenous animals, To my knowledge, the Taanchifin are no Ionger' a
presence; and the rational mind (to which many of us acquiesce) posits
that there is little to be learned from animals unless we discover a common
language and can converse. This puts the emphasis, I think, in the wrong
place. The idea shouldn’t be for us to converse, to enter into some sort of
Socratic dialogue with animals. It would be to listen to what is already
being communicated. To insist on a conversation with the unknown is to
demonstrate impatience, and it is to imply that any such encounter must
include our being heard.

TO KNOW A PHYSICAL place you must become intimate with it. You
must open yourself to its textures, its colours in varying day and night
lights, its sonic dimensions. You must in some way become vulnerable to
it. In the end, there’s little difference between growing into the love of a
place and growing into the love of a person. Love matures through
intimacy and vulnerability, and it grows most vigorously in an atmosphere
of trust. You learn, with regard to the land, the ways in which it is
dependable. Where it has no strength to offer you, you do not insist on its
support. When ypu yourself do not understand something, you trust the
land might, and you defer.

When I walk in the woods or along the creeks, I’'m looking for
integration, not conversation. [ want to be bound more deeply into the
place, to be included, even if only as a witness, in events that animate tbe
landscape. In tracking a mink, in picking a black bear scat apart, in
examining red alder trunks that deer have scraped with their antlers, I get
certain measures of the place where I live. In listening to the songs and
tones of Swainson’s thrushes and to winter wrens, to the bellows of elk, I
get a dimension of the valley I couldn’t get on my own. In eating spring
chinook, in burning big-leaf maple in the stove, in bathing in groundwater
from the well, in collecting sorrel and miner’s lettuce for a summer salad,
I put my life more deeply into the life around me.

The eloquence of animals is in their behaviour, not their speech. To see
a mule deer stot across a river bar, a sharp-shinned hawk manoeuvre in
‘dense timber, to watch a female chinook build her nest on clean gravel, to
see a rufous hummingbird extracting nectar from foxglove blossoms, to
come upon a rubber boa constricting a shrew, is to meet the world outside
the self. It is to hear the indigenes.

We regard wild creatures as the most animated part of the landscape.
We’ve believed for aeons that we share a specific nature with them,
different from the nature of wild berries or lightning or water. Our
routine exchanges with them are most often simply a verification of this,



reaffirmations that we’re alive in a particular place together at a
particular time. :

Wild animals are like us, too, in that they have ancestors. When I see
river otter sprawled mid-stream on a boulder in the noon sun, I know their
anccstors were here before the fur trappers, before the Tsanchifin, before
homo. The same for the cormorant, the woolly bear caterpillar, the
cutthroat. In all these histories, in the string of events in each life, the land
is revealed. The tensile strength of the orb weaver’s silk, the location of the
salmon’s redd, the shrew-moles’ bones bound up in a spotted owl’s cast,
each makes a concise statement.

Over the years and on several continents I’ve seen indigenous people
enter their landscapes. (I say enter because the landscape of a semi-
permanent camp or village, as I have come to understand it, is less intense,
less numinous.) Certain aspects of this entry experience seem always to be
in evidence. Human conversation usually trails off. People become more
alert to what is around them, less intent on any goal—where to camp that
night, say. People become more curious about animal life, looking at the
evidence of what animals have been up to. People begin to look all around,
especially behind them, instead of staring straight ahead with only an
occasional look to the side. People halt to examine closely things that at
first glance seemed innocuous. People hold up simply to put things
together—the sky with a certain type of forest, a kind of rock outcropping,
the sound of a creek, and, last, the droppings of a blue grouse under a
thimbleberry bush. People heft rocks and put them back. They push their
hands into river mud and perhaps leave pAtches of it on their skin. It’s an
ongoing intercourse with the place.

LEARNING ONE’S PLACE through attention to animals is not solely a
matter of being open to “statements” they make about the physical,
chemical and biological realms we share. A more profound
communication can. take place. In this second sphere, animals have
volition, they have intention and the power of influence; and they have the
capacity to intervene in our lives. I've never known people who were
entirely comfortable addressing such things. However we may define
“consciousness” in the West, we regard it as a line of demarcation that
separates human nature from animal nature. A shaman might cross back
and forth, but animals, no.

In my experience indigenous people are most comfortable in asserting
a spiritual nature for animals (including aspects of consciousness) only
when the purpose of the conversation is to affirm a spirituality shared by
both humans and animals. (They’re more at ease talking about animals as

exemplars of abstract ideals, as oracles and companions, and as
metaphorical relations.) When someone relates something previously
unheard of that they saw an animal do, something that demonstrates the
degree of awareness we call consciousness, the person is saying that the
world still turns on the miraculous, it’s still inventing itself, and that we’re
a part of this. These observations keep the idea alive that animals are
engaged in the world at a deep level.

The fundamental reinforcement of a belief in the spiritual nature of
animals’ lives (i.e., in the spiritual nature of the landscape itself) comes
from a numinous encounter with a wild creature. For many indigenous
people (again, in my experience) such events make one feel more secure in
the “real” world because their unfolding takes the event beyond the more
readily apparent boundaries of existence. In a numinous encounter one’s
suspicion—profound, persistent and ineluctable, that there is more to the
world than appearances—is confirmed. For someone reared in the
tradition of the cultural West, it is also a confirmation that Rationalism
and the Enlightenment are not points on a continuum of progress but
simply two species of wisdom.

Whenever I think of the numinous event and how vulnerable it is to the
pincers of the analytic mind, I recall a scene in a native village in Alaska.
A well-meaning but rude young man, a graduate student in anthropology,
had come to this village to study hunting. His ethnocentric interviewing
technique was aggressive, his vocabulary academic, his manner to pester
and interfere. Day after day he went after people, especially one older man
he took to be the best hunter in the village. He hounded him relentlessly,
asking him why he was the best hunter. The only way the man could be rid
of the interviewer was to answer his question. He ended the assault by
saying, “My ability to hunt is like a small bird in my mind. I don’t think
anyone should disturb it.”

A central task facing modern Western cultures is to redefine human
community in the wake of industrialization, colonialism and, more
recently, the forcing power of capitalism. In trying to solve some of the
constellation of attendant problems here—keeping corporations out of
secondary education, restoring the physical and spiritual shelter of the
family group, preserving non-Western ways of knowing—it seems clear
that by cutting ourselves off from Nature, by turning Nature into scenery
and commodities, we may cut ourselves off from something vital. To
repair this damage we can’t any longer take what we call “Nature” for an
object. We must merge it again with our own nature. We must reintegrate
ourselves in specific geographic places, and to do that we need to learn
those places at greater depth than any science, Eastern or Western, can



take us. We have to incorporate them again in the moral universe we
inhabit. We have to develop good relations with them, ones that will
replace the exploitative relations that have become a defining
characteristic of twentieth-century Western life, with its gargantuan oil
spills and chemical accidents, its megalithic hydro-electric developments,
its hideous weapons of war, and its conception of wealth that would lead
a corporation to cut down a forest to pay the interest on a loan.

In daily conversation in many parts of the American West today, wild
animals are given credit for conveying ideas to people, for “speaking”. To
some degree this is a result of the pervasive influence of Native American
culture in certain parts of the West. It doesn’t contradict the notion of
human intelligence to believe, in these quarters, that wild animals
represent repositories of knowledge we’ve abandoned in our efforts to
build civilizations and support ideas like progress and improvement. To
“hear” wild animals is not to leave the realm of the human; it’s to expand
this realm to include voices other than our own. It’s a technique for the
accomplishment of wisdom. To attend to the language of animals means
to give yourself over to a more complicated, less analytic awareness of a
place. It’s to realize that some of the so-called equations of life are not
meant to be solved, that it takes as much intelligence not to solve them as
it does to find the putative answers.

A fundamental difference between early and late twentieth-century
science in the cultural West has become apparent with the emergence of the
phrase “I don’t know™ in scientific discourse. This admission is the heritage
of quantum mechanics. It is heard eléquently today in the talk of
cosmologists, plasma physicists and, increasingly, among field biologists now
working beyond the baleful and condescending stare of molecular biologists.

The Enlightenment ideals of an educated mind and just relations
among differing people have become problematic in our era because the
process of formal education in the West has consistently abjured or
condemned non-Western ways of knowing, and because the quest for just
relations still strains at the barriers of race, gender and class. If we truly
believe in the wisdom of Enlightenment thought and achievement—and
certainly, like Bach’s B-Minor Mass, Goethe’s theory of light or Darwin’s
voyage, that philosophy is among the best we have to offer—then we
should consider encouraging the educated mind to wander beyond the
comfort of its own solipsisms, and we should extend the principle of
justice to include everything that touches our lives.

I do not know how to achieve these things in the small valley where I
live except through apprenticeship and the dismantling of assumptions I
grew up with. The change, to a more gracious and courteous and

wondrous awareness of the world, will not come in my lifetime, and
knowing what | know of the modern plagues—loss of biodiversity, global
warming, and the individual quest for material wealth—I am fearful. But
I believe I have come to whatever I understand by listening to companions
and by trying to erase the lines that establish hierarchies of knowledge
among them. My sense is that the divine knowledge we yearn for is social;
it is not in the province of a genius any more than it is in the province of
a particular culture. It lies within our definition of community.

Our blessing, it seems to me, is not what we know, but that we know
each other.
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THE WHOLE HORSE

WENDELL BERRY

Agrarianism is a culture at the same time as it is
an economy. Industrialism is an economy
before it is a culture.

This modern mind sees only half of the horse—that half which may
become a dynamo, or an automobile, or any other horsepowered machine.
If this mind had much respect for the full-dimensioned, grass-eating bhorse,
it would never have invented the engine which represents only half of bim.
The religious mind, on the other hand, has this respect; it wants the whole
horse and it will be satisfied with nothing less.

I should say a religious mind that requires more than a half religion.
Allen Tate, “Remarks on the Southern Religion”, in I’ll Take My Stand

ONE OF THE PRIMARY results—and one of the primary needs—of
industrialism is the separation of people and places and products from
their histories. To the extent that we consent to and participate in the
industrial economy, we do not know the histories of our families or of our
habitats or of our meals. This is an economy, and in fact a culture, of the
one-night stand. “I had a good time,” says the industrial lover, “but don’t
ask me my last name.” Just so, the industrial eater says to the svelte
industrial hog, “We’ll be together at breakfast. I don’t want to see you
before then, and I won’t care to remember you afterwards.”

In this condition, we have many commodities, but little satisfaction,
little sense of the sufficiency of anything. The scarcity of satisfaction
makes of our many commodities, in fact, an infinite series of commodities,
the new commodities invariably promising greater satisfaction than the
older ones. People who have much satisfaction do not need many
commodities. And so we can say that the industrial economy’s most-
marketed commodity is satisfaction, and that this commodity, which is
repeatedly promised, bought, and paid for, is never delivered.

This persistent want of satisfaction is directly and complexly related to
the dissociation of ourselves and all our goods from our and their
histories. If things do not last, are not made to last, they can have no

histories, and we who use these things can have no memories, We buy new
stuff on the promise of satisfaction because we have forgotten the
promised satisfaction for which we bought our old stuff.

One of the procedures of the industrial economy is to reduce the
longevity of materials. For example, wood, which, when well-made into
buildings and furniture and well cared for, can last hundreds of years, is
now routinely manufactured into products that last twenty-five years. A
second procedure is to increase the longevity of waste: plastics are
manufactured into commodities of the most ephemeral usefulness but
which, as junk, last virtually forever.

Either way, the connection between these commodities and their own
history or the history of their users is extremely tentative. We do not
cherish the memory of shoddy and transitory objects, and so we do not
remember them. That is to say that we do not invest in them the lasting
respect and admiration that make for satisfaction.

The problem of our dissatisfaction with all the things that we use is not
correctable within the terms of the economy that produces those things. At
present, it is virtually impossible for us to know the economic history or
the ecological cost of the products we buy: the origins of the products are
typically too distant and too scattered, and the processes of trade,
manufacture, transportation and marketing too complicated. There are,
moreover, too many good reasons for the industrial suppliers of these
products not to want their histories to be known. For the time being at
least, both our necessities and what we have been persuaded to consider
necessities are fairly reliably delivered to us upon payment; no questions
are asked and no answers are available.

Where there is no reliable accounting and therefore no competent
knowledge of the economic and ecological effects of our lives, we cannot
live lives that are economically and ecologically responsible. This is the
problem that has frustrated, and to a considerable extent undermined, the
American conservation effort from the beginning. It is ultimately futile to
plead and protest and lobby in favour of public ecological responsibility
while, in virtually every act of our private lives, we endorse and support
an economic system that is by intention, and perhaps by necessity,
ecologically irresponsible.

IF THE INDUSTRIAL economy is not correctable within or by its own
terms, then obviously what is required for correction is a countervailing
economic idea. And the most significant weakness of the conservation
movement is its failure to produce or espouse an economic idea that could
correct the economic idea of the industrialists. Somewhere near the heart



of the conservation effort as we have known it is the romantic assumption
that, if we have become alienated from nature, we can become unalienated
by making nature the subject of contemplation or art, ignoring the fact
that we live necessarily in and from nature—ignoring, in other words, all
the economic issues that are involved. Walt Whitman could say, “I think I
could turn and live with animals,” as if he did not know that, in fact, we
do live with animals, and that the terms of our relation to them are
inescapably established by our economic use of their and our world. So
long as we live, we are going to be living with skylarks, nightingales,
daffodils, waterfowl, streams, forests, mountains, and all the other
creatures that romantic poets and artists have yearned toward. And by the
way we live we will determine whether or not those creatures will live.

That this nature-romanticism of the nineteenth century ignores
economic facts and relationships has not prevented it from setting the
agenda for modern conservation groups. This agenda has rarely included
the economics of land use, without which the conservation effort becomes
almost inevitably long on sentiment and short on practicality. The
giveaway is that when conservationists try to be practical they are likely to
defend the “sustainable use of natural resources” with the argument that
this will make the industrial economy sustainable. A further giveaway is
that the longer the industrial economy lasts in its present form, the further
it will demonstrate its ultimate impossibility: every human in the world
cannot, now or ever, own the whole catalogue of shoddy, high-energy
industrial products, which cannot be sustainably made or used. Moreover,
the longer the industrial economy lasts, the more it will eat away the
possibility of a better economy. \

The conservation effort has at least brought under suspicion the
general relativism of our age. Anybody who has studied with care the
issues of conservation knows that our acts are being measured by a real
and unyielding standard that was invented by no human. Our acts that are
not in harmony with nature are inevitably and sometimes irremediably
destructive. The standard exists. But having no opposing economic idea,
conservationists have had great difficulty in applying the standard.

WHAT, THEN, IS THE countervailing idea by which we might correct the
industrial idea? We will not have to look hard to find it, for there is only
one, and that is agrarianism. Our major difficulty (and danger) will be in
attempting to deal with agrarianism as “an idea”—agrarianism is
primarily a practice, a set of attitudes, a loyalty and a passion; it is an idea
only secondarily and at a remove. To use merely the handiest example: I
was raised by agrarians, my bias and point of view from my earliest

childhood were agrarian, and yet | never heard agrarianism defined, or
even so much as named, until I was a sophomore in college. | am by now
well aware of the danger in defining things, but if I am going to talk about
agrarianism, | am going to have to define it. The definition that follows is
derived both from agrarian writers, ancient and modern, and from the
unliterary and sometimes illiterate agrarians who have been my teachers.

The fundamental difference between industrialism and agrarianism is
this: Whereas industrialism is a way of thought based on monetary capital
and technology, agrarianism is a way of thought based on land.

Agrarianism is a culture at the same time as it is an economy.
Industrialism is an economy before it is a culture. Industrial culture is an
accidental by-product of the ubiquitous effort to sell unnecessary products
for more than they are worth. :

An agrarian economy rises up from the fields, woods, lakes and
streams—from the complex of soils, slopes, weathers, connections,
influences and exchanges that we mean when we speak, for example, of
the local community or the local watershed. The agrarian mind is
therefore not regional or national, let alone global, but local. It must know
on intimate terms the local plants and animals and local soils; it must
know local possibilities and impossibilities, opportunities and hazards. It
depends and insists on knowing very particular local histories and
biographies.

Because a mind so placed meets again and again the necessity for work
to be good, the agrarian mind is less interested in abstract quantities than
in particular qualities. It feels threatened and sickened when it hears
people and creatures and places spoken of as labour, management, capital,
and raw material. It is not at all impressed by the industrial legendry of
gross national products, or the numbers sold and dollars earned by
gigantic corporations. It is interested—and forever fascinated—by
questions leading toward the accomplishment of good work: What is the
best location for a particular building or fence? What is the best way to
plough this field? What is the best course for a skid road in this woodland?
Should this tree be cut or spared? What are the best breed and type of
livestock for this farm?—questions which cannot be answered in the
abstract and which yearn not toward quantity but toward elegance.
Agrarianism can never become abstract because it has to be practised in
order to exist.

And though this mind is local, almost absolutely placed, little attracted to
mobility either upward or lateral, it is not provincial; it is too taken up and
fascinated by its work to feel inferior to any other mind in any other place.

An agrarian economy is always a subsistence economy before it is a



market economy. The centre of an agrarian farm is the household. The
function of the household economy is to assure that the farm family lives
so far as possible from the farm. It is the subsistence part of the agrarian
economy that assures its stability and its survival. A subsistence economy
necessarily is highly diversified, and it characteristically has involved
hunting and gathering as well as farming and gardening. These activities
bind people to their local landscape by close, complex interests and
economic ties. The industrial economy alienates people from the native
landscape precisely by breaking these direct, practical ties and introducing
distant dependences. The farm family that gives up its subsistence and
industrializes its farm, or depends on factory work to sustain its farm,
however necessary these measures may be or seem, introduces
irreconcilable stresses into its life.

AGRARIAN PEOPLE OF the present, knowing that the land must be well
cared for if anything is to last, understand the need for a settled
connection, not just between farmers and their farms, but between urban
people and their surrounding and tributary landscapes. Because the
knowledge and know-how of good caretaking must be handed down to
children, agrarians recognize the necessity of preserving the coherences of
families and communities.

The stability, coherence and longevity of human occupation require
that the land should be divided among many owners and users. The
central figure of agrarian thought has invariably been the small owner or
smallholder who maintains a signifi€ant measure of economic self-
determination on a small acreage. The scale and independence of such
holdings imply two things that agrarians see as desirable: intimate care in
the use of the land, and political democracy resting upon the indispensable
foundation of economic democracy.

In the written record of agrarianism, there is a continually recurring
affirmation of nature as the final judge, law-giver and pattern-maker of
and for the human use of the Earth. We can trace the lineage of this
thought through the writings of Virgil, Spenser, Shakespeare, Pope,
Thomas Jefferson, and on into the work of the twentieth-century
agriculturists and scientists, J. Russel Smith, Liberty Hyde Bailey, Albert
Howard, Wes Jackson, John Todd, and others. :

The idea is variously stated: we should not work until we have looked
and seen where we are—we should honour Nature not only as our mother
or grandmother, but also as our teacher and judge; we should “let the
forest judge”; we should “consult the Genius of the Place”; we should
make the farming fit the farm; we should carry over into the cultivated

fleld the diversity and coherence of the native forest or prairie. And this
way of thinking is surely allied to that of the medieval scholars and
architects who saw the building of a cathedral as a symbol or analogue of
the creation of the world.

The agrarian mind is, at bottom, a religious mind. It subscribes to Allen
Tate’s doctrine of “the whole horse”. It prefers the Creation itself to the
powers and quantities to which it can be reduced. And this is a mind
completely different from that which sees creatures as machines, minds as
computers, soil fertility as chemistry, or agrarianism as an idea. John Haines
has written that “the eternal task of the artist and the poet, the historian and
the scholar . . . is to find the means to reconcile what are two separate and
yet inseparable histories, Nature and Culture. To the extent that we can do
this, the ‘world’ makes sense to us and can be lived in.” I would add only
that this applies also to the farmer, the forester and the scientist.

Having, so to speak, laid industrialism and agrarianism side by side,
implying a preference for the latter, I will be confronted by two questions
that I had better go ahead and answer.

The first is whether or not agrarianism is simply a “phase” that we
humans had to go through and then leave behind in order to get onto the
track of technological progress toward ever greater happiness. The answer
is that although industrialism has certainly conquered agrarianism and has
very nearly destroyed it altogether, it is also true that in every one of its
uses of the natural world industrialism is in the process of catastrophic
failure. Industry is now desperately shifting—by means of genetic
engineering, global colonialism and other contrivances—to prolong its
control of our farms and forests, but the failure nonetheless continues.

It is not possible to argue sanely in favour of soil erosion, water
pollution, genetic impoverishment and the destruction of rural
communities and of local economies. Industrialism, unchecked by the
affections and concerns of agrarianism, becomes monstrous. And this is
because of a weakness identified by the twelve authors of I'll Take My
Stand in their “Statement of Principles”: under the rule of industrialism
“the remedies proposed . . . are always homeopathic.” Industrialism always
proposes to correct its errors and excesses by more industrialization.

The second question is whether or not by espousing the revival of
agrarianism we will commit the famous sin of “turning back the clock™.
The answer to that is fairly simple. The overriding impulse of agrarianism
is toward the local adaptation of economies and cultures. Agrarian people
wish to fit the farming to the farm and the forestry to the forest. At times
and in places we latter-day Americans may have come close to
accomplishing this goal, and we have a few surviving examples, but it is



generally true that we are much farther from local adaptation now than
we were fifty years ago. We never yet have developed stable, sustainable,
locally adapted land-based economies. The good rural enterprises and
communities that we will find in our past have been almost constantly
under threat from the colonialism, first foreign and then domestic, which
has so far dominated our history and which has been institutionalized for
a long time in the industrial economy. The possibility of an authentically
settled country still lies ahead of us.

IF WE WISH TO LOOK ahead, we will see not only in the United States
but in the world two economic programmes that conform pretty exactly
to the aims of industrialism and agrarianism as I have described them.

The first is the effort to globalize the industrial economy, not merely by
the expansionist programmes of supra-national corporations within
themselves, but also by means of government-sponsored international
trade agreements, the most prominent of which is the new General
Agreement on Tariffs and Trade. The new GATT is a product of the
industrial ambition to use, sell or destroy every acre and every creature of
the world. .

This treaty gives the lie to the industrialist conservatives’ professed
abhorrence of big government. The cause of big government, after all, is
big business. The power to do large-scale damage, which is gladly assumed
by every large-scale industrial enterprise, calls naturally and logically for
government regulation. But we have a good deal of evidence also that big
business actively desires and promotes“big government. They and their
“conservative” political allies, while ostensibly working to “downsize”
government, yet are promoting government helps and “incentives” to
large corporations; and they preserve somehow their notion that a small
government, taxing only the working people, can maintain a big-highway
system, a big military establishment, a big space programme, and award
big government contracts.

But the most damaging evidence is the new GATT itself. The old GATT
contained seventy-eight pages. The new agreement, with its “annexes”,
contains 26,000 pages; it is said to weigh 385 pounds. No individual who
will administer it or be ruled by it will ever read it all. Obviously, it can be
administered only by a big bureaucracy, which will not increase the size of
any national government, only because it will operate independently of
any national government. The new GATT was foreseen by the authors of
I'll Take My Stand, who wrote sixty-six years ago that “the true Sovietists
or Communists . . . are the industrialists themselves. They would have the
government set up an economic super-organization, which in turn would

pecome the government.” This is not what GATT could do, but what it
thas done; it has the power to overrule the laws and regulations of any
member nation. The agrarians of I'll Take My Stand foresaw GATT not
Dbecause they were fortune-tellers, but because they had perceived
pcurately the motive of the industrial economy.

THE SECOND programme, counter to the first, is comprised of many small
wfforts to preserve or improve or establish local economies. These efforts on
;;he part of non-industrial or agrarian conservatives, local patriots, are
#aking place in countries both affluent and poor all over the world.

Whereas the corporate sponsors of GATT, in order to promote their

ambitions, have required only the hazy glamour of such phrases as “the
.global economy”, “the global context” and “globalization”—and thus
spparently have vacuum-packed the mind of every politician and political
ianderling in the country—the local economists use a much more diverse and
.particularizing vocabulary that you can actually think with: “community”,
%ecosystem”, “watershed”, “place”, “homeland”, “family”, “household”.

And whereas the global economists advocate a world-government-by-
economic-bureaucracy, which would destroy local adaptation everywhere
by i 1gnor1ng the peculiarities and the uniquenesses of places, the local
economists found their work upon respect for these very peculiarities and
uniquenesses. Places differ from one another, the local economists say;
therefore we must behave differently in them; the ability to tender an
appropriate practical regard and respect to each place in its difference is a
kind of freedom, the inability to do so is a kind of tyranny. The global
economists are the great centralizers of our time. The local economists,
who have so far attracted the support of no prominent politician, are the
true decentralizers and downsizers, for they seek an appropriate degree of
self-determination and independence for localities. They seem to be
moving toward a radical and necessary revision of our idea of a city. They
are learning to see the city, not just as a built and paved municipality set
apart by “city limits” to live by trade and transportation from the world
at large, but rather as a part of a community which includes also the city’s
rural neighbours, its surrounding landscape and its watershed, on which
it might depend for at least some of its necessities, and for the health of
which it might exercise a competent concern and responsibility.

Before I finish, I want to say point-blank what I hope is already clear:
though agrarianism proposes that everybody should have agrariag
responsibilities, it does not propose that everybody should be a farmer or
that we do not need cities. Nor does it propose that every product should
be a necessity. Furthermore, any thinkable human economy would have to



grant to manufacturing an appropriate and honourable place. Agrarians
would insist only that any manufacturing enterprise should be formed and
scaled to fit the local landscape, the local ecosystem and the local
community, and that it should be locally owned and employ local people.
They would insist, in other words, that the shop or factory owner should
not be an outsider, but rather a sharer in the fate of the place and its
community. The deciders should live with the results of their decisions.

Between these two programmes—the industrial and the agrarian, the
global and the local—the most critical difference is that of knowledge. The
global economy can only institutionalize a global ignorance, in which
producers and consumers cannot know or care about one another and in
which the histories of all products will be lost. In such a circumstance, the
degradation of products and places, producers and consumers is inevitable.

But in a sound local economy, in which producers and consumers are
neighbours, nature will become the known standard of work and
production. Consumers who understand their economy will not tolerate
the destruction of the local soil or ecosystem or watershed as a cost of
production. Only a healthy local economy can keep nature and work
together in the consciousness of the community. Only such a community
can restore history to economics.
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" A PRISON GARDEN
CATHRINE SNEED

At a San Francisco jail, waste dumps
are transformed into gardens
and criminals plant trees.

I HAVE SPENT A LOT of time in jail—as a counsellor to women serving
time there. It was my job to try to help these women find ways to do
something with their lives other than what they had been doing. Most of
them were in jail for drug use, drug possession, drug sales. Most of them
had been and were prostitutes, and most of them had children. These
women wanted to believe me when I told them there was something else
they could do with their lives, but the reality was that they didn’t have any
education. In San Francisco, we test everyone that comes into our jail. The
median reading level is fourth grade, fifth grade, sixth grade. Most of the
people in our jail have never had jobs. And so, as much as these women
wanted to say, “Yeah, Cathy, we believe what you’re saying, we can do
something else with our lives,” the reality was grim.

After several years working closely with these women, and despairing
about their situation, I learned that I had gotten a serious kidney disease.
I was twenty-eight and I had two little kids, and it was a shock when the
doctor said, “Well, it doesn’t look good. You’re not responding to drugs
and you can either stay here in the hospital and die or you can go home
and die.”

Just before my doctor came up with that statement, a good friend of mine
had given me The Grapes of Wrath. 1 read it, and what struck me was this—
Steinbeck is saying that to be really alive, these people felt that they must be
connected with the soil, with the earth. I grew up in Newark, New Jersey and
I had not had much connection with the earth. Now, lying in the hospital, it
occurred to me that since San Francisco’s jail stands right on what was, in the
1930s, a 145-acre farm, it made good sense to bring prisoners outside of the
jail buildings, onto the land, and try to grow things again.

I was fortunate, because I was supposed to kick the bucket any minute,
and when my dear friend, Michael Hennessey, our sheriff, visited me in the
hospital he said, “Yeah, Cathy, if you want to take them outside and



garden, fine. Why don’t you do that?” He said this, thinking that I was
going to kick the bucket, but that in the meantime I would feel good. Well,
I didn’t die, and when I got out of the hospital, I set out with four prisoners
onto the old farm. I wish you could have seen their faces when they said,
“We’re going to do what here?” [ said, “Well, first of all, we have to start
by cleaning up this mess.”

And so we started cleaning up. For twenty years, the sheriff’s department
had used the old farm as a storage area and it took us three years to clean
up the mess. We did it without tools, without wheelbarrows. The jail
gardeners literally tore down the old buildings with their hands. They didn’t
have jackets or raingear. They had their T-shirts and their thin jail clothes
and little thong shoes to clip-clop around in. What began to touch me was
that I started to see these people care about something for the first time. I
started to see them care that we were slowly cleaning up this mess, and care
that I was so excited about it. And then I saw them get excited.

ONE OF THE FIRST people who came out into the garden with me was
a man D'l never forget. His name is Forrest. Forrest was about forty-five
then, with a criminal history that spanned three decades. He had ten
arrests for assault with a deadly weapon, probably fifteen arrests for
drunk driving. Not a nice guy. And yet Forrest came out with me, busted
his butt to clean up this old dump, this old farm. Soon, a wonderful
horticulture therapist named Arlene Hamilton joined us. We started to
grow herbs. We started slowly, with only $300 from the sheriff and his
friends to buy a few things, and maybe t¢n gardeners in 1984. Today, 160
prisoners go out every day to an eight-acre garden. It is fenced for the deer

because we have lots of deer. We have tools now and we grow an amazing .

amount of food that we give to the soup kitchens, and to projects that feed
seniors, the homeless, and people too sick with AIDS to feed themselves.

People ask me, “What is it about gardening—getting your hands in the
earth—that makes the connection with these people. Why couldn’t it be
getting them on a computer? What do you think is so good about the
gardening?” Well, in fact it is important to say that gardening isn’t for
everyone, but growing things does give many people a sense of power.
When the prisoners see a garbage dump turn into a garden and know that
Alice Waters wants vegetables that are growing there, they get a sense of
power. They made it happen with their hands! And also it is the experience
of living things, green things, beauty, Mother Nature.

This reminds me of something Wendell Berry said in The Unsettling of
America. He talks about how, in America, anything done with your hands
is looked down on. I look at the community I'm working with, and I think,

E‘Whnt's missing is nature and beauty, the beauty that can be made with
our hands.” [ say to these guys, “Look, you guys, let's weed the baby
lettuces, and then let’s watch what happens. They're going to grow more,
they'll be better. And people will pay top organic dollar for them.”
Growing things is a metaphor. I also say to them, “If we don’t put
chemicals on this stuff that we’re growing, people are going to pay more
for it. It’s the same for you. If you don’t put heroin into your arm, you are
going to be better off. Your family will be better off.” The experience of
growing works in terms of healing.

I'M SURE YOU ALL saw that movie with Paul Newman, Cool Hand
Luke—in which prisoners were forced to do agricultural labour in chain
gangs. There have been jail farms forever, and it is very, very important
that our jail people have a choice. Either you can work in the farm and
grow food, or you can go to computer class, or the literacy class.

I have seen many, many people like Forrest go from all those long
convictions to being a good radish grower. At first, it is kind of menacing,
because he looks kind of menacing. He’s got tattoos everywhere, but what
he wants to do is give you a bouquet of flowers, because he is very proud
of the flowers. That is transformation. This programme makes people who
have no hope have hope. It is working with these green things that gives
them a sense of life.

Another prisoner, named Danny, said to me, “I'd like to go work on a
farm for somebody. And I want to be dedicated to the farm, like I am here.
I was like a dead tree when I first came here. And I’ve seen what watering
does: if you water the tree and feed it nice, it grows up and it has fruit. I fion’t
want to go back to the streets and just hang around, and waste, and die.”

Jails are bleak places. Our jail is so bleak, despite our beautiful ‘gard.en,
that I always wonder—How can we keep people in this horrible situation
in horrible cages, and then expect them to come back and be norma‘l, nice
people, living with everyone? The people I work with are the kind of
people who, when you see them, you cross the street because they are scary
people. But this garden programme helps people understand that they
aren’t just scary, they are part of a community.

For many years I felt it was wonderful that we had this garden, th.at we
were feeding people, that people’s lives were changing. But it is frustrating to
realize that for most of the people in our jail, being in the garden programme
is better than their lives at home—better than living on the street, than living
in hostels for homeless. For many of these people, the garden programme was
the best experience of their whole lives. At the end of their sentence, many
people came up to me and said, “Cathy, I don’t want to go, I want to stay



here.” In fact, some of them ended up back in jail just because they wanted
to be back in our garden. So I realized we needed another programme to help
them continue the experiences they had in our garden, but outside the jail.

I OFTEN BRING PEOPLE from the community to the jail to see what we
are doing. One day, a local business person came, a man named Elliot
Hoffman, who has a large bakery named Just Desserts. He looked around
and he said, “You know, I need so many strawberries. You could grow
strawberries and I could buy them from you.” Personally, I was hoping that
this man would say, “Hey, I'll give you a cheque. You can buy tools.” But
he kept saying, “No, no, I would really like to buy strawberries from you.”
So he invited me out to his bakery in Hunter’s Point. Behind his bakery was
an old garbage dump, about half an acre. And he said, “You could bring
the people here and you could grow a lot of strawberries.” I kept looking
at this garbage dump and thinking to myself, “You know, I have enough to
do here at the jail. I would really just like a cheque from this person.”

Fortunately for us all, Elliot persisted, and finally we decided to start a
post-release programme for people leaving the jail. Today, people can
leave our jail programme and come to this half-acre garden and continue
to grow food that we sell to Chez Panisse, which is a wonderful restaurant
in Berkeley. We also sell a lot of fruit to Just Desserts and we are involving
other businesses. We’re talking with The Body Shop, we’re talking with
Esprit. We’re talking with any business that will listen about spreading this
idea. We call this place “The Garden Project”.

When we first started The Garden®Project the land belonged to a
certain huge corporation. I said to them, “Well, look, you guys, you have
a garbage dump in this poor neighbourhood. Let us help you clean it up;
we’ll grow things on it, and your property won’t be a wreck any more.”
The huge corporation said to me, “Look, lady, we’re not a charity. Give us
$500,000 for the land.” It seemed to me there was no way I was going to
give them a dime. And so we climbed over the fence and made a garden.
Now, this is felony trespassing, and remember on my little business card it
says “Special Assistant to the Sheriff’. So I said to the sheriff, “Michael,
this huge corporation says I need $500,000 and what I’d like to do is clean
up their dump and start a garden.” Michael said, “Do it. And don’t forget

that not only are they going to have to put you in jail, they’re going to have
to put me in jail.”

WHAT WE HAVE throughout this country is poor people and vacant
land. I grew up in Newark, New Jersey, and when I left, twenty years ago,
there were acres and acres of land where buildings were burnt down. Now,

instead of having people standing out on the corner, they could instead l?e
growing fruit that Ben & Jerry's says they’ll buy. They cqulc:l d9 that in
Newark; they could do that in Denver. What we’re doing is finding ways
to connect nature and people.

* 1go from feeling very hopeful to feeling extremely sad in my work. I feel
very sad when I go to our jail and see so many African-American men, so
many Spanish-speaking men and women who do not have a future, who do

not have any hope. And, it’s discouraging when I hear cops say, “Well,

that's all they want,” or when I hear people say, “They can make more
money selling crack.” That’s so false. The people out there selling drugs‘ for
the most part are making barely enough to buy the crack they are using.
They are on a path that is destructive—for all of us. Crime affects all pf us,
every day, and it’s important that we start looking at what’s happening in
our country. We are producing millions of people who have no hope.

California spends many millions of dollars building jails, and fewer
millions of dollars educating children. It costs $25,000 a year to keep a
person in a cage. They could go to Harvard! .

Last Friday, I spoke at the funeral of Donnell, a man who was in my
garden programme four years ago. He had just turned eighteen. He was
killed by a young man with whom he had had an argument. The young
man came back after the argument and blew his head off.

Donnell was one of those young men who did not want to leave our jail
garden. He said, “Cathy, I don’t want to go back out there. Can I stay
here?” I said, “Donnell, you cannot stay in jail. It’s, it’s illegal!” Donnell
said to me, “Cathy, you know a lot of people. You can pull some strings.
The sheriff’s your friend. Please ask the sheriff to let me stay here.” I asked
the sheriff, “Michael, can we let Donnell stay? He’s afraid to go back.”
Michael said, “Cathy, it is illegal, and our jail is overcrowded. People are
sleeping on the floor. We can’t keep Donnell in the jail.” Whe.n I was
‘talking at his funeral, I was aware that most of the people attenflmg were
young men, and most of the young men knew who I was, and it was not
because they heard me on radio or read-about me in The New York Times.
Anywhere I go in San Francisco people come up to me and say, “Oh, I
know you.” If they’re African-American, I know they know me from the
jail. Something’s very wrong.

PEOPLE SAY, “You seem so passionate about this. It seems like more than
a job to you. What keeps you going?” What keeps me goipg is that the
young men and young women in our jail ook very much like tbe young
men and young women who live in my house—my children, my nieces and
nephews. If you look at statistics, I know that my daughter and my son



don’t have a future. We are talking about reconstruction, redirecting,
rebuilding. We are talking about hope and solutions, When I see vacant
lots and garbage dumps, I know who would love to have the opportunity
to clean them up. We need to see that, despite the enormous obstacles these
young women and men face, they are remaking their lives.

The people who have said “This makes sense,” come from all over. I
got a letter not so long ago from California’s attorney general. I have to
say I was afraid to open the envelope: I thought maybe I was being
indicted. The attorney general wrote to me to say “Cathy, what you’re
doing is a model for law enforcement, throughout this state. It is an
inspiration and I’m sending information about it to all the attorney
general’s offices in the state, and I am going to make them come visit you.”

Last summer, we got a contract to plant trees for San Francisco. Since
then we’ve planted over 2,000 trees in the city. The people planting trees are
called The Tree Corps and are getting eight dollars an hour to plant trees.
They used to be crack-sellers. They used to sell crack to pregnant mothers.
Now they’re selling hope. When they’re out there planting trees, people look
at them and say, “Wait a minute. I don’t have to sell crack. I can do
something else, ’cause if my uncle and my cousin and my brother can plant
trees, I can plant trees.” I have a waiting list of people who want to plant
trees, and wherever we go, people follow us. This one young man came, and
he said, “Cathy, I’'m sorry to come to you like this.” He had an Uzi under
his little jacket and crack in the pockets. He said, “I don’t want to do this.
want to plant trees.” I want to be able to give him an opportunity to plant
trees because we need trees. You have hedrd of global warming?

I got a message the other day from a man named Burl who was with us
for about six months. When he started working with The Tree Corps he
had just overcome his crack addiction. He came to work every day but he
had nowhere to live and was living in his car, and he got back on the street
and re-addicted. I got a message the other day that he was asking whether
or not I was too mad at him to consider allowing him to rejoin the
programme. And of course I am not too mad at him.
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ANIMAL WELFARE
IS HUMAN WELFARE

MANEKA GANDHI

Meat-eating is one of the biggest causes
of environmental destruction.

$ AM ROUTINELY accused of caring less for humans just because I have
thosen to defend the rights of animals. It amazes me that I have to defend
and explain the logical processes which have led me to follow the animal
welfare path. It reminds me of the joke of the man in New York who was
held up by a mugger. “Your money or your life.” The man answered,
“Take my life; ’'m saving my money up for my old age.”

Every species does not just have the right to live; its living is essential for
the well-being of humankind. What is called development, which is the sterile
city in which the leashed dog is walked, is not life. So quickly do we get used
to ill health, to tension, to famine and flood that we think that pieces of paper
in our pocket substitute for a healthy body and a joyous mind.

We choose not to know that practically all our ills are caused by the
mutilation and killing of animals—from the 70,000 acres of rainforest of
South America being cut down every day, a large part to allow beef cattle
to graze, to the Ebola virus that has come from monkeys being taken out
of their natural African habitats and brought to America for
experimentation. Did we achieve more food by killing the earthworm with
our chemicals, or did we achieve more illness? Did we achieve great health
by forcibly breeding cattle for milk and meat, or did we achieve methane
gas emissions that have contributed hugely to the greenhouse gases, putting
the life of our planet at risk?

Mauritius has embarked on an ambitious programme to kill monkeys,
cats, dogs, rabbits, goats and crows. Why? Because the tourists object. Not
content with having made their own countries sterile, the tourists from the
West now impose their sense of barrenness on ours. The Mauritians forget
that when the dodo became extinct, so did the Calveria major tree which
was a major source of income. What will they lose now? When we conduct
atomic tests in the ocean and kill millions of sea creatures, how far are we
from a dead ocean—and a dead Earth?



LET US TAKE the tiger. Why save the tiger in a land where people are
starving? This question assaults me every day of my life. I, like millions,
admire the tiger and do not consider a life spent in trying to save it a life
wasted. But there is more to saving the tiger than just saving an animal.

When Project Tiger started twenty years ago many people protested
loudly that the animal was irrelevant and could be reared in zoos. But in
saving the tiger, its forests had to be saved, so that it could hunt wild deer
and boar. These creatures in turn required grass, shrubs and trees, upon
which countless other birds, mammals, invertebrates and reptiles thrived.
Together these life forms restored a multi-tiered canopy which brought
health to the forests. By doing nothing and by allowing nothing to be done
the forests regenerated and nature sprang back to life. One of the first
signs of restoration was that dry streams began to flow all year round.
Today while the rest of India is ravaged by flood and droughts, those living
downstream of our twenty-three Project Tiger reserves are more fortunate
in that their water supplies are relatively secure.

In Melghat, Maharashtra’s only tiger reserve, the Sipna and Dolnar
rivers nourish thousands of farmers while the rest of Maharashtra goes
thirsty. In Melghat, saving the tiger also meant saving thousands of
villagers from floods. Four years ago, a hard rain fell in and around the
Melghat area. Where the forest trapped the rain, not one person died.
Outside the protective mantle of the tiger’s domain, the Wardha river
turned into a killing torrent that took 3,000 lives.

Every elephant, whale, dolphin and seal benefits humankind in ways
we cannot imagine. The richness of the fainforest is due not to its topsoil,
which is poor, but to the interaction of millions of different species as they
recycle water, nutrients and minerals. Every time we hurt an animal we
hurt ourselves.

The cow in India is given two injections of a uterus-contracting drug
called Oxytocin to make her milk come out faster. She suffers with labour
pains twice a day! What is the result? Not only is her uterus damaged so
that her cycle is shorter, but the drug causes hormonal imbalance and
blindness in human beings.

When frogs are dissected in classrooms, the result is that farmers have
to import cancer-causing chemical pesticide for the rice-growing areas to
replace a creature that ate its own weight in pests every day. Even
mosquito-killing damages us. I don’t think we killed a single mosquito but
DDT certainly kills thousands of human beings every year. There is not a
single animal which does not do us some good.

Indian fables tell us that there was a king who could not be killed
because he had hidden his heart in that of a butterfly. This is true of every

| kingly human, When the butterfly goes—from denudation of its habitat or

from chemical poisoning, or poaching or the destruction of little streams—
then the flowers go, the undergrowth goes, the forests and water go, the
animals and birds go, and ultimately we humans go. A fragile wisp of
colour, a layer of insects is what our life depends on.

Nature, to my mind, is not a bad, big-bosomed, lazy, milk-giving

- ereature. She is not the goddess Durga or Prithvi or Sita the endlessly

suffering. Nature is the lean and angry Kali. Kali the vengeful. The goddess

‘Kali is so protective of each one of her children that you hurt one and Kali
‘#trikes back.

You dynamite the coral reef for jewellery and Kali brings the waters‘in
and takes away your land. In Udwada where my husband’s father’s family
had land generations ago, the coral reef has been destroyed like-this. The
result has been that Udwada is less than one-third its size as sea has simply
taken away the land.

You put chemicals in your house to kill the cockroach and the
chemicals flow into the sewage drain and into the waters and back
through your tap where you now have no drinkable water.

Animals are our brothers and sisters. We need them. We need their
help. We cannot survive without them. We must leave our arrogance
behind and recognize the importance of animals. With each chop we make
on each animal’s neck we chop away our own life degree by degree till we
can barely exist. In India draught animals plough 100 million hectares,
60% of all the cultivated area. 15 million animal-drawn vehicles transport
25 billion tonnes of freight annually.

Even the bacterium that is killed by ozone-layer damage is essential to
the growth of rice, on which millions of people depend. Its death means a
quantum leap in world hunger.

My common sense tells me that I should fight for the individual right
of every victim animal. I must challenge the premeditated slaughter and I
must highlight with all means available to me the dangers that confront us
from meat-eating. I need not present the voluminous evidence available to
all of us to show that a vegetarian diet would result in fewer coronaries in
the USA or fewer cancers in Europe. Or that if even 10% more humans
turned to-a meat-eating diet, the Earth might well be siripped of its
remaining green mantle. Or that meat-eating causes world hunger. 37 % of
India’s land has been diverted to growing fodder to feed animals that are
killed for meat in foreign countries. It is this that is at the heart of my
campaign against those multinational corporations and agencies that use
sophisticated media skills, political clout and downright lies to convince
nations that animal rights can only be championed at the cost of human



welfare. In 1991 the government of India decided to put the export of
meat on its main agenda.

WHAT IS THE main cause of forest denudation and barrenness? Forest
cover destroyed by livestock. I have witnessed breast-beating on the
destruction of forests, denudation of hillsides, drying up of natural springs
and other water sources. Few complainants have linked their own animal-
eating to the 180 million hectares of land in India that lies as wasteland.

Meat is the ultimate luxury in India and meat export the ultimate folly.
It is with sinking heart that I watch the government plunge into this
madness of allowing slaughterhouses for exporting meat to be opened
every day. When next time we can’t breathe and we have no water to
drink, when the government cuts landholdings to half to accommodate the
landless, when slums take over our cities—remember, it is the government
meat export policy that has caused this catastrophe.

In the past agricultural and pastoral lifestyles were not competitive.
Livestock raised for milk and meat depended on plants that humans could
not eat or did not need.

Now, however, animal protein depends almost entirely on land needed
for human well-being. We have 890 million people in India and 450
million goats, 150 million cattle—all forcibly bred and all depending on
the same resource: green and arable land and forest. To quote
Worldwatch, one of the leading environmental institutes in the world,
“Putting half a pound of red meat and poultry on the table each day rings
up quite a tab. The meat and poudtry industry is associated with
environmental ills ranging from depleted and contaminated underground
water to an atmosphere pumped full of greenhouse gases. There’s nothing
anti-ecological about cattle, pigs and chickens themselves. But when they
are raised forcibly to feed humans, they absorb much of the country’s crop
harvest along with vast quantities of energy and water.”

Animal farming requires intensive feed, not just scraps and waste of
little value. More grain and cereal is fed by the USA and Russia to
livestock than is consumed by the people of the emtire Third World.
Britain gives two-thirds of its home-grown cereal to its livestock—that
amount could feed 250 million people each year. The European Economic
Community gets 20 million tonnes of cattle feed from the Third World—
including India. One-tenth of their meat is produced with our fodder.
South America’s rainforests have been cut down to grow cattle for
hamburgers for the USA: as a result, the greenhouse effect, which will
destroy most of life as we know it in another twenty years, has been
accelerated.

MODERN MEAT production involves intensive misuse of grain crops,
water resources, energy and grazing areas. In addition, animal rearing
produces large amounts of air and water pollution,

# It is shameful that in a country taken over by famine and flood, India
should divert 37% of its arable land to growing animal fodder. Were all of
that grain consumed directly by humans, it would nourish five times as
many people as it does after being converted into meat, milk and eggs.

lv The immediate problem of raising animals on grain is the waste of
pesources. Nearly seven pounds of corn and soya are needed to put one
pound of boneless, trimmed pork on the table. Then, look at the energy
dpent in producing feed; fuel for farm machinery and for making fertilizers
and pesticides. Cornell University’s David Pimentel, a specialist in
agricultural energy use, estimated that 14,000 kilocalories are required to
produce a pound of pork in the US—equivalent to the energy in nearly half
a gallon of gasoline. India has been asked to open US-style factory farms.
Who is going to pay the fuel bills for these modern poultries and piggeries
that are opened every day in India? You and L.

Feed grain guzzles water, too. In Gujarat, India’s leading dairy producer,
livestock agriculture takes nearly a third—the largest share—of irrigation
water—often dipping heavily into underground water resources to irrigate
the land for fodder and to feed the animals themselves.

The American estimate is that it takes about 430 gallons of water to
produce a pound of pork, 390 gallons for a pound of beef and 375 gallons
per pound of chicken. Thus the water used to supply meat comes to about
190 gallons per person per day, or ten times what a normal Indian family uses
in one day—if it gets water at all. 20 million tonnes of grain protein provides
2 million tonnes of animal protein. What about the fossil-fuel energy
required? One protein unit of soya bean, rice or wheat takes an energy factor
of between 2 and 10. Beef, pork, eggs, milk, mutton take from 10 to 78! Can
a country like India afford this energy so that a few can eat meat?

WHAT ABOUT LAND USE? A single sheep or goat eats the equivalent of
4 hectares each year. Its average lifetime is four years—it destroys 16
hectares of land before it is killed. 98% of the goats and sheep feed on
forest land, on hillsides, roadsides, village commons and on government
land. The Indian Ministry for Environment has a Wasteland Development
programme which pays Rs 6,000 per acre destroyed by goats. Where does
this money come from? They take loans from foreign institutions and we
pay them back not just in direct taxes but in forgoing all social security
because the government claims there is no money. Even then this
programme is not successful, because the government does not have the



resources or the agencies to do this repair work, as most of the land loses
its topsoil. Forest departments get very little of the state budget—
sometimes 1%. So they have a limited target of a few thousand hectares a
year. The total denudation, however, is closer to 450 million goats
multiplied by 4 hectares (i.e. 18 million hectares).

As a result, in the state of Haryana the water level has fallen because the
hills have been rendered barren by goats, and the streams coming into
Haryana have dried up. All the Project Tiger areas and the other national
parks are threatened or are on the verge of extinction (as is Bharatpur bird
sanctuary) because of the huge inflow of cattle and goats that eat up all the
young shoots. 70% of all planting efforts by forest departments are doomed
to failure because the grazing animal eats the young plant. Administration
does not have the money to provide tree guards, so they plant only those
trees that are not eaten by cattle and goats let loose on the city and its
peripheral villages. Consequently, Delhi is saturated with trees and plants
that are hostile to both humans and birds. Gujarat is full of trees that neither
give flowers, fruit or shade nor let any other tree grow in the vicinity. The
well-off eat the meat but the loss of tree cover is felt most keenly by the poor.

APART FROM THE free food that our forests provide we have diverted
enormous amounts of land to grow fodder for these animals—Iland that
could have been used to grow wheat for our poor. Even then the National
Commission on Agriculture says that our fodder shortage is 38%. So,
more land will have to be put aside to grow meat.

India exports meat to the Middl¢ East. Which means that we put
ourselves in the same position as South America—a slave country that
destroys itself to feed another country. Each kilo exported may earn us say
Rs 100. We have to use 150 times that amount to repair the damage done
to our natural resources in growing that meat. In other words, the more
we sell, the poorer we grow.

Environment is the science of interrelated crisis. You wear something,
you use something, you eat something—and its impact is felt somewhere
else. Meat is the trigger for India. You eat meat and it gives you a denuded
city, a shortage of water and unbreathable air. I say to my people, “Do you
want to save the green cover? Do you want to increase the oxygen in the
air, the fresh water in the ground? Then start with giving up meat.”

THE ARROGANCE OF today’s industrial world rules out the belief in a
compassionate universe where the human is an intimately connected,
deeply involved part of nature. In India, we have just turned into a country
which has rejected its old ways and replaced them with modern ones that

“have little place for the poor, for the environment, or for future generations.

Science without morality dictates a statement in which the slaughterhouse
manager in charge of Kerala said that cows have to be hammered to death
to produce softer meat. Pigeons, rabbits, frogs, rats and earthworms have
to be opened alive to satisfy the curiosity of fourteen-year-olds so that they
can quickly learn to be insensitive and can cope with the modern world.
But how long will this modern world last? If a hundred species of life

‘¢an disappear in a month, if tigers have only five years left at this rate of

killing, how long do we have? What can I do with a big car or marble house
if in the process of mining metals for that car and blasting mountains for
that marble, my air and water become unusable? Eknath Easwaran says
that a country should be measured, not by its gross national product, but
by its grand national philosophy which keeps its citizens healthy and happy.

LOOK INTO THE eyes of a goat that waits its turn to be killed, listen to
the cries of the pig when it is skewered. Still yourselves and you will hear
the heartbeat of the deer as it is hunted, listen to the cries of the tribe when
an elephant is shot down by a poacher. It took seventy bullets to kill Bir
Bahadur, the elephant in the Andamans, which was chased and shot only
because it refused to pull logs and, as the forest department said, set a bad
example to other elephants.

- I'turn my anger and grief into work, into daring to say that animal welfare
is the key to human welfare, that compassion is an economic philosophy. I
teach small lessons and big ones. This summer was a very hot one, and
millions of birds dropped dead from the heat and from lack of water. This is
also watermelon time. I told my son we wouldn’t eat water melons, we’d put
them out for the birds. We had hundreds of birds in our small garden.
Watching them was a joy; they brought seeds of trees as gifts, which I put into
pots and distributed to the neighbourhood. My garden is so full of trees that
we are many degrees cooler than any other house I know. I just get my reward
in the singing of the birds. I got it in seeing my son mature. Animal abuse and
environmental degradation are not necessary evils. No evil is necessary. Evil
is present only as long as we support it. The moment we make the connection
between what we know and how we behave, evil collapses.

Mahatma Gandhi wrote, “As human beings, our greatness lies not so
much in being able to remake the world, as in being able to remake
ourselves.” We need to remake ourselves as compassionate human beings.
We need to learn and to teach the value of all life, because all life, not just
human life, is sacred.
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TRAGEDY OF
AGRICULTURE

WES JACKSON

The plough may have destroyed more options
for future generations than the sword.

GEORGE WALD, who received a Nobel Prize for his work on vision,
has said that we living beings are the late out-growth of the metabolism
of our galaxy. The carbon which enters our bodies was cooked in the
remote past of a dying star. From it, at lower temperatures, came
nitrogen and oxygen, elements which were later spewed into space to
mix and form planets and even ourselves. Ancient seas set the pattern of
ions in our blood, and ancient atmospheres moulded our metabolism.
We creatures of the upper Paleolithic have been around about 200,000
years, but it is only in the last 10,000 years or so, just the wink of an eye
geologically, that we have had agriculture. And, in my view, agriculture
is the most devastating phenomenon to have occurred on our planet. In
fact, the plough may have destroyed more options for future generations
than the sword. ¢

Before agriculture we gathered and hunted, living on ‘horizontal
energy’, the energy that falls on the land surface of the planet. The average
age of the carbon molecule that, as gatherers and hunters, we broke open
for energy, whether it was the leg of a deer or a tree branch to cook the leg,
was in the tens of years. Then we started agriculture and the mining of soil
carbon. The average age of these soil energy packages is around 300 years.
With the fossil fuel epoch, we broke open energy-rich petroleum molecules
with an average age of hundreds of millions of years. We then moved into
the nuclear age and broke open energy packages in the billions of years.

The problem is that we did not evolve on this planet breaking open
ancient energy packages. Nature provides no cybernetic feedback
mechanisms to handle the waste products of ancient energy. When the
history of the human race is written, it will be from the perspective of the
human’s ‘war’ against this ancient energy, with humans opening older and

older energy packages, forsaking the energy of contemporary sunlight that
falls on this Earth.

SO FAR, THERE are very few examples to suggest that we are developing
an agriculture that is as sustainable as the nature we are destroying. In
many ways we have succeeded at agriculture, but we may be experiencing
the failure of our success. That is, we’re now averaging well over one
hundred bushels per acre of corn in the USA. With such high production
we have the idea that we must be doing something right. But remember,
much of that success is primarily a transfer of fossil carbon to food carbon.
For example, our source for nitrogen fertilizer is natural gas. A few years
ago we were taking twenty-two per cent of the interruptible supply of
natural gas for nitrogen fertility. The carbon transfer from fossil fuels into
our major crops obfuscates the fact that we are heavily involved in an
extractive economy, an economy which takes out and doesn’t reinvest.

In looking at the long term, I’'ve wondered if the very nature of
agriculture is a dramatic tragedy. We have to have food if we’re going to
live, and agriculture is necessary to provide it. Yet the history of
civilization has shown that agriculture undercuts the very basis of our
existence. I’'m an intellectual pessimist but a glandular optimist. But as
Paul Hawkins says, optimism and pessimism are not arguments but rather
opposite forms of the same surrender to simplicity. To surrender ourselves
to an attitude that the future is either benevolent or malignant is to ignore
the fact that the future depends on us. To be successful, I believe that
agriculture will require a fundamentally different method of production.

AS I LOOK OUT my window near Salina, Kansas, I see a wheat field of
seemingly bountiful production. But there is soil erosion on those sloping
hillsides, and this bounty is heavily fossil-fuel-dependent. Chemicals
introduced into that environment are entering our bodies, and they’re
chemicals for which we’ve had no evolutionary experience. I count it a
great failure of modern evolutionary biology that we have allowed this to
happen. And not only are we losing species due to deforestation, but we
are narrowing the genetic base of our major crops. In other words, we are
treating genetic variation in the same way we treat fossil fuels. Germplasm
is fair game in an extractive economy. I keep asking myself how we are
going to move our crops out of the extractive economy and into the
renewable economy.

Outside my window at the Land Institute, I can also see a native prairie
that’s pretty much as it was since the retreat of the last Ice Age and as it
was 150 years ago when Indian women carried sticks from Snaky Hill
River to a campfire in their lodge. That prairie, running on sunlight, is not
experiencing soil loss beyond replacement levels and does not depend on
the infusion of chemicals to keep it sustained. Rather, it manages through



what you might call “natural chemical diversity”; that is, it is protected
from an epidemic by its biological diversity. It takes an extraordinary
insect or pathogen to have an enzyme system able to mow down even a
small fraction of that diversity. That prairie also sponsors its own nitrogen
fertility with nitrogen-fixing bacteria at work underground in the root
system. That Kansas prairie is a sustainable system.

SO AS WE EVALUATE the fundamental differences between the wheat
field and the prairie, we readily see that the wheat field features annual
plants in a monoculture, while the prairie features perennial plants in a
polyculture or mixture. The question becomes whether it’s possible to
build an agriculture that features perennials in a polyculture. The
conventional wisdom of modern agriculture holds that perennialism and
high yield are mutually exclusive. At the Land Institute we ask ourselves if
that is really true, and whether it is possible for a polyculture of perennials
to yield more than a monoculture. Another question is whether a domestic
system can sponsor its own nitrogen fertility, and whether insects,
pathogens and weeds are manageable.

We set out to conduct experiments which dealt with these basic
questions. In the inventory phase, we looked for plants that were
herbaceous, perennial and winter-hardy. Any such plant was planted in a
five-metre-long row to give us a chance to observe. These rows became a
place for us to walk along and let “slow knowledge” work.

We finally selected six species within six different genera and set out to
prove or disprove whether perennialism and high yield can go together.
Then one of us came to our senses and asked if perhaps another related
species somewhere in the world had more potential. We wrote to the Plant
Introduction Centre in Pullman, Washington and asked them to send all of
the relatives of these six species. They sent us 4,300 accessions. We planted
them all. Out of this huge inventory we “discovered” a giant wild rye
which grows on sandy lake shores in Siberia. The flowering head can grow
to be fourteen inches long!

In another effort, we crossed a domestic sorghum plant with the
noxious weed, Johnson grass, which is winter-hardy. In the first
generation, three plants made it through the winter. Then we crossed two
of them and 1,500 plants made it. This winter, one-third of the second
generation came up. Another plant, eastern gamma grass, a relative of
corn, has a protein content of twenty-seven per cent in the seed (three
times that of corn, twice that of wheat, and 1.8 times higher in methionine
than corn). This plant fixes very small quantities of nitrogen. In the county
north of us, a mutant was picked up by a man from the U.S.D.A. Plant

Material Centre in Manhattan, Kansas. It was found that recessive genes
turn the male part of this flower into a female. It has twenty times the seed
and two to three times the total seed weight of a normal plant. But can
these plants be useful? Sorghum is eaten by humans and livestock, and
eastern gamma grass can be substituted for corn. It will pop or could be
used for making tortillas or whatever. And giant wild rye has long been
used by humans.

WE'RE NOT JUST interested in perennials. We want to explore the
principles of agroecology as well, for example, the principle of interr}al
control versus external control of a system. I think we could do this with
our Maximilian sunflower, whose roots exude a chemical that acts as a
herbicide with almost a hundred per cent weed control at optimal density.
If we pushed for high seed yield and caused this sunflower to lose it genetic
ability to produce the substance that controls the weeds, we might find the
extra yield was more than cancelled out in terms of energy and materials
required for weed control.

My hypothesis is that external control is far less efficient than internal
control. I would like to see the scientific community study this, beginning
with molecules on up through cells and tissues, then to organs, entire
organisms, and finally to ecosystems and society. The question of whether
internal control of a system is more material- and energy-efficient than
external control ought to be a part of our research agenda because it has
tremendous implications for the soft energy path and for the way
communities are put together. If we are talking about a law of nature, we
should know about it.

We also want to explore the possibilities of complementarity in
agriculture. In a three-year biculture experiment at the Land Institute,
species A and B were grown separately in monocultures and together in
bicultures. Seed yields were then compared. In the first year, yields were
the same in the monocultures as in the bicultures. In the second year, the
bicultures experienced twenty-nine per cent overyielding. In the third year,
the bicultures experienced ninety-one per cent overyielding. Actually, yield
did not go up in the bicultures; it held constant. But yield went down in
the monocultures. The sustained yield in the bicultures was the successful
consequence of complementarity.

The very origin of culture is in agriculture and we must work to re-
establish that link. Once a year we host a.Prairie Festival at the Land
Institute, and we have invited Buddhist poet, Gary Snyder, and the likes of
Wendell Berry to help us understand different ways of looking at the
world. We want to get across the fact that the farmer and the farm, as well



asl_rh'c lfm:nung community, are all part of our culture. Farmers lack
zgk:;;lec;ilg:ihl;:isﬁsc .thlcy are a dispersed minority; but it's time to
el s tha polﬁtic:lg.pgg?l{]g 0;1 Fhe farm, to the farmer and to the
. .
forthe muttume o Lo » 1s a faint foreshadow of what’s to come
I thmk the discovery of America is still before us. So far we’ve onl
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count seventeen other teams at work in the fields. I knew that if
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That’s community.” 'm not saying that the Amish way shouldyb hs.
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their agriculture runs more on sunli S onal fana
methods.
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ght than conventional farming

to acknowledge the wisdom of the land and to remember that poems and

songs can save soil as well as studies in %0il science.

May / June 1991

' LAND REFORM
[N BRITAIN

GEORGE MONBIOT

Vast numbers of British people have no rights,

whatsoever, to the land. The time has come to

liberate land from the developers, big farmers
and large commercial companies.

ONE OCTOBER morning bailiffs dragged me out of the splintered wood
and rubble of London’s only sustainable village. Even as we were being
removed, the earthmovers were moving in. They destroyed the wooden
houses and the gardens we’d made and returned the site to the dereliction
we'd discovered when we first arrived. Sitting on the pavement in
Wandsworth, London, nursing a bruised head, this seemed to me a rather
odd place for someone with a special interest in rainforest ecology to end up.

Nine years ago, as a rather naive natural historian, I went to work in
the far east of Indonesia, in the annexed province of Irian Jaya. Until just
a few years before, the forests there, and the tree kangaroos, birds of
paradise and birdwing butterflies, had been more or less left alone. But
now the forests were being pushed back fast, and [ wanted to find out why.
The answers weren’t slow in coming.

The government was trying to integrate Irian Jaya into the rest of the
nation. To this end it was flying tens of thousands of Javanese people in,
establishing settlements for them and giving them the lands of the native
Papuan people. The Papuans-were being moved into prefabricated model
villages and used as labour for logging and planting oil palms. The forests
they had used to supply all their needs—food, fuel, shelter and medicine—
were seen by the government as sources of single commodities: timber, for
example, or land for planting oil palms. Contro! of the forests had been
taken over by bureaucrats and army officers who lived far away and were
not likely to suffer the consequences of their disappearance.

I became interested in who was pulling the levers of rainforest
destruction and, with that in mind, I moved to Brazil when my work in
Indonesia had finished. At the time, in 1989, the received wisdom was that
the Amazon’s forests were disappearing because the colonists moving into



thgm believed that they could enrich themaelves there. Ignorant of
rrl:forest ecology,.they were, we were told, convinced that moving to the
a a;zsct):y?r?gd ::;rggeg. or mining the forests was a better economic option
. My findings were rather different. First, I found that a rapacious trade
in mahqgany, driven by consumer demand in Britain and the United States
was la'ymg down the infrastructure and providing much of the economic,
incentive for further exploitation. Then I found that many of the people
moving down the roads the mahogany cutters were opening up had bein
pushed out of their homes. I went back to the places they were comin

from and found that, backed by armed police and hired gunmen, the big
lgndowne.rs were expanding their properties by tearing down the,peasant
Ylllages, killing anyone who resisted, and seizing the land the peasants held
in common. Many of those who moved into the Amazon left their home
states because they had no choice. Destruction took place at both ends—
where they came from, as absentee landlords destroyed all the different
resources they had relied on, and replaced them with just one resource

grazing for cattle—and where they arrived, as the peasants founc;

themselves with little choice but to do to T
the Amazon’s ind
what the landlords had done to them. genous people

IN EAST AFRICA, I came across a rather similar situation. Through both
government policy and massive institutional fraud, the land held in
common by pastoral peoples such as the Maasai and Samburu was bein
divided up and moved swiftly into the hands of businessmen. The woodsg
scrub, grasslands and flowering sward of the savannah were being ri eci
up to produce wheat. The remaining herders were concentrating in thepffills
too steep to p'lough, leading to soil compaction, flooding and drought
The situation was exacerbated by East Africa’s conservation poli;:ies
which excluded herding people from many of their best lands, ostensibl :
to protect the game, but in truth to avoid offending tourists. "I,“he herder}s’
were forced to overuse their remaining resources, while tourists and
corrupt state bureaucracies inflicted, in some cases, far greater damage on
this pFotected land than its inhabitants had done. ®
Pamful.ly slowly, the penny began to drop. All over the tropics I had
seen  environmental destruction following land alienation When
tradltl-onal landholders are dispossessed and private business.es large
proprietors or state bureaucracies take over, then people’s natural h’abitagts
are destroyed. I came to see that rural communities are often constrained
to look after their land well, as it is the only thing they have, and they need
to protect a diversity of resources in order, to meet their’diverse needs.

When their commons are privatized, they pass into the hands of people
whose priority is to make money, and the most efficient way of doing that
is to select the most profitable product and concentrate on producing it.

I saw that, without security of tenure and autonomy of decision-
making, people have no chance of defending the environment they depend
on for their livelihoods. What Brazil needed was land reform; what Kenya
and Indonesia needed was the recognition and protection of traditional
land rights. By themselves, these policies wouldn’t guarantee environmental
protection, but without them you could guarantee environmental
destruction.

All this, as well as the appalling social consequences of land alienation,
shouldn’t be very hard to see. Liberal-minded people in the North have, for
a long time, supported calls for land reform in the South. But, like nearly
everyone else, throughout these travels I could not see the relevance that
these ideas might have for European countries. In Britain, had anyone asked
me, [ would have said that land alienation was a done deal, and what we had
to concentrate on was urging the government to keep its promises and
enforce environmental standards. That was until Twyford Down.

AT FIRST, I didn’t really understand what was going on or how it related
to me. It took a lot of persuasion by some insistent friends to get me down
there. But when I arrived, it blew me away. [ began to see that this was far
more than just a struggle over transport policy.

Building the road through Twyford Down was not just bad transport
decision-making, but also bad land-use decision-making. It was only
possible because of a suspension of democratic accountability so profound
that the decision to build the road was taken before the public enquiry
began. What the protesters were fighting was exactly the same sort of
remote decision-making, by people who didn’t have to suffer the
conseqﬁences, that I had seen in Indonesia, Kenya and Brazil.

What had foxed me was that, in Britain, land passed into the hands of
a tiny minority of owners and decision-makers centuries ago. The
enclosures and the clearances were the culmination of a thousand years of
land alienation, but they were as traumatic as those confronting the
peasants of north-eastern Brazil today.

In England tens of thousands of people were forced into vagrancy and
destitution. In Scotland people were packed onto ships at the point of a gun
and transported across the ocean to the Americas in conditions worse than
those of the slave ships. Others crowded into the cities. It is no coincidence
that London was the world’s first city with more than a million inhabitants.
Now London’s population is 10 million.



It is so lt_)ng since we had a grip on land use that these struggles, scarce!
recorded in mainstream history books, have passed out' of ou}r,
consciousness. What happens to the land, we imagine, the transactions
and changes it suffers, is no longer our concern. It’s a matter for the ti ‘
number of people who control it. v

Yet it is for the very reason that these changes took place so long ago
that they are so important. Their significance has seeped into every cornger
of our lives. The issue has been invisible to us not because it is so small
but because it is so big. We simply can’t step far enough back to see it ’

Let’s look at it, to begin with, from the environmental point of vi.ew
Er‘1v1ronmental quality is a function of development. In the world’s.
wilderness areas it depends on the absence of development. In managed
landscapes like Britain’s it depends on the balance of built and non—blglilt

development, and the quality and character of both categories. This quality

and f:harac_te.r rest in turn on who is making the development decisions
If a decision arises from an informed consensus of the views of l(;cal
people and anyone else the development might affect, then we are likel to
see people’s vested interest in the quality of their surroundings, and he}rllc
the .q.uality of their lives, reflected in that decision. If, on the otiler hand ;
decision emerges from an impenetrable cabal of landowners, develo ejrs
and government officials, accountable to no one but sharehol;iers andpthe
head of department, who don’t have to suffer the adverse consequences of
the development they choose, it is likely to have a far more negative im
on the environment and its inhabitants. ’ P
What I want to show you is how the second way of doing things has

prevailed in Britain, how we are all th i
e poorer for it, and what we mi
be able to do to correct it. ’ e

THE LAND a group of us occupied in London was scheduled for the ninth
major superstore within one-and-a-half miles. Local people were
adarpantly opposed to it, as it would destroy small shops, increase the
traffic burden and make their part of the world more like ev;ry other part
of the world. They wanted the land, which had been left derelict for selzren
years, to be u'sed instead for what the borough desperately needed: green
spaces for their children to play in, community projects to replace th.e ones
that .Wandsworth Borough Council had destroyed, and affordable
housing. The landowners’ proposal was rejected by the local government
but that, unfortunately, is not the end of it. Developers in Britain have the:
most extraprdinary legal powers to subvert the democratic process and
impose tl.aelr projects on even the most reluctant population.

If ordinary people don’t like a local authority’s decision to approve a

development, there's nothing whatsoever that they can do about it. If a
developer doesn’t like the local council’s decision to reject his proposed
development, he can appeal to the Secretary of State for the Environment
(central government). The developer knows that an appeal will cost the
local council hundreds of thousands of pounds to contest. Time and again
developers use the threat of appeal as a stick to wave over the local
council’s head and, as often as not, the blackmail works.

If the local council has enough money to fight an appeal, however, and
if at appeal the Secretary of State rejects the developer’s plans, all the
developer needs do is to submit another, almost identical, planning
application, and the whole process starts again. This can go on until both
the money and the willpower of the local council and local people are
exhausted and the developers get what they want.

If the blackmail and extortion still don’t work, however, the developers
have yet another weapon in their armoury. Planners call it “offsite planning
gain”. You and I would recognize it as bribery. Developers can offer as
much money as they like to a local authority, to persuade it to accept their
plans. “You don’t like my high-rise multiplex hypermarket ziggurat? Here’s
a million quid—what do you think of it now?”

The results of this democratic deficit are visible all over our cities.
Where we need affordable, inclusive housing, we get luxury, exclusive
estates; where we need open spaces, we get more and more empty office
blocks; where we need local trade, we get superstores (and I can
confidently predict that in ten years’ time there’ll be as much surplus
superstore space as there is surplus office space today). These
developments characteristically generate huge amounts of traffic.
Affordable housing is pushed out into the countryside. Communities lose
the resources which hold them together.

Bui, if this suspension of accountability is onerous in the towns, it is
perhaps even more poignant in the countryside. There the message, with a
few exceptions, is clear: “It’s my land, and I can do what I want with it.”

Over the centuries, the concept of property has changed dramatically.
Property was a matter of possessing rights in land or its resources, and there
were few areas of land in which rights of some kind were not shared. Today
it is the land itself which is called property, and the words for the rights we
possessed have all but disappeared. “Estovers” (the right to collect

* firewood), “pannage” (the right to put your pigs out in the woods),
“turbary” (the right to cut turf), “pescary” (the commoners’ right to catch
fish) have passed out of our vocabulary. Now, on nearly all the land in
Britain, we no longer even have the right of access. The landowners’ rights
are almost absolute. People’s rights are, effectively, non-existent.



THIS MEANS THE landowners can get away with some terrible things.

Every year throughout the 1990s country landowners have overseen
the loss of 18,000 kilometres of hedgerow. Since the Second World War
they have destroyed nearly 50% of ancient British woodlands and, this
century, they have ploughed over 70% of our downlands. Heaths,
wetlands, watermeadows and ponds have been hit even harder.

Most distressingly, across huge areas they have erased the historical
record. The dense peppering of long-barrows, tumuli, dykes and hillforts in
what are now the arable lands of southern England has all but disappeared
since the Second World War. In response to landowners’ lobbying, the
government continues to grant special permission—the Class Consents—to
plough out even scheduled ancient monuments. Features that persisted for
thousands of years, that place us in our land, are destroyed in a matter of
moments for the sake of crops that nobody wants. Our sense of belonging,
our sense of continuity, our sense of place, are erased.

It doesn’t matter how well loved these places were. Even if people had
for centuries walked and played in the watermeadows, if those meadows
are not a Site of Special Scientific Interest (SSSI), the landowner can simply
move in without consulting anyone and plough them out, destroying
everything local people valued. Even where they are SSSIs, this seems in
practice to make little difference, as these places are constantly being
eroded and destroyed, in some cases with the support of taxpayers’ money.

Agriculture and forestry are, perversely, not classed as development and
are therefore exempt from public control of any form. Even the erection of
farm buildings requires no more than a nod and a wink from the local
authority. By contrast, if people such as gypsies, travellers and low-impact
settlers, people from somewhat less elevated classes than those to which
many country landowners belong, try to get a foothold in the countryside,
they find they haven’t a hope. It doesn’t matter how discreet their homes are;
it doesn’t matter whether, like Tinkers’ Bubble, they actually enhance
environmental quality, rather than destroy it—they are told the countryside
is not for them. You can throw up a barn for 1,000 pigs with very little

trouble, but try living in a hole in the ground in the middle of the woods, and
you Il find all the hounds of hell unleashed upon you.

What we’re getting in the countryside is not just a biological
monoculture, but a social monoculture as well. Just as in Kenya, only one
product is being optimized, and that is profit. The costs to the wider
community count for nothing. This accounts for mile upon mile of
agricultural land, empty of human beings. It’s hardly surprising. Britain
now has fewer people employed in farming than any other Western nation.
In the city of Hong Kong, twice the percentage of the population works in

. .
agriculture as in the green garden of Britain. Yet, though farmers’ incomes
are rising, we continue to shed farm labour at the rate of 20,000 a year.

THESE PROBLEMS ARE aggravated by our physical exclusion from tte
land. People fought so hard for Twyford Down be.cause thf:y had a Vs(;ﬁ e
in it; they had a right to walk over it apd saw it as their own. When
excluded from the land, we have less interest in its protection: it is
someone else’s business, not ours, so we let the landqwner get on w1tb it.

The exclusive use of land is perhaps the most mamfest of class barriers.
We are, quite literally, pushed to the margin§ ‘of society. If we henter 'the
countryside, we must sneak round it like f}lgltlves, outlaws in the natx(;n
in which we all once had a stake. It is, in trut‘h, not we who z‘u‘; the
trespassers but the landlords. They are trespassing against our right to
enjoy the gifts that Nature bequeathed to all (?f us.

So what are we going to do about it? Well, it’s time that we 'began to see‘
that the picture of Britain as a Western libera! democracy is no lor}xlgecli
relevant. What I have been describing are Third World politics, T ir
World economics. We need Third World tactics to confront them. And this
is what the direct activists, whom I first came across on Twyford Down,
saw before anyone else. They saw that we had to take our lead not frolin
our own recent traditions of letter-writing and banner-waving, bpt fron} the
anti-apartheid movement and the Brazilian land-refo'rm.campaxgns.. Dxrect
action is not the whole answer, nor is it' an end in itself; but it hlsda}n
unparalleled means of drawing attention to issues which have languished in
obscurity to the cost of us all. We need:

Land for Homes: low-cost and self-built housing in cities, places for
travellers and low-impact settlers in the countryside.

Land for Livelihoods: subsidies and planning to support small-scale,
high-employment, low-consumption farming. .

Land for Living: the protection and reclamation of common spaces,
reform of the planning and public enquiry processes, mandatory land

registration and a right to roam.

The land, in other words, must start to serve all people, rather than
simply those who control it. Development must becoqle the tool of th}olse
who need development most—the homeless and the dispossessed—rather

than benefiting only the developers.

For the land we tread is not theirs, it is ours. It is the duty of all
respousible people to seize it back.

March / April 1997



A CULTURE
- OF TREES

GITA MEHTA

The forests have been the cradle, the university,
the monastery, the library and the source
of mythology of Indian civilization,

IN INDIA, WHEN A BOY and a girl get engaged, their horoscopes are
read by the family priests to see if the couple are compatible. But
compatibility, in Indian astrology, extends far beyond whether the young
man and the young woman will suit each other. Alas, the priests of India
are sgpremely\uninterested whether Darby finds his Joan or Abelard his
Héloise: they search for the wider significance of the union. Does the
presence of bride or bridegroom bring luck to the new family? So the
br.ldegroom’s parents ask the priest, “If this girl marries into our family,
will she be a boon or a burden? Will she increase our wealth, or will sh;
cast a shadow over our house, perhaps shortening her mother-in-law’s life
or bringing bad health to her father-in-law?” If the girl’s horoscope reveals
Fhe faintest hint of such possibilities, the priests shake their heads and
inform the prospective parents-in-law, “It is very sad, but you have chosen
a manglik girl to be your son’s wife.”

Happily for the manglik girl, she is not doomed by a fate over which
she l?as no control, to live the life of a frustrated spinster. There is a
solu.tlon to her problem. She must first marry someone else, transferring
her 1lljfortune to another husband. Then, purified, she can finally marry
her bridegroom, secure in the knowledge that she is bringing to his house
only good luck. But which husband is so noble that he will marry this
unfortunate girl and take upon himself her ill-starred destiny only to
release her, cleansed, into the arms of another man?

' Those of you who have travelled in India will have passed trees with
withered flower garlands hanging from their branches. Those garlands
depote the presence of a husband. The manglik.girl garlands a tree as her
br%degroom in a marriage ceremony as elaborate as that berween human
Pemgs, to cleanse herself of the misfortunes of her fate. And of course, if it
is the bridegroom who is the manglik, then he takes a tree as his first bride.

The use of the tree to receive evil is an idea as old as India itself. The
‘devout still believe the tree is all that remains on our planet of the sacred
Soma plant, nourishment of the gods themselves. Indeed, the Atharva

*Yeda, written 1,000 years before Christ, contains this prayer:

The sin, the pollution

Whatever we have done with evil,

With your leaves we wipe it off.

Is it any wonder, then, that the tree is sacred in India?

And if the tree, as a bridegroom, cleanses the manglik bride of the evils
of her fate, to the artists of India the tree has an even greater significance:
the tree gifted art to humankind.

The Puranas, the texts of the oldest Indian legends, tell the story thus:
The gods had become quarrelsome, and Vac, sacred speech, fled the
profaning gods to hide in water. But the gods claimed her and the waters
gave her up. So sacred speech fled the waters and entered a forest. Again
the gods claimed her, but the trees refused to yield her up. Instead, they
gifted her to humankind in things made of wood that sang: the drum, the
lute, the reed pipe, the pen.

BEYOND THE CLEANSING of pollution, beyond the gift of art, to the
philosophers of ancient India the forest was the symbol of an idealized
cosmos. The great Indian academies were all held in groves of trees, an
acknowledgement that the forest, self-sufficient, endlessly regenerative,
combined in itself the diversity and the harmony which was the aspiration
of Indian metaphysics. It is not by chance that out of India’s forests came
the great body of India’s knowledge: the Puranas, the Vedas, the
Upanishads, the epics of the Mahabharata and the Ramayana, the sutras
of Yoga, and the medical studies of Ayurved.

This veneration of the forest inevitably had its impact on the Indian
city, which had, at its heart, a grove of trees, from which the streets
emanated outwards like branches, reminding the city dweller that humans
are only part of a living organism. And finally, after men and women had
fulfilled their obligations to the material life of the city, obligations such as
marriage, children, governance, war, trade, they retreated to the forest to
pursue a life of contemplation and meditation, drawing from trees the
tranquillity necessary to reflection.

So again, it is not by chance that the founders of two of India’s greatest
religions, Buddhism and Jainism, namely the Buddha and Mahavira,
should both have attained enlightenment not on the road to some
Damascus, but while meditating under a tree.



The Nol?el Prize laureate and poet, Rabindranath Tagore, in his book
Tapova"t, tried to explain the essential silviculture of India in these words:

“lndla.n civilization has been distinctive in locating its source of
regeneration, material and intellectual, in the forest, not the city. India’
besF ideas have come when human beings were in communion with trees
Indt'an.thinkers were surrounded by and linked to the life of the forest anci
the intimate relationship between human life and living nature becam’e the
source of their knowledge.”

But it is not only the scholars to whom Tagore pays homage who have
been the guardians of the forest; rather, it is as if India has, over thousands
of years, woven a mantle of conservation around herself with strands of
moralxty, art, philosophy, religion, mythology. Especially mythology. Trees
featurc'a in so much Indian mythology, as providing shade or sanctuary to
the divine, they have become sacred in themselves. The goddess
Meenaks.hi resides in the forest at Madurai, a grove sacred twice over,
becaus.e 1t'was also the playground of the god Krishna and his Gopis. Ir;
Kanghl,‘the god Shiva, creator and destroyer of worlds, épp"eared to a sage
meditating under a mango tree. That mango grove is a pilgrimage centre
and all mango trees are sacred. ,

Thrf)ughout India trees are worshipped as incarnations of the goddess:
Bamani, Rupeshwari, Vandurga are the divinities who reveal themselves to
humankind in the guise of different kinds of tree. And the goddess of the
forest, Aranyi, has inspired a whole body of texts, known as Aranyani
Sanskriti, which translates as “the civilization of the forest”.

In tribal India the tree is venerated as the Earth Mother, not only
because it provides food, air, occupation, materials for housing, fodder
and fuel, but because without the tree there is neither soil no’r water,
nothing to prevent the one from being washed away and the other fron;
evaporating. Throughout the great tribal tracts of India, home of the Bhils
the Santgls, the Nagas, and the Bishnois, whenever a child is born a tree is’
planted in the child’s name, forging a relationship between child and tree
closer than that between child and family, because that tree is uniquely his
or hers. BY the time the child reaches adolescence, the tree—they are all
slow.-growmg trees—has just come into fruit, commencing its life as
provider to the tribal, and the tribal’s life as guardian of the tree.

EYEN IN METROPOLITAN INDIA one finds trees that are venerated as
shrines. For instance, in Bombay, the second-most densely populated city in
a country known for its dense populations, there is a tree in the middle of a
busy intersection of roads. In its trunk are embedded three religions in the
form of a small cross, a small temple, a small mosque. Hurtling around this

unique traffic island, in a Bombay taxi, one is struck not so much by the
three faiths as by the sacredness of a single tree which provides sanctuary to
three separate religions in a land noted for the savagery of its religious riots.
Eighteen hundred kilometres south-east of that traffic island, near Madras,
there is a mile of towering terracotta statues. Twenty-feet-high elephants,
horses, armed and moustachioed warriors stand as a guard of honour over
the path the pilgrim must take to reach the shrine, which is a tree.

The forest, then, is India’s central metaphor for Nature, venerated as a
symbol of inexhaustible fertility, represented again and again in Indian art
as the tree of life, referred to again and again in Indian literature as a
paradigm of the cosmos.

So, with all this veneration, this adoration, this reproduction in art and
literature and philosophy, it seems beyond belief that Indians could have
permitted half the trees of India to be cut down over the last century, and
themselves axed half the remaining fifty per cent in the last thirty years.

- The Hindu scriptures tell us that we are living in Kalyug, the Age of Evil.
And the characteristic evil of our evil age is speed. Even so, the statistics of
what is happening to India’s forest cover are terrifying. Of the dense jungle
that covered the great range of the Himalayas in 1950, it is calculated that,
if commercial felling continues at the present rate, there will not be a single
tree left by the end of the century—only five years away.

IT IS AS IF THE subcontinent, in replacing veneration of the tree with
consumption of the tree, is no longer able to connect cause with effect. The
sages sitting in the forests of ancient India, reciting the Puranas, may have
had some presentiment of the India that was to come. In the Puranic text
that tells the legend of sacred speech taking sanctuary from the gods in a
grove of trees, it is said the gods were enraged when the trees refused to
return her to them, gifting her instead to humankind as music and
literature. In their anger the gods placed a curse upon trees: “Because
through instruments made of wood you have given sacred speech to
humankind, so with instruments made again from your own bodies, by
axes with wooden handles, as thunderbolts will humans cut you down.”
Nearly 300 years ago women and men of the Bishnoi tribe died in an
attempt to end that curse. The Bishnoi faith prohibits the cutting of green
trees, and demands absolute protection of the shade and fodder tree of the
area, the kbejari. As a result, their lands are still fertile while all around
them fields have been claimed by the desert of Rajasthan. Although in
earlier centuries other members of the Bishnoi tribe gave their lives to
protect their trees, it is the martyrdom of Amrita Devi, a woman from a
Bishnot village in the kingdom of Jodhpur, which is most often retold.



Amrita Devl, like her fellow tribals, had been raised to love and tend the
trees that encircled her village. So when the axemen of the king of Jodhpur,
needing timber for the king’s lime kilns, arrived to cut down the trees,
Amrita Devi confronted the axemen, begging them to leave the forest
untouch‘ed. She explained the religious beliefs of the Bishnois, but the king’s
axemgn were unmoved. Amrita Devi flung her arms around the first tree
ked for felling. As the axes cut through her body, she uttered the words
bh have become a slogan of her tribe: “A chopped head is still easier to
ace than a chopped tree.”

#"- Amrita Devi’s daughter took the place of her dismembered mother. She
'too was killed, only to be replaced by a younger sister, who, in dying,
yielded her place to the youngest sister, who also gave her life trying to
protect the tree with her body. Unarmed men, women, and children, from
eighty-three surrounding Bishnoi villages, converged on Amrita Devi’s
village to protect the trees, but the axemen were still unmoved, and by
nightfall nearly 400 tribals, from forty-nine separate villages had been
butchered. Whole families, like Amrita Devi and her daughters, had died
in defence of the kbejari forest. ~

There is an annual fair still held in commemoration of those deaths, in
Amrita Devi’s village. A regular visitor to this fair is a man named
Sunderlal Bahuguna, a man whom many Indians revere as the Mabatma
of India’s forests. He calls the fair “my one important place of pilgrimage”,
because it is the method first used by the Bishnoi tribe that he emulated in
the Chipko movement to save what remains of the Himalayan forests.

The word chipko means to “cling to”, 4nd throughout the Himalayas,
villagers and conservationists, students and folk poets, are attempting to
halt India’s deforestation by clinging to trees marked for felling by
cpmmercial contractors. The Chipko movement is also planting trees,
fighting to replace the monoculture forests of fast-growing trees, like the
eucalyptus and the pine—which give nothing to the soil or to the people
who live off it, but are for the wood pulp industry—with the great slow-
growing trees and the mixed forests on which so much of India’s economy
and ecological balance have always depended.

The movement has spread from the Himalayas to south India, where
ten years ago a group of peasants, men and women, marched en masse to
a Government nursery and pulled out thousands of eucalyptus seedlings,
planting tamarind and mango seeds in their place, protesting that these trees,
not the eucalyptus, keep the soil and its people alive. They were thrown into
jail, while Indian newspapers continued to carry full-page advertisements for
just such government nurseries, heavily supported by the officials of the
World Bank, urging Indians to invest in eucalyptus. “Money Grows on

Trees!” the advertisements shricked. “Earn green gold! Bumper Profits will
be Yours!” The officials that run these nurseries, as indeed their colleagues
in the World Bank, would not pass the test of good government as described
in a folk tale of the Santal tribals of Bengal and Orissa.

Once upon a time, the story goes, there was a king, who had many water
reservoirs, and around the edges of the water he planted trees: mangoes,
peepuls, palm trees, banyan trees; and the banyan trees were bigger than
any others. And every day after his bath the king used to walk about and
look at the trees. And one morning, as he did so, he saw a maiden go up to
a banyan tree and climb it, and the tree was then carried up into the sky.
But when the king went in the evening he saw the tree in its place again. The
same thing happened three or four days in a row. The king told no one, but
one morning he climbed the banyan tree before the maiden appeared, and
when she came he was carried up to the sky along with her. In the sky the
maiden descended from the tree and went to dance with a crowd of divine
milkmaids. So the king also got down and joined in the dance. He was so
absorbed that he took no note of the time. And when he at last tore himself
away, he found the banyan tree had disappeared. There was nothing to be
done but stay in the sky. So he began to wander about and soon he came to
some men building a palace as quickly as they could. He asked for whom
the palace was being built, and they said, “For you, because you are a good
ruler who plants trees for your subjects so they will have food and shelter
long after you have gone.” Suddenly the banyan tree reappeared, so the
king climbed into it and was carried back to Earth.

After that, the king used to visit the banyan tree every day, and when
he found that it did not wither, although it had been taken up to the sky
from its roots, he concluded that what he had seen was true, and he began
to prepare for death, distributing all his wealth among his subjects, and
making no answer to the questions of his courtiers. A few days later he
died and was taken to the palace which he had seen being built in the sky.
Because it is said by us Santals, “The trees you have tended in this world
will bring you honour in the next world, and all the worlds beyond.”

I can’t help agreeing with the Santals, that planting a tree does indeed
bring honour to those who do so, including all those politicians who plant
trees with fixed smiles on their faces, while the world’s cameras record
their exertions. But as an Indian, [ know there is more than honour in the
action. For us the preservation of trees is as much a matter of cultural as
of ecological survival. The forests have been the cradle, the university, the
monastery and the library of Indian civilization. By denying our essential
dendrophilia, our love of the tree, which gave us a view of the world in
which people and nature were dependent on each other, by exchanging



this vision for the dendrophobia of Western culture which has made us the
monarch and the consumer of nature, clearing forests first-for agriculture
and then for industry, we are exchanging our capacity to understand the
relationship between living things into a purely linear, purely profit-
oriented view of the world.

And for a more precise understanding of what this view of the world
means, we have only to listen to the alarm expressed by the astronauts
circling the planet, who have said that the Earth is now obscured by
smoke—smoke rising from the funeral pyres of the Earth’s great forests,
stretching from Brazil to Siberia.

India has traditionally prided herself on being karma bhoomi, the land
of experience, calling all other places the lands of the consumer. From the
folk tales of her tribals to the monumental works which are the pillars of
Indian civilization, India has no shortage of experience to draw upon in
helping the world find a balance between people and their technology, and
the Earth on which they wield it. But if the curse of the Puranas has indeed
found its time, and Indians persist, like thunderbolts, in cutting down their
trees, then we will become a people ever more deracinated, literally cutting
ourselves off from our cultural and philosophical roots, by the very act of
cutting down our trees.

And a treeless India will be a land of sorrow. After all, in a land without
trees, we Indians should ask ourselves where will all those unmarried girls
go to find themselves a husband?
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MYTH AND
EDUCATION

TED HUGHES

History may contain facts, but to know truth
we have to seek it in myth.

SOMEWHERE IN The Republic, where he describes the constitution of
his ideal State, Plato talks a little about the education of the people who
will live in it. He makes the famous point that quite advanced
mathematical truths can be drawn from children when they are asked the
right questions in the right order, and his own philosophical method in his
dialogues is very like this. He treats his interlocutors as children and by
small, simple, logical, stealthy questions gradually draws out of them some
part of the Platonic system of ideas—a system which has in one way or
another dominated the mental life of the Western world ever since.

Nevertheless, he goes on to say that a formal education—Dby which he
means a mathematical, philosophical and ethical education—is not for
children. The proper education for his future ideal citizens, he suggests, is
something quite different: it is to be found in the traditional myths and
tales, of which Greece possessed such a huge abundance.

Plato was nothing if not an educationalist. His writings can be seen as
a prolonged and many-sided debate on just how the ideal citizen is to be
shaped. It seemed to him quite possible to create an elite of philosophers
who would also be wise and responsible rulers, with a perfect
apprehension of the Good. Yet he proposed to start their training with the
incredible fantasies of these myths. Everyone knows that the first lessons,
with human beings just as with dogs, are the most important of all. So
what would be the effect of laying at the foundations of their mental life
this mass of supernatural figures and their impossible antics? Later
philosophers, throughout history, who have come near often enough to
worshipping Plato, have dismissed these tales as absurdities. So how did
he come to recommend them?

They were the material of the Greek poets. Many of them had been
recreated by poets into works that have been the model and despair of
later writers. Yet we know what Plato thought about poets. He wanted



therp suppressed—much as it is said he suppressed his own poems when
he first encountered Socrates. If he wanted nothing of the poets, why was
he so respectful of the myths and tales which formed the imaginative
world of the poets?

He had no religious motives. For Plato, those gods and goddesses were
hardly more serious, as religious symbols, than they are for us. Yet they
evidently did contain something important. What exactly was it, then, that
made them in his opinion the best possible grounding for his future
enlightened, realistic, perfectly adjusted citizen?

Let us suppose he thought about it as carefully as he thc;ught about
everything else. What did he have in mind? Trying to answer that question
leads us in interesting directions.

PLATO WAS PRECEDED in Greece by more shadowy figures. They are a
unique collection. Even what fragments remain of their writings reveal a
cauldron of titanic ideas, from which Plato drew only a spoonful.
Wherever we look around us now, in the modern world, it is not easy to
find anything that was not somehow prefigured in the conceptions of
those early Greeks. And nothing is more striking about their ideas than the
strange, visionary atmosphere from which they emerge.

Plato is human and familiar; he invented that careful, logical step-by-
step style of investigation, in which all his great dialogues are conducted
fmd which almost all later philosophers developed, until it evolved finall);
into the scientific method itself. But his predecessors stand in a different
world. By comparison they seem like mythical figures, living in myth
dreaming mythical dreams. ’

And so they were. We find them embedded in myth. Their vast powerful
notions are emerging, like figures in half-relief, from the massif of myth,
which in turn is lifting from the human/animal darkness of early Greece.

Why did they rise in Greece and not somewhere else? What was so
special about early Greece? The various peoples of Greece had created their
own religions and mythologies, more or less related but with differences.
Further abroad, other nations had created theirs, again often borrowing
from common sources, but evolving separate systems, sometimes gigantic
systems. Those supernatural-seeming dreams, full of conflict and authority
and unearthly states of feeling, were projections of people’s inner and outer
world. They developed their ritual, their dogma, their hierarchy of spiritual
values in a particular way in each separated group.

Then, at the beginning of the first millennium AD, they began to
converge, by one means or another, on Greece. They came from Africa via
Egypt, from Asia via Persia and the Middle East, from Europe and from

all the shores of the Mediterranean, Mecting in Greece, they mingled with
those rising from the soil of Greece itself.

Wherever two cultures with their religious ideas are brought sharply
together, there is an inner explosion. Greece had become the battleground of
the religious and mythological inspirations of much of the archaic world. The
conflict was severe, and the effort to find solutions and make peace among
all those contradictory elements was correspondingly great. And the heroes
of the struggle were those early philosophers. The struggle created them, it
opened the depths of spirit and imagination to them, and they made sense of
it. What was religious passion in the religions became in them a special sense
of the holiness and seriousness of existence. What was obscure symbolic
mystery in the mythologies became in them a bright, manifold perception of

* universal and human truths. In their works we see the transformation from

one to the other taking place. And the great age which immediately followed
them, in the fifth century BC, was the culmination of the activity.

It seems proper, then, that the fantastic dimension of those tales should
have appeared to Plato as something very much other than frivolous or
absurd. We can begin to guess, maybe, at what he wanted, in familiarizing
children with as much as possible of that teeming repertoire.

TO BEGIN WITH, we can say that an education of the sort Plato proposes
would work on a child in the following way.

A child takes possession of a story as what might be called a unit of
imagination. A story which engages, say, earth and the underworld 1s a
unit correspondingly flexible. It contains not merely the space and in some
form or other the contents of those two places; it reconciles their
contradictions in a workable fashion and holds open the way between
them. The child can re-enter the story at will, look around, find all those
things and consider them at leisure. In attending to the world of such a
story there is the beginning of imaginative and mental control. There is the
beginning of a form of contemplation. And to begin with, each story is
separate from every other story. Each unit of imagination is like a whole
separate imagination, no matter how many the head holds.

If the story is learned well, so that all its parts can be seen at a glance, as
if we looked through a window into it, then that story has become like the
complicated hinterland of a single word. It has become a word. Any fragment
of the story serves as the “word” by which the whole story’s electrical circuit
is switched into consciousness, and all its light and power brought to bear.

As a rather extreme example, take the story of Christ. No matter what
point of that story we touch, the whole story hits us. If we mention the
Nativity, or the miracle of the loaves and fishes, or Lazarus, or the



Crucifixion, the voltage and inner brightness of the whole story is instantly
there. A single word of reference is enough—just as you need to touch a
power-line with only the tip of your finger.

The story itself is an acquisition, a kind of wealth. We only have to
imagine for a moment individuals who know nothing of it at all. Their
ignorance would shock us, and, in a real way, they would be outside our
society. How would they even begin to understand most of the ideas which
are at the roots of our culture and appear everywhere among the branches?

To follow the meanings behind the one word Crucifixion would take
us through most of European history, and much of Roman and Middle
Eastern too. It would take us into every corner of our private life. And
before long, it would compel us to acknowledge much more important
meanings than merely informative ones. Openings of spiritual experience,
a dedication to final realities which might well stop us dead in our tracks
and demand of us personally a sacrifice which we could never otherwise
have conceived. A word of that sort has magnetized our life into a special
pattern. And behind it stands not just the crowded breadth of the world,
but all the depths and intensities of it too. Those things have been raised
out of chaos and brought into our ken by the story in a word. The word
holds them all there, like a constellation, floating and shining, and though
we may draw back from tangling with them too closely, nevertheless they
are present. And they remain, part of the head that lives our life, and they
grow as we grow. A story can wield so much! And a word wields the story.

IMAGINE HEARING, somewhere in the middle of a poem being recited,
the phrase “The Crucifixion of Hitler”. The world “Hitler” is as much of
a hieroglyph as the word “Crucifixion”. Individually, those two words bear
the consciousness of much of our civilization. But they are meaningless
hieroglyphs, unless the stories behind the words are known. We could
almost say it is only by possessing these stories that we possess that
consciousness. And in those who possess both stories, the collision of those
two words, in that phrase, cannot fail to detonate a psychic depth-charge.
Whether we like it or not, a huge inner working starts up. How can Hitler
and Crucifixion exist together in that way? Can they or can’t they? The
struggle to sort it out throws up ethical and philosophical implications
which could absorb our attention for a very long time. All our static and
maybe dormant understanding of good and evil and what opens beyond
good and evil is shocked into activity. Many unconscious assumptions and
intuitions come up into the light to declare themselves and explain
themselves and reassess each other. For some temperaments, those two
words twinned in that way might well point to wholly fresh appraisals of

good and evil and the underground psychological or even act.ual
connections between them. Yet the visible combatants here are two stories.

Without those stories, how could we have grasped those meanings?
Without those stories, how could we have reduced those meanings to two
words? The stories have gathered up huge charges of reality, and
illuminated us with them, and given us their energy, just as those colliding
worlds in early Greece roused the philosophers and the poets. If we argue
that a grasp of good and evil has nothing to do with a knowledge of
historical anecdotes, we have only to compare what we felt of Hitler’s
particular evil when our knowledge of his story was only general with what
we felt when we learned more details. It is just details of Hitler’s story that
have changed the consciousness of modern man. The story hasn’t stuck
onto us something that was never there before. It has revealed to us
something that was always there. And no other story, no other anything,
ever did it so powerfully. Just as it needed the story of Christ to change Fhe
consciousness of our ancestors. The better we know these stories as stories,
the more of ourselves and the world is revealed to us through them.

The story of Christ came to us first of all as two or three sentences. Tl_uat
tiny seed held all the rest in potential form. Like the blueprint of a city.
Once we laid it down firmly in imagination, it became the foundation for
everything that could subsequently build and live there. Just the same with
the story of Hitler.

Are those two stories extreme examples? They would not have appeared
so for the early Greeks, who had several Christs and several Bibles and
quite a few Hitlers to deal with. Are Aesop’s fables more to our scale? They
operate in exactly the same way. Grimm’s tales are similar oracles.

But what these two stories show very clearly is how stories think for
themselves, once we know them. They not only attract and light up
everything relevant in our own experience, they are also in contir.lual
private meditation, as it were, on their own implications. They are llttl.e
factories of understanding. New revelations of meaning open out of their
images and patterns continually, stirred into reach by our own growth and
changing circumstances.

Then at a certain point in our lives, they begin to combine. What
happened forcibly between Hitler and the Crucifixion in that phrase,
begins to happen naturally. The head that holds many stories becomes a
small early Greece.

IT DOES NOT MATTER, either, how old the stories are. Stories are old
the way human biology is old. No matter how much they have produced
in the past in the way of fruitful inspirations, they are never exhausted.



The story of Christ, to stick to our example, can never be diminished by
the seemingly infinite mass of theological agonizing and insipid homilies
which have attempted to translate it into something more manageable. It
remains, like any other genuine story, irreducible, a lump of the world, like
the body of a new-born child. There is little doubt that, if the world lasts,
pretty soon someone will come along and understand the story as if for the
first time. He will look back and see 2,000 years of somnolent fumbling
with the theme. Out of that, and the collision of other things, he will
produce, very likely, something totally new and overwhelming, some
whole new direction for human life. The same possibility holds for the
ancient stories of many another deity. Why not? History is really no older
than that new-born baby. And every story is still the original cauldron of
wisdom, full of new visions and new life.

THE MYTHS AND LEGENDS, which Plato proposed as the ideal
educational material for his young citizens, can be seen as large-scale
accounts of negotiations between the powers of the inrer world and the
stubborn conditions of the outer world, under which ordinary men and
women have to live. They are immense and at the same time highly detailed
sketches for the possibilities of understanding and reconciling the two.
They are, in other words, an archive of draft plans for the imagination.

Their accuracy and usefulness, in this sense, depend on the fact that
they were originally the genuine projections of genuine understanding.
They were tribal dreams of the highest order of inspiration and truth, at
their best. They gave a true account of what really happens in that inner
region where the two worlds collide. This has been attested over and over
again by the way in which the imaginative people of every subsequent age
have had recourse to their basic patterns and images.

But the Greek myths were not the only true myths. The unspoken
definition of myth is that it carries truth of this sort. These big dreams only
become the treasured property of a people when they express the real state
of affairs. Priests continually elaborate the myths, but what is not true is
forgotten again. So every real people has its true myths. One of the first
surprises of mythographers was to find how uncannily similar these myths
are all over the world. They are as alike as the lines on the palm of the
human hand.

But Plato implied that all traditional stories, big and small, were part
of his syllabus. And indeed the smaller stories come from the same place.
If a tale can last, in oral tradition, for two or three generations, then it has
either come from-the real place, or it has found its way there. And these
small tales are just as vigorous educational devices as the big myths.

There is a long traditlon of using stories as educatioml‘ implements in
a far more deliberate way than Plato seems to propose. Stcmer‘hgs a great
deal to say about the method. In his many publications of Sufi htet:ature,
Idries Shah indicates how central to the training of the sages and saints of
Islam are the traditional tales. Sometimes no more than small angcdotes,
sometimes lengthy and involved adventures such as were collected into the

Arabian Nights.
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MUSIC AND
SILENCE

STING

Music is probably the oldest religious rite.
The first priests were probably musicians,
the first prayers probably songs.

As amember of the world-renowned pop trio The Police, Sting established
himself as one of the world’s finest musicians. Indeed, his solo career bas
been equally successful. Sting was awarded an honorary degree in music

from the famous Berklee School of Music and spoke to graduates to share
with them his musical roots.

SO I’'M STANDING here in a strange hat and strange flowing gown and
I’m about to do something that I don’t very often do, which is to make a
speech in public. 'm asking myself how I managed to end up here.

I'have to say I'm a little bit nervous. You might think this strange for a
man who makes his living playing in stadiums, but I often stand in the
middle of a stadium full of people and “ask myself the same question:
“How the hell did I end up here?” The simple answer is: 'm a musician.

And for some reason I've never had any other ambition but to be a
musician. So by way of explanation, I’ll start at the beginning. My earliest
memory is also my earliest musical memory. I remember sitting at my
mother’s feet as she played the piano. The piano was an upright with worn
brass pedals. And when my mother played one of her tangos, she seemed
to be transported to another world, her feet rocking rhythmically between
loud and soft pedals, her arms pumping to the odd rhythms of the tango,
her eyes intent upon the sheet music in front of her.

For my mother, playing the piano was the only time I wasn’t the centre of
her world, the only time she ignored me. So I knew something significant,
some important ritual was being enacted here. I suppose I was being initiated
into something, initiated into some sort of mystery. The mystery of music.

AND SQ I BEGAN to aspire to the piano and would spend hours
hammering away at atonal clusters in the delusion that if I persisted long

enough, my noise would become music. I still labour under this delusion.

My mother cursed me with the fine ear of a musician but the hands of
a plumber. Anyway, the piano had to be sold to help us out of a financial
hole, and my career as an atonal serialist was mercifully stunted. It wasn’t
until an uncle of mine emigrated to Canada, leaving behind an old Spanish
guitar with five rusty strings, that my enormous and clumsy fingers found
a musical home, and I found what was to be my best friend. Where the
piano had seemed incomprehensible, I was able to make music on the
guitar almost instantaneously. Melodies, chords, song structures fell at my
fingertips. Somehow I could listen to a song on the radio and then make a
passable attempt at playing it. It was a miracle. I spent hour after hour, day
after day, month after month, just playing, rejoicing in the miracle, and
probably driving my parents round the bend. But it was their fault in the
first place. Music is an addiction, a religion and a disease. There is no cure.
There is no antidote. [ was hooked.

There was only one radio station in England at the time—the BBC. And
you could hear the Beatles, the Rolling Stones side by side with bits of
Mozart, Beethoven, Glenn Miller, and even the blues. This was my musical
education—its eclecticism, supplemented by my parents’ record collection
of Rodgers and Hammerstein, Lerner and Loewe, Elvis Presley, Little
Richard and Jerry Lee Lewis. But it wasn’t until the Beatles that [ realized
that perhaps I could make a living out of music.

The Beatles came from the same working-class background as I did.
They were English, and Liverpool wasn’t any fancier or more romantic
than my own home town. And my guitar went from being the companion
of my solitude to the means of my escape.

I HAD NO formal musical education. But I suppose I became successful
by a combination of dumb luck, low cunning, and risk-taking born out of
curiosity. I still operate in the same way. But your curiosity in music is
never entirely satisfied. You could fill libraries with what I don’t know
about music. There’s always something more to learn.

Now musicians aren’t particularly good role models in society. We really
don’t have a good reputation. Philanderers, alcoholics, addicts, alimony
jumpers, tax evaders. And ’m not just talking about rock musicians. Classical
musicians have just as bad a reputation. And jazz musicians, forget it!

But when you watch a musician play—when he or she enters that
private musical world—you often see a child at play, innocent and curious,
full of wonder at what can only be adequately described as a mystery—a
sacred mystery, even. Something deep, something strange. Both joyous and
sad. Something impossible to explain in words. I mean, what could



possibly keep us playing scales and arpeggios hour after hour, day after
day, year after year? Is it some vague promise of glory, money, or fame? Or
1s it something deeper?

Our instruments connect us to this mystery, and a musician will
maintain this sense of wonder till the day he or she dies. I had the privilege
of spending some time with the great arranger Gil Evans in the last year of
his life. He was still listening, still-open to new ideas, still open to the
wonder of music. Still a curious child.

SO WE STAND HERE today in our robes with our diplomas, our degrees
of excellence. Some are merely honorary, some diligently worked for. We
have mastered the laws of harmony and the rules of counterpoint, the
skills of arranging and orchestrating, of developing themes and rhythmic
motifs. But do any of us really know what music is? Is it merely physics?
Mathematics? The stuff of romance? Commerce? Why is it so important
to us? What is its essence?

I can’t even pretend to know. I've written hundreds of songs, had them
published, had them in the charts, with Grammys and enough written proof
that 'm a bona fide successful songwriter. Still, if somebody asks me how I
write songs, I have to say, I really don’t know. I don’t really know where they
come from. A melody is always a gift from somewhere else. You just have to
learn to be grateful and pray that you will be blessed again some other time.
It’s the same with the lyrics. You can’t write a song without metaphor. You
can mechanically construct verses, choruses, bridges, middle eights, but
without a central metaphor, you ain’t got fiothing.

I often wonder: Where do melodies come from? Where do metaphors
come from? If you could buy them in a store, I’d be the first one in the
queue, believe me. I spend most of my time searching for these mysterious
commodities, searching for inspiration.

Paradoxically I'm coming to believe in the importance of silence in
music. The power of silence after a phrase of music, for example: the
dramatic silence after the first four notes of Beethoven’s Fifth Symphony,
or the space between the notes of a Miles Davis solo. There is something
very specific about a rest in music. You take your foot off the pedal and
pay attention. I'm wondering as musicians whether the most important
thing we do is merely to provide a frame for silence. 'm wondering if
silence itself is perhaps the mystery at the heart of music. And is silence the
most perfect form of music of all?

SONGWRITING IS THE only form of meditation I know. And it is only
in silence that the gifts of melody and metaphor are offered. To people in

the modern world, true silence is something we rarely experience, It's
almost as if we conspire to avoid it. Three minutes of silence seems like a
very long time. It forces us to pay attention to ideas and emotions we
rarely make any time for. There are some who find this frightening.

Silence is disturbing. It is disturbing because it is the wavelength of the
soul. If we leave no space in our music—and I am as guilty as anyone else
in this regard—then we rob the sound we make of defining context. It is
often music born from anxiety to create more anxiety. It’s almost as if
we’re afraid of leaving space. Great music is as often about the space
between the notes as it is about the notes themselves. A bar’s rest is as
significant as the bar of demisemiquavers that precedes it. What I’'m trying
to say here is that if I am ever asked if I'm religious, I always reply, “Yes,
I’'m a devout musician.” Music puts me in touch with something beyond
intellect, something otherworldly, something sacred.

How is it that some music can move us to tears? Why is some music
indescribably beautiful? I never tire of hearing Samuel Barber’s “Adagio
for Strings” or Fauré’s “Pavane” or Otis Redding’s “Dock of the Bay™.
These pieces speak to me in the only religious language I understand. They
induce in me a state of deep meditation or wonder. They make me silent.

It’s very hard to talk about music in words. Words are superfluous to
the abstract power of music. We can fashion words into poetry so that they
are understood the way music is understood, but they only aspire to the
condition where music already exists.

Music is probably the oldest religious rite. Our ancestors used melody
and rhythm to co-opt the spirit world to their purposes—to try to make
sense of the universe. The first priests were probably musicians, the first
prayers probably songs.

So what I am getting around to saying is that, as musicians, whether
we’re successful, playing to thousands of people every night, or not so
successful, playing in bars or small clubs, or not successful at all, just
playing alone in the apartment to the cat, we are doing something that can
heal souls, that can mend us when our spirits are broken. Whether you
make a million dollars or not one cent, music and silence are priceless gifts.
May you always possess them. May they always possess you.
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TRUST YOUR
SENSES

DAVID ABRAM

Sensory experience renews the bond between
our bodies and the breathing Earth.

AT SCHOOL I was taught not to trust my senses—the senses, | was told
again and again, are deceptive. This was a common theme in the science
classes, at a time when all the sciences seemed to aspire to the pure
precision of physics—we learned that truth is never in the appearances but
elsewhere, whether in a mysterious, submicroscopic realm which we could
reach only by means of complex instruments, or in an apparently
disembodied domain of numbers and abstract equations. The world to
which our senses gave us direct access came to seem a kind of illusory,
derivative dimension, less essential than that truer realm hidden behind the
appearances.

In my first year at college I had a rather inane chemistry professor who
would periodically try to shock the class by exclaiming, wild-eyed, that the
chair on which he was sitting was fiot really solid at all, but was
constituted almost entirely of empty space! “Why, then, don’t you fall on
your ass?” I would think. And I began to wonder whether we didn’t have
it all backwards. I began to wonder if by our continual put-down of the
senses, and of the sensuous world—by our endless dissing of the world of
direct experience—we were not disparaging the truest world of all, the
only world we could really count on, the primary realm that secretly
supports all those other “realities”, subatomic or otherwise.

The sensory world, to be sure, is ambiguous, open-ended, filled with
uncertainty. There are good reasons to be cautious in this enigmatic realm,
and so to look always more closely, to listen more attentively, trying to
sense things more deeply. Nothing here is ever completely certain or
fixed—the cloud-shadows darkening the large boulder across the field
turn out, when I'step closer, to be crinkly black lichens radiating across the
rock’s surface; the discarded tyre half buried in the beach suddenly
transforms into a dozing seal that barks at our approach and gallumphs
into the water. The world we experience with our unaided senses is fluid

and animate, shifting and transforming in response to our own shifts of
position and of mood.

A memory from a hike on the south coast of Java: it is a sweltering hot
day, yet a strong wind is clearly stirring the branches and leaves of some
trees across the field. As I step toward those trees in order to taste the
moving air, the wind rustling the leaves abruptly metamorphoses into a
bunch of monkeys foraging for food among the branches. Such
encounters, and the lack of certainty they induce, may indeed lead us to
reject sensory experience entirely, and to quest for “truth” in some other,
less ambiguous, dimension. Alternatively, these experiences might lead us
to assume that truth, itself, is a kind of trickster—shapeshifting and
coyote-like—and that the senses are our finest guides to its approach.

It seems to me that those of us who work to preserve wild nature must
work as well for a return to our senses and for a renewed respect for
sensorial modes of knowing. For the senses are our most immediate access
to the more-than-human natural world. The eyes, the ears, the nostrils
catching faint whiffs of sea-salt on the breeze, the fingertips grazing the
smooth bark of a madrone, this porous skin rippling with chills at the felt
presence of another animal—our bodily senses bring us into relation with
the breathing Earth at every moment. If humankind has forgotten its
thorough dependence upon the earthly community of beings, it can only
be because we’ve forgotten (or dismissed as irrelevant) the sensory
dimension of our lives.

The senses are what is most wild in us—capacities we share, in some
manner, not only with other primates but with most other entities in the
living landscape, from earthworms to eagles. Flowers responding to
sunlight, tree roots extending rootlets in search of water, even the
chemotaxis of a simple bacterium—here, too, are sensation and sensitivity,
distant variants of our own sentience. Apart from breathing and eating,
the senses are our most intimate link with the living land, the primary way
the Earth has of influencing our moods and of guiding our actions.

Think of a honey bee drawn by vision and a kind of olfaction into the
heart of a wild flower—sensory perception thus effecting the intimate
coupling between this organism and its local world. Our own senses, too,
have coevolved with the sensuous Earth that enfolds us. Our eyes have
taken shape in subtle interaction with oceans and air, formed and
informed by the shifting patterns of the visible world. Our ears are now
tuned, by their very structure, to the howling of wolves and the honking
of geese. Sensory experience, we might say, is the way our body binds its
life to the other lives that surround it, the way the Earth couples itself to
our thoughts and our dreams. Perception is the glue that binds our



separate nervous systems into the larger, encompassing ecosystem. As the
!)ee’s compound eye draws it close to the wild flower, as a salmon dreams
its way through gradients of scent toward its home stream, so our own;
senses have long tuned our awareness to particular aspects and shifts in the
lapd, inducing particular moods, insights, and even actions, that we
mxstal.<enly attribute solely to ourselves. If we ignore or devalu,e sensory
experience, we lose our primary source of alignment with the larger
ecology, imperilling both ourselves and the Earth in the process.

Im not saying that we should renounce abstract reason and simply
abanc.ion. ourselves to our senses, or that we should halt our scientific
questioning and the patient, careful analysis of evidence. Not at all: I'm
saying that as thinkers and as scientists we should strive to let our insights
be informed by our direct, sensory experience of the world around us: and
further, that we should strive to express our experimental conclusion; ina
laflgqag.e accessible to direct experience, and so to gradually bring our
science into accord with the animal intelligence of our breathing bodies.
Sensory experience, when honoured, renews the bond between our bodies
and the breathing Earth. Only a culture that disdains and dismisses the

senses could neglect the living land as thoroughly as our culture neglects
the land.

MANY FACTORS HAVE precipitated our current estrangement from the
sensuous surroundings, and many more factors prolong and perpetuate
this estrangement. One of the most potent of these powers is also one of
the least recognized: our everyday language, our ways of speaking. What
we say has such a profound influence upon what we see, and bear, and
taste of the world! To be sure, there are ways of speaking that keep us.’close
to our senses, ways of speaking that encourage and enhance the sensory
reciprocity between our bodies and the body of the Earth.

But there are also ways of wielding words that stmply deaden our
'senses,.rendering us oblivious to the sensuous surroundings and hence
impervious to the voice of the land. Perhaps the most pervasive of these is
the habit of endlessly objectifying the natural world around us, writing
and speak.ing of every entity (moss, mantis, or mountain) as though it were
a c-ietermmate, quantifiable object without its own sensations and
desu:es———as though in order to describe another being with any precision
we fxrst.had to strip it of its living otherness, or had to envision it as a set
of passive mechanisms with no spontaneity, no subjectivity, no active
agency of its own. As though a toad or a cottonwood were a fixed and
finished entity waiting to be figured out by us, rather than an enigmatic
presence with whom we have been drawn into a living relationship.

Actually, when we are really awake to the life of our senses==when we

are really watching with our animal eyes and listening with our animal

ears—we discover that nothing in the world around us is directly

experienced as a passive or inanimate object. Each thing, each entity meets

our gaze with its own secrets and, if we lend it our attention, we are drawn

into a dynamic interaction wherein we are taught and sometimes
transformed by this other being. In the realm of direct sensory experience,
everything is animate, everything moves (although, of course, some
things—like stones and mountains—move much slower than other
things). If while walking along the river 1 find myself suddenly moved,
deeply, by the sheer wall of granite above the opposite bank, how, then,
can I claim that the rock does not move? It moves me every time that I
encounter it! Shall T claim that this movement is entirely subjective, a
purely mental experience that has nothing to do with that actual rock? Or
shall T admit that it is a physical, bodily experience induced by the
powerful presence of this other being, that indeed my body is palpably
moved by this other body—and hence that I and the rock are not related
as a mental “subject” to a material “object” but rather as one kind of
dynamism to another kind of dynamism, as two different ways of being
animate, two very different ways of being Earth?

If we speak of matter as essentially inanimate, or inert, we establish the
need for a graded hierarchy of beings: stones have no agency or experience
whatsoever; bacteria have a minimal degree of life; plants have a bit more
life, with a rudimentary degree of sensitivity; “lower” animals are more
sentient, yet still stuck in their instincts; “higher” animals are more aware;
while humans alone are really awake and intelligent.

In this manner we continually isolate human awareness above, and
apart from, the sensuous world. If, however, we assume that matter is
animate (or “self-organizing”) from the get-go, then hierarchies vanish
and we are left with a diversely differentiated field of animate beings, each
of which has its own gifts relative to the others. And we find ourselves not
above, but in the very midst of this living web, our own sentience part and
parcel of the sensuous landscape.

If we continue to speak of other animals as less mysterious than
ourselves, if we speak of the forests as insentient systems, and of rivers and
winds as basically passive elements, then we deny our direct, visceral
experience of those forces. And so we close down our senses, and come to

live more and more in our heads. We seal our intelligence in on itself and
begin to look out at the world only as spectators—never as participants.

If, on the other hand, we wish to recall what it is like to feel fully a part
of this wild Earth—if, that is, we wish to reclaim our place as plain



members of the biotic community=then we shall have to start speaking
somewhat differently. It will be a difficult change, given the intransigence
of olq habits, and will probably take decades of careful attention and
e?cperlmentation before we begin to get it right. But it will also be curiously
simple, and strangely familiar, something our children can help us
remember.

If we really wish to awaken our senses, and so to renew the solidarity
between ourselves and the rest of the Earth, then we must acknowledge
that the myriad things around us have their own active agency, their own
active influence upon our lives and our thoughts (and also, of course, upon
one another). We must begin to speak of the sensuous surroundings in the

way that our breathing bodies really experience them—as active, as
animate, as alive.

March / April 1998
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BASKETS OF BEAUTY

LOUISE ALLISON CORT

Hiroshima Kazuo is a master basket-maker in rural
Japan. With consummate skill and attention to detail,
he creates a perfect marriage of beauty and utility.

EXCEPT WHEN HE HAS gone to the hillside to cut fresh bamboo,
Hiroshima Kazuo can be found in his workshop on the main street of
Yato, a small village near Hinokage, in Japan. The weathered grey wooden
facade of Mr. Hiroshima’s workshop is unmarked. People know that they
can slide open the door, step in, and find him there, making bamboo
baskets. They chat about the weather and local events before placing an
order for a new backpack basket or collecting a fishing creel that Mr.
Hiroshima has made for them.

Hiroshima Kazuo, aged eighty-one, is the last full-time professional
basket-maker serving the town of Hinokage and surrounding villages on
Japan’s southern island of Kyushu. In his memory and hands he carries the
measurements, proportions and constructions for more than eighty basket
shapes with all their variations. When he began making baskets for a living
in the 1930s, twelve men were working as basket-makers in the area. They
supplied dozens of varieties of basket to households of farmers and
fishermen to serve precise roles in the tasks that supported those families—
harvesting forest products, raising and processing food crops on the
terraced fields along the steep slopes, catching fish and transporting them
to market.

Since the 1930s, the population in his region has declined as young
people move to cities for employment, while the proportion of farmers has
shrunk in absolute terms. Sweeping changes in rural life since the end of
World War Il have eliminated some farming tasks and transformed others
by mechanization and new materials, with plastic and metal vessels
replacing bamboo baskets. Dams and pollution have depleted the eels,
crabs and fish in the Gokase River. Most tellingly, with most roads paved
and most families owning cars or pickup trucks, people can ride where
they once had no choice but to walk, carrying their tools, lunch and
harvested products in a bamboo backpack basket. These changes in rural
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life have sharply reduced the variety of shapes that Mr. Hiroshima
produces on a regular basis.

HIROSHIMA KAZUO was born into a farming family. As the second son
of eight children, he was not in line to inherit the family land, but he
probably would have made a living through farming, had it not been for
an accident at age three, when he dislocated his right hip. Local medical
care could not correct the dislocation, which left him with a permanent
limp. Walking to school was impossible, although he did learn basic
reading and writing at home. The young man was repulsed by the prospect
of living out his life as a dependant in the home of one of his siblings. At
the age of fifteen, with his parents’ encouragement, he became an
apprentice to a basket-maker in a nearby village. His apprenticeship lasted
two years.

His teacher was also lame, as were several other ‘basket-makers who
Worked in the region. Basket-making was an accepted occupation for people
with disabilities. Even so, Mr. Hiroshima’s teacher, Kudo Masanori,
followed the physically demanding pattern of itinerant basket-making that
prevailed until World War H, and Mr. Hiroshima took up that pattern also.
Each spring and autumn he made the rounds of nearly two dozen
communities within walking distance of his home village. He might stay in
one village up to a month, going from household to household to fill orders
for new baskets or repair existing ones; using bamboo cut on the client
family’s land. He worked outdoors under the shelter of the farmhouse eaves
took his meals with the family, and slept in the house. ’

Although Mr. Hiroshima learned his trade from Kudo Masanori, his
“heart’s teacher” was Uncle Ushi whose work set a standard he still aspires
to attain. One day, as a new apprentice, Mr. Hiroshima was alone in the
workshop when he received a visit from a wandering basket-maker known
to local residents as “Uncle Ushi”. Everyone knew Uncle Ushi as a prodigious
basket-maker who sometimes refused to fill a farmer’s order if the quality of
available bamboo did not meet his standards. On the day Mr. Hiroshima met
him, Uncle Ushi scrutinized one of Mr. Kudo’s colander baskets and
re.marked that the rim was wobbly and weak. “When Masanori returns, tell
him to make a sturdier rim for this basket.” To prove his point, he gave the
young man a colander of his own making.

Thereafter Mr. Hiroshima studied Uncle Ushi’s skills whenever a
customer asked him to repair a basket made by the older man. In
dismantling such baskets, he saw that Uncle Ushi did not take short cuts,
even on aspects of construction invisible to the user. Mr. Hiroshima also
observed that cach weaving strip of a basket made by Uncle Ushi was

Baskets of Beauty 9l

shaved to perfect evenness, sometimes only a millimetre in width, and he
absorbed the lesson that a well-made bamboo basket begins with
meticulous selection of raw materials and preparation of the basic units of
construction. “I’ve never seen work finer than his—perhaps no one could
do anything better.”

Mr. Hiroshima understood that the artistry of Uncle Ushi’s baskets was
not an end in itself; the baskets were not made for their beauty. A basket-
maker bent his skills toward making a basket that suited exactly the needs
of the user, and the next order depended on the customer’s satisfaction
with the basket’s utility and longevity. Details of skilfulness were
significant for the basket’s intended use, not as ornament.

WORLD WAR II brought permanent changes to Mr. Hiroshima’s working
patterns. From 1943 to 1945 he served in a bamboo workshop in a nearby
city, making containers that were in short supply. From experienced
basket-makers in that workshop he learned the repertory of shapes for the
urban market, along with the tools and techniques peculiar to their
manufacture. After the war, however, he did not resume the old pattern of
itinerant production. He married, and he and his wife settled along the
Gokase River. There he learned to make the fish traps, creels and storage
baskets required by fishermen. Moreover, he began to work out of his own
shop, and customers came to him. When making the rounds of the
villages, he had carried his tools in a bamboo backpack basket; after he
opened his own workshop, he asked a carpenter to make a wooden tool-
box. Now worn on the edges and darkened with age, the tool-box
documents his forty years of working indoors in his own shop—something
he dreamed about as a young man.

The course of Mr. Hiroshima’s sixty-six year career as a basket-maker
can be measured in terms of steady acquisition of new shapes for his
repertory, new tools to perform certain tasks, and new refinements in
forms he already knew. He regrets that he has not been able to pass on his
skills. He tried to train several apprentices, but the younger men all found
“better opportunities” as farmers or shop clerks. He is the first to admit
that basket-making has never been a lucrative craft. In order to support his
family, he used to work from dawn to dusk, “from the moment I could see
my hands until I couldn’t see them any more.”

Mr. Hiroshima’s career might have gone unrecorded had it not been for
Nakamura Kenji, whose family runs a grocery store in Hinokage. After
graduating from college, Mr. Nakamura returned to Hinokage to help
with the store. His experience made him take a new look at the crafts that
still survived in his native area—vine baskets, bentwood boxes and rice-



straw sandals, in addition to bamboo baskets—and he decided to sell them
in the store, to tourists as well as to local customers. Conversations with
Mr. Hiroshima revealed the full scope of his repertory. Mr. Nakamura
placed a standing order for whatever basket forms Mr. Hiroshima wanted
to make. That opportunity to draw once again upon all his skills revived
Mr. Hiroshima, who had grown dispirited because of the dwindling
demand for baskets.

. In 1982, the members of a crafts tour that I organized visited
Hinokage. In the Nakamura store we marvelled at dozens of different
baskets made by Mr. Hiroshima. Our enthusiasm inspired Mr. Nakamura
to l?egin a permanent record of Hinokage crafts. He contacted the
National Museum of Natural History at the Smithsonian Institution.
When the museum’s Department of Anthropology responded favourably,
he commissioned Mr. Hiroshima to re-create all the basket forms in his
repertory, and he asked local carpenters and blacksmiths to replicate the
tool-box and tools that Mr. Hiroshima uses. He collected a group of older
baskets (including three by Uncle Ushi) from local households, and he even
included some plastic and metal substitutes that have replaced bamboo
baskets.

Mr. Nakamura’s father presented the group of 169 items to the National
Museum of Natural History in 1988. Five additional items were presented
in .1989. In November, 1994, the Arthur M. Sackler Gallery of the
Smthsonian Institution borrowed a selection of those baskets for an
exhibition titled A Basketmaker in Rural Japan—tulfilling Mr. Nakamura’s
dr.eam to present Mr. Hiroshima’s baskets to the world. Meanwhile, Mr.
Hiroshima continues to work quietly in his shop, pleased that the publicity
about the exhibition has inspired his local customers to place more orders.
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A PSYCHE THE SIZE
OF THE EARTH

JAMES HILLMAN

The home of the human soul is in the soul of the
world. The marriage of psychology and ecology is
good for both!

THERE IS ONLY ONE core issue for all psychology. Where is the “me”?¢
Where does the “me” begin? Where does the “me” stop? Where does the
“other” begin? For most of its history, psychology took for granted an
intentional subject: the biographical “me” that was the agent and the
sufferer of all “doings”. For most of its history, psychology located this
“me” within human persons defined by their physical skin and their
immediate behaviour. The subject was simply me-in-my-body-and-in-my-
relations with other subjects. The familiar term that covered this entire
philosophical system was “ego”, and what the ego registered were called
“experiences”.

Over the last twenty years all this has been scrutinized, dismantled, and
even junked. “Post-modernism” has deconstructed continuity, self,
intention, identity, centrality, gender, individuality. The integrity of
memory for establishing biographical continuity has been challenged. The
unity of the self has fallen before the onslaught of multiple personalities.

Moments called “projective identification” can attach distant objects
to the “me” so fiercely that 1 believe I cannot live without them;
conversely, parts of even my personal physical body can become so
dissociated that my dysmorphic body-image regards them as autonomous
and without sensory feeling, as if quite “other”. How far away is the
“other”? Is it Wholly Other and therefore like a “God”, as Rudolf Otto
believed? Or, is the not-me an inherently related other, a “Thou” in Martin
Buber’s sense? If we can no longer be sure that we are who we remember
we are, where then do we make the cut between “me” and “not-me”?

A clear example from psychology’s history may serve to show the
arbitrariness of the cut between “me” and “not me”. French rationalist
psychology following Descartes, Malebranche, and La Mettrie declared
animals to have no consciousness, not even the sensation of pain. A radical
cut obtained between them and humans. The cut gradually softened: Kant



allowed animals to possess sensation but no reason. Darwin's work on the
expression of emotion demonstrated deep similarities between human and
animal. The gap grew even narrower and more blurred with later theories
of instinct and inborn release mechanisms that allowed animals limited
reasoning power. Today more and more “human”-like attributes, some

even superior to human consciousness, are being teased out of animals, so
that the cut itself has come into question.

THE QUESTION OF establishing the limits to the psyche, and to
psychology, is further complicated by the notion of the unconscious. We
cannot accurately set borders to human identity since it trails off from the
light of focussed awareness into the shadows of dreams, spotty memories,
intuitions, and spontaneous eruptions whose point of origin is indefinite.

Since the “discovery of the unconscious” every sophisticated theory of
personality has to admit that, whatever I claim to be, “me” has at least a
portion of its roots beyond my agency and my awareness. These
unconscious roots may be planted in territories far away from anything I
may call mine, belonging rather to what Jung called the “psychoid”, partly
material, partly psychic, a merging of psyche and matter. This psychoid
source refers to the material substrate of life: like calcium, inorganic by
category, but, like bones, animated by activity in living beings. From the
material perspective, the psychoid substrate has effects; from the
psychological perspective these effects may be discussed as intentions. The
pharmaceuticals we take, legal and illegal, to alter psychological
conditions demonstrate the psychoid view of material intentionality, the
“liveliness™ of matter, every day to millions of ordinary citizens who
would be hard pressed to accept the idea as a theory.

So, again, where does psyche stop and matter begin? For the pioneers
of psychology as therapy, the deepest levels of the psyche merge with the
biological body. (Freud) and the physical stuff of the world (Jung).

I am reviewing these well-known basics of psychological theory to
show that the human subject has all along been implicated in the wider
world of nature. How could it be otherwise, since the human subject is
composed of the same nature as the world? Yet, psychological practice
tends to bypass the consequences of such facts.

In The Voice of the Earth, an exploration of ecopsychology, Theodore
Roszak does face these facts. He extends Jung’s collective unconscious and
Freud’s id and draws the rational conclusion that what these terms imply
is “the world”. Adaptation of the deep self to the collective unconscious
and to the id is simply adaptation to the natural world, organic and
inorganic. Moreover, an individual’s harmony with his or her “own deep
self” requires not merely a journey to the interior but a harmonizing with
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the environmental world, The deepest self cannot be corlfmed to 1’1,1! l’;;re
because we can’t be sure it is not also or even entirely “out there ! we
listen to Roszak, and to Freud and ]ung? the most profoundly collective
and unconscious self is the natural material wor!d. ‘ .

Since the cut between self and natural world is arbitrary, we can ma

it at the skin or we can take it as far out as you like—to the deep. qcean?
and far stars. But the cut is far less important thaq the recognﬁtloni r(:d
uncertainty about making the cut at al.l. Th1§ uncertainty openi1 the m nd
to wonder again, allowing fresh conS{deraans to ente:‘r tlllje. t gra’?etﬁan
equation. Perhaps working on my feelmgs is not more “su ]ectgfe tha
working on the neighbourhood air qual.lty. Perhaps klllm% weeds ph my
lawn with herbicides may be as repressive as what I am doing \fa\fnt ] )y
childhood memories. Maybe the al?uses I have‘unconsaously su f:r; : lir;
my deep interior subjectivity are in no way 1ncomm§nslurate W:ltdin :
abuses going around me every minute in my ecologica .surrmcll : ge;
abuses that I myself commit or comply with. It may be easier to discov
yourself a victim than admit yourself a perpetrator.

WE DO NEED TO SEE, however, that the cut between me and wm:ld,
arbitrary as it is, nonetheless has to be'madf:. Itisa pragmatic con;er;tnon
that establishes the borders of a field, in this case the field of Psyc;1 ofpiyi'.
The field then develops its own paradigm of what takes place in the fie
But the map called “psychology” is only part of the terrain of uqcertbalmty,
in fact, that map may be a gross enlargement _of but a small section ov:g
up way out of scale. Therefore, psychf)logy 1 bqund to encourage us t©
take human emotions, our relationships, our wishes and grilevancfis °
utterly out of proportion in view of the vast disasters now being suffere
orld. ‘ '
i EIl}}(:ev‘;ubjectivist exaggeration that psychology has fostered 1; coming
home to roost on its own doorstep because the symptoms that }cl:ome
through the door into the consulting.-room are prec1.sely those its t feo;)l'
engenders: borderline disorders in which the pc‘ersona'llty doe.s not con ord
to the limits set by psychology; preoccupation with sub)ectlYe moo ’s
called “addictions” and “recovery”; inabllllty to ,l’et tl‘m‘e wo'rlc.i 1n'f’<? on: S
perceptual field called “attention defi'cit disorders” or nar‘c;lssi:m ’la? ez
vague depressed exhaustion from trying so hard to cope wit tl e enlz ge
expectations of private self actualization apart fr?m the actual wor f' h
One could accuse therapeutic psychology’s exaggeration of lt c;
personal interior and aggrandizing its impor_tance as a systematic denia 0
the world out there, a kind of compensation for the true grandl;'le‘sz 1t§
theory has refused to include and has defepdfad against. bI.n rlen,n olt
psychology is the study of the subject and the limits of this subject ca



be set, then psychology merges willy-nilly with ecology.

ENVIRONMENTAL MEDICINE and environmental psychiatry have
begun to look at actual places and things, like carpets and drapes, for their
effects on human disorders. When some cancers are hypothesized to begin
in people suffering recent loss, what loss? Is it only personal? Or does a
personal loss open the gates to less conscious but that overwhelming loss—
the slow disappearance of the natural world, a loss endemic to our entire
civilization? Then the idea that depth psychology merges with ecology
translates to mean: to understand the ills of the soul today we turn to the ills
of the world, its suffering. The most radical deconstruction of subjectivity,
called “displacing the subject”, today would be re-placing the subject back
into the world, or re-placing the subject altogether with the world.

What I am saying here was said far better by Hippocrates 2,500 years
ago in his treatise, Asrs, Waters, Places. To grasp the disorders in any
subject we must study carefully the environment of the disorder, the kind
of water, the winds, humidity, temperatures, the food and plants, times of
day and seasons. Treatment of the inner requires attention to the outer, or,
as another early healer wrote, “The greater part of the soul lies outside the
body.” As there are happy places beneficial to well-being, so there are
others that seem to harbour demons, miasma and melancholy. The early
Gestalt theorists, Caller and Koffka, located emotions such as melancholy
in the field; a landscape could be sad by its expressive formal qualities (its
Gestalt) and not because sadness is projected onto it from the subject’s
interior. The strict thinkers of the Direct Perception school of J. J. Gibson
of Cornell locate memory as much in the world as in the interior brain of
the subject. Landscape affords information to an animal; it is not simply
stored in the mind. The animal—and we humans are animals—perceives
what is there in the environment, given with the environment if we attend
to it carefully. Do not these schools, as well as the recent publications of
Edward S. Casey on the phenomenology of place, suggest a non-human
subjectivity, precisely what non-Western cultures have known and lived by
for millennia, but which ours has denigrated as superstitious animism?

The paradigm shift in psychology places it at a crossroads. It may go
along the well-worn track, declaring subjectivity to consist essentially only
in human nature, thereby making its cut close to the skin and regarding as
secondary what lies outside its bell-jar. No doubt this path has its virtues,
for it allows a special culture to bloom in the bubble, a culture today called
egocentric, self-referential, and narcissistic by critics, but valuable for the
meticulous analysis of the psyche as narrowly defined.

In fact, the narrow definition intensifies the culture within the bubble,
making it all the more effective on the one hand, yet ironically perhaps all

the more wrongheaded' on the other. The traditional argument of
psychology sayn maintain the closed vessel of Fhe conlsn..lltm[';-room, of the
behavioural lab, of the field itself, for this tra.dltlon is born from
nineteenth-century science, which continues to define psyghology as the
“scientific” study of subjectivity. And science works best in controllable
situations, in vitro, under the bell-jar, where it can ca.refully observe,
predict, and thereby perhaps alter the minutiae of the sublgct. .

Or psychology may take the wider road, extend its l"!OI'lZf)I‘l, venturing
to the interior in a less literal manner. No cuts. The interior would be
anywhere: anywhere we look and listen with a psychological eye gnd ear.
The whole wide world becomes our consulting-room, our petrie 41sh.
Psychology would track the fields of the .naturahsts, the botanists,
oceanographers, geologists, urbanists, designers for .the congealed
intentions, the latent subjectivity of regions the old paradlgm cons1dere.d
only objective, beyond consciousness and interiorit){. Tllae wider roa<;l I
also a two-way street. Besides entering the world 'W%th its psyghologlcal
eye, it would let the world enter its province, admitting that airs, waters
and places play as large a role in the problems psychology faces as do
moods, relationships and memories.

SOMETIMES I WONDER less how to shift the paradigm than hpw
psychology ever got so off-base. How did it so cut 1tself.off from reality?
Where else in the world would a human soul be so dxvorcgd from the
spirits of the surrounding? Even the high .mtelle.ctuallsm of the
Renaissance, to say nothing of the modes of mind in ancient Egypt, Gx.‘ef:ce
and contemporary Japan, allows for the animation of things, recognizing
a subjectivity in animals, plants, wells, springs, trees and rocks.
Psychology, so dedicated to awakening human consciousness, needs to
wake itself up to one of the most ancient human truths: we cannot be
studied or cured apart from the planet. .

I write this appeal not so much “to save the planet” or to enjoin my
fellow therapists to re-train as environmentalists. I do not wish to urge
another duty on you, another region of phenomena for your care. Yes, 1
worry over the disruption of the natural environment—as a citizen, as a
father and grandfather, as a human animal. My concern is alsg most
specifically for psychotherapy, for all of psychology. I. do not want it to.be
swallowed up in its caverns of interiority, lost in its own labyrinthine
explorations and minutiae of memories, feelings and lar}gua'ge—o.r the yet
smaller interiorities of biochemistry, genetics and brain dxssect'lon. The
motivation behind this appeal to my colleagues is to keep our .fxeld frpm
narrowing into a speciality only. Professionals do have specialized skills,
but even a dentist cannot confine his focus to only the mouth. Careful






