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placesthe Earthat the centreof our experience

D

developsheightenedawarenesf it usingall our sensesand knowledge

e seekdo overcomethe separationof mind andbodyandof humanbeingsfrom the rest
of the naturalworld.

e learnsfrom otherswho haveattemptedto find a new approachto thinkingandliving,
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KennethWhite and manyothers.
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sciencesandthinking.

e developsanetworkof Geopoeticentreswith acommonconcernaboutthe planet
andasharedprojectto understard geopoeticsand applyit in different fields of
researchandcreativework.

e opensup the possibilityof radicalcultural renewalfor individualsandfor society
asawhole.
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From Alba to Appalachia

Acclaimed author Barry Lopez died from prostate
cancer on Christmas Day 2020. In the course of a
remarkable life he visited over eighty countries to
experience them directly and e&rn from
indigenous people, and he wrote knowledgeably
and lyrically about place, animals and people,
most notably inArctic Dreams(1986) andOf
Wolves and Merf1978), but also in his final book
Horizon(2019) and seventeen other books. When
seeking subrssions foiStravaig#9 it was natural

G2 YIEN] . I NNEQ&
John Lane to write about his lostgrm friend and
mentor.

John has done so in a beautiful and moving essay
F62dzi GKSANI FNASYRAKAL]
interdisciplirary  environmental studies at
Wofford College in the Piedmont of South
I FNREAYEF® IS (221 2y
FROGAOS (G2 WwWiAadsSy:

wDp2 Ayid2 GKS
first listen and see. Note your presence \gaur
hardwon lessons can be used by you and others
fF4G§SNWPQ

In March 2021 we asked John and fellow poet
and educator Laura Hop@ill from Asheville,
North Carolina to have an online Conversation
about Geopoetics Appalachia and it showed that
there are geat prospects for developing
geopoetics in North America. You can view it at
https://bit.ly/GeoAppalachiaY.TWe also received
lots of outstanding artwork, poems and essays
from across the Atlantic, so we decid#uhat this
issue ofStravaigshould be dedicated to exploring
and reflecting the relationship between Alba and
Appalachia whose land masses were once joined
in deep time.

Assynt author Mandy Haggith has also travelled
to the Arctic and shares with us heoncerns
about the ecological and climate crisis and
possible responses to it in her essay Kdrienne
Hollifield beautifully illustrates the Appalachain

Mountain tradition of storytelling and its links
with Scottish, Irish, English and German settlers.
Many other writers and artists from Scotland and
North America also contribute their own creative
reflections on the emergency facing the Earth.
We intend to make an intervention in the United
Nations COP26 if it goes ahead in Glasgow in
November this yearAlastair Mcintosh and James
Murray White will hold a Geopoetics
Conversation on Climate Action and Rewilding on

LI & & A Y IThursgalR 30 {SEpEMIRR andoodr AGNY &hil fifth v 3

Tony McManus Geopoetics Lecture by Mairéad
Nic Craith will take place on Saturday 6
November 2021.

We/ &e alsb bdNghterdto puplight adz®ssad) Dy 2 v
Kenneth White, the founder of the International
Institute of Geopoetics, which reviews the

0 2 l[d&l®opmedtSof gedpadRcd Yhterdafionallf INNE Q &
g | G OKIE labtEhite R Someg d? hisishait pdems of

places have been trafated into Gaelic by Rody

f I yRA O LIS dGodnbiBand iagpeardnyttits $sblik forithg W< time. dzi

Some of his Collected Works are being published
by Edinburgh University Press this year and more
books and academic papers related to geopoetics
are coming out than ever before.

What is becoming clear is that more and more
people are becoming aware of the crisis facing
the planet and of what geopoetics has to offer by
way of a vision of radical cultural renewal to
transform and sustain lives and benefit the world.
Our paid up mmbership of the Scottish Centre

for Geopoetics is at its highest ever and we
welcome everyone who wishes to support and
join us in developing its work. Many thanks to all
who have joined and all who have submitted
their work.

We received more poems, essaynd artwork
than for any previous call and enough work of
high quality to create a further issue 8travaig
Watch this spaca and, in the meantime, we
hope you will enjoy reading issue 9. All feedback
welcome.

Editors: Norman Bissell, Ullrich Kokeallum Sutherland, Caroline Watson and James Murray White.


https://bit.ly/GeoAppalachiaYT

Letter from Brittany
KennethWhite

When, on the basis of long study in
subterranian, antinomian, more or less
anarchic movements, in Europe and other
continents, and after direct experiencewith
groups| started up in Glasgow(The Jargon
Group, in SouthWest Franceat the time of

the W8 revolt (Feuillagg andin ParispostQ ¢ y

0 The Feathered Egg 0UlZinaugurated, in
1989, in Paris,the International Institute of
Geopoetics it was with a longterm
propositionin mind.

Strategically, after the stage of original
Institutionisation as central focus, |
proceeded to a second stage | called
archipelagisationThismeant the creation of
local groups in direct contact with their
immediate socicpolitical context and
environment.Pretty soon,there were groups
in several parts of France (Paris, Lyon,
Bordeaux), in various other countries
(Belgium Jtaly, Switzerland Germany)among
them, the ScottishCentrefor Geopoeticsto
which were added later groupsin Canada,
Chik, Russia,and groups are still being
created here and there. The original groups
were affiliated to the International Institute,
on a principle of responsible autonomy.
Seeingthe proliferation of the groups and
the general spread of the concept, |
proceededto a third stage, which | called
oceanisation.

(apart from 2 KA ( @@k being the
International Institute. Thus avoiding the
temptation, the danger (without being
dramatic about it) of comfortable
installation, with facile amalgamationand
cosyfurnishing,in somehalfwayhouse.

After twenty yearsor so as presidentof the

Institute (effective presidence,asyou know,

implying a lot of perseverance perspicacity
and perspectivism)] proposedthat the post
of presidentbe handedover to RégisPoulet,
geologistby formation, author by inspiration,
well versedin geopoeticsfrom the ground
up. Régis has maintained its high level and

vastlydevelopedits website, that now exists
in several languages: French, English,
Spanishjtalian, D S NJY loytX Russiarand

Chinese.

What | retained, by generalconsent,was a
position | amused myself by calling that of
G208MY 20¢ @

As such, L Q @dtinued to develop the
conceptof Geopoeticsandto propagateit via
lecturesand interventionsin colloquiaworld-
wide, but principally,more and more so, the
publication of books, such as, to mention
only one of many, Au large de I®listoire
6 & h T Folll Ki2aNE2 Nuoge indst of this
theoryin FrenchA (b&causd sawno British
or Americanpublisherableto do suchbooks

Thisabandormment of affiliation assuchR A Ry Q {and little or no intellectual contextin which

mean laissezZfaire. It was simply a
recognition of the fact that the movement
was spreading outside and beyond the
groups.It wasnonethelessexpected(with no
naive optimism), that any individual, any
group, using seriously the highly charged
term ¢geopoeticgé Xould take the trouble
(andthe pleasure)}to gointo the full senseof
the concept and keep abreast of
developmentsthe mainreferencefor that

they couldthrive.
Butthat hasbegunto change.

If Mainstream, Edinburgh, followed by
Birlinn, Edinburgh,did, admirably,the prose
books and the poetry, it was Polygon of
Edinburgh University that did the first
collection of theoretical essays On Scottish
Ground And A { @ aEdinburgh University



Pressthat CairnsCraig,one of the foremost
intellectualsin Scotland,after an initial start
at Aberdeen U.P., decided to transfer the
ongoingseriesof a CollectedWorks,the first
two volumes of which (early prosebooks,
early essayspre due to appearin the Spring
of 2021. At the sametime will be published,
also at Edinburdp U.P.,a book | did in duo
with the heideggerian philosopher, Jeff
Malpas,on the relationship between poetry
and philosophy.

| seethe next numberof Stravaig(aword, as
youknow, L QaBvayshad greataffectionfor,
and have used in many contexts) will be
largely devoted to the theme of place. This
theme, well understood, going well beyond
couthiness, is, of course, fundamental to
geopoeticsandpart integralof my work.

That work started for me in twenty square
miles of territory, shoreand backcountry, in
the village of Fairlie, North Ayshire, with
many an excursionto the Islandof Arran (an
epitome of Scotlandwhere JamesHutton of

the Enlightenmentdiscoveredthe principle
of non-conformity. Andit hascontinuedand
developed over many different territories
since.

In 2015, | participated in an international
collective volume published by Bloomsbury
of London, Thelntelligenceof Place(it wasl|
who proposedthe title), concludingit, after
essayson at f la@g A Y Adit & Ja@dS
{ Ay 3dzZ I BX 0 & ©3d  Sensory
Composition), etc., with at f I @&
C 2 NJY dzf [HowAs2ngatioh and idea get
formulated, logically and poetically, is,
obviouslyof the essence.

While on this theme of place, A (i risgbe
useful to add that in the book | mentioned
above, on the relationship between poetry
and philosophy,| have three poemson the
relationship between three philosophers
(poetthinkers) and their primordial places:
Empedocleson Etna, Nietzsche at Nice,
Wittgensteinat Skjolden.

Marie-Claude WhiteKenneth Wh in Brittany
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Tothe Bone
Hearinga bird cry

backup there
in the fieldsbehindFairlie

anautumnafternoon
the air chill
the gold sunturning red

reality right to the bone.

Near Point of Stoer

Fullmoon
andawind from the north

little sleeptonight

up at four
walkingalong
asilentshore

trying to translate

into atonguell K | ko
apoemwrit

in the languageof stone.

FromOpenWorld TheCollected?oens 1960-2000by KennethWhite publishedby Polygon.
Gaelictranslationsby RodyGorman.

Ran
Ageisteachdi eunriran

Guh-ard air aisansin

Snaraointeanoscionnl EBhaile
Feasgaast-fhoghar,

Anailefuar fuar,
Griananoir | @ nadeirge,

Anfhirinn
I @l don chnamhfhéin.

Mu RubhaStoir

GealacHan Wia ghaoth
Bhonl- €heannatuath;

Gunachbeagancadaildhomh.

Air mo choismu cheithiruairean,
Riceum
Air cladachgunfhuaim,

I €@uchainnri dan
Athionntadh gu cananaithnichte
A chaidhadhéanamh

Annan cainntnacloiche.



LateDecemberby the Soundof Jura

Redbrackenon the hills
rain snowhailandrain
the deerare comingdown
the lochsgrippedin ice
the starsblue andbright

| havetried to write to friends

but there isno continuing

| gazeout overthe Sound
andseehillsgleamingin the icy sun.

Late SummerJourney

Theafternoon
washeditself out with rain
andalittle rainbow
appearedaboveBarra
almosttoo goodto betrue

two hourslater

all the blueshavingchangednto greys
SouthUistwasa chainof blackislands
lit coldlyby the moon.

Fadalachannsan Dubhlachdmun an LinneDhiuraich

Raineachair ant-sliabh,

Uisge sneachdaclachanmeallain,uisge,
Nafeidh| tghinna-nuas,

Nalochanfo dheigh,
Narionnagansoilleirgorm.

5 K QT Knbrag@rikbhadreRK QA 2y y al A =
Mo charaideart¥ éhaleanmi orm.

Thamil Skalltainnthar | €haolais

Isl- Aicinnmhonaidhean: Bbillsgeadh

Annsl ghreinlandeighe.

TurasDéanachSamhraidh

Ghlanbéalnahoicheé féin
Amachleisan mbaisteach
Agusthaibhsightuar ceatha
BeagbideachoscionnQOileanBharraigh
Inachuidsuntais.

Dhéuair anchloiginadhiaidhsin
Bhigachgorminaliath
AgusbhiUibhisto Dheas
Inasraith R Q 2 A dhidbhaA y
Soilsithegofuar agan ngealach

FromOpenWorld TheCollected?0emsl 960-2000by KennethWhite publishedby Polygon.

Gaelictranslationsby RodyGorman.



LudaigJetty

Thesmallmotorboat hasputtered its way

out to the fishing
the bushaspassedoy

to collectthe childrenfor school
the red postalvanhasdeliveredthe mail

now hereat Ludaigetty
thereisonly

the wind andthe light

the cry of apeewit

andthe lip-lip-lipping

of greywater on white sand.

In the Mountains of Taiwan

Uphere

there isneither Eastnor West
the white heron
hasdisappearedn the mist.

AnLudag

5 Khalbhaneatharbheag
Leh-inneatcrochtedoniasgach.
5KQT ahbdu® K
Athogailnacloinnedon sgoil.
ThaPadraigair am posta sheoladh.

A-nisaigan laimrigannsan Ludaig,
Chaneil annachansolasis| ghaoth,
GliagailnacurraigeW@lubadaich
Anuisgeghlais

Air gainmheaclyeal.

Annam BeanntanTaiwan

Shuasan seochaneil Seamo Siarann.
5 KQT K ICHorpakihan
A-machasant-sealladh
A-steachdon cheathach.

FromOpenWorld TheCollected®0emsl 960-2000by KennethWhite publishedby Polygon.

Gaelidranslationsby RodyGorman.
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PiedmontDreams:RememberingBarryLopez

JohnLane

Much of my life | hawe worked closeto my
childhood home here in the Piedmont of
South Carolina.Besidesteaching thirty-four
years at Wofford College,| have written
about nearby nature, rivers, woods, hawks,
coyotes.Wofford is a traditional liberal arts
college, but mostly students stay within
disciplinarysilos. At the end of the 1990s,
after twenty yearsin the Englishdepartment,
| helped build an environmental studies
major that was the O2 f t SirdtSfalg
interdisciplinaryprogram.

Instrumental to  Wofford
establishment of an environmental studies
major were the two visits renowned
environmental writer Barry Lopez made to
the college.He visited in 2000 and againin
2010. Both times he rattled our institutional
frame. He helped to keep things in motion
that have altered the ecosystem of the
collegefor what | think will be a very long
time.

Barry was my friend and mentor for forty-
one years,and yet, asis often the casewith
friends, we were different but also much
alike.l am a Southernboy; Barrywasborn in
New York, then moved to California, then
backto New York,then to universityin the
Midwest, and finally lived fifty years in
Oregon. Barry was widely known for the
wisdom he brought backfrom the far-away.
Some might say he made his mark as
travelingliterary shaman.Thelandscapd am
associatedwith is the Carolina piedmont;
Barry will be forever associatedwith the
distant Arctic where he gathered data and
registeredirreducible magicin the light, ice,
animals, and native peoples there. His
book Arctic Dreams(1986)won the National
BookAward.

11

[ 2t t S 3 Sléngbattle with prostate cancer,but his last

years were richly productive. He found
energy and space to finish his 600-page
magnumopus,Horizon In Horizon he wrote,
a Leyeryculturein whichl haveencountered
formal elders,the LIS 2 LXa®yXxhe history
of what will workandwhatg 2 Y Qi o d D £

Thefirst time Barry visited Wofford in 2000
we g S NByst Miiking about environmental
studies.The Hub City Writers Project, a local
arts organizationL @&founded, plannedto
use his appearanceto kick off a weeklong
interdisciplinary environmental arts festival
celebrating [ I g a 2 Fofka our local
waterway. Wofford and Hub City would both
benefitfrom hispresencen town.

Walking along our local river the first
afternoon we talked about the upcoming
festival, and | told him we wanted him to
answer the question, & / I stbries save a
N @ SBdi§¢said the answer was yes.
Walkingalongthe & G NJ baivkéhé showed
me howt he reversedmy relationshipto the
living stream. | had called the stream
d A Y LJ A ddgRomised by non-point
sourcepollution like runoff from septictanks.

G W2 K ymdtdhe river i K F XiQLEF ARRB R X €



asserted.a L du€ralationshipto river i K$ (i Q students like Will and Kristen at Wofford

impaired.

The next day a group took him on a hike in

the mountains, to a magical destination
called Big Bradley Falls. Along on the trip

were two students, Kristen Hite and Will

Garland. Kristin is now an environmental
lawyerandisthe | b Q@eciaRapporteur on

the Rightsof IndigenousPeoples;Will is a
highschoolEnglishteacherwho twenty years
later still keeps. | NM@rKDa his syllabus.
Gerald Thurmond, one of my colleagues,
wrote of that day in his journal. He records
how Barry talked about story, how he said
fiction should havethe attitude of a dream.
In writing fiction, he said, you just make a
start and seewhere it takesyou. Geraldhad
just finished . | NIM\REvé&R Blotes and said
. I NJNddKwnaas as muchlike a river asany
one he had ever read. Geraldrecallson the

hiketo the fallswe scrambleddown from the

old logging road that leads to a small
overlook. Below, Bradley Fallswas partially
obscuredby a hemlock.As we stood at the

overlook,Barryidentified asravenstwo large
blackbirds that were flying below us. | have
read enough spiritual ornithology to know
the  significance of raveng always
gatekeepergo sacredandscapes.

Thatnight Barryread & ¢ AN&ar2 2 2 RanX ¢

essayabout a blackbear living at the edgeof
the wilderness in Oregon, unwilling to
sacrifice the easy accessto civilization for

deep woods. He also read & WS R Bpeaks K

with the wA @ SiNsBoét story. | felt the
secondreadingwasa gesturetoward me and
my questionfrom the day before. The story

begins with Jedidah speaking, a D2 2 R

morning.CanyouforgiveY S K ¢

At a dinner following the reading Barry told
usof hiswork with E.O Wilsonto help create
an interdisciplinary arts/natural history
program at TexasTechUniversitywhere he
was a visiting scholaronce a year. At that
point there was no similar program for

12

where they might study field science,arts,

and humanities and somehow find a new

way of orderingall the informationthey were

awashin. Barry suggestedhat the synthesis
could be found through story. That sort of

interdisciplinary thinking, he suggested,
might work evenbetter at a smallliberal arts

college where people are closer to

community.

L (iRt met Barry at the Power of Animals
Conferencen Port Townsend,WA, in April of
1979. Presenters that weekend included
American environmentalist and deep
ecologist Paul Shepard, poet Gary Snyder,
ecofeminist Susan Griffin, poet Melinda
Mueller, storyteller Howard Norman, and
Barry Lopez. There were maybe 25 or 30
participants. The conference was the
brainchild of poet Sam Hamill, editor of
Copper CanyonPress,and | was his right
hand man that weekend.l wasthe one who
droveoverto SeaTato pickup participants.|
erasedthe blackboardsafter the lectures. |
wrote down what was written there in my
notebook.

On the secondday of the conference,Barry
was in the lunch line ahead of me, and he
turned suddenlymy way and said,& L Q@b
thinking beaver,and | feel everybodyelseis
thinkingO I NJ& © 2 dzd €

| parsedthat openingsalvoof a friendshipfor
forty years. What did Barry mean? | was
twenty-three at the time. L Q3ire | just
noddedandwent on filling my plate from the
salad bar. | either R A R gsRIMim what it
meantto think like a beaver,or if | did, | did
not record his answerin my notebookwhere
the fossil record of that exchange still

slumbers.The commentremainsa koanL Q @ S

workedon for all theseyears.

Obviously,caribou are big herd animals of
the Arctic. They fit into the category
charismaticmegafauna,like moose and elk.



But beavers?Theyare a local industry, busy
constructorsof damsand housesand ponds
and waterways. They are engineers. They
care for families. Their love is private and
clannish.Theirsenseof placeand community
isstrongin away | understand.

That first exchange between us laid the
groundwork of our common love of place.
Soonafter that, in the summerof Q T Idgwas
off on a crocodilesurveyto CentralAmerica,
and Barry instructed me asto what my role
shouldbe as a poet amongfield scientists

listen,watch, record.But, unlike Barrymy life
work did not proceedto focus on faraway
landscapesand animals.| fell in love instead
with the animalsof the nearbymore thanthe
charismatigpolar bearsand seaeagles.There
wasa real seedof my writing in that moment
in Port Townsendand alsoa seedasto how |
developedmy love of the nearby,and how |
could passthat life on to others through
teaching.Barryhelpedset me on my path as
a young writer. A decade later, after a
wandering apprenticeshipin which | stayed
in close contact with Barry, | found myself
backhomein Spartanburgat agethirty-three
teachingwherel hadgrownup.

‘4

Thesecondtime Barryvisited Wofford wasin
2010. In the intervening decade we had
begunto usethe interdisciplinaryTexasTech
modelto help build an environmentalstudies
program.We hadalsoacquiredafield station
on[ I g a Fork{aad we were figuring out
how to makeit usefulto our community of
students,faculty, and staff. The afternoon of
his lecture we took him out to walk with
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students, to tour the new Goodall
Environmental Studies Center, and to
experience the recovering textile mill site
alongthe river.

How might we use our presenceto create a
sacramentalrelationship with the stream?
¢ K I Wihgt & group of faculty askedBarryat
a specialbreakfastthe next morning. Some
had the idea that we might create a
communityaroundan anagamakiln, asBarry
had describedhad happenedin Oregonin his
essayd 9 T T { SleSkoReSNFIIS fiom
his essaycollection About This Life Maybe
that sort of intentional community created
aroundart couldhappenat Glendale?

Barry listened and instructed us to think
about ceremony. & ! y A Ydref garallel
Odzt (i deNsRplafed.a . Dekdto consilt
and incorporate all the non-human cultures
that are occupantsof the place.Storyis the
bridge.Buildthe bridgebetweenartsandthe
flyRaOl LIS ¢

| realize much of our work since has been
focused on ceremony. We have collected
study skinsfrom roadkil mammalsand tried
to givetheseanimalssomedignity anduseas
Barry had taught in his short book about
roadkill, Apologia (1998. One classbuilt a
labyrinth nearthe river. We haveyet to build
the great dragon anagama kiln, but a
colleague created a mud pizza oven from
nearby earth and stones,and many flaming
firings have darkenedthe interior. Thewood
we burn in the oven is deadfall from the
grounds. A student constructed a healing
poetry gardenalongthe river.

Anotherset of studentscreateda smallshack
for outreachprograms,built from the timber
of anold chickencoopand athresholdboard
pulled out of the O NB Hdts@ra. Inside our
environmental center our guest book is
graced with a photo of Barry signing the
ledger.



I NIeBalywill continueto show us what
works.Heliveson in manyways,both visible
andinvisible,documentedand anecdotal.L
still easyto locate and acquire his dozenor
so important and beautiful books about
landscapeand the imagination.If you Google

I NIMd&EMe gou could spend days sorting
through the linkst videos, recordings,
photos,interviews,tributest but none of this
getsat hisliving presence how, shamanlike,
he animated space and rearranged
perspectives.

Like Kenneth White, the founder of
Geopeetics,Barryfound awayto help ussee
a world. Heforged a languaget reverential
and deep 1 and he continued an old
monastic method best shown in Arctic
Dreams Go into the landscape. Try to
understand, but first listen and see. Note
your presencesoyour hard-won lessonsan

be usedby youandotherslater.

Yesterdayl walkedalong[ I g a ZoykQear
duskand lay down on the river banknext to
where a beaver has been dismantling a
youngtulip poplar sincelate October.| had
not made the connection with the beaver
and my first conversationwith Barry until
then. | stayed there, thinking beaver,
listening to the river flow, making my own
ceremony.

One of the last times Barry visited Texas
Tech,my friend Kurt Caswelkayshe told him

that after he was gone, if anyonedecidedto

think or speak or write about his life, he

hoped they would conclude that his life

helped.Hislife helpedimmenselyherein the

SoutheasternUnited States. He helped us

establishand clarify our PiedmontDreams.

\
| |
%‘
|
{



Dina Fachinvialga Camponink washes, ink, and graphite on watercolor paper, 2021
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Abovethe Arctic Circle

Gerry Stewart

Steamy breaths frozen on whiskers,
reindeer silhouetted on cliffs
by the unsinking sun.

Talisman for my first migration,
its drum sounding
against my chest.

Our boat kissed the coast,
sampled fjords.

Drunk on lack oflsep

we kept moving, laughing,
arms linked against

the searolling of our legs.

We shared stories

beneath the orange crackle
of the aurora,

the same journey

retold a dozen times.

We broke away at port
with lighter steps,
pushing the horizon.

Braidingand unravelling,
ribbons against the snow.



Only 2
Stuart Graham

2 degrees was bad they said

but everyone laughed and praised the sun.
Sure, they missed the Tigers and the elephants,
but we still had them in museums.

But it just kept getting hotter iad hotter.
Ice all gone and the sea so high.

We climbed up high.

The rising tide of plastics
crowded our hill top refuge,
but who can live in that heat?

So Siberia and Canada were to be
our new Eden. The great north trek,
but there was more sethan land.

Antarctica next, but no solils there
once the ice left. Ship after ship
brought it in before the flash floods
and winds striped the mitatitudes-
bare.

Two by two on the ark we
brought on the distilled residues of life.

Why does neone respond, still
the same old message,
someone out there please
earth doomed-

Need rescued!

At critical levels now,

only two remain.
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Ice
Mandy Haggith

This year seems to be giving us the snowiest
and most beautiful winter for at least a
decade. | wake to a world written all over
with clots, blots and spatters of white, lochs
frozen over, snow doubling the girth of posts
and gates and hoar crusting fences. Every
overhanging rock is festooned with elaborate
stalactite formations and iciclethat drip by
day and gleam by night. Water, the liquid we
know so well, has metamorphosed. What
was clear has become suddenly white; from
colourlessness it reaches out and fills the full
spectrum. Instead of soaking in or running
through, it rests on anccovers over. Fluid
becomes surface, as if blood has become
skin. Inner motion transforms to outer

formation. The ubiquitous damp that flows,
pools, trickles and ripples is brought to a
standstill.

Al il bh 7
Simon D Wood, Frozen Mull Waterfall

#

Ice, if we let it, can stop us too: give pause,
halt the mental stream and make way for
wonder. Our footsteps leave a visible trace in
snow, then with the next flurry they are
rubbed out again. It is most marvellous
because (at least in Scotland) we know it is
temporary, ephemeral, fleeting, soon to be
chased df by sun or a wet sea breeze. But
while it is here, we must both wonder at its
glory and face the questions that it raises.

Frozen water is a key component of dynamic
20

earth. Far from fixed, its extent over the
surface of the globe has varied hugely over
the life of the planet, from no ice at all to
almost total cover, shrinking and growing in
response to global warming and cooling. Ice
is not only influenced by perturbations in the
weather, it has become an icon of climate
change. As a metaphor, it raispslitical and
ethical questions about how we, both as a
species and as individuals, might think about
the future.

Climate change is nothing new. It has been
one of the most important drivers of the
evolutionary process that has led to
biodiverse life orearth. However, two things
are different now: first, the human species is
having a measurable influence over the
global climate; and second, we know that
those who will suffer worst as a result are
a2YS 2F GKS @g2NI RQa
leads me to undestand the climate change
issue not as an environmental issue about
WAl gAYy3 GKS L FySGQ
towards people whose survival is more
precarious than mine.

Polar bears

The ultimate symbol of icy terrain is Nanuk,
the great white bear. Bhough currently the
nearest polar bears are found far north of
here, they used to roam northern Scotland.
We know this because one left its skull
0SKAYR Ay I OF @S
Creag nan Uamh, near Inchnadamph, near
my home in Assynt. It v&adiscovered along
with many reindeer antlers and other bone
fragments, which together evoke a landscape
of wild tundra and the icy climate of a colder
era, thousands of years ago. The skull itself is
18,855 years old. Quite how this sea mammal
(polar beas are not calledJrsus Maritimus
for no reason) ended up in a cave 300 metres
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above sea level, several miles inland, is a
mystery. Did it wander there to hole up for
its final oldage sleep? Was it summering
between freezes, waiting for ice to form in
Enad Bay so it could head out to sea to hunt
seals? Did it encounter a waimed
paleolithic human, hungry for meat and fur?
Or did it find itself stranded, starving, as the
climate warmed and the icsheet failed to
form?

We will never know for sure, but this last
scenario has a ring of truth about it, echoing
what we see happening now, further north,
as polar bear habitat in theArctic is
threatened by the shrinking summer sea ice.
Polar bears need ice to hunt their preferred
prey, ringed seals, il without it they go
hungry.

me, and beautiful, and it settled a calm gaze
upon me that contained not the slightest hint
of fear. | was a mere edible option, probably
not as tasty as seal. My twgearold self had
the same urge as ever to reach out and hug
the big white furry bear, while the rest of me
thrilled to feel the humility of meeting an
animal of such power. Imagine dbe big,
fierce creatures roaming the landscape of
home in years gone by!

The polar 6 S| feXdéity is an essential
aspect of its beauty. The reverence it inspires
is due in no small part to it being dangerous,
quite capable of knocking off lauman head
with one swipe of its big iecesulated paw.
Love can be close to fear. In our reskerse
times we must not forget this. William
Spufford, in his analysis of the Edwardian
obsession with polar adventurd, May Be

Some Timereminds us of the gp Sy O& 2 F W
adzof AYSQZ gKSNB RIy3ISNI I
¢ Nahit d2of LagachO lcdmdbihddzio t grodie Aay (0 2
heightened sense of wonder. Polar bears are
sublime in this sense, which is why they are
such appropriate symbols of the icy north,
with its crevasseiddled glagers, ice bergs
calving into ocean, floes, blizzards and
northern lights gleaming on frost. Ice gives us
snowballs but also frodbitten fingers; a
sundae with a cherry on top or a perfect
YdZNRSNJ ¢St LRyo LGQa f
sublime.

Polar bears have always been my favourite
animal. One of my earliest memories is of my
AN} YRLI NBYyGaQ gKAGS
our drive with a big white teddy bear on the
back seat and knowing with total certainty
that this wasmy polar bear. She was bigger
than | was and the most beautiful thing | had
ever seen. She is in every photograph of me
from the age of two to about thirteen. We
are still inseparable.

| harboured the need to see a real polar bear 20
for decadesl used to go to zoos and cry at
the caged bears in their ideee pools,
deranged by boredom. In my thirties | started
actively seeking them out in the wild. It was
important to me not to be shown a bear, not
to stare out from a bus or boat at an
unreachalle animal while some tour guide
gave a microphoned commentary. | had to
come across one on its own terms. When |
finally did, it was in the woods, waiting for
the ice to form on Hudson Bay in northern
/' FYFRFE® ¢KS LRfFN o6SI
full glorious blaze of autumn, fiery tamarack
trees over a carpet of ruby and jade
undergrowth, sparkling with the first winter
frosts. That polar bear was also bigger than
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As polar bears have struggled in recent
summers to find sufficient sei@e to hunt
from, they have come specifically to
symbolise the prospect of runaway global
warming. Yet the melting iceap is only the
most recent threat to them. Hunting by
people has been thdiggest cause of polar
bear population decline for decades. In 1973,
after polar bears had become endangered,
M) Enterna@oRaR teaty Basd Bignkdy by dhg S
Arctic polar nations: Russia, Canada, USA,
Norway and Denmark (for Greenland). All
banned sport huntingln Canada and Alaska,
indigenous people were granted limited



quota rights to hunt polar bears, but in @gAff OF dzaS NRAaAAy3d asSl f
Russia, even indigenous people were banned 2 NBYSYOSNJ GKAA AayQil
from hunting them, and this has caused understand where we are in climate change
conflict, particularly with the Chukchi people history. Whaterer the story of the Assynt
from the Russian Far &a polar bear, we know for sure that when it
lived here this land was ieeovered. The ice
Traditionally, for a Chukchi boy to be initiated  has left its signature carvings all over what
into manhood, he must take part in a polar was once a yearund snowscape, scraping
bear hunt, and the prize from the ceremonial  out valleys, giving each of the mountains
killing of a bear, all parts of which will be their individual shapes and shifting boulders
eaten or used, is a pair of trousers made for miles. We also know that over
from the fur. These wilbe worn for the rest subsequent millennia there was a huge melt
of his life as not only a hugely practical item  down, glaciers retreated to a few high corries
of clothing but also an emblem of bravery  and by 15,000 years ago Scotland ceased to
and a sign of connection with and respect for be a viable home to icdependent animals.
a fellow dweller in the northern landscape. Some of tis melt left dramatic formations in
The Chukchi people continue to fight for the the land: humps like the Stronchrubie
right to wear polar bear pants. drumlins and hollows like the shake holes at
Cromalt and Inchnadamph plus many of the
As a result of stories like this, | have come to lochans.
realise that ice, and how we as a species
interact with it, is a human rights issue. All  As far as polar bears were concerned there
round the Arctic, indigenous people have was a short reprieve, known as the Loch
come together to assert their right to live in Lamond advance, when ice formed again
an envionment that is not trammelled by between about 13,000 and 11,600 years ago.
the activity of people elsewhere. For the past  This was caused by a massive lake in North
century their land and sea have been  America, which had been trapped behind an
intruded upon by nuclear weapons tests, ice dam, bursting out and releasing vast
longdistance persistent air and water guantities of fresh water into the northern
pollution, drilling for oil and gas, and now the  ocean. This cold, fresh inundation collided
icemelt caused by global warming. In 2009, with the warm, salty water that is pushed
indigenous peoples from around the world north from equatorial seas by planetary
aGFrGSR Ay G(GKS | yOK2 NI IyHationSThis Eunaniiok @aymth, e rdrthl NI
deeply alarmed by the accelerating climate  Atlantic  conveyor, brings temperate
devastation brought about by unsustainable  conditions to northern Europe. It eventually
development. We are experiencing profound  meets the ctd, less salty water of the polar
and dispoportionate adverse impacts on our region, causing it to sink down and back
cultures, human and environmental health, south. The sudden influx of fresh water
human rights, welbeing, traditional 13,000 years ago caused this to happen much
livelihoods, food systems and food further south than previously, giving polar
sovereignty, local infrastructure, economic  bears more northern room for manoeuvre.
viability, and our very survival as Indigenous
t S2 L) S xal@ latér, thitgs have only  But not forlong, geologically speaking. After

become more difficult. a 1400year cold snap, northern Scotland
suddenly shifted from tundra to warmer than
Sea levels now, as part of a global temperature rise of

A A _ more than 2C in just 70 years. This opened
2SQAONB Itt y2g | gl NB U KthelperivdSdalied tiieaHolbd2rie ladl credted
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the conditions for woods to grow. For the

next 3000 years the climate became more
and more benign, trees migrated in and
vegetation moved up the glens and hills,
growing in soils formed from the rich mineral

tills left by the ice. By 8500 years ago it was
as warm as it had been for more than a

hundred thousand vyears and, as
temperatures reached their maximum, this

was a verdant forested world.

Ice movements over millennia have had a
huge effect on the level of the sea. During
the Ice Aye, the weight of ice féectively
squashed the entire landmass under it and
ever since it melted, the land has been slowly
bouncing back in what is called isostatic
rebound. This upward movement of the land
results locally in falling sdavels, whereas
the ice melt causes anarease in sea volume
and thus a sedevel rise.

The different pace of these two factors has
caused several metres of variability of sea
level around our coasts over the past twenty
millennia.

Storm flooding at Cullipool, October 2020

A single metre of sea level rise can be
catastrophic for a @astal community. In
India, the Ganges and other rivers torrent
down from the Himalayas and debauch out
into the Indian Ocean via a huge delta in the
Bay of Bengal. A few years ago | was invited
to the Kolkata book festival and afterwards
stayed on a Bendiasland where 1800 people
live on a few hundred hectares with a
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maximum height of 50 centimetres above sea
level. Among neighbouring islands, the
highest one, with its twametre summit, has
been designated a refuge in case of sea level
rise. The daily dial variation is a massive 10
metres, so at low tide, huge mud banks flank
the island, pocked by mangrove roots and
populated by egrets, kingfishers, crocodiles
and tigers, then at high tide the islands are
fringed by floating forests. Brackish water
lapsat the clay walls mounded up around the
villages to protect their fields from flooding.
When cyclones blow in from the ocean, the
risks are high. Inundation of farmland by the
salty water would mean no crops could be
grown for at least five years and fohed
subsistence farmers this would mean the end
of their livelihoods, with migration to cities
like Kolkata the only way to survive.

Watching a group of men digging clay and
carrying it on their heads in scogmaped
baskets to shore up the village dyke&new |
was watching desperate people trying to
fend off immnent disaster. It is not only
Arctic people who will suffer the effects of a
large-scale melt of seéce.

Freezers

{2 3Jft2o0lfftex AOS
substance, particularly for presving food,
and its use for this purpose is emblematic of
2dz2NJ a20ASdeéQa
underpin  the atmospheric
worrying climate scientists.

emissions

In  Scotland, commercial fisheries, in
particular, have made great use of ice for
keepingfish in edible condition on its way to
markets further south. By an old fishing
station at Culkein Stoer, in Assynt, there are
two intriguing semisubterranean ice houses.
Both have a small outer vestibule leading to a
large inner underground room. Onesgquare

in section, the other round, none seems to
know why, nor how old they are. Both have
only one small window, up at ceiling level on
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the inside, at ground level outside, where ice
was loaded into the building during cold

weather, to be extracted &m below at times

of fishing surplus. Both ice houses are now
home only to the odd sheltering sheep, their

roofs disintegrating after several decades of
neglect.

These days, most of the fish caught off the
west coast is landed in Lochinver, where the
ugliest building in the parish, a tall,
rectangular, concrete monstrosity, looms
over the harbour. This is the ice plant, and
long gone are the days of relying on winter
weather to provide the freezing service.
b2gl RFrea AGQa R2yS
nuclearpower.

Such is the madness of our food and fuel
economy that almost all the fish brought
ashore in Lochinver is taken from the sea by
French and Spanish boats, which (until Brexit)
are unloaded into huge, refrigerated lorries
to drive the catch to marks on the
continent.

Despite the second biggest landings in
Scotland (after Peterhead), so little fish
comes in on Scottish boats that the local
fishmonger has been unable to sustain a
business. Therefore, most of the fish eaten
here results from an 8nile round trip by
road to the nearest supermarket where
people buy frozen food products to take
home to their domestic freezers.

These freezers are powered by electricity
from the grid, which is all, apart from a
micro-hydro scheme near Oldany, generated
outside of the parish. There are a few of us
who have resorted to generating our own
smallscale electricity supplies. Our croft is
powered by two solar panels and a wind
ISYSNI G2N) | yR 5SQOS
without even a fridge, let alone a freezer, for
more than 20 yearg A 1 Q&4 Sl ae& A ¥
f STG20SNR (KS ySE

the contents of the open one. A couple of
other homes are similarly off grid, but most
of the heating and cooling in the areas in
the rest of the country, is achieved with fossil
fuels and grid electricity. One local effort to
develop more renewable energy supplies
included a proposal for three wind turbines,
but this caused so much controversy about
the visual impact of sucimstallations on the
landscape of our National Scenic Area, that
the proposal was put on hold. Ironically, the
language used to describe the shelving of this
LINE2SOUG ¢Fa GKFEG Ad
TNBEST SQo

g1l e

o Mil KheseF #elzers fare ngpRdni for It R

reaons: climate change and consumption.
First, the burning of fossil fuels to power
them releases carbon dioxide (g0nto the
atmosphere at a level that is unprecedented
for hundreds of thousands of years and
which is driving global climate change.
Secondfreezers have a huge environmental
footprint. In the UK, we are living lifestyles
which, if everyone on earth behaved like us,
would require the resources of three planets.
It is crazy and unsustainable to consume at
these levels. While we focus on carbon
emissions we must not forget the urgent
threats to communities and habitats from
mining, logging and industrial pollution
caused by our consumption.

While the climate change movement has
made massive strides in raising awareness of
the problem and encowging politicians to
set targets towards netero carbon
emissions, there is still an awkward silence
when it comes to policies to use less of pretty
much anything, and you can bet that pest
pandemic recovery plans will feature plenty
of encouragement to ¢t people buying more
stuff in order to try to reverse the shrinking
echraNygd Bub R is dsb lalldania@ rights
issue. Rising sea and increases in extreme
wedthar eghtdiaredh2 it of the past and

R présent IprgfliRjacy RRoyirtharther lifiStyles,
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vulnerable, poor people in the global south
and far north. This makes me angry. In fact it
generates a slew of uncomfortable emotions.
| feel guilty on behalf of my society, my
continent, my country and my community,
with its street lights on all night, empty
buses, shiny new cars, -ited central
heating, chest freezers, road gritters and
refrigerated fish lorries driving cod and
monkfish to southern Spain to return with a
truckt 2 R 2F &l NRAySa
worse, | feel completely impotent to change
this state of affairs.

The ice cube

My feelings of anger, guilt and powerlessness
have gradually led me to a deeply cynical
sense of gloom. | have no faith that political
policies (even if they could be chatby my
emails, which | doubt) would influence the
fish lorries and freezers of our society. | have
no faith that a political pact between nations
will really challenge the petroleum and paper
industries or the billions of people who want
a car, a biggeilV screen and a tub of ice
cream to eat in front of it. | watch my moral
imperative melt into impotence like an ice
cube vanishing into a gin and tonic. Is there
any way to keep my moral iemibe frozen?

One way would be for politicians to refuel my
faith in them, not just by responding to
emails about targets, but by showing that
they are willing, at international level, to
strengthen and reform the muknational
governance institutions so they actually can
influence global industry, and at national
level, to wield fulithroated power to put the
brakes on runaway consumption.

Politicians need to start taxing and banning
things, putting serious obstacles in the way of
greed, embracing the idea that less stuff
being bought and sold on the high street,
even at Christmas, could be a good idea.
They need to start implementing real world
programmes to reduce our national
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footprint: not only insulation and energy
STFAOASYyOe &aoOKSYSao
thrift heading up a government department
of resource efficiency making laws about
dzaAy3a fSaa ailddzFfo |
conversation about the opportunities offered
by the lockdown recession, the benefits of
reduced consumption and how to manage
the downsizing of our material economy.
Globally, each yearpeople use as much

0 2 enelgy &s theZentid Hiving danetaiysys@ri

can absorb from the sun in four hundred
@8SFNE® LT AdG 6SNByQi
years when the earth laid down some energy
reserves in the form of coal, oil and gas, our
& LIS O A S &@in éhyhing likeSoyir current
form would be completely untenable.

Resilience

While | wait and hope for change, there is a
lot to be done to make my local environment
more resilient and an effort | need to make
G2 GN®B 02 YIF1S dzLJ
environmental footprint. There is woodland
to regenerate. There are skills to develop to
help the community to manage the land in
future. There are soils to nurture to allow
more food to be grown, fruit trees to plant,
knowledge about wild foods to be +e
discoered. There are renewable energy
resources to develop. There are wind breaks
to build and storm defences to construct so
we can withstand the extreme weather
events predicted for the future. Perhaps we
should also be making plans to accommodate
climate retigees from places like West
Bengal and thé\rctic.

We can also listen to peoples whose cultures
have been around longer than ours. Back in
2006, | fulfilled a longtanding urge to go to
Russia in winter, to experience the biggest
country in its full snery majesty. My nostrils
froze when the temperature dropped below
minus thirty. Walking out onto Lake Baikal in
Siberia, the biggest body of freshwater on
the planet, the halmetre of ice creaked
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beneath my feet. Snow blew and drifted as are in a warm phse, following the most

the wind sang acrss its ridged and pitted recent te-Age, and although the mercury is
AdzNF I OSo LQfft gl &a GfilNNBe rise if$asvpaterRsScoidtindetthisti K 2 3
moments with me: ice at its most sublime. place is due to freeze again sometime. If
But most of all | will carry the memory of  things go as they have in the past, at some
Fayina, the Buryat woman who chortled at  stage the North Atlantic comyor will stop

Y& RStAIKAG G 0dzooft Sadranvigg wark Swatérnprdieids anbrah Sy
crust, which poved to her that Baikal was a Arctic cold will penetrate south to Scotland,
breathing organism, a living being. What else restoring conditions conducive to polar bears

can we learn from the wisdom of indigenous again. | find that scenario somehow
peoples who are still connected closely to  comforting.

nature, even where it seems most

inhospitable? How to survive with fewer So, meanwhile, perhaps it is enough to plant
consumer goods? Howotadapt to E NJi K Q &rees on good dayand enjoy the delights of

rhythmic changes? winter, seeking out the beauty of frozen®t
iciclehung grottos formed under overhangs
A frozen future? on crags; gooswing feather patterns on

frozen lochans; the lacework of frost. | shall
There is evidence laid out in the land, the-ice  imagine the pawprints of polar bears in
caps and the sea, revealed by clever some future century and hope, in my
scientists, showing the history of the dzy iNMXzAGAy3a gl &> (Kol oS
changing climate over past millennia. The extinction before the nextce-Age comes.
sawtooth temperature graph indidas we
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Andrew PhillipsNothing Is Ever Taken. Nothing Is Ever Undone
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Mountain Ice: Snow Pack
Lynne Goldsmith

Freezethaw bursts the rocks.
Rotational shift occurs.

Above the glacier, scree falls
to debris below on valley floor.

Rocks scrape and scour.
Plucking occurs (rocks breaking off)

creating steep back walls (mountainside)
with armchairshaped hollow.

Glacier moves through corrie
down into Ushaped valley.

Interlocking spurs crashed through,
moraine working. Tarns formed above
in corrie

with erratic stones settling below
in glacial trough.

Ice melted
thousands of years ago
Last Age of Ice.
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Tweeddale Life Cycle 1
Meltwater

Patrick Corbett

meltwater covered the area between the patamic hills
scree and bare rock were all that was left to be seen
by the incoming grass, shrubs, trees and corvids
change happened one starless night
as the moraine dam burst
outflew the lake in one
leaving just a stream
as a trickle

grass
moved in
sheepand shepherds
followed by the moor miners
until the day commuters took over
and watered their own verdant swathes
before long humankind forgot the lake once there
and trusts the nonsense that the meltwater cannot return
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Tweeddale Life Cycle 2
Salmon Ciular

Patrick Corbett

Does all the hard work
Fighting gravity with muscle
Flying up over falls
Powering into the shallows
To spawn their eggs

In a carefully selected nest

Alevins and fry have it easy

It is downhill all the way
Gilded braided path to the sea
Fleeting parr at every turn
Until that day of smolt for their
Shout & all the hard work

-y
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Life Cycle of

Irish Atlantic Salmon

Adult Salmon

https://www.marine.ie/Home/sitearea/areasactivity/fisheriesecosystens/salmonlife-cycle
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Follow the Root
Gail Folkins

| became a forest steward less than a week
after myDad died in his mountain home. Still
in shock over his passimghough in his early
90s, he was so robust in mind and spirit it

On the acreage where | grew up, our
driveway stretched into the forest and owls
called to each other each fall. My brother and
| explored trails shaped by deer, loggers, and

daSSYSR Kde@Re AfiA B dE R Q J®ines Sy ythe time we were in college

easy to skip the land conservancy orientation
LOR aA3ySR dzLJ T2 N
part, | promised myself, welcoming the
distraction of PowerPoint slides followed by a
walk to a nearby bog where half a dozen of
us studiel plants and picked chokecherries,
just budding for spring.

G, 2dz Oy SIG GKSaSsz¢
popping them into our hands, enticing us to
stay.

Weeks later, at my first restoration event, |
snap a Himalayan blackberry vine thick as my
thumb. Coaxed with a shovel, its root ball
breaks free in a shower of dirt. | toss the vine
on a bed of branches and broken tree limbs
raised a few feet above the ground to
prevent this vine from taking over. Our small
group includes a plant expert who works for
the city, a teen running for student
government, and a professional in his thirties
who loves this valley tucked between the
mountains and Seattle, a buffer zone of
farms, forest, and higlensity
neighborhoods.

Our job for the next two hours is pullirapd
piling invasive blackberry. The Himalayan, an
invasive plant reaching the Pacific Northwest
in 1945 and now barely held at bay, can grow
20-40 feet long and up to 15 feet high,
forming thickets that overrun wildlife habitat
and impede hiking. Culling is a first step
before planting species like snowberry and
shore pine ¢ droughthardy natives better
suited to a forest bordering a grassy park and
neighboring houses.
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preserved by county and state agencies.

L OMobtly, anit Pad nadzgdtedf theNdvoads By F A N

leaving it alone, pitching in to help other
times, like his annual ritual culling a pretty,
non-native plant nicknamed stinky Bob.
Along a steegsided ravine, my husband,
John, helped Dad perform this chore several

years ago.
0KS F.Nb2NRAG, t SIFRSNJ &l AR
aLa UOKAa OKS NRAIKOG LI IY
a pink floweredstem in one handa purple

flower ¢ maybe a bleeding heart in the

other.

G¢KS LAYl 2ySz¢ 5FR G2f

back to his own section of the riverbank.

Halfway through my own work party | reach
for a strand of a trailing blackberry, a native
plant, by mistake, itstem frosted purple and
thorns less sharp, its berries smaller. | poke it
back into the soil, reminded of the tart
berries | picked with my brother, mom, and
grandma in southwestern Washington on
lands disturbed from logging; an area, like so
many others,now in recovery after years of
misuse.

From a patchwork approach to saving open
lands, a new vision of linked landscapes is
taking shape across the Pacific Northwest,
where smaller, forested edges join larger
swathes of protected areas. The nonprofit we
volunteer for, a collaboration of local
government, the Snoqualmie  Tribe,
businesses, and neighborhood association,
gives a thousand acres of forest and park
lands a chance to rejuvenate following
disturbance through housing or other



development. Beig part of this group gave
me a chance to give back after years of hiking
and horseback riding in these foothills.

Dad, on his own, had been caring for the
mountain all along, what amounted to more
GKIFy pn &@SEFENR® ! FISNI
clear the steepditch on either side of his
driveway, ensuring water flowed unimpeded.
This not only kept his gravel driveway from
washing out, but also benefitted stormwater
easing down the mountainside.

One afternoon, a county worker gtped her
truck when she saw mybad, who was

Ff NBFRe GFffx KFEEF KA
aKS aleéKé¢ L laiSR 51
a02NRT dzy OSNI I AY K295
0SSy G2 F A0NYy3ISNDa

county worker would consider a 9@arold
working in a culve a great idea.

G{ KS aidrNISR
good outcome for all, including the water
source. Caring for this section of forest
helped water percolate down the mountain
to area rivers, lakes, and Puget Sound, its
integrity impacting salmo, orcas, and
numerous species in between.

| listen for animals at the trailheaglbear and
deer are common here but the only wildlife
we hear are squirrels, the occasional
chickadee. With every glimpse of sun
breaking through the clouds, the park grows
busier with people taking kids to the
playground or walking their dogs on the trail.
Several residents smile or chat with us along
GKS gledd ac¢KLly]
NBalu2Nl GA2y S@SyidQa
of the blackberry, of ourselves. | thinkf
5 RQa Y2dzyil Ays 2 dz
connected.
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By the end of two hours we wear scratches
on our arms from the thorns biting through
our long sleeves and pants. We share our two

cents on the dadkK ANBR (SSyQa ¢
slogans, chat with the pfessional about his
work, tell the bearded horticulturist the
YIEGABS GFNASGASE 6SQR
after the invasive blackberry is abated. Piles

t .

& 2 dzZ &f Hithdfapah viné rest on @d plat@rA@ike
3 Zolirfal nib@nds 1Y teI3diIn Ut the B6B I OK

through weatler and time. R
aA3aKu odzu y2z2 fSaa

(Map: North West USA. https://fen.m.wikipedia.org/ wiki/File:PacNW _satellite.jpg)
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from: Atlas

Glenn Bach

There are changes,

and then there arehanges
this New York City

of recordbreaking height
beneath us the vital kind of life
we bdieve in living

You are partof this, too,
stuckwith the city we have.

The sun low through the clouds
alight on the wateythree thousand
shades of blue that morning

How many times

this ground broken into

to lay bare the pipes and cables
below, tods fit to fixtures,

a queue of planes on runways,

a shallow line of brown rooftops
on the far shore, slivers of west
facing walls cast with fading light.

Shorelines on their last few years

as the ocean continues its slow advance,
tankers and tugs far frorthe shoals,

sand spits and wetlands.

What settles on the dredged floor,
salt mixed with fresh, pilings withered
under the tide, oysters drinking

in the simmeringdebris.

How many evergreens among
the stark, brown skeletons,
buildingsabutting

into their invisible seams,
stoneworkersand bricklayers
unfurling their hammers

upon thecity.



Light Of The Shore

Patricia M€Caw

A term in the Celtic calendar for the longest day of the year
Baone white sand, graveyard of shells.

Lagoon beach
diamonds on the sea.

Red dulse, leather slaps,
when dried a popcorn feast.

Candyheaded pinks soften
harsh marram grass, green anchors underground.

My mother's wheelchair churns ancient pramacks,
coveredover castles of fallingown sands that she
would build with water until they stood, and my tears dried.

Her fingers lift, reeethin, and wave towards mine.

This longest day is too short
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Message From The Margins
PatriciaMcCaw

| was looking for some thing
some sign from my mother
some signal from Charon's boat
on which she'd left

without bags or warning.

Hard to forgive her.

| searched the beach where she'd brought me
from the birth-house, it was

still the same sea, its sands oysigey.

There were no shells to be found

or bottles from far shores.

| left the sea behind and walked
towards the woods of deep country
where I'd lived as a child.

The roads were bare, no traffic,
the old home swalleved by furze.

| turned back on to the blank road, and a shell
lay on the tarmac, before my feet, miles

from its source- a huge whelk spilt over my palm.
Dark pigments showed great age, dirt showing
travel over oceans, time. It was whole, pink.

| held it to my ear.
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Story Land
Adrienne Hollifield

The moon shone brightly on the arroyo
lending magic to the Santa Fe desert, ang
allowing us to pick our way to the campsité <
without a flashlight. Grandmother Moon
would watch over this storytelling ssien,

punctuated by distant cries from coyotes i
the hills around us. The odor of sage, junipe
and pinyon, unfamiliar to people who inhabi§®
the deeply forested mountains of the East,
drift off the desert floor. Sage burning in the

3

small campfire purifie and sanctifies the~,‘

communion we were about to share.

The enchantment of the desert lies in th
structure of the land itself. Every formatio
simultaneously tells of what is, what was, an
what will be. The arroyo, a dry riverbed
forms where water wasand will be again
when it rains. It holds mystery and histon
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and story in its very being. The aridity of tt Doug and Jack Wallin with Adrienne and Janey Tan

land holds stories, as well, because nothing
decays. To climb out of the arroyo onto the
cliff of sand that forms it and see the desert
beyond, isto see the story of the fins and

spires of sand pushed up 65 million years
ago, at the formation of the Ancestral Rocky
Mountains and then again 30 million years
ago, forming the Sangre de Cristo Mountains,
part of the modern Rockies. This is what
remains of the Dakota Wall, sandstone

outcroppings containing millions of years of
stories and history, remnants of earlier

cultures. The desert also contains traces of
more recent humans, like a bar built for a
wedding years ago that continues to mystify
hikerswho come upon it in the desert. In one

surreal moment, the bar spawns many tales
to come. The high desert tells the story of
geologic time, the pueblo native ancestors,
and the colonizers, first Spanish and then
Anglo.

About 65million years ago, in theate
Cretaceous period, near the place that is now
36

known as Santa Fe, a sensate being, maybe a
dinosaur, feels churning under her feet,
followed by a low rumbling and growling. The
beast pays it no mind until the sound grows
louder and the movement cannothbgnored.
Her body, usually so staid and solid on the
ground, moves involuntarily as the upheaval
knocks her down. The rumble becomes a roar
and then a shriek as Mother Earth thrusts her
innards upwards, higher and higher, great
sheets of sandstone and aky, forming the
Ancestral Rocky Mountains and the Dakota
Wall.

Joe and Debra Roberts, our hosts, held
frequent community events with friends and

their families, gathering in the desert, usually
for a dance, a drum circle, or a sweat.
¢2RI 28Qa Sdselfing, ingHordor of

my husband Clyde, an Appalachian
storyteller. The admission was a story, any
kind of story: a personal story, a fairytale, a
story read in a book, a piece of history, a



myth, a legend, what happened to you at the
checkout counter hat day. They could be
told by anyone who was able and willing to
speak, from a child to the elderly. | was
excited to participate in this tradition, as old
as humans themselves.

Oral storytelling is very different from
reading a story, even if the stotyeing told
was read in a book. First, in oral culture,
anyone can tell a story, with or without
expertise. If the story rambles on, so what? If
it has big gaps in time and sense, so what? If
it never comes to a point, so what? It might
not have the beautiil wording of a
professional teller, but it means something to
the person telling it, and that meaning comes
through to the audience. The audience is
charged with figuring out what it is. The value
system of the of teller comes out in the
telling. For instince, if the teller is recounting
thewelll Y26y &ai2NE da. S dzi
one teller might have more sympathy for
Beauty and another for the Beast. Those
feelings will affect the audience, and the
I dZRASy 0SQa NBIFOGAZ2Y |
tells the sory. The partnership between the
storyteller and the audience in the telling of
that story is what makes oral storytelling
such an exciting and living event. | was
anxious to see what would happen here in
the arroyo.

The session was already in progressew we
got to the small fire. A-yearold was telling
a tale about a mouse, with a rambling plot,
which got her much applause. With no
amplification of the voice and an oper
setting, the group had to listen in complete
silence to hear that small voiceTheir
attention, their smiles, and their clapping
gt ARFGSR UGKAA&
heard.

Next, an older man sitting next to her, maybe
her grandfather, told a story of something
that happened to him at the corner store. It
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sounded real like the everyday happenings
that are frustrating at the moment but when
looked back upon, take a humorous turn. The
audience laughed, confirming the truth of the
experience that held even if the story was a
fiction.

My husband, in keeping with the Aplpahian

Mountain tradition, told a tall tale he learned

from his grandfather when he was young. A
tall-tale is an exaggerated story that has
enough plausible details to make it seem

real, until the fantasy comes into play. Adults

who are part of the cultug know this, and

they appreciate the skill with which the
storyteller mixes the fact and fiction.

| KAt RNBYSX K2gSOSNE (GKAY®
what Clyde thought when his grandfather
told him this story. Some parts of the story
are keyed to getting thaudience to respond,
like questions and the repetition of the
BIKNY RSH K S . .d&Il aRIZEQ
with a question and a definition that lets the
| Rdzt Ga (1y2¢ AlGQa SEF3IJ
children listen wideeyed:

FTFSOGa Kz2g GKS GSftfSNI
How many of you know what a hoopsnake
Yeah, a hoopsnake. One of them great long
copperheaded, rattlemoccasins of a snake
that can coll itself up into a hoop by forming
a circle on the ground and sticking its tail into
its mouth. He forms a hoop, and then he rolls
down a hill, chasing yolike a wagon wheel.
Everyone knows that a hoopsnake has a long
stinger on the end of his tail. If he catches
@2dzx gKe KSQft adgAay3
82dzQNB 2dzaG R2yS T2N®

e 2dz
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At this point, Clyde had the group hooked.
Adults were laughing at the oloisly made
up copperheaded, rattlemoccasin, while

OK A f R Q &childrenivera listening igtenty | He $entfols NJ & 2

Well, one day, | was out hoeing corn, when |

heard a little noise behind me, and | looked

2PSNJ Y& aKz2dz RSNE | yR
in the woods, was a lopsnake, ecoiling up,

R ;



getting ready to come sting me. Well, | just A friend of mine told me a story that takes
held my ground, and when he got next to me, place in the time of King Arthur. A young
| stepped to the side and | jumped through knight was riding in the forest and came upon
the hoop. It made that snake so mad that he a fair maiden who walked alone in the
stung that hoe handle with his stinger. woods. She was beaful, and the knight
wanted her, so against her will, he ravished
L  RA RY Qch ofiit Kahdyl just Went back  here there in the woods. The people were
to hoeing corn, but after a row or so, | outraged, and when the knight was brought
noticed that hoe handle felt unusually large.  before King Arthur, he quickly pronounced a
l'YR L t£221SR R2gy | ZXénencé 9f RlealR Dby betieading; dzowewé2 4 >
where the snake had stung the wood, it was Queen Guinevere askedhat she and her
ada g SttAYQ dzLJd LG ¢ a |ades ieiajoded o Hpasa Bddginent fori thisi K S
time. Finally, it got so big, | had to throw it man. Arthur agreed, and with the knight
down on the side of the garden. It was so big, before her the queen said:
it was the size of a tree trunk.
Well, | knew there was a lot of good wood in &, 2dzNJ ySO1 Aa yz2aG @&Sa a
something that large, and | went to the barn  your life if you can tell me what women most
and got my old mules, Bert and Ert, and desire. You have one year and a dayfind
hooked them to that old log of a hoe handle G KS | yagSNI FyR 02YS ol Of
YR RNHzA Ad R2gy (42 (GKS &alg YAfftd ! yR R2YyQi
you know, that wood had swelled up so The knight gave his word and searched the
much, we got enough wood to build two log  land over, questioning every woman he met,
OroAya FYyR | OKAO|SY ma&doné éf theiyaRsweérkwas the dna ¥ieQ i
the end of it. In a couple of days, when the sought. The year drew nigh, and the knight
swelling went down out of that wood, them was getting desperate. One day, in a clearing
log cabins commenced to shrink, and when in the wood, the knight spied lovely women
they shrunk all the way down, | had to sell dancing, but when he went towards them, all
020K 2F (KSY 7T2N 0ANR hekcuddavdszamugly, yiRworkan, @ hag.2 y £ &
322R GKAY3I>X L KIFIRYyQd | Lizi Y& OKAO|1Sya Ay (Kl
OKAO|1Sy 0221 FAyQil AlGK 2dz NBE 2FF GKS NRBIRZ
what you seek. Sometimes the old ones know
By the end of his story, the magic of the (G KAy 3a 20KSNBR R2 y2{d¢
desert was working. The crowd, a disparate
group to begin with, were a cohesive whole  The knight téd her of his search, and she
in story. They had eaten a potluck dinner &l ARX G2 2NNE y2 Y2NBo® L
before the session started, another your question. | will tell it to you if you must
traditional part of storytelling culture. Food LINEYAAS G2 3aAINIYyd YS Ye ¢«
and drink are common precursors to a
session, bellies full and mouths loosened. Knowing he had no choice, the young man
Add to that the darkness emboldening tellers  agreed. The hag told him the answer, and he
under its cover, and the moonlight to went an to court. When Guinivere asked what
spotlight the teller, and the session was ripe 62 YSYy ¢+ yid (GKS Yz2adx GK

for more tales. lady, what women desire is dominion,
mastery over their husbands. Now do with

The biggest surprise of the eveningreaa YS 6KIG &2dz gAff ¢

few stories later, when a young woman stood

and said this:
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That was the answer and the queen said his I dzZRA Sy 0SQ&a Sy {iKdzaAl &Yy a
life should be spared. All at ondbe old hag Where in modern times dave, as adults,
jumped up to ask for her request. To the have opportunities to tell each other stories
1YAIKGIZ aKS alARI daLy likeSthisdziyl g XonfirHakiod AfrgrAl owr 2 dz
IyagSNE L |al e&2dz G2 (pedrs8 H¥dS weF @ofNhad ZhizNsesgidnF S ¢
The knight was horrified and tried to get out  common to earlier cultures, the sharing of

of the marriage but to no avail. The couple stories, songs, and poems giving voice to
were wed, and whenbedtime came, the truths in our lives, these séiments would

knight avoided the bed, causing the hag to never be spoken. The desert held more

ask what made him so unhappy with her. He  stories now.

Al AR &, 2dz HNER Z2FR {I12¥WR odeNLI &K D¢

In her defene she said that age came with At another mountain range, the Southern
wisdom, and her lack of beauty meant that  Appalachian Mountains of Western North

she would always bdaithful to him. She Carolina, a different people used story as an
could hardly control to whom she was born, integral part of their culture. The Appalachian
0dzi K2y 2NJ RARY QG 02YS mbuniaik chaid NtbeKokest rgnge iK $he K I R
already seen her to be an honorable and loyal world, but unlike the land in the west, the
az2dZ ® {KS GKSy 3 @S K ivisture ard Kitnidi®y Srise dll butzhednost R >
you may either have me young and beautiful hardy cultural remnants quickly. The

but unfaithful or old, ugly, and loyal. Make Cherokees inhabited these mountains. Their
@2dz2NJ OK2A 0SS y2g5d¢ 2 A KartifacktsNsBrface int newiyK @ladefhédifiEldsfi K S
1YAIKG &aFARX aL f St @S and KremainsO #omA illa§es (ihAve EbRedlzs Y &
GATSOPE [ K&. S$Yladrd 8B R Z dz umkari@e® alyn§ the Swannanoa River on

the choice, you shall have both. | will be what is now Warren Wilson College land.
young, beautiful, and faithful all of my life These relics from the past hold stories of a
withé 2 dzd € village in the Pisgah phase (160800 AD) of

the Mississippian period. Remnants of
homes, large roasting pits, dnsmaller pit
hearths tell stories of the people who ate,
drank, hunted, fished, gathered in communal
groups, and most certainly told their own

The audience in Santa Fe laughed and
clapped. The young woman who told the
story laughed as well. I sat on the sand
astounded. Apparently nore knew that ke

had justtold2yS 2F DS2 T THheB & tdlek IDekpeSilNtesground, traces of a native
Canterbury Talgs a ¢ KS 2 AFS¢ 27T cultreliffér the ArdhdicSperiod (806000
LG 61 a 2yS 27F | & S N SHEC) Bave béeh 2iiearB* Mounds) Sad@e@ | f

told during that time period. Chaucer used
orally generated tales as sources for this
work, and | always thought this feminist tale,
saying that what women wanted most in that

culture was power, was unusuedming from

a man in the fourteenth century. What was

even more odd was that here, in this desert,
at the end of the twentieth century, a young

woman felt it was equally applicable, and the
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places for the Cherokee, are dotted through
the mountains. Townhouses built on top of
the mounds would hold people in the
community for a yearly ceremonial ritual of
dousing and relighting the household fires
from the sacred fire kept drning in the

townhouse. The people believed the fire
came from the mound itself. This connection
between the fire, the mound, and the people
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Paint Rock

kept the community togethefPaint Rock, in
Madison County, NC, is another storydhed
of ancient peoples.

Five thousand years ago, when the woods
were lush and deep, four young Cherokee
men and women followed their elder, an old
woman, wise in the lore of her people, to the
waters we now call Paint Creek. There she
Ol £ £ SR 2 dzdiyYwhai progitles the
water of life for feeding, for healing, and clay
for paint, we come to you once again. We
thank you for the paint clay we take today.
{AADPE ¢KS F2dzNJ NBLISI
the clay and mixed it with bear grease and
water to makered and yellow paints. When
the old woman was satisfied the paint was
the proper color and consistency, the group
started painting the rock.

Paint Rock is positioned at the crossroads of
ancient trails between Tennessee and North
Carolina, and near the sged healing springs
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of Hot Springs, NC. Surveyor John Strother, in
his 1799 diary entry, described the
pictographs painted there as including
humans, wild animals, fish, and birds. He also
determined the rock was a little over 107
feet tall, and said muchof the paint was
obscured by the smoke of campfires. Today,
very few pictographs remain, only enough to
give those people a place in our
consciousness.

Because of difficulties accessing the close
%aﬁs and high peaks of the Western North
olind {mddntaig, séttér8 ofl BurfeanR 423

descent did not arrive in a land grab from the
Cherokee until they managed to find gaps in
the mountains, allowing them to pass. Then
just the hardiest of people moved in. They
were mainly of English, Scottish, Sebtsh’,
and Geman descent, the first of them
settling on land grants in Buncombe County
in 1784. These people quickly moved further



into the hills and coves, first warring with,
then living among, and finally driving out the
native dwellers. With them came their
culturet stories, songs, music, dance,
religion, games, and wayswvhich when
intermingled with contributions from the
native and black cultures, developed a new
lore. The device through which the change
occurred was oral tradition, transmission by
word of mouth, whch changes with each
teller or singer and molds to fit an ever
changing culture.

From 1916 through 1918, English folklorist
Cecil Sharp travied through the more
isolated mountain areas, including Madison
County, NC, where he found the British
ballad cdture very much alive. From his
visits, he created his contribution to
American folklore, a collection calldghglish
Folksongs from the Southern Appalachians,
published in 1917. In 1993, | received an
undergraduate research grant from UNC
Asheuville, to imestigate how the oral culture
of yore was faring in a community called
Sodom Laurel.

My husband and | follow our friend, musician
David Holt, deep into the hills, to meet-94
yearold Dellie Norton, who was Iykarold
Dellie Chandler when her relativeang for
Sharp. We turn from larger roads with names
and numbers, to smaller, more twisty roads,
whose names were known by locals who had
no need for road signs to tell them where
they were. Directions were given with
markerg a fence post, a barn, the sitvhere

a chimney once stood, a country storas we
make our way deeper into the coves, the hills
closing in, wombike. David stops at an
inconspicuous white, frame house. Inside,
sitting next to the stove is Dellie, a wrinkled,
old woman with monkey eyeseatly tucked

in hair, and strawberries on the apron she
wears. An oxygen tank is nearby, but she is
not using oxygen now.
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Dellie Norton and Deleen Norton, July 199:

Dellie was the oldest of the living Sodom
Laurel singers, but she no longer had the
breath to sing. | spent that summer mostly
with her relatives, in a variety of venues,
learning that oral communities exhibit a close
relationship between the land and its people.
The people | met either lived in or had lived
in houses without modern accommodations
such as inside toilets and air cotidhing.
Even screen doors were rare, SO creatures
abounded both inside and outside the house.
The venues in which | heard songs were all
outdoor community gatherings: a Fourth of
July pigpicking celebration, with homemade
moonshine distributed freely; @ front porch
2T 52dz3 FyR WI O]
Doug played the tune on his violin before
singing it acapella in his high, sweet voice; a
church singing where the back wall of the
tiny church had been removed, the inside of
the building being trasformed into a stage,
while the pews on the grass held the
audience; and at a grave decoration at a

21 £ fAY



family graveyard, only accessed by walking or
riding uphill on a tractor. In each of these
places, music, dance, ballads, stories, family
stories, and histy were shared. A sense of
community is key to connection to the land
and place, and storytelling, in whatever form
it takes, builds a sense of community.

The Sodom Laurel community was not a
purely oral culture when | arrived there.
However, they had kdpthe aesthetic and
traditions of orality. In literate cultures, texts
are written down, frozen, unchanging. In oral
cultures they are fluid; they change from
telling to telling, from teller to teller, from
one time period to another. Having no fixed
text means there is no correct text. |

"""" GKS aal YSe
58tftASQa Tl YAfe@
be different to me, and each teller said they
had learned the song from Dellie. Also, the
singer or teller does not have to be
professonal, polished, or an expert in oral
Odzt G dzNB a @
recognized and desired. Craft is appreciated
but not a prerequisite. Stories or songs are
shared in communal settings, where
everyone participates as singer/teller or
audience. Beig an audience member in this
community is an active role. The listeners
know the stories being told and their
reactions are key. Often the ballads have
many verses, sometimes forty or more. The
AAY3ISNE R2y QU aAy3
The audience f#l in the gaps with the
information they already know. In contrast,
the modern storyteller, singer, or actor, gets
up on stage alone, presenting a more fixed
text to an audience in a polished and
beautiful manner. No one in the audience is
expected to singhat song or tell that tale to
their friends and relatives. This is the
difference between individuals and the
community.

The ballads | heard and collected were not
sung with the aesthetic | had come to know
from folksingers like Jean Ritchie and Joan
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Baez. Some voices sounded like screeching to

mel YR 5StfASQa aAAy3IAy3d
a special musical ornamentation, a slide in

pitch called feathering. It sounded like a

short yodel and made sense in thepéch

called feathering. It sounded like a ah

yodel and made sense in these mountains
because it could be heard at a distance
outside. The ballads had many references to

GKS fIFyR 2F GKSANI 2NA:
5StftASQa aAadyl ddz2NE az2y3
f20S KFa O2YS (2 &aK2g¢
YIRS o0& @g2NJAy3AI a520Yy
f2odé {KS adza3Sada 9RYdzy
FILOKSND&a dlLlzmfAO K2dzaS:
AAESYyld lo2dzai KAA K2t RAYy
after spending a night drinking, he is

Awkdgrad. EmMEgoes té S Ndr ier |aver

u 2
murdered Edmund for the gold and threw his

body in the ocean. Emily reports her father,
testifies against him, and he is hanged. Three
references tag this song as not being a North

[ DRy XiyWB 6 dz2/O2yf SY A & A NR G
flatlands as lowlands or mountains as
highlands; then, a public house is our hotel,

last, and most notably, the North Carolina
mountains are 400 miles from the ocean. The
people who sang these songs here had never
aSSy (KS aSlo Lilosgly,20 JA
that the songs describe land in Great Britain,
probably Scotland, but with the few
exceptions mentioned, the land in North

£ NIKESA ySONSR S 2 d3yF IO-KA YiBA YASK
land from which the ballads came. The agony

2F 9YAteQa f 2adherstheo2iK
same on both sides of the Atlantic.

Before our current isolation due to Covi®,
storytelling as a form of communal sharing
was coming back in vogue. Ted Talks and The
Moth Radio Hour are two US national forums
for individuals telling their teries, while
more local venues keep popping up.
Communication and community are basic to
being human. With a sense of community,
we come to care more for each other,
ourselves, and the place we call home.
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Transcribed from a taped version iy husband telling the story fromppalachian Patchworla tape of stories and
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The tape is no longer in circulation.

2 1 NNBY 2 Bf DA\ 4/32 K ENbdh Eafalinié&)NCChapel Hill, Research Laboratories of

Archaeology. Ancientnc.web.unc.edu/Indiberitage/bytime/mississippian/warrerwilson-mississippian/

G2ySs WSaasSo at NPGSOGAYT GRASY LIH/AKSNSARIS, RehtHDEND @S82
August.. 2016.

*“This term, used primarily in the United States, refers to the Ulster Protestants who immigrated to America from

Northern Ireland in the 18and 19" centuries. They originally migrated fromettborder lands of Scotland and
northern England, along with a few Highlanders. The term used in Great Britain and Ireland is Ulster Scots.
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At TheMargin
DonTaylor
Thedayhe passes| gotowardsthe sea.

Downpastthe ruined keep
aclatter of jackdaws,
blue-eyedamongstthe ivy,
accusesne.

| strayan hour or more

into the dark

until a shymoonslidesup the sky
to silverlip the crestingwaves.

Eachweariedwaveslumpsuponthe sand,
apauset anothertakesits place.

In eachhiatushangs

the glanceunmet,

the word unsaid,

the handunclasped.

A cloudmasksthe moon,

andstill, the beatgoeson,
surgeupon surgedeclinesunseen
alongthe endlessshore.
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The Northmost Moon
Michael Jarvis

One night when | was younger | stood here
on the heatler at the centre of the ring of
stones, and | watched as the full moon
grazed down the slope of the island, down
into the sea. The island is so distant that |
have only seen it in the clearest of North
wind daylight, a tiny pale triangle that
quivers a litle in the ocean air.

| shall not see the moonset tonight, nineteen

years on: the moon is still uncovered but

there are lines of cloud piled under it along

the horizon. In the intervening years, the

place where the moon sets has swung back
and forth in is complex way, but it has never

been as far North as it was then and would
have been tonight. The moon will not stroke

the island again for another nineteen years,

and it will not be me who sees it. | should be
RAAFLILRAYISR i
but I am old enough to be merely glad that |
have seen the Northmost moon once in my
life.

They call me a mystic. Not with ill will,
vyaaiuteo
others who watch the moon with respect and
a hunger for understanding. Like rnteey are
also humbled at how much there is that we
do not understand, so many things in land
and sea and weather and the turning sky that
we can see to be connected but we do not
1Yy26 6KIFEG O2yySOia
direction is connected inexplicablyitiv the
different times of high tide up and down the
coast. We do not invent connections, nor try
to extract them from myths, as those who
call us mystics seem to think. We just watch,
wonder and try hard to understand.

LQY KI Lk G2
am competent to make, like whether there
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will be a full moon for the dancing on New
.SENDRAa 9@So L3S
me to predict things that are obviously
unknowable, like whether the harvest will be
good three summers from now or whehe
KSNNAY3I gAff NBGdNY @
really like being called a mystic.

The ring of stones was built twentiiree
generations ago, by people whose names
have been passed down. But | know very
little about what sort of people they were,
norwkl 4 Y20A@0FGSR
say. Perhaps they too were called mystics.
Certainly, they wished to understand, as we
do. It seems to me that they wanted their
understanding to survive and were prepared
to let it grow gradually as generation after
generation stood here and watched and

these stones, unless they distrusted their
descendants to pass down knowledge
accurately by word of mouth through the
mischances of history, and thought it better
to leave immowable reminders of where to

al
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0 2 y A 3 khought. WhySelséi WoSIdNIhey haBeNsktlolitla >

stand & ngondet, tlusingBHatdpeople likey 2 &

myself would rediscover any understanding
that had been lost and add new insights
when they could?

Perhaps those who call us mystics might say

that there is something mystical abouting

0 KiBfofried byaour laKcBstory™ i 2thyaway. |

R2yQl GKAYy]l &az2sz |yeé Y2
mysticism in the intentions of these people
long ago when they left us the legacy of the
NAYy3 2F adGz2ySad LQY y2i

what mysticism is, nor if it exst But | hope
that twenty-three Northmost moons from
now, someone will stand here watching and
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Flesh and Stone

Graham Fulton
to the sparkling water

patient changeling slurps at the loch edge,
gulls that sound like mating wildcats

orange blister buoys,
rigging whistling,
tapping against a mast,
one that sounds like a dinner gong,
a man in a rowing boat
rowing away
Gordon pulled out the oar too fast
and the rollock flew out of its hole and plopped
into the water and Gordon stood up and tried
to haul it back in with the oar but the boat
NEO|lSR gAfRf& o001 FYR F2NIK FyR L 0O2dzZ Ry Qi
and | pulled at him to sit down as we watched
the rollock sink into endless black,
an endless black
L R2y®DaiS M dzLILI DS2NHS hNBSTE f
Wendy Hiller
another man in a rowing boat
rowing out to a bigger boat

boats within boats within boats
within
archipelagos of dr-black seaweed,
flaps of seaweed
¢ black rock; grey freckled
with white yellow green,
fish smell,
shells,

a picturesque wreck rearing out

of the shallows like

a Spielberg shark,
rotting, rustcoloured wood
reflected in the stillness,
tethered by a slimy rope

a body losing its sense

but, somehow, becoming more
h

u

m

an

more dignified
in its disintegration
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Kilmartin Glen Reunion

Gerry Stewart

Three points on the compass return,

Danmark, Suomi, island,

our voices folding back to Scotland,

our umbilical centre,

far from the solid university spires
that anchored us twentyjive years ago.

The slanting lightraces
cairn and cist, cup and ring,
menhir and henge.

We walk the gloaming,
secrets locked in stone.

| skirt my own truth,
struggling back.

My separation, a thorny mess,
fades to an ignored ghost here.

Straddling the Great Moss,
one foot on Crinan Ferfya
the other on Dunadd,

king for the moment,

the fourth compass point
offers a taste of freedom,
destination unknown

5 dzy & 8
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Alert
DonTaylor

Betweenmotorway, rail andriver
lie the disputedlands:
scratchywinter stubble,

or new-furrowed fields
unsealedagainsta comingspring.

Headsdown,unaware

the wild geesegraze.

Oneoutlier, only, standselectedsentinel,
neckerect,eyesa-swivel:

the skein,tight-knit in trust.

Thederrickloomsabove

thicket, ditch, anddrain;

to probethe porousearth
andfrackthe lastcrackand cranny
for what shallprofit man.

Asnightadvanceslarklywest,
foxesnosethe frozenair;

the flock takesflight

to roost by pearlycreeks

that shimmersheen

inthe oil-LJt | ghasydare.
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Geesefall
Anne Shivas

Autumn flared orange, the bitter orange
tang of sea buckthorn berries on our tongues

and we lingered until dusk on the dunes,
geese gathering in their thousands

2T aYlff W+xQaz NARoO6O62YyAaAX RIFENJ] aiSAyasz K2y lAy3
their way home against the mandasio-

GdzNJjd2AasS ale G26FNRaA GKS yA3IKGQa NRz2ad yR
to drop singly to land. In near night we followed

the path beneath short hawthorn, across the bridge,
the geese still coming from north and south and east,

great waves of winter guests, their dbex increasing
as they arrive, and us wheeshed, our inscape widened.

54



Archipelago
Nat Hall
Sheranto the edgeof the land,wherebirdsgatherbefore eachdive.

Hereyessearchedor the faintestsightof stars.Winter hasclawedher everybreath,wrappedin
that wind straightfrom the pole, shefelt at onewith her own world.

Circularbeamsfrom the lighthouseare reassuringn winter. Sheturned her heartto the ocean
wheretides collideandkissat will. Thetaste of saltleft on her lipsremindsher of her senseof
home.Home,where seapinksthrive in earlyJune;where eachskylarksingsin deepblue...Home,
wheretime wandersinsiderollers.

Home.Thetwigssheplantedin the groundhavegrownto trees.Shelearntto clicksof each
starling,asshereplenishedhookedfeederson the tip of strongestbranches.

Hame.her heartlistenedfor brandnewwordssheharnessedasher middertongue.Her senseof
belongingin her communitynestledfor the first time when she discoveredwvicks,holmsandher
taingof land, heartfelt welcomefaefolk., peatfire in their hearth.

Onthe strangeprimal night, shelookedup to the stars.Shelookedat them asher angels.The
constellationsof her heart, Orionand AndromedaAquila,Aurigaand Taurus...Shefindssolace,
there in Lyraor justthe Plough.Sheknowscloudsdon't stayforever.

Onthe tip of herlovedheadland shelistenedto wrath from TheRoost.Eachwaveheaveskelpies
andnjuggles awakesspiritsfrom the water. Twofootstepsback,sheloved the safetyof the
stonesanislanderusedfor awall like a jigsawto guardagainstthe Roost'sanger.

Sherememberedher own journeyin betweenskerriesat hightides, treacherousstraits,hell from
hailstorms...Yetshebelievedin her dearstarsto find her archipelago.

Thisarchipelagoher own world. Sheknowsthe lighthouseis safety.
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