
Widening	Our	Circle	of	Community:	Journey	to
Abundant	Life

The	abundance	to	which	Jesus	pointed	was	explicitly
not	the	abundance	of	possessions.	It	was	the	abundance
of	the	restored	relationship,	the	God-relationship.	It	was
the	freedom	to	enjoy	the	community—the	giving-and-



receiving	relationship	with	one	another	for	which	we
were	created.

—William	Gibson

A	sense	of	moral	compulsion	cannot	be	imposed
effectively	from	above,	no	matter	how	loudly	it	is

preached	from	on	high.	Moral	and	ethical	imperatives
emerge	spontaneously	from	a	shared	sense	of

community—a	feeling	that	what	“I”	do	or	what	“we”
do	matters	to	others	within	the	community	of	which	I
wish	to	be	a	part…Historically,	those	considered	to	be
outside	the	moral	community	have	simply	been	ignored
or…persecuted	in	the	name	of	the	ethical	principles	of
those	within	the	boundaries	of	the	recognized	moral

community.

—Timothy	Weiskel



Building	Community

by	Cecile	Andrews

For	Cecile	Andrews,	one	“absolute	basic	requirement”	for
community	is	laughter!	She	says	laughter	is	an	indicator	“of	people
accepting	each	other.	You	are	valued	because	you	are	alive,	not
because	of	how	much	money	you	earn	or	how	big	your	house	is.
When	we	have	that	sense	of	being	valued…we	don’t	need	to	prove
that	we	have	worth.”	Although	Americans	(and	Europeans)	are	by
and	large	affluent	beyond	the	dreams	of	the	rest	of	the	world,	many
of	us	have	lost	something	invaluable:	belonging	to	a	community.
The	presence	of	community	is	a	powerful	reminder	that	authentic
wealth	does	not	consist	in	the	size	of	one’s	bank	account,	but	in	the
depth	and	diversity	of	relationships	within	the	community:	the
mechanic	who	won’t	overcharge	you,	the	neighbor	you	can	trust
your	kids	with,	and	the	landscape	and	other	creatures	so	familiar	to
you	that	you	know	you	are	home.	Andrews	writes	very	practically
about	ways	we	can	rebuild	communities—through	urban	villages,
celebrations,	town	centers	and	joining	with	others	in	service	to	the
larger	society.

∞
Like	so	many	others,	my	husband	and	I	wanted	a	greater	sense	of	community

in	our	lives.	So	we	joined	a	book	club.	We	managed	to	participate	regularly	for
three	years,	but	then	we	dropped	out.	We	discovered	we	had	begun	to	dread
going.	Instead	of	an	informal,	supportive,	conversational	setting,	the	group
created	a	pseudo-college	English	class.	Each	meeting	got	worse—I	began	to	feel
like	my	grade	was	on	the	line,	that	if	I	said	something	others	thought	was	stupid,
I	would	get	a	C	minus.	But	this	wouldn’t	be	just	a	grade.	It	would	actually	mean
my	friends	would	reject	me.	I	dreaded	sneers	and	sarcastic	remarks.	I	worried
they	would	think	my	book	selection	was	stupid,	let	alone	my	comments	about	it.
I	felt	that	after	three	years	we	should	have	known	each	other	better;	but	instead,	I
felt	I	knew	the	people	in	the	club	less.



So	when	my	neighbors	talked	of	starting	a	book	club,	I	said	no,	no,	no.	We
started	a	video	club	instead.	On	the	last	Friday	night	of	each	month,	we	gather
together	and	watch	a	movie	on	video.	Now,	sometimes	the	pressure’s	on	to	select
a	video	that	everyone	likes,	but	at	least	our	friendship	isn’t	on	the	line.
What	we	do	in	the	video	group	that	we	had	quit	doing	in	the	book	club	is

laugh.	That’s	the	absolute	basic	requirement	for	me	in	community.	If	we’re	not
laughing,	I’m	not	going	to	do	it.
Laughing	means	people	are	enjoying	each	other.	It	brings	a	state	of	felicity,	of

delight.	You	feel	glad	to	be	alive	and	you	think,	this	is	it!	You	just	don’t	need
much	more	than	this—a	group	of	friends	enjoying	each	other.
But	laughter	is	really	an	indicator	of	something	more	basic:	of	people

accepting	each	other.	You	are	valued	because	you	are	alive,	not	because	of	how
much	money	you	earn	or	how	big	your	house	is.	When	we	have	that	sense	of
being	valued,	of	being	connected,	we	don’t	live	lives	of	consumerism	and
ambition.	We	don’t	need	to	prove	that	we	have	worth.
I	learned	this	many	years	ago	when	I	was	looking	through	my	father’s	things.

My	father	had	died	in	an	airplane	crash	when	I	was	eight	and	left	his	trunk	from
the	war	years	when	he	had	been	a	pilot	in	World	War	II.	One	day,	when	I	was
rummaging	through	his	trunk,	I	found	a	quote	in	a	little	picture	frame:	“A	friend
is	not	someone	who	is	taken	in	by	sham,	a	friend	is	one	who	knows	your	faults,
and	doesn’t	give	a	damn.”
There	it	was,	it	seemed	to	me,	the	key	to	community.	We	must	have	a	group	of

people	to	whom	we	can	express	our	true	selves.	We	must	have	a	group	of	caring
people	who	affirm	our	true	selves.
Of	course,	neighbors	are	perfect	for	this.	They	know	things	about	you	that	no

one	will	ever	know	at	work.	They	see	your	house	in	its	real	state.	They	see	you
in	your	ratty	clothes.	And	you	can	really	help	each	other	out.	You	can	help	out	in
little	ways,	like	taking	care	of	someone’s	dog	or	buying	their	kid’s	school	candy.
Or	you	can	help	in	bigger	ways,	like	comforting	them	when	a	family	member
dies.
There	will	be	different	kinds	of	communities.	There	is	potential	for

community	at	work,	in	your	church,	in	your	neighborhood,	in	your	professional
organizations.	But	none	of	these	groups	will	develop	into	a	community	unless
people	learn	the	skills	for	building	community.	We	can	learn	those	skills	by
exploring	the	ways	people	are	building	community.



Urban	Villages
There	is	a	lot	of	new	community	growth	in	what	I	am	calling	urban	villages.

This	is	an	area	smaller	than	the	public	arena,	and	larger	than	a	neighborhood.	It
might	take	in	several	neighborhoods	and	be	a	distinct	part	of	town.	In	these	areas
people	are	organizing	food	co-ops,	community	gardens,	tool	banks,	and	systems
of	bartering.…
Strong	neighborhood	centers	can	bring	alive	this	concept	of	an	urban	village.

In	my	neighborhood	there	is	a	center	that	is	located	in	a	former	elementary
school,	called	the	Phinney	Neighborhood	Association.	It	brings	so	much	life	to
the	wider	neighborhood.	This	former	school	has	been	turned	into	a	gathering
place	with	lots	of	activities	and	classes.	There’s	day	care	in	the	morning	and	a
coffeehouse	with	music	at	night.	Any	evening	you	can	find	yoga	in	one
classroom,	salsa	dancing	in	another,	a	string	quartet	in	another,	and	simplicity
circles	in	another.	To	get	to	the	classes	you	walk	through	an	ever-changing	art
show.	On	weekends	there	are	flea	markets	and	plant	exchanges	and	mystery
novel	swaps.	The	center	organizes	work	parties	to	fix	up	the	homes	of	people
with	disabilities	and	to	work	with	a	local	church	to	feed	and	house	the	homeless.
There’s	a	“well	home”	program	with	tool	rentals	and	do-it-yourself	classes.	The
center	organizes	dinner	“circles”	for	people,	sponsors	a	garden	club,	holds
gallery	walks,	sponsors	street	cleanups,	holds	classes	on	bicycle	maintenance,
and	sponsors	community	meetings	on	earthquake	safety.
There	is	a	paid	staff,	but	the	money	to	pay	them	has	been	generated	by

neighborhood	involvement	in	the	programs.	Every	urban	village	needs	a
physical	place	to	gather	and	any	community	could	do	this.

Neighborhood
All	these	levels	of	community	are	important,	but	maybe	the	easiest	way	we

can	begin	to	create	community	is	at	the	neighborhood	level	or	in	our	homes.
This	is	something	we	can	do	by	just	walking	across	the	street	and	inviting	a
couple	of	our	neighbors	over.	It’s	hard,	isn’t	it?	You	feel	like	you’re	interrupting
or	imposing	or	coming	to	beg	for	someone’s	company.	There	seems	to	be	an
embarrassment	about	needing	to	have	friends.	Is	our	individualism	so	extreme
that	we	are	ashamed	of	a	basic	human	need?	Or	is	it	the	fear	of	rejection	that
makes	inviting	friends	over	so	hard?	You	worry	that	maybe	they	have	something
better	to	do	than	come	to	your	house.



It’s	interesting	to	think	about	your	own	experiences	of	neighborhood.	The
most	community-oriented	place	I	ever	lived	was	graduate-student	housing.	The
apartment	complexes	were	built	around	courtyards	of	grass	with	little
playgrounds	of	slides	and	swings	in	the	middle.	Through	the	grass	ran	a	curving
sidewalk	for	the	older	kids	to	ride	bikes	while	the	little	ones	played	in	the	sand	in
the	center.	We	each	had	little	fenced	patios	with	picnic	tables,	and	since	we	were
in	California,	we	ate	outside	a	lot.	Of	course,	you	could	often	hear	your
neighbors	through	the	walls,	but	that	gave	it	kind	of	a	cozy	feeling.	The
smallness	of	the	units	made	it	even	cozier.	Since	they	were	all	small,	there	was
no	feeling	of	inadequacy	or	inferiority	about	someone	having	a	bigger	house
than	you.	We	got	to	know	our	neighbors	really	well.
I	realized	how	much	easier	it	was	to	develop	community	there	than	it	was

where	I	had	lived	growing	up,	out	in	the	suburbs—big	houses	set	back	from	the
streets,	double	door	garages	opened	by	remote	control,	big	lawns	with	patios	in
the	back.	There	you	could	avoid	ever	having	to	meet	a	neighbor	if	you	didn’t
want	to,	and	of	course	if	you	did	want	to,	it	would	be	pretty	hard	to	make
contact.	If	you	got	lonely	during	the	day	and	thought	about	popping	into	a	store
for	a	loaf	of	bread	there	was	no	place	you	could	walk	to,	and	even	your	car	only
took	you	to	huge	shopping	centers	where	you	couldn’t	get	to	know	anyone
anyway.
What	were	we	thinking	about?	Was	this	all	planned	by	major	retailers?

Suburban	living	practically	guaranteed	that	we	would	become	a	nation	of
shoppers.	We	had	to	buy	lots	of	cars,	first.	Then,	the	one	family-one	house	idea
we	aspired	to	meant	we	all	bought	our	own	appliances.	In	order	to	combat	the
loneliness	of	the	streets,	you	spent	more	time	at	the	shopping	malls.	It’s
depressing	to	even	think	about	it.
Today	city	planners	are	coming	up	with	some	new	ideas.	For	lots	of	places	it’s

too	late,	but	new	developments	could	benefit.	Sometimes	old	places	can	adapt	a
few	of	the	ideas.…

Neighborhood	Stores
For	many	years	we’ve	lived	in	a	neighborhood	that	has	a	little	grocery	store.

It’s	a	part	of	a	larger	co-op	system,	so	it	has	lots	of	organic	foods	and	bulk	items.
You	know	all	the	checkers	by	name	and	sometimes	they	even	help	coordinate
your	shopping.	It	was	not	unusual	for	my	husband	to	stop	by	the	store	right	after
I	had	been	there.	The	checker	would	tell	him,	“Oh,	Cecile	already	got	that.”	Or	if



I	was	in	the	store	when	Paul	came	in,	they	would	get	on	the	loudspeaker	and
announce,	“Cecile,	Paul’s	here	in	the	store.”
And	you	can	walk	to	a	neighborhood	store.	When	you	walk,	you	not	only	get

exercise,	save	on	pollution	and	car	expenses,	you	also	get	to	visit	with	neighbors
along	the	way.	Having	a	neighborhood	store	certainly	improves	my	social	life.	I
don’t	think	I’ve	ever	made	a	trip	to	that	little	store	without	running	into	a	friend.
I	can	have	a	great	social	life	on	Saturday	night	just	hanging	out	by	the	produce.

Town	Centers
One	of	the	nicest	places	for	me	to	walk	is	a	neighborhood	shopping	district

about	two	miles	from	my	house.	It’s	a	place	with	interesting	shops	and	cafes—
there	are	restaurants,	grocery	stores,	drug	stores,	used	bookstores,	a	video	rental
store,	and	a	library	where	the	librarians	call	me	by	name.	In	fact,	this	area	has
the	only	shopping	mall	I’ve	ever	liked.	They	have	taken	an	old	school	and	put
shops	on	the	bottom	and	middle	floors	and	apartments	on	the	top.	It’s	small
enough	so	that	you	can	get	to	know	the	shop	owners.	The	bookstore	even	rents
out	books	and	so	I	can	get	new	mysteries	without	having	to	wait.	Close	by	is	a
tea	shop	with	lots	of	tables	where	people	can	hang	out	and	read	at	all	hours.

Celebration
We	must	start	bringing	back	fun	things	that	build	community:	conversation,

singing,	dancing,	storytelling,	games.	I	have	a	friend—she’s	French,	so	maybe
that’s	why	she	can	get	away	with	it—who	has	singing	parties.	First	we	sing	a
song	in	French	and	then	one	in	English	(after	having	great	French	food	that
everyone	brings).	When	I	told	my	other	friends	about	the	singing	parties,	and
suggested	that	we	have	one	too,	I	mainly	got	strange	looks.	They	were	worried,
of	course,	that	they	would	make	fools	of	themselves.	But	a	bunch	of	us	had	one,
and	everyone	loved	it.
One	Valentine’s	Day,	I	had	a	sock	hop.	This	really	scared	some	of	my	more

reserved	friends.	But	I	moved	the	furniture	back	and	put	on	old	Beatles	and
Rolling	Stones	tapes	and	everybody	danced.	Well,	most	people.	The	reason	we
could	get	as	many	as	we	did	to	dance	was	because	everybody	danced	with	their
kids.
What	are	other	things	that	some	neighborhoods	are	doing?	I’ve	heard	of	a

cooking	co-op	where	three	families	take	turns	cooking	each	week	and	delivering



food	to	the	others.	I’ve	heard	of	a	lot	of	eating	co-ops	where	several	people	eat
together	two	or	three	times	a	week,	rotating	houses.	I’ve	heard	of	women	getting
together	not	only	to	share	child	care,	but	to	clean	each	other’s	houses.
But	we	don’t	have	to	just	stick	to	work.	You	can	plan	fun	things	with	friends

like	going	camping	together	or	having	picnics.	Some	people	start	annual	events,
like	a	Fourth	of	July	potluck	or	Christmas	caroling.	There’s	something	about
doing	something	with	the	same	people	year	after	year	that	makes	it	more	special.

Personal
One	of	the	biggest	changes	people	seek	is	in	their	living	patterns.	It’s	not	just

college	kids	who	share	houses	anymore.	More	and	more	adults	of	all	ages	are
finding	big	houses	and	moving	in	together.	Others	are	involved	in	the	more
formal	planning	of	co-housing,	where	people	buy	land	together	and	build	several
smaller	houses	around	one	community	center—a	community	building	with
facilities	for	cooking	and	social	events.	Seniors	are	forming	cooperatives	so	that
they	will	have	support	without	having	to	go	to	a	nursing	home.	Many	single
women	rent	out	a	room	in	their	home	so	they	have	extra	money	and	don’t	feel	so
vulnerable.
Some	of	these	things	people	do	to	save	money.	As	is	usually	the	case,	when

people	are	in	economic	straits,	they	often	join	together.

Service
A	lot	of	people	are	creating	community	by	joining	together	in	their	spare	time

to	contribute	to	the	well-being	of	the	larger	society.
Most	of	us	know	about	people	building	homes	for	the	poor	through	programs

like	Habitat	for	Humanity.	People	are	even	using	their	vacations	to	join	programs
that	“make	a	difference.”	Every	year,	Arthur	Frommer,	the	travel	guide	expert,
puts	out	another	edition	of	New	World	of	Travel,	a	book	featuring	“alternative
vacations	that	will	change	your	life.”	New	journals	such	as	Yes!	A	Journal	of
Positive	Futures	and	Hope,	Humanity	Making	a	Difference	are	featuring	people
getting	together	to	make	a	difference.

Electronic	Communities
I	still	refuse	to	think	of	anything	on-line	as	a	real	community.	But	the	question



is,	would	those	shy,	introverted	techies	be	forced	to	go	out	and	talk	if	they	didn’t
have	their	computers?	Or	would	they	just	be	more	isolated?
You	can	always	generate	controversy	by	discussing	community	and

computers.	Some	people	absolutely	love	e-mail	and	say	they	communicate	with
their	friends	and	relatives	in	other	parts	of	the	country	much	more.	Others
comment	that	now	they	don’t	even	talk	to	the	person	in	the	office	next	door
because	they	communicate	on	e-mail.
For	some,	communicating	in	electronic	communities	is	a	safe	place	to	say

things	that	they	can’t	say	to	friends	and	families—the	anonymity	frees	them,	like
talking	to	a	stranger	on	a	train.	But	don’t	we	get	enough	anonymous	talk	as	it	is?
I	can’t	even	keep	up	with	my	real	friends,	so	why	would	I	want	to	take	time
away	from	them	to	chat	with	strangers?
The	challenge,	it	seems	to	me,	is	how	to	get	the	best	of	electronic	community

without	having	it	eat	up	all	of	our	time	so	that	we	have	no	time	for	anything	else.
One	school	reported	that	kids	were	coming	to	counselors	because	they	were
spending	too	much	time	on	the	Internet	and	it	was	disrupting	the	other	parts	of
their	lives.
For	me,	the	Internet	was	mostly	irritating	and	boring,	until	I	got	involved	with

the	many	social-action	web	sites	on	the	World	Wide	Web.	Here	is	the	hope	for
me—electronic	democracy.	As	our	institutions	get	bigger	and	bigger	and
corporations	take	over	more	and	more	broadcasting	stations,	this	may	be	a	way
to	take	back	people’s	power.	In	the	activist	web	sites	you	can	not	only	get
information	on	social	and	environmental	issues,	you	can	communicate	directly
to	your	senators	and	representatives	by	e-mail.

Re-Creating	Democracy
Ultimately,	we	won’t	change	things	in	our	world	until	we	change	the	system

of	domination,	until	we	re-create	democracy.	And	we	won’t	make	a	dent	on	the
system	of	domination	until	people	learn,	really	learn,	how	to	be	equals.	And	of
course,	you	learn	by	experiencing.	Unless	we	have	that	experience	of	day	after
day	being	treated	with	respect,	affection,	and	dignity,	we	will	accept	our
culture’s	idea	that	some	people	are	better	than	others.	We	will	accept	people
degrading	us	or	being	rude	to	us,	or	not	listening	to	us.
Unless	we	give	people	the	feeling	that	their	voice	is	important,	that	they	have

the	right	to	speak	out,	we	will	not	be	able	to	fight	the	dominance	of	the	corporate



system	and	we	will	be	unable	to	save	either	people	or	the	planet.
It	is	the	experience	of	community	that	leads	to	the	re-creation	of	democracy.

Excerpt	from	“Building	Community”	as	submitted	from	The	Circle	of	Simplicity	by	Cecile	Andrews.
Copyright	©	1997	by	Cecile	Andrews.	Reprinted	by	permission	of	HarperCollins	Publishers,	Inc.



Winter	Solstice	at	the	Moab	Slough

by	Terry	Tempest	Williams

Terry	Tempest	Williams	was	born	in	1955.	She	grew	up	within
sight	of	the	Great	Salt	Lake,	where	her	grandmother,	Mimi,	would
take	her	to	the	bird	refuge.	These	early	experiences	instilled	in	her
a	profound	and	lasting	awe	for	the	natural	world,	a	rich	and
recurring	theme	in	all	her	writing.	As	she	says,	“I	am	a	woman
whose	ideas	have	been	shaped	by	the	Colorado	Plateau	and	the
Great	Basin…These	ideas	are	then	sorted	out	through	the	prism	of
Mormon	culture”	(in	which	Williams	was	raised).	Williams	states
that	“every	opportunity	I	find	to	be	in	nature	is	a	worship	for	me…
sometimes,	just	partaking	in	the	glory	of	nature	propels	me,	and
feeds	my	curiosity.”

With	degrees	in	Biology	and	Environmental	Education,	Williams
worked	for	ten	years	as	Naturalist-in-Residence	at	the	University
of	Utah’s	Museum	of	Natural	History.	Williams	lives	in	Salt	Lake
City	with	her	husband.	Her	published	work	includes	Desert
Quartet	(1995),	An	Unspoken	Hunger	(1994)	and	Refuge:	An
Unnatural	History	of	Family	and	Place	(1991).	Terry’s
forthcoming	book	is	entitled	The	Woman	Who	Stares	at	Bosch.

Williams	writes,	“…	How	cautious	I	have	become	with	love.	It	is	a
vulnerable	enterprise	to	feel	deeply	and	I	may	not	survive	my
affections.”	As	Wendell	Berry	intoned	(see	“Word	and	Flesh”),	as
Jesus	commanded	when	summarizing	the	law,	now	Terry	Tempest
reminds	us:	in	order	to	embody	a	compassionate	response	to	the
realities	of	today’s	world,	we	must	love.	Must	love	our	neighbors,
those	within	our	community.	In	this	essay,	she	reminds	us	that	our
neighbors	include	not	only	humans	but	other	species	and	even
places	as	well.



∞
It	is	the	shortest	day	of	the	year.	It	is	also	the	darkest.	Winter	Solstice	at	the

Moab	Slough	is	serene.	I	am	here	as	an	act	of	faith,	believing	the	sun	has
completed	the	southern	end	of	its	journey	and	is	now	contemplating	its	return
toward	light.
A	few	hundred	miles	south,	the	Hopi	celebrate	Soyalangwul,	“the	time	to

establish	life	anew	for	all	the	world.”
At	dawn,	they	will	take	their	prayer	sticks,	pahos,	to	a	shrine	on	the	edge	of

the	mesa	and	plant	them	securely	in	the	earth.	The	pahos,	decorated	with
feathers,	will	make	prayers	to	the	sun,	the	moon,	the	fields,	and	the	orchards.
These	prayer	feathers	will	call	forth	blessings	of	health	and	love	and	a	fullness	of
life	for	human	beings	and	animals.
And	for	four	days,	the	Hopi	will	return	to	their	shrine	and	repeat	the	prayers	of

their	hearts.
My	heart	finds	openings	in	these	wetlands,	particularly	in	winter.	It	is	quiet

and	cold.	The	heat	of	the	summer	has	been	absorbed	into	the	core	of	the
redrocks.	Most	of	the	150	species	of	birds	that	frequent	these	marshes	have
migrated.	Snowy	egrets	and	avocets	have	followed	their	instincts	south.	The
cattails	and	bulrushes	are	brittle	and	brown.	Sheets	of	ice	become	windowpanes
to	another	world	below.	And	I	find	myself	being	mentored	by	the	land	once
again,	as	two	great	blue	herons	fly	over	me.	Their	wingbeats	are	slow,	so	slow
they	remind	me	that,	all	around,	energy	is	being	conserved.	I	too	can	bring	my
breath	down	to	dwell	in	a	deeper	place	where	my	blood-soul	restores	to	my	body
what	society	has	drained	and	dredged	away.
Even	in	winter,	these	wetlands	nourish	me.
I	recall	the	last	time	I	stood	here	near	the	Solstice—June	1991.	The	Moab

Slough	was	christened	the	Scott	M.	Matheson	Wetland	Preserve.	The	Nature
Conservancy	set	aside	over	eight	hundred	acres	in	the	name	of	wildness.
A	community	gathered	beneath	blue	skies	in	celebration	of	this	oasis	in	the

desert,	this	oxbow	of	diversity	alongside	the	Colorado	River.	A	yellow	and	white
tent	was	erected	for	shade	as	we	listened	to	our	elders.
“A	place	of	renewal…”	Mrs.	Norma	Matheson	proclaimed	as	she	honored	her

husband,	our	governor	of	Utah,	whose	death	and	life	will	be	remembered	here,
his	name	a	touchstone	for	a	conservation	ethic	in	the	American	West.
“A	geography	of	hope…”	Wallace	Stegner	echoed.	“That	these	delicate	lands



have	survived	the	people	who	exploited	this	community	is	a	miracle	in	itself.”
We	stood	strong	and	resolute	as	neighbors,	friends,	and	family	witnessed	the

release	of	a	red-tailed	hawk.	Wounded,	now	healed,	we	caught	a	glimpse	of	our
own	wild	nature	soaring	above	willows.	The	hawk	flew	west	with	strong,	rapid
wingbeats,	heartbeats,	and	I	squinted	in	the	afternoon	sun,	following	her	with	my
eyes	until	she	disappeared	against	the	sandstone	cliffs.
Later,	I	found	a	small	striated	feather	lying	on	the	ground	and	carried	it	home,

a	reminder	of	who	we	live	among.
D.	H.	Lawrence	writes,	“In	every	living	thing	there	is	a	desire	for	love,	for	the

relationship	of	unison	with	the	rest	of	things.”
I	think	of	my	own	stream	of	desires,	how	cautious	I	have	become	with	love.	It

is	a	vulnerable	enterprise	to	feel	deeply	and	I	may	not	survive	my	affections.
Andre	Breton	says,	“Hardly	anyone	dares	to	face	with	open	eyes	the	great
delights	of	love.”
If	I	choose	not	to	become	attached	to	nouns—a	person,	place,	or	thing—then

when	I	refuse	an	intimate’s	love	or	hoard	my	spirit,	when	a	known	landscape	is
bought,	sold,	and	developed,	chained	or	grazed	to	a	stubble,	or	a	hawk	is	shot
and	hung	by	its	feet	on	a	barbed	wire	fence,	my	heart	cannot	be	broken	because	I
never	risked	giving	it	away.
But	what	kind	of	impoverishment	is	this	to	withhold	emotion,	to	restrain	our

passionate	nature	in	the	face	of	a	generous	life	just	to	appease	our	fears?	A	man
or	woman	whose	mind	reins	in	the	heart	when	the	body	sings	desperately	for
connection	can	only	expect	more	isolation	and	greater	ecological	disease.	Our
lack	of	intimacy	with	each	other	is	in	direct	proportion	to	our	lack	of	intimacy
with	the	land.	We	have	taken	our	love	inside	and	abandoned	the	wild.
Audre	Lorde	tells	us,	“We	have	been	raised	to	fear	the	yes	within	ourselves…

our	deepest	cravings.	And	the	fear	of	our	deepest	cravings	keeps	them	suspect,
keeps	us	docile	and	loyal	and	obedient,	and	leads	us	to	settle	for	or	accept	many
facets	of	our	own	oppression.”
The	two	herons	who	flew	over	me	have	now	landed	downriver.	I	do	not

believe	they	are	fearful	of	love.	I	do	not	believe	their	decisions	are	based	on	a
terror	of	loss.	They	are	not	docile,	loyal,	or	obedient.	They	are	engaged	in	a	rich,
biological	context,	completely	present.	They	are	feathered	Buddhas	casting	blue
shadows	on	the	snow,	fishing	on	the	shortest	day	of	the	year.
Pahos.	Prayer	feathers.	Darkness,	now	light.	The	Winter	Solstice	turns	in	us,

turns	in	me.	Let	me	plant	my	own	prayer	stick	firmly	in	the	mud	of	this	marsh.



Eight	hundred	acres	of	wetlands.	It	is	nothing.	It	is	everything.	We	are	a	tribe	of
fractured	individuals	who	can	now	only	celebrate	remnants	of	wildness.	One
red-tailed	hawk.	Two	great	blue	herons.
Wildlands’	and	wildlives’	oppression	lies	in	our	desire	to	control	and	our

desire	to	control	has	robbed	us	of	feeling.	Our	rib	cages	have	been	broken	and
our	hearts	cut	out.	The	knives	of	our	priests	are	bloody.	We,	the	people.	Our	own
hands	are	bloody.
“Blood	knowledge,”	says	D.	H.	Lawrence.	“Oh,	what	a	catastrophe	for	man

when	he	cut	himself	off	from	the	rhythm	of	the	year,	from	his	unison	with	the
sun	and	the	earth.	Oh,	what	a	catastrophe,	what	a	maiming	of	love	when	it	was
made	a	personal,	merely	personal	feeling,	taken	away	from	the	rising	and	setting
of	the	sun,	and	cut	off	from	the	magical	connection	of	the	solstice	and	equinox.
This	is	what	is	wrong	with	us.	We	are	bleeding	at	the	roots…	“
The	land	is	love.	Love	is	what	we	fear.	To	disengage	from	the	earth	is	our	own

oppression.	I	stand	on	the	edge	of	these	wetlands,	a	place	of	renewal,	an	oasis	in
the	desert,	as	an	act	of	faith,	believing	the	sun	has	completed	the	southern	end	of
its	journey	and	is	now	contemplating	its	return	toward	light.
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