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I was sure the killer, however clever, would make a mistake and
leave at least one print.

He was very careful. No signs came in sight. However,
the smooth ground path led to the asphalt and some sand was left
there, carried by the assailant's feet. I looked and found the

branch he had used to strike out his prints, but there was no sign
of a print anywhere. How was he smart enough to wipe out his
prints? Had he been hained to do it?

I stood by the roadside as trucks and cars sped by and
wept. A trucker leaned on his horn as he passed within inches of
where I stood weeping. Cinders flew up to sting my face. I instinc-
tively raised my hands to protest. "No!" I lashed out with my fists
toward the truck, now hundreds of feet down the road. "You did
it. You killed him."

He hadn't of course, but I had to direct my frustration
somewh ere. The boy was dead. Wasted. While trucks plied their

hade noisily up and down the highway. They seemed to disturb
no one but me. Not even the birds were alarmed. They seemed
affected neither by the traffic nor the boy's death. What was hap-
pening to me? Was I the only thing that felt such a sense of revul-

sion? Of course not. The mother would be hurt more deeply than

I could ever imagine. The policeman had to escape the grotesque

scene. I was feeling sorry for myself. I couldn't accept failure.
I had found the boy, but he was not alive. I blamed everyone else
to keep from blaming myself.

The huth is, we were all to blame. Everyone who ever
touched the boy or the environment he grew in. I was disgusted
with myself and the world in which I lived, and I was ashamed to

be a human. All I wanted to do was run. Flee into the wilderness
and live off the land and never associate with another human
being for the rest of my life. I wanted to disclaim any responsibility
for society. I wanted to hide from societal reality and sink into

nature's womb and hibernate till man destroyed himself and the

animals took over again.
"There you are, Tom. We need you for our report." The

sergeant was yelling at me as he walked down the highway.
I looked up and saw a dozen police cars lining the road. How
long had they been there? We walked back into the grove toward
the body. The birds had gone to sleep. Only the sounds of racing
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trucks and automobiles competed with the muffled whispering of
the men working busily about the boy's body. Why do we whisper
in the presence of death?

Epilogue
I will neuer see a birch that I won't enuision a sandy-haired boy
climbing and swinging for joy. Launching his body . . . willowy
strong, from its uppermost trunk, kicking joyously to the ground.

There is hope for me in those birches. They are for
me a reminder of what pain exfsfs midst the jcy when we run
amok-when we forget the birches and the joy of being one with
our earth.

I will try to change this land and her people. I will teach
what I haue learned and trust that someday we might all be
"sr,uingers of btrche.s. . . ."





part two

PARKRANGER
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7/Pork Ranger

Haue you euer been in the wilderness? Haue you euer been in a
place fhaf is so fsolote d that it would take you doys, euen if you
knew the way, to walk out and f ind another human being? Haue
you euer been completely alone in the wilderness, otooy from all
other people and all the sounds of ciuilization? When you haue
been able to sit for hours and listen to the natural sounds about
you blend with your breathing and heartbeot?

lf you haue, then you know that the rhythm ot' nqture is
different lrom that of man.It fs sloru er and uery steadq. lt' you stop
your car by the roadside and try to listen to the sounds, other than
those of the noisy highway, and take your heartbeat, you will
realize how out of sync, out of rhythm you are, because ot' the
tension you experience on the road. Your heartbeat will be much
too fast. But get away from the hustle of the highway and relax in
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the Great Spfrit 's wilderne.ss, ond see your part in it, and you will
begin to sense the slow, steady rhythm of eternity that exfsts oll
around you. And the chances are uery good that your heartbeat
will slow to keep pace with the world around you.

We liue much too t'ast. Faster than we were meant to
Iiue, and it takes its toll. lf you sif in a forest and think about the
sfock market, you'll be out of place and neuer experience the
relaxation and greater sense of peace that is auailable if you listen
to the cricket and watch the sun t'all through the leaues or smell
the rich natural odor of rotting leaues.

I have been where man seldom goes and have experienced a
oneness with my surroundings that brings with it the greatest
sense of peace that anyone can imagine outside of church.

There was a period in my life when I traveled the coun-
try, living off the land and visiting our National Parks. I spent
weeks at a time deep within our natural wilderness areas, enjoy-
ing the beauty and variety of life that it has been set aside for. All I
took on this journey was a blanket roll and my favorite knife.
Because I was hitchhiking, it was a folding buck and not one of
my handmade sheath knives. I would never pick up a hitchhiker
who was wearing a sheath, although they are quite popular and
many truckers are wearing them today. I was trekking to enjoy
and didn'tfeel as if I wanted to encounter any resistance because
of my appearance. I have a rule that I have tried to live by. When
I am in the woods, I will wear what is the least alien to that envi-
ronment. Hence, I'll often wear buskskins or a loincloth, but
most often just a wool shirt and jeans. The shirt will be a plaid for
camouflage purposes. A deer can discern solid colors, but the
plaid will break you up enough to stand undetected, if you remain
perfectly stil l, in the middle of a field.

When I traveled across the country, I dressed just that
way. I didn't try to draw attention to myself or make a statement
through my trappings. That's the way of the white man. The
Indian would wear fancy dress only during a ceremony, when it
meant som€thing. He didn't run naked because he thought it
would shock someone or offend someone with whom he dis-
agreed. I could have wandered about the counhy in my buck.
skins and have everyone think that I was some sort of an eccen-
tric, but that wasn't the purpose of my wanderings. I traveled to
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observe, not to be observed, and I was as interested in all the
people I met as I was in the wilderness I explored, but that, as
they say, is another story.

There was one wilderness area in which I spent quite a
good deal of time and impressed me enough to write about it.
There are two reasons I remember it so vividly. The first reason is
that I experienced a great storm there and had a great truth
revealed to me through it. The second reason is that I discovered
why the wilderness, and nature itself, is so difficult for most peo-
ple to understand. I hope you'll be able to discover with me
through this porhayal the truths that so impressed me. ['m calling
this part "Park Ranger."

"You're going backpacking into this wilderness area with no back-
pack, no sleeping bag, no food, and no weapon?"

"That's right." I smiled at the ranger who had been ques-
tioning me for an hour.

"l don't suppose you have a hunting license?" He was
looking for some excuse to keep me out of this wilderness area.
He couldn't believe what he was hearing.

I answered politely, "No, because I don't expect to
kill anything."

"Excuse me for asking, but what are you going to eat?"
"ln this specific wilderness area, there are over a thou-

sand edible plants," I began my canned lecture. "Of course that
number is greatly reduced because of the time of the year, but
there's still plenty."

"You a vegetarian?" He reached for a cigarette.
"No, but at times I feel that I shouldn't take life. This is

one of those times." I added, "l might even fast a day or two."
"Are you some kind of religious freak?" His match

burned blue white, and a tiny sliver of smoke curled away from it
and disappeared.

"Not really, though my beliefs are somewhat Indian
in nature."

He shook his head and took a long hard drag on his
cigarette. "l've never met anyone like you. Lots of kids want to
hike back in this area and aren't prepared, but after I tell them
what they can expect, they are usually discouraged."

"Sir, I don't discourage easily. Besides, I know exactly
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what to expect. That's why I'm not taking a weapon and am not
going to eat any meat."

"How's that?" He was curious.
"lt 's hunting season!" I answered as if everyone would

realize the truth of what I was going to say. "l want to see animals.
They'll be avoiding any man with a weapon. If I don't have a
weapon, the animals will know that I come in peace and mean
them no harm, and won't hide from me."

"You talk as if the animals were human." He avoided
my eyes.

"They're not human, but they are our brothers." I rein-
forced my point with a finger directed at the park ranger.

"Listen, kid, if you come across a grizzly who's mean
and hungry, don't tty any of that brother stuff on him, or you'll
end up in your brother's stomach." He coughed on some smoke.

"l don't think so, but if I did, that would be all right. It 's
better than rotting in the ground somewhere doing no one
any good."

He finished his cigarette and crushed it under the heel of
his boot. "l know that you are determined to go into this area, but
I feel it's my duty to forbid you enhance. I know these mountains
and the weather herc. It's a time of storms. The sun can be shin-
ing one minute, and you'll be in the middle of a blizzard the next.
You could die in these mountains. If that ever happened, I'd
never be able to forgive myself."

"You let the hunters go," I argued.
"Only with experienced guides and with horses, kid."
I knew I had lost. He wouldn't let me into the area, but I

offered one last plea. "l don't know what I can say to convince
you that I'm capable of surviving up there in any weather and
with any animals."

"Nothing. Just do us both a favor and drop it. You're a
nice kid, but you're no Indian. You'd die in there."

I shrugged. "Okay."
"That's better." He smiled and reached for another

cigarette, offered one to me" I declined.
That night I left a note on his door that explained the

way I would be going into the Wilderness Area and the way I
would be coming out. I told him that I did not know exactly how
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long I would stay or where I could wander, but would probably
come out soon after the first big snowfall. I also told him that I
could bring him a gift from our brother.

I knew that he would try to find me the first day, so I
found a very thickbriarpatch, climbed into it, and waited. He was
soon riding up the hail I had followed. I could hear him for min-
utes before I saw him. He was making so much noise that a rabbit
jumped into the briars to hide with me. He wouldn't see the rabbit
either, I thought. His horse stopped on the trail just a few feet
from where I lay. He looked all about him, across the fields and
ahead into the mountains. He never looked down into the briars.
Most people don't. They look for what they want to see, but fail to
see most of what is all around them.

I had been in hiding from rangers before. I had lived for
weeks right under their noses, and they never knew that I was
there. Why? Because they see only what they want to see. The
tragedy is they are well-educated. They can name the scientific
Latin names of the plant life, they know many of the habits of the
animals. They even love the wilderness. They revere nature and
fight to preserve it, but most of them don't understand its soul.
They don't relate to nature personally, but scientifically.

This ranger couldn't see any sign of me. I hadn't walked,
like most campers, leaving a stream of messages of my presence.
I didn't break branches or carry a walking stick and hack at the
weeds. I didn't drop cigarettes on the trail or gum wrappers. I
didn't kick at big rocks or shuffle through piles of leaves, disturb-
ing the grubs. He would have expected to overtake me on the
hail because most hikers would get tired and sit for a rest. But I
didn't do any of these things, and I think he felt that my note had
been a bluff. He turned his horse and rode back toward the
entrance of the park. I wondered if he would be waiting for me at
the place I told him I would be coming out?
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I had been wandering for four doys through the Wtlderness Area

in Montana. The weather was turning colder. The foliage had

turned, and much of rt had fallen. When I walked, I left my prints

on nature's Oriental rug. I had been following a ridge line on the

main trail and stopped where a smaller trail led down into a tiny

ualley.

The first set of prints I saw heading down the trail made me realize

that I would be descending into the valley before long. A bobcat

had walked down the trail the night before. Lynx rut'us,l thought.

I'm going to follow you to your den if I have to track you twenty-

five miles. I was excited to have found the tracks of this rare cat.

At first, I didn't believe my eyes. I thought someone's cat had

gone wild, but I'd never seen a cat print this big. They were two
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inches long, and registered thirteen inches apart, and were made
by an animal that weighed at least twenty-five pounds.

It was not an easy track. The ground was covered with
leaves and was very rocky. However, I was able to deduce where
the cat would go and so would go to that spot, search, and usual-
ly find at least a partial print to go by.

By the time I had arrived on the floor of the valley, it was
late afternoon. The cat had stopped at the stream that ran down
the center of this gorge for a drink. Now which way would a bob-
cat go? I looked across the stream, but saw no sign on the
opposite bank where the cat might have climbed or jumped. It
probably stayed on the rocks along the stream, hoping to come
on sorne small animal fishing or taking a drink. But which way
would this cat have wandered?

When you can't see, f.eel." The words of Stalking Wolf
came to me as I knelt beside the stream. I cupped some of the
cold water in my hand and drank. "lf lwere a cat, where would I
go?" I sniffed the air for some clues. The air was damp and full of
the smell of pine and rotting leaves. I l istened hard against the
sounds of the forest and stream. The grosbeak and siskin spoke to
me. The red squirrel scolded. A trout jumped. Somewhere far
upstream a sound came through. It was a sound of water falling.

At that moment I felt l ike heading upstream. I did. I
walked into the most dazzling experience I could ever imagine.
What I saw made me forget the bobcat. I had wandereid into a
natural cathedral.

I fell to my knees and cried. They were tears of joy and
awe, respect and gratitude. The sunlight angled down through
the tall pines and diffused into a pattern of shadow and light on
the rocks and water pools that would shame any man-made
mosaic. The birdsongs of redpoll, goldfinch, siskin, junco, gros-
beak, and tanager fil led the air with a cacophony of music. My
spirit soared.

A rainbow formed in the mist thrown up by the waterfall.
The giant pines created a canopy a hundred feet from the valley
floor and supported the blue-green sky.

There is a creation story told by the Kato Indians that
begins, "He stood ,p pines along his way. He placed yellow
pines. Far away he placed them." These words came to my mind
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as I knelt on hard rock and watched the sun set softly through the
tall pines, yellow like candlelight. No cathedral constructed by
man's hands could ever be this perfect. I worshipped, fasted, and
meditated there for three days. I will never forget the experience.

In the morning, early, before the first light, elk would
come to drink from the pools. I would watch them come single
file to the water's edge and drink while one kept watch. They had
already begun to turn grayish-brown, and their manes were grow-
ing longer for the winter. One of the calves still had light spots. It
must have been born late. They were such a proud animal that I
couldn't imagine how man could have exterminated them in the
eastern states.

I would go next to the pool. I would lie down on a flat
rock near the falls and douse my head full in the water. I would
drink my fill and then roll onto my back to watch the sun rise in
the cathedral. The first light was ushered in by a pine grosbeak's
sweet warble. As the gray turned slowly golden, a thousand bird-
songs would herald the sun. Each dawn was more magnificent
than the previous had been. I was each time overwhelmed by its
beauty. I would lie there, arms outshetched, and welcome the
new day. The second day I filled my hands with seeds and fed the
choir of birds who were supplying the cathedral's music. Many
birds came that day, but when I spread seeds about the rock the
next day, hundreds came. I was surrounded by them. A red
crossbill nibbled pine seeds from my hand and thanked me with
itsToo-tee song. Every bird whose song t had heard came to par-
take of the grain offerings.

Later in the morning the red squirrel would sally forth,
and his friend the least chipmunk would join him. Sometimes a
muskrat would poke its head above the water's surface to liriten to
the squirrels' chatter. I would lie concealed by the flat rock and
watch them eat and drink of the cool water.

The red fox came silently to the sheam from above the
falls. But he was not looking for game. He did not sniff at the
ground or follow the scent of the squirrel or the snowshoe or the
chipmunk. He stopped for a brief instant on the flat rock beside
me and looked up at the sunlight. Golden rays made his red coat
shine with an ethereal brilliance. He turned and went out the way
he had entered.lt was as if he had comeherc to give thanks.
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The sunset brought a weasel, a skunk, and a red-backed
mouse. I lay breathless every evening to see if the weasel would
cross the stream and take the mouse. He didn't. There was
something about this place that made kill ing in it impossible. [t
was a good-medicine place, but more than that, it was holy
ground, and every living thing that entered this place sensed its
difference and respected it.

I had discovered a natural cathedral, where peace was a
way of life. I felt good there. Too good. I could spend the rest of
my life there, enveloped in awesome peacefulness. There, the
concept that the earth and all it produced and nurtured was holy,
was real. I felt it. I was it. I heard it. It was hue. What could draw
me away from this place?

Hunger.
I fasted three days. Although I was completely relaxed

and content, I was beginning to feel a little weak. What was I to
do? I had no desire to kill any of the other worshippers in this
sacred place, but I knew that I had to eat. I could forage, but
again I had no desire to disturb the perfect harmony that sur-
rounded me. I decided to leave in the morning.

The screech and great horned, both, roosted high in the
pines and called the forest to prayer at night. These territorial
birds shared this place. I had shared it also and must move on.
Perhaps that is the way it was meantto be. Perhaps no man could
spend his entire life in such a place. The spirit, after all, is at home
in the body, and the body needs sustenan ce. I answered the owls'
call and thanked the Great Spirit for my good fortune. Three days
of perfect peace. It was more than some experience in a lifetime.

I rose before the grosbeak called, before the elk
descended to the sheam. I wanted to take my leave in silence and
alone. I moved toward the stream and was startled by a shadowy
form standing on the rock where I had spent the last three days.
Its eyes met mine and seemed to recognize me. Yes, that was the
feeling I received from its gaze-recognition. Then it turned and
bounded off toward the falls. "Lynx rut'us," I whispered, "you led
me here."

I followed the bobcat up and out of the tiny valley into
the gray morning just as the grosbeak sang. The golden light
came earlier this morning as I climbed through fir, pine, spruce,
and larch. It would be a good duy.
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g/The Soul of a Tree

My fire uos smoll, Iike the lndians used. Stolking WoA soid, "The
white men builds a big fire and sifs /or away. The lndian builds a
small fire and sifs close ." I had my blanket wrapped about my
shoulders and almost around the fire. As if died down, I would
encompass it wffh the blanket and let the heat of the cools warm
me as I slept squatting. I had done this before, but only when it
was uery cold. The t'irst time I tried it, I slumped to one side in my
sleep, and my blanket smoldered. Stolking WoA stamped on it
before it became a flame. This time he dtdn't laugh. "Don't try it
until you can sleep the whole night in squat without falling."
Then and there I decided not ta use this method to keep warm
unless it wss an emergency and unless there roos som eone awake
on watch.

I was alone, and there was no emergency. I just wanted to warm
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myself before I crawled into my leaf hut for the night. This had
been a peaceful time for me, and I was reminiscing about my
childhood and the many evenings I spent with Rick and Stalking
Wolf around the campfire at our good-medicine cabin. This
helped me remember.

It had been a cool day but sunny. I had come across the
tracks of about fifteen pack horses and their riders. They were
heading north along a ridge I had explored two days earlier. They
were hunters searching for elk. They would find none up the
valley they were headed toward. The elk had pastured there a
week before, but had moved west over the mountain to a tender
aspen grove. I doubt if these hunters would climb the mountain to
look for them. Most of these pack-animal hunters just scan the
opposite ridges, looking for browsing elk, and then hy to stalk
close enough through some very rugged terrain to get a shot.
Theirs is no easy task, because the elk have excellent senses, and
most of these hunters make a devil of a racket climbing down
through thick underbrush and up over rocks in order to get a clear
shot. I can't say I'm unhappy about that, and as I studied the
hoofprints, I wondered if they had enough provisions to keep
them going until they found some elk. I hoped not, and I think I
was right, because I didn't hear any shots that day, and that night
the storm struck.

In the middle of my dream I became aware of the
absence of sound. It is unusual to have no sound in the woods.
The screech owl that worked this part of the mountain was silent.
The mice weren't scurrying with the chipmunks, and the wind
wasn't soughing through the dried leaves. [t was quiet and warm.
There was little moon, and the weather had been generally
cloudy, and so the blackness of the night wasn't unusual, but the
stillness and the warmth were. "lt's a storm." I knew it instinctively
before I said it aloud to myself.

There was a giant oak beside my leaf hut. The reason I
had constructed the hut at its base was because the lndians had
always considered the oak a sacred tree and often had tribal cere-
monies beneath it. To me the oak with its deep root system,
reaching far into Mother Earth, and its hardness was good
medicine. It gave me a sense of security to be near it and a sense
of timelessness. This night it seemed to beckon me into its out-
spread branches.
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I climbed high into its branches and secured my right
arm to the trunk with my belt. I was going to ride the oak through
the storm and hopefully discover its soul in the process. What
happened to me that night was a miracle of no less proportions
than Constantine's vision of the cross in the sky.

The storm that hit the mountains that night had winds of
hurricane force, and the rain at times was driven parallel to the
mountain. In the blue light of almost constant bursts of lightning, I
saw hees pulled up by the roots and blown across the ravine. One
small tree broken in half by the wind was driven into a pine like
some spear thrown by a giant. The lightning struck all around me,
and the wind howled like a pack of wolves and went on through
the night till just before dawn.

All during the storm I clung to the hee with all my
strength and felt it twist and sway in my grip. It spoke as it fought
against the swirling winds and held on tight to its mother with its
miles of roots. "l have met you before, mighty wind. When I was
a sapling, gou raced over this mountain and tore at my father's
trunk and almost toppled him. His mighty weight shielded me.
Again when I was young, you came without warning when my
branches were heavy with leaves and green fruit and the squirrels
were playing at my teet; and then you took a limb from me and
with it my youth. You returned many times and broke my branches
and gave me a gnarled look, but you have never taken me from
my mother or stopped my groping for the sky by taking my upper
body. I have been bent and twisted but never broken or uprooted,
and I won't give in this time either." The tree creaked and groaned
and lost a limb, but it never gave

Grasping the trunk with my face pressed into the gray
bark, I could see the water as it ran in rushing rivers down the
hee's side, following the contours of the bark. The texture
changed as did the color when the bee was wet. The gray be-
came an almost determined black, and it softened to the touch and
became more pliable. It didn't bruise as easily when hit by flying
debris. Instead it would dent.

Its leaves, brown and ready to fall, took flight that night,
and filled the air around me like a swarm of gnats. The wind
seemed to swirl around the tree as if it had a personal vendetta
against this oak, causing the leaves to be whipped about like a
small tornado. They lashed at my body and head and cut at my
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arms and ankles. In the morning, when the winds had died down
and there was enough light to see, the oak stood naked save for
one trembling leaf in jeans and plaid wool clinging to its upper
trunk.

When I looked down, what I saw brought gooseflesh
alive up and down my back. The large branch that had been
broken from the oak had fallen butt end, straight through the leaf
hut I had slept in the past two nights. If I had stayed there, I would
surely have been killed.

The Indians tell a story about a great battle between the
Good Spirit and the Evil Spirit. The Good Spirit wins, but the Evil
Spirit, who must live in a cave and never see the sun, continues
to send demons to the surface of the earth to harm man and
disrupt nature. This wind seemed to be attacking this very oak to
which I clung, and there was a moment, when the rain was driv-
ing hard into my face and the lightning was striking close, that I
felt as if it were attacking me. But the oak twisted and spoke to me
at that moment, and I smiled in the knowledge that this oak that
was sacred to the Indian was also my friend.

That night in the hee made me understand the oak more
than any book. I didn't know her exact age, but I knew she was
old. I learned the sounds she makes when a wind of over a hun-
dred knots whips at her branches. I know what her wood sounds
like when it is broken green from her ancient body. I know the
color she turns as she soaks the rain into her thick skin, and the
odor she emits from her wet bark. I know her fully clothed,
changing, and naked, and I have seen her bleed. That night in
the tree I realized how our ancestors could worship her in their
anthropomorphic wdy, because that night I discovered that she
had a soul.

The soul of a tree is not like the soul of a human being. It
is its personality. The willow has a soulthat cries for man. The ash
has a soul that laughs. The birch has a prlre soul, the pine is gen-
tle, the dogwood innocent, the aspen fickle, the sweet gum sultry,
the beech enchanting, the redwood majestic.

The oak has a sacred soul. [t is strong and protective.
The oak is a friend to man. The gallant way it stands against the
elements is an inspiration, and I honestly feel that she spoke to
me that night and beckoned me to come into her branches for
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protection against the forces. I believe she saved my life. Call it in-
stinct if you care to, or call it intuition, or a sixth sense that
registered in my subconscious the fact that there was a weak limb
fifty feet over my hut, or call it luck. I call it a miracle.

The night of the storm, I learned all about a tree. The
following day I learned about myself.

I asked myself a lot of questions that were not easy to
answer. why had I climbed the tree? why wasn't I killed? what
am I supposed to do now-now that I have realized I had been
spared? Would this experience change my life? What was there
left for me to do or experience for which I had been saved? To me
there is no coincidence in this life. Everything has a purpose, and
therefore every action or lack of it has a purpose. Most people
would squash a tiny insect without realizing that it is a vital link in
the food chain that allows them to live. We are learning more and
more the interdependency of all life. We see how an insecticide in
the fields of lowa affect the fish in the Gulf of Mexico. We are all
related, and nothing is complete without the other. We are all
essentially one huge organism like the cells of a large body, each
doing our job to keep the whole alive and well.

I climbed down out of the tree and pulled what re-
mained of the leaf hut apart in order to get my blanket: The limb
of the oak had pierced it through. Again I thanked the Great
Spirit for my safety, for my escape. Again I was reassured that my
life-style of following instinct, my sixth sense, was valid.

The trail north was the one I followed that day. I was
curious as to what might have happened to the pack hain. I didn't
try to follow their trail. It would have been difficult at best after the
storm of the previous night, but not impossible. Instead I figured
that they would have traveled straight up the valley to a pass that
ran between the giant mountains to the east and out of the park.
After that storm, I was sure that they would be anxious to get out
of these mountains.

It was a clear cool day with abreeze out of the west that
came down from the mountain carrying my scent before it into
the valley. The hail was littered with leaves and branches, but
every so often I spotted a print of an animal that had been caught
away from its burrow by the storm and was hurrying home before
it was discovered-like some husband who lost hack of the time
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at a poker game and is trying to sneak in before his wife discovers

what time it is.
The prints of a striped skunk were headed north with me

along this trail. He would stop momentarily to look around and

sniff the air, but he was quite intent on getting to his hole. I

guessed it would be down the mountain toward the stream- Once

he stopped to dig by the trailfor some insects. I suppose he didn't

have much time last night to hunt. I was right. When he left the

trail, he headed on an elk run down into the valley and, I hope,

safety. A skunk abroad during the day is easy prey for fox,

cougar, or even a hungrY bear.
Suddenly there was a sound similar to an explosive

alarm clock coming from the pines above me. [t was a red squir-

rel. Something must be coming. I looked up the elk run and saw a

group of cows being led by an antlered bull down the mountain to

graze in some of the lowland pasture. If only the hunting party

had been here, they would have had a chance at a kill. I wonder

how anyone could kill such a magnificent animal. This male was

at least 700 pounds and proud with his dark maned neck stretch-

ing to catch the scent and lead his herd to a safe feeding ground'

He looked back up the mountain for a moment, and at that

instant I moved back. First out of his line of vision, and then to a

spot where I might conceal myself and watch them pass closely'

I knew that as toon as they got downwind, my scent would alert

them and send them in a mad dash into the valley'

The spot I chose was right on the run and concealed by

some boulders and small pine hees. I flattened out behind the

rocks and listened as their hooves scraped the rocks in their

descent. They passed me on the run, not ten inches from where

I lay. They are huge animals, especially if you're looking up at

them, so I remained very stil l and careful not to spook them' One

kick from their sharp hoofs could disable a cougar and, I'm sure,

crush my skull. Three females passed me with their young bull'

About ten yards down the run, one of them caught my scent,

gave the alarm, and the race was on.

I was tempted to jump up and run after them down the

mountain, but knew that their great speed would make me look

completely ridiculous. lnstead, I looked up to the pine where the

red squirrel was chewing on a cone and nodded in gratitude'



The Soul of aTiee/777

The fuail was a heasure-trove of tracks. Every animal on
the mountain must be out repairing or exploring what damage
had been caused by the storm. It was exciting to see the prints of
porcupine and fox and deer mice crossing each other. I laughed,
thinking of the Keystone Kops running in and out of hotel doors,
chasing themselves and some criminal. The fox was like that,
crisscrossing the trail numerous times in pursuit of som e prey-
a mouse or red squirrel. I don't believe he was very successful.

At one point on the trail, I saw the prints of a black bear.
It niust have been five feet long and, judging by the depth of his
paw prints, 320 pounds. He was the only animal heading up the
mountain. Must have passed the storm in the valley and was
heading over the mountain where it might be safer. Why didn't he
stay where he was? There was plenty of food here.

I had almost forgotten. The hunting party! They must
have gone off the trail and into the valley to camp. I decided to
backtrack the bear and see if my assumption was correct.

what I found was interesting indeed. The bear and the
hunters had spent the night not twenty yards from each other. I'm
glad that most hunters are inept at finding game. It gives the
animals better-than-average chance in the woods. On the plains,
or in an open area, it is another story. There, all a hunter needs is
a good pair of field glasses and a steady hand. The rifles that are
used today can fell an elk at five hundred yards. That's almost too
far for the animal to be able to scent.

This bear woke up early and headed in the opposite way
the hunters were moving. He followed their trail up the moun-
tain. I wished I had been here to see the show. Hunters rustling
around, trying to clean up their camp from the storm, not notic-
ing a 300-pound bear sneaking off up the mountain. one thing
did impress me. They were making good time. Too good to
notice the raccoon who had sat on a rock and watched them ride
by. Too good to notice the owl at the base of a pine or the screech
owl which sat high up in the branches and slept the day away.
Too good to stop and watch the hout teed, or notice the way the
red squirrel placed mushrooms on tree branches to dry for its
winter feasts.

These hunters were good woodsmen. They were clean
and careful, but because they had come to kill, they were alien.
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They missed the essential beauty of this great wilderness area. I'm

sure they noticed the mountains and valleys, and could

experience the sunsets the same as anyone, but they missed

the majority of the abundant animal life that surrounded them

constantly.
I came to this wilderness to experience all that it had to

offer. I wanted to observe its wildlife and taste its wild grasses. I

wanted to sleep under her stars and feel her rain and snow on my

face. I wanted to track her game and watch her birds of prey hunt

the mountainsides. I came to this wilderness to learn, not to kill.

All I would take from her was the knowledge of her heartbeat not

the rack of a mature bull elk.
I know that in years to come, I will have no trophies

hanging on my den wall. No visual remembrance of my trip to

this wilderness. What I will have, instead, is the knowledge of

what makes this wilderness different from all the others. That is

what I'll be able to relate to my children. I won't be able to tell

them how I sighted through the scope of my 357 magnum Win-

chester and felled a mighty elk with one shot at four hundred

yards. I can only tell them that a herd passed ten inches from my

nose, and they smelled wet and sour. I can only tell of the grunts

they made to each other as they made their way down the moun-

tain, like the grunts of acknowledgement I make when my son

points out something interesting to me.
Life in this wilderness area was abundant beyond belief.

I have never seen such a variety of life and so much of it. There

wete raccoons, woodchuck, red bats, and white-tailed rabbit. My

time there was meaningful. Up to this time t had discovered a

natural cathedral and experienced the soul of an oak. I had come

so close to an elk that I could have touched it and had avoided

death by choosing a night of danger in a tree.lt was, you might

say, satisfying.
The group of hunters traveled on. I gave up my pursuit.

The area was too interesting to let it pass without a more

thorough investigation. I stayed in this area by the stream for

three days until the first snowfall, before I decided it was time to

be heading on.
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10/My Brother the Grizzly
I woke one morning, crawled out of my leaf hut into six inches of
snow. It had t'allen softly the night bet'ore and blanketed the area
white and sparkling in the morning sun. Tro cks of chipmunk, rab-
bit, squirrel, and raccoon crfsscross ed the clearing in front ol ^y
hut. Seeing all those tracks and not an animal in sight made me
realize just how late I was getting up. A gray jay in a nearby pine
scolded me for sleeping so late.

More snow than I had expected fell that night. There was well
over a foot of new snow accumulated, and it was still falling.
However, its quiet beauty more than made up for the difficulty of
havel its depth might impose. Snow falls lightly for me, even in a
blizzard.lt comforts my spirit as it covers me and my Mother Earth
with its feathery comforter. Snow does not chill me. It does not
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make me cold. Rather it is an insulation, like so many down

feathers. Snow falls and flows through me, filling me with a sense

of pureness. All things are equal under the snow. All are one-

one color, one brilliance in the sun. All covered, protected as if

the Great Spirit tossed a giant quilt over His creation to protect it

from the icy northern winds.
snow is an excellent insulation. Ask any Eskimo. [f the

snow kept coming, I would make a shelter from it. Though taken

by the snow's hypnotic dance on the light air that was getting ever

shonger, I knew that I must be rnoving on. To insure an easier

passage, I cut some saplings and began to conshuct a pair of

crude but effective snowshoes.
I cut the saplings which were about an inch round into

four two-and-a-half-foot lengths. These would be the side bars for

the snowshoes. I always carried lengths of leather about my waist

for just such emergencies. I cut some and tied the ends of the

saplings, after a little carving, to form the outline of my snow-

shoes. I cut some shorter pieces to use as crossbars and lashed

them securely to the side pieces. I was careful to use the longer

and sturdier pieces where the greatest weight of the foot would be

placed. It looked much like a conventional snowshoe when I was

iinishnd. The pair I left in New Jersey had leather stretched and

sewn over it to give it yet more strength, but I didn't have any

leather. Instead, I used pine boughs and wove them tightly

between the crossbars. They would help support my weight in the

deep snow, even if they did slow me down. I was happy with my

craft and allowed myself a compliment as I used the last of my

leather ships to lash the snowshoes to my feet and legs. By the

time I finished, the snow had almost stopped falling.

I decided to cut over the mountain instead of following

the main hail. It was the way the bear had gone, avoiding well-

worn paths in order to avoid the hunters. t would do well to

follow the bear, I thought. Off I climbed, though I couldn't have

climbed any higher than I felt. The past couple of weeks had been

enriching. I had experienced a spiritual reawakening. I had been

reaffirmed dozens of times. I had grown. The time spent in these

mountains had been good. I was high.

At the edge of the tree line, before a meadow that

shetched aver the summit of the mountain, I spied a fallen tree. It
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had been blown over, perhaps a year before in a storm long for-
gotten except for this giant fir tree, which points an accusing
finger in the direction the storm had taken and gone. lts root
system was immense. It looked like the ruins of some ancient cas-
tle leaning there brown and white against the gray sky. Some-
where a jay called.

I wondered what kind of a cave that forgotten storm had
created under its roots when it toppled that giant fir. If it was as
large as I figured, it would be an excellent hibernation spot for a
sleepy bear. A grizzly, perhaps. I wondered if I should stop and
say hello to my brother. My mind wandered longer than my legs.
I headed straight for the tree.

When I was twenty yards from it, I quietly removed my
snowshoes and began a very cautious crawl toward the opening
left by the torn-up roots of the fir. If there was a grizzly in there,
and if I ever woke him, I would be my brother's final meal before
his winter nap.

Bears sleep very soundly in hibernation. Small animals
have been known to curl up to them for warmth. The females do
awaken enough to bear their cubs during this time, and some
bears have been known to wander about when they should be
sleeping, but on the whole, they sleep long and hard. I was
counting on this, but was being cautious just in case I should hup-
pen on a light sleeper. All I thought of was the bear-slapping story
Stalking Wolf had told me, which ended in the hagic death of his
boyhood friend.

A deep, heavy breathing coming from under the roots
alerted me. I was so happy I could shout. What kind of a bear
would it be? I bellied over the hunk of the tree and hung my body
over the opening like some fat snake looking for an afternoon
meal. There by the opening was the rump of a grizzly. I remem-
bered my promise to the park ranger to bring him a present from
my brother.

I reached for my knife and wrapped my legs around a
giant root and hung suspended over the opening so that I could
touch the grizzly. With my knife I cut a swatch of hair from his
rump. "Hope you don't catch cold, my brother," I whispered.

The next thing I was doing was tumbling down the op-
posite side of the mountain. I took great strides on my snowshoes
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and leaped high into the air, flipped over, and landed flat on my

back. I did this over and over and laughed till my lungs burned'

I was happy.
That evening I fashioned a necklace of the grizjly hair- It

was shaped around an acorn to syrnbolize the night I spent in the

oak. A necklace from my brother the gtizzly and the oak for my

brother the park ranger. The wind increased and blew drifts

against the trees. I lay warm in my snow hut and dreamed.

It snowed again that night. The branches of the fir and pine

groaned under the weight of the snow. The sun was bright, how-

"u"r. 
and the trees would soon be relieved of their winter bur-

dens. In the snow along the way I spotted the tracks of a weasel'

He was a long-tailed weasel and must have been active just before

dawn. What a mess he'd made of the snow where he was hunt-

ing. His trail showed swift changes of direction, odd loopings,

baiktracking. He was a curious little creature. Where his prints

were clear, they were twin with four toes and a pad that formed a

triangle. These pairs were anywhere from ten to eighteen inches

upuri. This animal used alternately long and short leaps, and

often its hind feet would register on its foreprints.
I followed this little critter's prints till the sun was very

high. Every so often his tail would register in the snow. How I

*i.n"a I had been here the night before to watch this efficient

hunter white against the snow, leap about like a coiled spring in

search of food. He couldn't have been ten inches long or more

than an inch in diameter. Stalking Wolf said they look like a piece

of rope.
I followed his erratic path into a grove of fir and dis-

covered where he had dived into the snow' tunneled for some

twenty feet, and reemerged to go on about his hunting. He was

looking for a rabbit hole he remembered being around here

,o-"pluce, because he did this same thing three times in the

same area. I don't believe he found the hole, however, because

there were no rabbit remains in the vicinity. Some people will

have you believe that weasels sometimes kill for the sheer enioy-

ment of it, but I have never found that to be true.

The weasel loped off deeper into the woods, but I didn't

follow. By the signs of his trail I knew that they had been made at
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about the time of first light, and he would be heading for his den. I
didn't want to disturb his sleep. He had had a difficult night and
had been unsuccessful in his hunt. I turned and headed down the
mountain toward the park ranger's cabin. A rough-legged hawk
soared overhead with its wing tips flared. I shaded my eyes
against the late afternoon sun and watched it spiral upward on an
invisible thermal escalator of rushing air.

Buteo logopus hunts at dawn and at dusk, I thought. I'd
better hurry if I want to reach the cabin before sunset. I wanted to
stay and get a glimpse of the hawk's feathered legs as it lowered its
talons to swoop on a mouse or a lemming, but decided against it.
My days in this wilderness were almost numbered. It was time to
go. I continued -y descent. A shrill squeal that I knew imme-
diately to be the death cry of a deer mouse turned my attention
back toward the hawk. The mouse was silent in death, but the
heavy flapping of the hawk's wings directed my eyes. I saw
the feathers on his legs and below them the limp body of his
evening meal.

The sun was at my back, and I cast a long shadow as I
came over the last rise that led across a broad meadow to the
ranger's cabin. I was excited as most people are when they are
nearing the end of a journey. The birds were flying in great flocks
overhead to their evening roosts. I felt elated, like a soldier com-
ing home from the wars, marching to the music made by a thou-
sand bird voices. I stepped high and lengthened my stride. Snow
was flying everywhere. with my antics and giant shadow, I must
have looked like Big Foot loping down the hill.

The ranger was out with his Irish setter and saw me. I
waved and did a flip in the snow and continued down the hill as if
I were a living snowball. I tumbled over and over. I could hear the
dog barking and the ranger laughing. The bark was friendly.

As I approached the ranger, he said, "l didn't expect to
see you coming out of the woods. I thought you had gone on
your way weeks ago."

"Didn't you believe what I wrote to you?"
"At first I did, but when I rode up the hail and couldn't

find you, I figured you had left the note as a practical joke."
"l saw you when you came after me. I hid beside the

trail, just before the large meadow that runs down to the stream
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and halfway up the mountain. You looked for me in that meadow
and turned back."

"How do you know that?"
"[ told you. I watched you."
"lf you had been there, I would have seen you."
"l was there. Had you turned your horse to the left, you

would have hampled me. I was under a very small bush."
"l would have seen you!" He was like most people. He

couldn't believe that he had missed something that should have
been obvious to him.

"Did you know that a great horned owl hunted here
last night?"

"There's a great horned in the forest across the road, so I
guess that it's possible. But how would I know if it had hunted
here? I sleep at night."

"Come here." I led him about five steps toward the
meadow I had come across and pointed to a depression in the
snow.

He looked down at it and said. "So?"
I knelt and outlined the tail and wing marks of the owl

and then pointed to the talon marks at the center of the picture.
"The owl swooped down on a mouse here last night, after the
snow had stopped falling. He missed the mouse. See the mouse's
frantic steps? He ran under that bush. The owl's body just brushed
the snow here as his wings beat against the wind to break its fall.
Lucky little mouse."

The ranger was convinced. "l walked right by that ten
minutes ago and didn't notice it."

"l know. Herc are the tracks you made then. See how
the wind has worn at the edges ever so lightly? Look at this. The
mouse has been back since you passed here and is in that tree."
The lrish setter was at the base of the tree sniffing wildly.

doubted
about."

"You really know your way around, don't you? I
you at first, but you seem to know what you're talking

I reached inside my shift and pulled out the necklace I
had made and handed it to him.

"What's this?"
"lt's the gift I promised you from my brother."



My Brother the Grizzly / 779

"This is grizzly hair?" He felt it and smelled it. "lt is!
Where did you get this, in a tree where he had rubbed?"

"No, I cut it from his rump as he was sleeping."
He was about to say something, but changed his mind

and just smiled. He was through doubting what I said. He
accepted it, but stood there shaking his head anyway. "There's an
acorn in the middle of this."

"lt's a symbol of good life and good health. My brother
the oak wanted you to have it."

"Now the oak is your brother. You're related to every-
thing, aren't you?

"We all are. Well, I'm going to be on my way." I turned
and headed for the road that led to the main highway. "l'll be see-
ing you. Take good care of the park for us. You've got a big
responsibility."

"Where are you going to stay tonight? It's cold!"
"ls it? I hadn't noticed."
"You noticed," he yelled after me. "You notice every-

thing. You just don't care. Take care." He hesitated a moment
and added, "Brother."

I turned and waved. My brother.

WOODC.HUCK, AL,SO KNO\^/N AS C'ROUNDHOo
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11 /One Yesr of Suruiusl

After Stolking WoU had left for the reseruation, and before I began
a period ol trauel that took me throughout the United States,
I spent a year in the Pine Barrens of New Jersey, completely
isolated from all other people. I had tried dit'ferent jobs and euen
tried college, but found that I ruos not suited for them. I knew
instinctiuely that I belonged in the woods, but I didn't know what
that meant.

Most of the stimuli I was receiving from the people around me
was negative. They thought it silly, immature, or just plain irre-
sponsible to spend so much time wandering through the woods.
I should have a job and conhibute to society. They couldn't see
living in the woods as a contribution. I figured that if I ate wild
roots that would not be eaten by anyone else and leave more civi-
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lized,food for some starving soul, that was a conhibution. I felt that
if I could learn the way of the deer through observation, that was
as valid as reading a book on the subject. No, it was more valid!

Somehow, I had to test my instinctual feelings. Some-
how I had to put myself in a position to learn more. I was college
age. Why not attend the university of the pines and learn from the
Creator through His creation?

I decided to hy living an entire year off the land. I was
going to go into the Pine Barrens, deep, where no roads ran and
no man walked or hunted, and I was going to exist there and
learn for four seasons. Stalking Wolf called it the Twelve Moon
hunt; I called it a year in the wilderness.

There are two ways to look at the world-through the
eyes of man and through the eyes of the Great Spirit. I have
chosen the latter and have made my peace with myself and with
my Mother, the Earth. Here is how it happened.

Summer: Gentle Wanderings

I walked toward the trees across an isolated meadow. The sun
was at my back, warming me and helping me gently on my way.
My shirt caught on a thorn. I took it off and placed it at the foot of
the bush. I spoke to the bush.

"Take my shirt, blackberry bush. You give me pleasure
when I take your fruit. You tugged at my shirt as I passed. I give it
to you as a gift. [t will keep your roots moist when the summer
sun is hot. You will have the sweetest fruit in the Barrens."

The sun was warm on my naked back. I shetched and
felt the freedom of movement without seams. This is right, I
thought, and I must do it. I turned my face to the sun as a mem-
ory warmed me

Grandfather spoke: "What are you.searching for, Tom?"
I answered hoarsely, the word fighting its way up from

deep within my soul, "Peace."
"Where will you look for it?"
"l don't know, Grandfather. In school? In religion? I

don't know.
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"You will look for it in the earth, Tom." Stalking Wolf
was giving me a direction. It was something he seldom did. He
taught rhetorically. I could hardly believe my ears. I had always
had a desire to lose myself in the Barrens, but had discounted it

as a childish wish to escape responsibility.
"Will I find it there?" I was hungry for the answer I

wanted to hear. My question was a plea.
"Not in it, Tom, but through it." He said no more, nor

did I ask again. He had said it all. The understanding was mine to
discover, and I was excited and anxious to begin, but I knew that
it would be some time before I had the courage. It would be only
after I had exhausted the ways of the white man that I would turn
to follow the words of Stalking Wolf

I was naked. The remainder of my clothes lay folded by the roots
of a gnarled oak. I watched a tiny white spider work a miracle on
the underside of a deep green leaf. A hawk screamed.

The idea of testing myself completely had been with me
for some time. Stalking Wolf had told me how young Indian
braves would often leave the tribe and survive alone for twelve
moons. Through this experience, they would find themselves.
The Indians believed that the Great Spirit would bring a special
teaching to the isolated brave. Many Indian legends told of great
discoveries made by these braves that benefited the entire tribe.

I wanted to experi ence a year in the wilderness. I wanted
to survive without the aid of my civilization. I was apprehensive.
Would the loneliness drive me mad? I was curious. Would I forget
the art of speech? I was excited.

The symbols of civilization were behind me as I stood on
the edge of the forest. All that remained was a knife strapped to
my waist. I prayed.

"Naked I come to you."
At my feet werc the tracks of a white-tailed deer. They

led into the forest toward a cool spring. I followed.
I wandered gently through the Barrens for three moons'

I had no destination, no place I had to be at a certain time. Some
might say that I wandered aimlessly, but they do not understand
the art of wandering. It is walking in the forest, and not through it.

It is observation through participation.
Some might say that I was lost because I had nowhere to
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go, but they do not understand that, when someone belongs
everywhere, he is nevet lost. My beloved Pine Barrens was
home. I belonged. I was as much a part of it as the deer. I was
at peace.

The days and weeks passed swiftly by. During the days
I watched as doe gave birth to fawn and the meadowlarks wove
their ground nests and hatched their chicks. The nights were
filled with fireflies and bats catching mosquitoes over the Bar-
rens' swamps.

Time lost its meaning. I slept when I was tired and ate
when I was hungry. I was time rich. I had no appointments to
keep.l had no peers to impress. Yet I was never bored, and my
time was full. t felt good about where I was and what I was doing.

Shelter was simply natural cover. A thick pine was often
the roof of my home. A tangle of vines was often a room. I sel-
dom sought these places for shelter. Rather, I used them as hiding
places from which to observe wildlife.

The white man builds a shelter, and it becomes his
prison. He shuts out the cleansing elements. He shuts out the
sun, the wind, and the rain. He separates himself from the earth
and refuses to budge. Therefore he is always sick.

I was living as the fox lived. I sought fresh air, sunshine,
and good water. Stalking Wolf told me that when it came time for
man to stop moving, the world would stop. I kept moving.

The summer rains refreshed me. I seldom sought shelter
from them. Most people get chilled from the rain. I don't. I relax
and let it flow through me and cleanse me. I found that I could
even sleep in the rain. I learned that the elements were not adver-
saries. They were my brothers.

When the sun was hot, I would find a cool stream and
spend my time communing with the water life. It was during one of
those hot days that I discovered the location of my winter home.

I was following a deep stream. I had been in and out of it
all day. It was late in the afternoon, and many of the animals
would be coming to the banks of the stream to drink. I decided to
float silently down the stream and observe. I'm glad I did.

The first visitors to the stream I passed were a family of
skunk walking single file. On the bank I saw the rutted area where
they had been digging for insects. I was turned upsbeam and
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floating backward. I didn't see the log, and when [ floated into it,

the noise athacted the skunks. When the mother's tail went up,
I went down. I dived and swam underwater for as long as I could

hold my breath. I came to the surface in a lake. The sun was set-
ting. lt turned the waters red. Sea gulls floated serenely on its

surface. A bass broke water. A herd of deer came out of the pines

and began to drink. I had surfaced in Eden, I thought.
The place seemed a paradise. Game was everywhere.

The lake was teeming with life. Wild rice grew in its shallows

along with cattail and reed. All could be eaten. I felt that this place

could support me through the winter.
I constructed a fish trap in the stream. I gathered berries,

roots, and nuts and taught the animals to trust me. The hours and

days I spent by the lake will always be sacred.
Summer was giving way to fall. Another season.

Another vision. Here is what I had done with my summer of
gentle wanderings.

I was clothed in a breechcloth made from a rabbit hide
that I took with a rabbit stick the first day I entered the Barrens.
I had feasted on wild plants, roots, and berries and had not lost

any weight. I had acquired a spear and had fire-hardened the
point, and had a medicine pouch for all my precious possessions.

My possessions were these: a pebble from the bank of a
sheam that had fed me happily for a week, an acorn from an
especially magnificent oak that had kept me company through
a summer storm, the feather of a scarlet tanager, and a snapping
turtle's egg. Such was my heasure. And I was happy.

FaII: Inner Visions

When fall came, I decided to stay through the winter months,
beside the shallow lake fed by deep sheams and cold springs.
Its waters were alive with fish, its reeds filled with aquatic birds, its
banks teeming with all manner of wildlife. [t was an Eden where
all that nature had to offer was present as a gift. All I had to do
was reach out and accept the gift freely given.

Nearby, there was a wild wheat field, and around its



128 /The Search

edges grew berries of every nature-blackberry, wild grape, and
raspberry. It was as if they had been planted specifically to feed
me. The trees were filled with the songs of birds, and game trails
and runs crisscrossed the area in profusion.

The sun dancing across the clear lake hurt my eyes, and
the reflection of the many colored leaves in its mirrored surface
filled my heart with joy. It was a naturalVan Gogh. Brill iant colors
swirling from the water to meet the trees, blue, bright, and deep
surrounding all. This would be my home.

Beside this lake I named simply Eden, I built a hogan.
It was small. I made it of mud and rocks and logs. The walls were
thick, and there was a small stone firebox in one corner. The
floor was earth strewn with pine boughs. I changed the boughs
periodically. In amongst them I tossed herbs and wild flowers.
I hung roots to dry along the walls, as well as leaves for tea and
flowers for seeds. The aroma, unlike that of most animal dens of
feces and sweat, was of nature's most pleasing smells.

There were no windows in my small home. The door
opened east onto the lake. The morning sun reflecting from the
lake warmed the hogan and woke me early. I would rise, stretch,
and plunge into the lake evety morning til l it froze solid. When
that happened, I would run to the sheam that fed the lake,
striding through the snow barefooted and bathe in the clear cold
water. I had very little reaction to the cold. The winter was no dif-
ferent from the summer. My body adjusted as I learned not to
fight the cold but instead to accept it.

In the bank of the stream, I cut a smoking rack. I built
my fire close to the water's edge and directed the smoke through
a mud tunnel up through the fish and venison that I carefully laid
on racks. I laid up a great store of smoked meat for the winter this
way. The early frost, which turned the leaves such brilliant colors,
the early flight south of the migratory birds, and the frenetic action
of the squirrels made me suspect a long, hard winter.

I had not desire to hunt during the winter months. I did
not want to compete with the local wildlife for the meager food
available during a long winter. I wanted to hibernate. I wanted to
meditate and dream. I wanted to observe and experience winter
in all its natural fierceness and learn from it. I did not want to be
bothered with survival. As the other seasons would be, so I
wanted this to be a season of spiritual experience.
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The geese were arriving and leaving straightaway. They
weren't staying as I had observed in past years. The leaves of the
swamp maple and oak were red and yellow. The wind that blew
from the north was cold. I awoke to a thin layer of ice on Eden.
It would not be long before the warm sun would relinquish its
hold on the lake to the ice, unable in the short hours of the winter
day to tug it from winter's grip. Soon I would be unable to plunge
through the hardened water into the heart of the lake and would
have to seek my morning bath elsewhere.

The rabbits ate fiercely, building their winter coats and
layers of fat to see them through the cold time ahead. The ground-
hogs searched for a winter hibern,ation, and the turtles began to
disappear from the lake. I watched one dig deeply into the mud
around the lake's edge. They utere expecting a cold winter.

The blue jays followed the geese, and chipmunks scur-
ried over the rocks full-pouched, carrying seeds to their winter
retreats. Seed-eating birds remained. The sparrows and cardinals
refused to reheat with the robin. The bluebird lined his nest for
winter. The meadow grasses were heavy with seed. I had
gathered much for winter gruel. The birches and ash were seed-
heavy. Nature provided for her friends.

The squirrels chattered and squealed as they buried
acorns and seeds and piled pine cones around tree stumps.

Oak and pine would spread, and there would be yet
more fruit in the Great Spirit's forest for winters to come. The
animals don't hoard. Nature won't allow that. Their hoarding
turns to dispersion.

I watched the white-footed mouse store seeds and the
short-tailed mouse search out mole tunnels that would lead to the
succulent roots of plants and meadow bulbs. He would winter
beneath the snow and have plenty to eat.

The skunk and the raccoon remained steadfast in their
summer homes. They could hibernate through the coldest snow-
covered weeks. They were capable of long winter naps.

During the fall, I hunted and fished. I conshucted a fish
trap in one of the sheams and speared hout there periodically.
I fished with bone hooks and spear for pickerel and bass. These I
cleaned and smoked. I buried some near my hogan in a log-lined
pit, which had a heavy flat rock for a lid. Some I put in a food box
inside my hogan. This box was a deep hole lined with flat stones.
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Paiute traps caught rabbit for my larder and snares
caught pheasant. I hunted with a fire-hardened spear for deer
and took enough food and clothing. The skins were made into
breeches, shirts, moccasins, and a blanket. From the bones I
made hooks and needles. The antlers made gogd tools for dig-
ging and spear heads. I tanned the hides with the brains and
sewed them with the sinew. With rabbit sticks I gathered quail
and cottontail.

The forest was good and provided well all that I would
need for winter. As manv times as I have taken deer,l shall never
get over the sense of appreciation I feel every time one dies at my
hands. White man kills with a gun at hundreds of yards. They
never feel the life go from one of their victims. They do not appre-
ciate its life nor do they respect its death. They look for the biggest
rack, the strongest of the species. They take animals for pride.

I sought out the weakest of the herd and stalked it like a
cat or wolf. I felt as though I was a part of nature, with a job to
perform. My predatory nature was natural, not alien. I thinned
out the herd and allowed the strong to live in order to build a
stronger animal. I did not kill indiscriminately. I did not enjoy kill-
ing, but there was no guilt attached to the killing. I killed deer for
clothing and meat. I took only what I needed, and I was satisfied
to be a part of the natural-selection process. I felt as though I was
relating to the forest as man should relate. I did not only take.
I gave. I gave the herd a strong future.

Late one afternoon I took a large old buck. He was not
large by Western standards, but in the Pine Barrens he would be
considered huge. He dressed out at over 130 pounds by my esti-
mate. I stood motionless beside an aspen by the edge of the wild
wheat field for most of the afternoon. I watched the quail and
pheasant run. I saw the fox catch a rabbit and a hawk field mice.
I never moved. I was a part of the hee on the east side of the field.
When I moved, my shadow would fall behind me and give no
warning. I felt no weariness, nor was I stiff. I stood barefooted and
breechclothed in harmony with my surroundings, searching the
field for my prey.

I knew that he would come. I had observed his prints for
a week. He was large and lame. If the snows were deep this win-
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ter, he would never escape the wild dogs'fangs. I decided that
the Great Spirit had sent him to me. I would take this gift and
thank the Great Spirit for the earth's bounty.

The brown buck broke through the underbrush just as
the sun began to dip, red, below the horizon. It was a silhouette
of former majesty as it stood against the red and gold backdrop,
sniffing and searching the field for signs of danger. A cardinal
sang an evening song. No animal warned of my presence. I was
not there. I was an aspen.

Each time the noble beast dipped its head to graze or
turned to nibble on leaves, I moved. I carried my spear directly in
front of my body and stepped silently over the dry grass. I moved
with the wind and the birdsong, feeling my way carefully across
the meadow. When the buck lifted its head, lfroze. Deer cannot
discern between a man and a tree unless man moves. A deer sees
movement. I stood motionless. I was an aspen.

The sun was almost asleep. The moon had not yet taken
charge of the night. An owl awoke. Somewhere a fox barked. I
moved in twilight, a shadow stalking ever closer to my quarry.
I was three steps from his huge flank. His breath filled the cool
night air. The sound of his chewing echoed in my head, reeling
with the excitement of being so close to such a formidable animal.
If he sensed my presence, he would be off in great bounding
leaps, despite his lameness. If I were a pack of dogs, I would run
him down, and he would kill one or two of us before we felled
him. But I am a man and must rely on my cunning first and then
on my strength.

His head was down again. I drew my spear back to one
side, took two slow steps toward the deer's heart, and lunged with
a twisting body motion. I drove the spear deep into his chest and
pierced his heart. He fell where he stood. His eyeswere wide with
astonishment, and I felt gratitude as he realized how and by what
he was to die. It all happened in an instant, but he knew.

I walked back to camp in the dark with the deer draped
over my shoulders. What I did was right. I felt a sense of satisfac-
tion and spoke to the Great Spirit: "Thank you for the meat and
the hide of this fine animal. He must have had many good years
and fath ered many fawns in his time. I am happy that I could
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fulfill his life and that he could die honorably at my hands. I shall
make a robe and wrap myself against the cold winds and think of
his good life. Perhaps it will enable me to dream."

I made a robe from his great skin. I left the fur on so that
it would provide added insulation.

I was looking forward to the winter. I wanted the silence
its snow cover promised. I longed for its long nights and clear cold
air, which would clear my mind and give me time to meditate and
dream. Wisdom comes to us in dreams, and winter is the time
for Creaming.

Stalking Wolf often made mention of a very special time
in his life when he had spent the winter months in the northern
mountains. He called it snow-cover winter. It was during those
months that he had become convinced of the futility of the white
man's ways. He related fondly how he sat almost naked in the
snow and felt his body elevated beyond the cold as he relaxed
and gave himself to the earth. He said that it was then that he was
convinced that the Indian's ways were correct. They lived life as it
ought to be lived. The white man lived a lie.

I had enough meat to last me through the winter. I
stashed nuts and grasses and leaves, herbs and roots for soups
and teas. I was ready. My moccasins were made, as were my
buckskins. I had rabbit mittens and fur-lined slippers and enough
deadfall timber piled around my hogan to warm my body and
cook my food.

Come winter. Come dreams.
These Barrens are mine. They give me meat and cloth-

ing. I know sheams and springs and lakes where fish dance and
flash in the sun. The Barrens say, "Come and eat of my bounte-
ous goodness. Come, take my game from the land and fish from
my waters." The Great Spirit endowed His people with a pleasant
climate and all they needed for shelter and clothing. I felt equally
blessed.

I communed with the elements. I drank the rain, and I
rose and set with the sun. One morning late in the season of inner
vision I rose to the sun fighting through the mist that guarded the
lake at night. I stepped to the water's edge, and noticed the mist
swirling like hundreds of dancers moving before the wind. I threw
handfuls of clear, cold water into my face and plunged in bodily.



One Year of Suruiual / 133

I stood erect on shore after my bath before the advancing dawn. I

faced the sun dancing dimly on the horizon. In my heart I offered

an unspoken invocation filled with thanksgiving.
My daily devotions had become through the months

more necessary to me than food. How I long now for those silent

mornings beside the lake! A fish jumped, a bird awakened with a

morning song. The smell of the sweet earth rose to greet me from

beneath my feet. And the silence ministered to my soul.
I learned to worship as the Indian worshipped. When-

ever I came upon something beautiful, be it a clear spring lined

with lilies or a thunderhead silhouetted against the sun, a majestic

hart or a warren of baby bunnies so young that they wele pink

and blind, I would stop for an instant in an attitude of worship. All

my days were sabbaths, since they all belonged to the Great Spirit.
The wind rose steadily and blew the dancers from the

lake and chased the clouds across the sun. The wind is a free

spirit, I thought. Today I will run with the wind and race the sun.

Many times during my year alone I would break into a run for the

sheer joy of feeling the wind in my hair and the tautness of my

muscles. I would give a war whoop and take off after a rabbit or

break through a herd of grazing deer. It felt good to stretch my

muscles hard and beat my feet against the earth with great bursts

of speed. It was a celebration. My joy was so great that I couldn't

contain it. It would break out in a screaming run across fields and

through woods.
Today, I would run for endurance. There was an idea

that I had been chasing in my dreams through the night. I had

seen a young Indian boy running across a desert with a huge

stone in his arms. I don't know how long he had been running,

but when he came to his village, he ran to an old man, dropped

the stone at his f.eet, and upon a nod from the old warrior he spat

a mouthful of water on the stone. He had run through thirst with

a mouthful of water! Why? Somehow I knew that it was tied to

survival. Some day he might have to spend days in the desert

with a limited amount of water and have to havel many miles to

survive. But what was the dream saying to me? There was one

sure way to find out. Run!
" 

I grabbed my spear and ran toward the rising sun. I

followed game hails and old roads, leaped over narrow sheams
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and plunged through thickets. I had decided that nothing would
impede my traveling east. As I loped I would trade hands with the
spear. At times I would rest it on my shoulder. Whenever I came
to a clearing, I would toss the spear at an imaginary target and
sweep it from the ground as I ran by. I never stopped running.

I ran on through the morning til l the sun was high. I
kicked up game in every field and thicket. I ran quietly, loping
mostly, and would be upon the rabbits, pheasants, quail, even
deer before they had time to run or conceal themselves. When I
ran into deer, I would take off after them and laugh as they
bounded gracefully away through the pines with their white tails
raised in alarm.

Midday I'rested. I lay down in the leaves beneath an
oak, read the mouse tracks, listened to the squirrel that chattercd
over my head and chewed on a piece of smoked venison. The
sun was moving in and out of clouds, which told of a coming
storm. The air was cooling considerably. I watched a cardinal
search the ground for seeds. We muqt all be strong and prepared
for the worst, I thought. We must all have the strength to survive.
But how was the will related to the strength?

The wind kicked leaves up all around me. I will know
strength if I know the freedom of the wind. I stood and began to
run again. I ran with the wind. I raced the sun. I could reach my
camp before nightfall or fail the test. Somewhere, deep inside, a
decision had been made for me. My spiritual shength would be
measured by my physical endurance. The two were not the same,
but they were tied to each other. The one lent insight to the other.
This was the test. My body must follow my spirit's commands,
or perish.

Where survival depends on discipline and strength, a
person must be able to push himself beyond the normal bound-
aries of physical endurance. I had often pushed myself. I would
do it again. I would pass the test my soul had set, or leave the
Barrens before winter. If I could not beat the sun to camp, I knew
that I would never survive the winter.

I found myself driven to lengthening my stride and seek-
ing a more direct route of travel. I broke through more thickets
and refrained from chasing the four-leggeds I ran across. My body
seemed to respond to the added demands for speed with thanks-
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giving. I felt only elation as I sped through the difficult terrain.
I was a bird on the wing racing to my roost. When a branch lashed
my side, I felt exhilaration, whipped on ever faster by my spirit.
My body responded to every challenge with joy and agility.
lt sang.

The sun was sinking in a dark cloud like a ball of fire
when I broke through the underbrush that separated the woods

from my lake. My heart was filled at that moment as the streams
are filled with water when the snow melts in spring. My strength
would endure. The winter was mine for dreaming! "Whoop . . .
Whooeee!" I screamed as I dived into the lake and swam to the

shore by rny hogan.
As I climbed from the lake, the last red rays of the sun

disappeared into the night. I stood before it in silence. I offered a
prayer of thanksgiving to the Great Spirit. All that could be heard

in the great silence was the wild beating of my heart. The Great
Spirit had smiled on me and made me glad.

Winter: Snoro Cooer

As I had suspected, the snows were heavy that winter. The nights

were long and the silences deep.l spoke little during those months
and discovered a spiritual balance of body, mind, and spirit. I be-
came like the snow-covered forest about me. Silent.

Stalking Wolf had told me that the holy silence was the

Great Spirit's voice. He encouraged long periods of speechless lis-

tening. He urged me to understand the great mystery of silence.
The white man seems to think that speech is some sort of proof of
superiority over dumb creation. It is not. It is but one of the many
gifts the Great Spirit has given to man. To the Indian, silence is

the cornerstone of character.
I sought my character through the fruits of silence, aided

by the snow cover. I worked all winter in the wind and snow with
bare arms and legs, and seldom felt the cold. I wore a breechcloth
much of the time and bathed in the stream. The Great Spirit
smiled on me and kept me healthy.

Each day I would notice the animal tracks in the snow



136/The Search

about my hogan. Mice lived in my woodpile. Cardinals came to
eat some of the seeds I tossed outside about the door. The squir-
rel dug tunnels to its caches of nuts. The rabbits were always
active, as was the fox. A raccoon, the eternal scavenger, came
nightly to my door. The deer had a winter lie in a thick stand of
pines across the wheat field and stayed close to home.

Late one afternoon, as it began to snow, I walked into
the middle of the wild wheat field, and dug through the snow
cover to the ground. I placed a fur rug on the exposed ground,
wrapped myself in my robe, and sat. There I waited to observe
the storm.

The snow fell wet and heavy. It fell in great huge flakes. I
could almost make out their individual, intricate patterns as they
drifted by -y vision. When one landed on my robe, the pattern
its outline formed momentarily made visible the beauty nature
bestowed on this tiny part of creation.

A fox came to the edge of the clearing and sniffed the
snow-laden air for prey. It made its way around its perimeter like
a shrewd cat, soundlessly. One last foray before the storm. I had
noticed some rabbit markings as I entered the field. Perhaps he
would have a rabbit to fill his stomach through the storm. I won-
dercd what he would think when he came to my moccasin prints
and human scent. He would look out into the field for a man. He
would see a mound being covered with snow. Would he think me
a fallen deer? No, not the cunning fox. He would know the
mound was a man. Yet, he would be perplexed. Man seeks
shelter in the storm. The fox knew only the white man.

By nightfall the trees and bushes were struggling under
the weight of the heavy snow cover. I was almost completely
buried. Each pine bough carried a burden that seemed too heavy.
I ached for their shaining tissues. The birches were beginning their
slow swing to the ground.

The forest, nature's university, instructed me. If man
wants to learn, all he has to do is turn to the Great Spirit's book,
creation, and read through observation. I read that afternoon and
through the night, and learned much.

The hardwood trees stand staunch against the heavy
advance of the snow. They gather it in their branches to see who
can hold the greatest weight. They neither yield nor bend. They
either stand or break. The forest was filled with the sound of dead
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branches cracking under the strain. They would snap loudly from

their trunks and crash through the trees to the forest floor. Nature

pruning her trees.

. The softwood trees dipped under the snow's weight.

They were content to bend rather than break. They had learned

to survive a different way. They would bend to the breaking point,

shed their snow cover, and spring back to gather more.

I must face the storms of life in the same manner. I

learned from the hardwoods that there was a time when I should

stand and not yield, a time to be pruned by experience. There

was also a time to bend and yield to inevitable pressures so that I

might spring back to face another day. I was the hardwood; I was

the softwood. I was all of creation, and it was all of me. To

separate my understanding of man and nature into different cate-

gories would be disashous. I would never understand either.

The snow treated me as part of the landscape. It drifted

over me. Covered me completely. I was a drift over a bush or

rock. It became my friend. It insulated me from the cold.

Night fell. The snow continued. The silence increased,

broken only by the sounds of branches snapping and crashing'

The night birds were silent. The fox never barked. By morning

light afwas covered under nature's protective white, silent cover.

The sunlight filtered through my covering and beckoned

me to reach out to her. The birds were chirping. Their calls were

muffled through the snow cover. The snow softens the hard-

frozen winter world. It gives an intimacy to the immediate sur-

roundings. Sounds, unable to carry far before being swallowed

up by the soft snow cover, never invade from any great distance'

fh"i" is only you and the life directly about you, surrounded,

protected, and blanketed by the snow cover.

I answered the sun's beckonings and dug a hole through

my covering at eye level and was immediately dazzled by the

Urignt refleciion on the snow. Well more than a foot covered the

ground. The pine boughs bowed to the morning, the laurel curt-

sied. The birch touched its head to the ground, humbled before

the awesome, royal power of nature.
A rabbit dug its way out from under a laurel bush. He

hied valiantly to support himself on the soft snow. The snow

would hold his weight for only a moment and then begin to

swallow him. After three hops, each deeper into the snow, he
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retreated back under his bush. There he would wait until the sun
had packed the snow enough to support him. The birds were sup-
ported by the snow, but were kept from their feeding by its cover.
Their wings left delicate marks when they landed and took flight.

Two doe came to the clearing and decided to cross.
They moved laboriously toward me. The storm had made the
snow depth almost two feet, and a foot beneath the latest cover
was a uust their hoofs would break through each time they took a
step. The passage was difficult and tiring for a large animal. They
passed within inches of my peephole. Their sides heaved with
the effort it took to move through deep snow.

There had been no dogs in this part of the Barrens for
three seasons. That was due to my presence. They respected my
dominance and skirted the area about my hogan and the lake. I
prayed for the deer's sake that they would continue to respond to
their fear of man and stay out of the area around me now. These
deer-would be easy prey for a wild-dog pack.

Two dogs barked. The deer leaped for the pines. They
shuggled through the deep snow. Two large dogs jumped into the
clearing in pursuit. I looked quickly to the deer. If they could
make it to the woods, they would be safe. There, the snow be-
tween the trees was easier to navigate. The footing was more
stable, and they could outdistance the dogs. If they couldn't, I
would have to move. I prepared myself to break out of my cocoon,
whooping and waving my arms. The dogs would be startled, and
I hoped the results would be that they would be sent packing.
Another glance at the deer assured me of their safety, and I re-
mained motionless beneath my snow cover. The dogs passed
close by in their vain pursuit. Their tongues hung from the sides of
their mouths, and the clear air was filled with the steam of their
breath. In their own savage wdV, they were as beautiful as the doe.

In the intimacy of those snow-cover hours I prayed. I
worshipped the Great Spirit that was able to create such beauty
and fill it with silence. I thanked Him for the life that struggled for
survival all about me-for the snow, for the sun, for the sacred
wind. He had let me travel to the center of His creation and had
shown me goodness and beauty. I knew that His Spirit shaped all
things and made me a guardian over them. He had given me the
power to let live and deshoy, the knowledge of plants and herbs,
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and the serenity of worship. He had shown me His creation, and I

had seen. I thanked Him silentlY.
At midday, I broke out of my igloo. I took a deep breath

and pushed myself straight up through the snow and spread my

arms wide, shetching toward the sun. I smiled. I laughed, my

head lay back, sucking the cold air from the stark blue sky. A red-

tailed hawk, circling overhead, dipped momentarily, startled at

the strange sight he had just witnessed. A giant bearded butterfly

had just burst from the bowels of the earth.

Snow cover had been good medicine. I was hungry'

Spring.' Fox Find

Tracking in the spring mud is like following footprints across a

deserted beach. My mind can wander through the forest, picking

up bird calls, drinking in the yellow green of the new growth pine,

and feeling the afternoon sun take the chill out of the early spring

air. It is fun. It is easy. I was following a fox. He stepped lightly

and quickly. He turned swiftly to follow some familiar scent, but

decided not to follow. Here he dug through the leaf cover and

took a shrew, tearing it from its tunnel home. There on a flat rock

exposed to the slanting rays of the sun, he devoured it. Bits of

gray fur clung to the rock.
I followed his hail off toward a sheam. He expected to

catch some small animal watering itself before it retired for the

evening. He stopped by a well-worn deer trail. Here he crouched,

his chest marking the ground. I could see the depressions made

by his heavy breathing. He was searching for signs of danger.

This cunning predator was prey for the fearsome dog packs that

still roamed the Pine Barrens. They frequented the deer trails.

I stopped to check the deer hacks. The doe were heavy,

pregnant with fawn. This was a small herd, accompanied by a

small, young buck. A robin landed on the trail and plucked a

worm from the mud and leaves as easily as I would a persimmon

from a tee. Remarkable hunters. He was a deep-red-breasted

male, the first I had seen this spring. A good-medicine sign.
,,You're early." I spoke to him with my eyes. He looked
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surprised to see a man where last year there had been only deer.
The males came first. They established their territories. In a week,
maybe two, the females would arrive and courtship would begin.
Spring is here!

I looked again at the deer tracks and saw something
among them I could hardly believe-a child's sneaker print. [t was
less than an hour old. I scanned the area for adult prints. None.
This spot was miles from the nearest road. "Lost."

I sighted the sun. There was an hour's light left. He
would keep to the trail as long as it was light, but I'd better hurry. I

started to run in the direction his tracks led me. My mind raced
ahead of me to what might lie down the trail. Were there any

deep streams, pits, quick, and flats? No. Dog packs? I quickened
my pace.

By his tracks I could tell the child was a boy about forty
pounds and left-handed. His toes pointed out, and he often
shuffled through the leaves and mud. He was exhausted, moving
on nervous energy. He was too afraid to stop, and he had an
hour's lead on me.

There was a new moon. The night would be black. The
boy would never be able to keep to the trail. A crow called, and
starlings flew dishessed from their roosts as I crashed through the

underbrush in pursuit of the little boy.
Where had he come from? There was a deepwater creek

in the direction from which he had traveled. But that was a full
day's march away. Had he been wandering all day? He must
have wandered off from a canoeing party. If he had, he had
traveled miles. The poor kid must be in a state of shock.

The sun was hanging low in the sky, about to pull the
horizon up about itself and retire. Again, I was racing the sun.
In the dim red light of the setting sun I saw what I feared most.
I sensed them before their distinct markings registered a warning
in my mind. Dog prints.

They crossed the trail. I ran by, wondering how they
could have missed the scent of a frightened boy only minutes old.
They hadn't. Their prints were there on the trail before me.
Shadows played through the pine on the wicked prints of-

They were moving at a full gallop. How many? Five?
Six? My God!
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I leaped forward with a reckless abandon. I was racing
over open ground, swift as the wind toward the tape and the
pfize. . Branches that whipped my face didn't exist. Thorns
that tore at my flesh went unnoticed. I trampled and broke
anything in my path, and saw nothing. I ran rapidly, listening in-
tensely for a sound I didn't want to hear. My heart beat loudly in
my chest. God, how could I hear? Blood pounded through my
head. God, how could I see?

I moved instinctively, sldestepping the greater obstacles,
leaping others, and trampling the lesser, until a low horrible bark
reached my ears. It was followed by a cacophony of mad yelps
and a whimpering scream. Birds cried in protest from the heetops.

The sound made by the boy was not one that anyone
would recognize as human. I had heard similar sounds made by
animals about to die at the fangs or talons of a predator. It welled
up through a million years of civilization, carried by the fear of cer-
tain death. A prehistoric cry of futility and anger. To the civilized
ear, the ear of the white man, it would not have been discerned
from the yelps of the raging dogs. It spoke to my instincts, and I
responded with a rage I'll never forget.

I broke madly through the pines into a ravine filled with
ravenous dogs drunk with the prospect of a kill, jealous of their
quarry and constructed for death. Efficient, fearless killing ma-
chines. In the darkness, dimly bathed in the red half-light of
sunset, they were shadows of death.

A rock found its way into rny hand, and flew just as
quickly into the open mouth of the lead dog, snapping its jaw like
a twig. A stick flew end over end into the side of another, cracking
ribs as it shuck hard and knocking it from its feet. My heel caught
another in the rump, disp,lacing its hip. One leaped at my face,
and I grabbed it with both hands by the throat. Squeezing with all
my strength I fell over backward and kicked up at its belly with
both f,eet.lt fell hard out of the ravine. I flung its windless body up
out of the ravine and was on my feet facing the last dog.

In that tiny valley, there was no way for the dog to get
behind me. I had the advantage as I reached for my knife. This
one, I would have to kill. His eyes glowed demonically in the near
darkness, and his snarls filled the ravine. Suddenly there was a
change in the animal's eyes. Had he been a man, I would have
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called it doubt. Being a wild dog, I would term it understanding.

He knew I was not only unafraid, but that I was ready to kill. He

backed a step, then two, and turned tail and ran. I listened to their

reheat, as the beaten dogs dragged their broken bodies through

the underbrush.
The light was completely gone. I listened for any sound

of the boy. Had I heard a scream for help or a death cry? A faint

whimpering sob beneath an overhang relieved my fears. Heavy

rains had washed out a section beneath the roots of an aspen,

and wild grapevines growing down made a natural shelter.

I reached into the blackness and grabbed a skinny leg so he

wouldn't bolt. Shock makes lost children run from their rescuers.
"lt 's over," I said. I pulled his muddy little body out and

held him close to my chest. I filled the night with soft words in an

effort to slow his shallow, rapid breathing. He fought at me, kick-

ing and slashing with his tiny limbs. He never opened his eyes.

God, he must have been terrified.
"Don't be afraid. I won't hurt you," I said soothingly, sur-

prised at the sound of my voice after a winter's silence. "Nothing

will harm you now. You're safe." I petted his coarse hair and

patted at his bony back. An owl hooted in the distance' "Listen'

Even old man owl says it's okay." His breathing slowed.

I lifted him to my back and made straight for my hogan.

He needed shelter and food. He clung to my shoulders and dug

his fingers into my neck as I jogged down familiar trails toward

home. His left arm was much shonger than his right. Left-handed.

There I gave him meat to eat and wrapped him in a buckskin robe

before a Seminole star fire. He drank some catnip tea, and I

bedded him down by the fireplace in my hogan. He never uttered

a word.
I knew that I would have to start out at first light and tind

his parents. Had it been a moonlit night, I would have attempted

to backhack immediatelY.
I knew that his parents must be out of their minds with

worry. I asked him his name, but he would not answer. I began to

wonder if he could speak. That only added to my concern.

"Okay, if you won't give me your name, I' l l give you one. I think

I'll call you Lefty." I don't think he heard me. He fell into a

deep sleep.
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I returned from my morning bath and meditation to find
Lefty awake. I noticed by his prints that he had been watching my
every move.

"Want to take a bath?" I
use one."

He wrapped his arms around
cold and shook his head. no.

"lt 's not cold, really, unless you want it to be cold."
He looked at me as if to say, you've got to be kidding.
I motioned him to the lake. "Come on. Just your hands

and face. then."
He approached hesitantly, but was soon washing

ously.

and we
I speared a fish in the reeds near where he was washing,

had it for breakfast. Still, he didn't speak.
A chickadee landed on a branch overhead.

come to beg breakfast. I held out a seed and made
sound. He flew to my arms and plucked the seed
fingertips.

"Here." I  handed him a seed. "You try i t ."
He held up his hand, but made no sound. I  wondered i f

he could speak. I made the kissing sound till the little black cap
flew to his arms and snatched the seed.

"You're a natural," I said. He smiled for the first time.
"You want to go home? He nodded.

"Get on board!" I l ifted him to my back, and we were
off . We backtracked his confused trail in the hopes of running into
a search party.

His trail was easy to follow. He had broken twigs and
branches, kicked up leaves, and recorded his movements in a
manner that invited detection. Why hadn't his parents or the
searchers been able to follow such an easy trail? The answer was
that they didn't know what to look for. If I tried to read a book on
nuclear physics, I would get hopelessly lost. That's the way it is
with most people in the woods. It's not that reading the land is so
difficult, it 's just that it takes time and understanding, something
few people today seem to have.

As we walked, I talked, pleased to hear the sound of my
voice again. It hadn't changed. I pointed out the trees and plants

asked. "You sure could

himself as if shivering with

He had
a kissing
from my
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to my little passenger. Named the animal tracks and fed him
some natural foods. We munched on young clover leaves and
weed shoots. I l ifted him into a birch and let him swing it to the
ground. The meadowlarks were returning. Hawks fil led the air.
Somewh ere a dog barked. Lefty clung tighter to my neck.

"Don't worry. He's too far off to bother us. Besides, he's
heading in another direction. See, the birds are calm. You can tell
if a predator is near by watching the little animals and the birds.
The mice will tell you if an owl is present."

My mind raced back to the lessons I had learned from
Stalking Wolf. The phrase "Go ask the mice" rang in my head.
For just a moment I thought it might be nice to have Lefty stay
with me. I could teach him all I knew. A mouse ran across some
rocks and under a root. Spring growth was poking green through
the brown ground cover.

A flock of starlings suddenly took off from beyond some
pines. Lefty pointed to them. I stopped and listened carefully.
Voices broke the silence. Two people were calling hoarsely.

I lifted the boy from my back. "So your name's David.
That 's a good name too." He smiled. "They your parents?" He
nodded. "Going to cal l  to them?" He shook his head, no.

"Listen, they are just beyond those pine trees there. You
just walk straight ahead, and you'll find them. I'm going back
now." I turned to go and thought of something I had almost forgot-
ten. I turned back and smiled. "Hey, it was good talking to you."

I stepped into the pine and heard him call after me,
"What's your name?"

I stuck my head through the branches and answered,
"Tom. What's yours?"

"Lefty." His grin stretched from ear to ear.
I disappeared, making myself invisible in the under-

growth. His eyes searched after me, but I could tell he had lost
me. His parents came to him in that tiny clearing. They hugged
and cried and cal led him David. Once he turned and pointed
toward where I had disappeared, but the parents weren't listening.
They were so happy to see their boy that nothing else mattered.

A tear rolled slowly down my cheek and onto the laurel
leaf. I followed it as it flowed down the contours of the leaf to yet
another and another until it disappeared into the brown earth.
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The sound of a rabbit being attacked by a hawk drifted across the

Barrens, and drew my concentration up from the ground. They
were gone.

A chickadee called.

The warm sun of the spring day reinforced my sense of worth.
Spring had arrived. The sun was embracing the earth. As the days
progressed, I would be privileged to observe the results of that
love. I removed my moccasins and felt the cool dampness of the

forest floor bathe my feet. It was good to be close to the earth.
I could almost feel its heart beating beneath the leaves.

The rhythm of the earth called to me. It beckoned me to
tread its meadows and run with the deer. It enticed me into the

branches of its white oak to climb with the squirrel and commune
with the bird. It invited me to swim in her streams and lakes like

the pickerel and bass. I was a part of the earth.
I was vested in these Barrens. I had lived with them and

from them through four seasons. Earth had been my only com-
panion, and I had not grown lonely. I had given her my love and
received her blessing.

I had divined her ancient rhythm. I met i t  in the miracu-
lous light of the firefly in summer, in the happy chatter of the

squirrel in fall, the white breath of the deer in winter, and the song
of a lark in the spring. I moved with it through the seasons. Its

summer showers flowed through me, its frosts of fall embraced
me, its winter snows insulated me, and its spring sun warmed me.

I was born and reborn through the seasons. I had died a

dozen deaths to old values and fears proved false by the truth of
nature. Each death had been followed by a new birth of under-
standing. It was as if my body and soul were slowly being trans-
formed by the Great Spir i t  into a new being, a chi ld of the land.

I had learned to think with my heart again. I trusted my

senses and lost the capacity to worry. I was warmed by the sun,
washed by the rains, and fed by the natural gardens. A seed of

understanding began to sprout within my soul through the same
mysterious power that wakens the seeds of the earth and calls the

animals from hibernation. It had been planted there by the Great
Spirit, cultivated by my teacher Stalking Wolf, and nurtured by
these beloved Barrens. Now it would grow and sink its roots yet
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deeper into the earth and, drinking of her knowledge, raise its

head high into the clouds.
I was awakened from a sleep caused by thousands of

years of separation from the earth. Through the miracle of nature,

I had rediscovered my roots and my purpose for being alive. I had

become again a child of the land. Now, to become a man.

It was time to return to my parents' home and share my new-

found knowledge. It was time to leave the womb and face the

world with my ideas. I had a deep desire to travel throughout the

rest of North America and learn all of its secrets.

I walked to a road after dismantling my camp. I had

entered the Barrens naked. I was returning fully clothed and

healthier than I had ever been since Thoreau Summer' I was also

returning with a new understanding of prosperity. It was not to be

-"ur,rr"d in dollars and cents but in attitude. It was not under-

stood through possession but through experience. Prosperity is

relating, not acquiring.
I had survived a year alone in the Barrens. I had been

sheltered, fed, and clothed bountifully. I was healthy and rich in

new-found knowledge of the forest. Worry had vanished' I was at

peace with myself und *y environment. I had taken only what I

needed-and I knew the forest would provide more-and had

given of myself. I was in balance with nature, with the earth that

sustains us al l ,  and I was prosperous.

A crow was pecking at the remains of a road kill. I heard

the sounds of a vehicie and turned to watch a garbage truck rattle

toward me. It fi l led the air with an acrid odor. Its driver made

a deliberate move to hit the crow by the roadside. He missed'

Civilization.
Civilization.
A teardrop rolled down my cheek and fell amongst

some broken beer tottles. A rat scurried out o{ a garbage ditch

toward the abandoned road kill. I turned back to the womb and

lived out another season alone.
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Nineteen Days

The shadows lengthened, and my mind struggled t'or conscious-
ness. I lay next to a game trail, praying for something edible to
wqnder near bet'ore I lost consciousness ogain. Nineteen days
without t'ood had taken its toll on my body. I had neuer experi-
enced such weakness ond utter helplessness. I had always been
able to prouide for myselt' and had neuer had the t'ear ot' staruing
to death in the woods. What was actually happening to me had
always been an impossible dream. Yet here I was, helpless, in the
middle of that nightmare.

It uros this attitude that had kept me in the woods, that
wouldn't allow me to walk to a road and flag down a car or seek
help beyond my own resource.s. Coll it pride or call it stubborn-
ness if you want. I'ue come to refer to it as "the call."
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In each man I've known there is something that drives him, that
moves him toward an invisible goal almost against his own will.
It's what keeps the marathon runner going toward the finish after
twenty miles and his body has run out of nutrients, and he is
literally consuming himself. Possibly it is what drove the great
religious leaders of the world as they compellingly marched
toward martyrdom or triumph. It is what causes the vast majority
of people unhappiness and frustration because they refuse to
answer it. It 's an inner voice, a "call."

"The call" is that part of man that longs to be in harmony
with nature, that longs to move with it l ike some cool breeze over
a mountain meadow. In me, "the call" was my desire to experi-
ence what Stalking Wolf called "at one with the earth." I didn't
know what i t  meant, and yet I  wanted i t ,  even needed i t .  I  some-
how sensed that understanding it was my destiny. I wanted to live
for no other reason than to experience this feeling. It was why I
was born, and it looked as though it would be why I would die.

"You're always chasing ghosts. Why don't you stay
home like your brother and study and make something of your-
self?" My mother always said those words to me, and my answer
would come almost involuntarily, sounding like the ring of a rock
struck by u log, like a thud, like a hollow echo that almost groans
with age and hardness and futil ity:

"Mamma, I don't believe in ghosts! You know that.
What I search for in the woods is what Stalking Wolf calls 'the

spirit that moves in all things."'
"Stalking Wolf! What does he know?"
"Well, it 's not ghosts I look for-not ghosts."
But there was something that drove me. Something I

couldn't name that made me lose myself for countless days in the
woods while others sought their way in the world. There was
something very strong that made me give up everything the world
considered valuable, to sit for hours and watch the wind work its
magic on a rabbit track. Something more than adventure made
me walk naked into the forest to spend a year completely alone.
Something more than bravado made me face wild animals with
no intent to defend myself .

"The call." It came from the depths of my being. I
couldn't explain it, I could only respond to it. And if I didn't {ollow
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this mysterious force, I felt as though I would never be happy.
There would always be something that was very important miss-
ing in my life. I would feel like an alien disconnected from my
surroundings.

Man had grown out of the earth. Somehow he had
strayed from his beginnings. I longed to return to those beginnings.
To understand. To find where I fit. "[t's not ghosts I look for!"

These nineteen days had begun as a fast that I hadn't
expected to last more than a week. Stalking Wolf had once told
me of a prolonged period of self-imposed hunger he had experi-
enced as a young man. He had learned much in a short period of
time, and I wanted to re-create that learning experience in myself .

I had fasted before and knew that I could overcome my
desire to eat for at least three-days. I had never experienced a
prolonged period of hunger and denial or all the physical and
psychological changes that go with it.

It seems that every man who has ever found himself and
fully understood himself had used fasting somewhere in the
process. It was one of the keys that I knew I had to use on myself
if I were ever to answer my inner call.

This is where my fast had led me-through hunger, thirst,
hallucination, vision, and despair. I had come to this point of total
exhaustion and near extinction. It was no longer a question of
whether I would find myself; now it was a question of whether I
would live or die. When did this insane adventure begin?

The Bear Track

The first thing that I did was drive until I found a place that felt
right, a place that I knew would be good medicine. I was driving
along in the early afternoon, following a logging road north along
a fast-moving stream when I saw what appeared to be bear tracks
in the dust at the side of the road. I stopped *y jeep,leaped out,
and checked. They were bear tracks-fresh, about twenty min-
utes old. They belonged to a black bear about four-and-a-half
feet at the shoulders and weighing 350 pounds. A good-sized
animal and good medicine!
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I looked around for a place to hide my jeep and soon
had it so concealed that only someone searching for it could find
it, and then, they'd have a difficult time at best. i turned from that
task and, with only a hunting knife, headed off to track my bear.

I followed the bear tracks off the road to the west toward
the setting sun. They went down the bank to the stream the road
had followed up the mountain. The bear had stopped by the
rushing water, knelt on its front haunches, and taken a drink.

He hadn't rested here, but had moved up the stream
checking the pools for dinner. One of the pools had a roek iedge
overhang where the bear had stood-his mud prints left distinct
markings on the rock which would be gone with the first rain.
There was some water stil l on the rock, lying in the indentations
where it had been splashed when the bear lunged after a fish. He
would only be minutes ahead of me. I lay down on the rock and
stared into the pool and saw the shadow of a trout beneath the
rock. The bear had missed. He couldn't have been very hungry,
or he would have tried again. He turned north up the sheam and
then entered it and crossed after about fifteen yards. In crossing,
he overturned rocks as if he were searching for crayfish, almost
like his cousin the raccoon. Stealing his cousin's dinner. Bandit, I
thought, and then noticed how he had lumbered up the far bank,
breaking branches and causing a minor landslide.

He must be just on the other side of the hill, which he
climbed after coming out of the water. He wasn't in any hurry,
and if my jeep hadn't spooked him, which wasn't likely since log-
ging trucks had used the road all summer, he should be just on
the other side of the hill.

It would be good for me to wander with him for a while.
I stopped and scooped some of the cool water into my mouth. I
knelt there by the rushing water, listening to the music it created
dancing over the rocks, and thought about what was in store.
What lay ahead? What would the next days be like without food,
gently wandering through the Maine woods?

The bear was just snacking before hibernation. He prob-
ably had his spot picked out by this time, beneath some overhang
in a shallow cave or within some giant fallen tree, hollowed by ter-
mites. He was just passing the time and waiting-foraging for a
snack before bedtime. Gentle wanderings . . .
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I began to stalk as I tracked. I chose my steps carefully
and watched for any sign of change in the bear's manner of walk-
ing. I would hate to look up and find that the bear had decided to
have me for its final meal before it took the big sleep. As I ap-
proached the crest of the hill, I heard scratching noises. On my
belly, I moved silently to the crest and peered down across a tiny
meadow to where the bear had stopped at a fallen log to scratch
for grubs and termites. There he sat in the late afternoon sun,
rocking back on his haunches, popping grubs onto his thick,
red tongue.

He was not more than twenty yards from me and totally
unaware that he was being watched. What made this a very spe-
cial time for me was the fact that he was cinnamon colored, and
rare in this section of the country. The Cinnamon Bandit I named
him immediately, and was reaffirmed in my choice when he rolled
over and scratched his hide on the log. He looked like a bandit,
sunning himself . A member of the "Over the Hill Gang"-fat and
lazy. It was a sight that mademe want to break out laughing. He
rolled over in the grass, sniffed at the log one last time, and then
rambled off into the woods at the other side of the clearing. I lay
there, listening to him snapping branches and breaking twigs and
shuffling through the underbrush and watching the sun sink
through the reddening sky. "Good-night, Bandit," I whispered.
"Good-night."

I rose and walked due north, looking for a place to
sleep. I walked for approximately an hour until I came to a stand
of pines growing closely in upon each other with their boughs
hanging heavily to the ground. I crawled in under their protec-
tive arms-far in, about five yards-and gathered about me a
huge pile of fallen needles. I shuffled into them, burying all but
my face in the sweetest-smelling bed that nature has to offer. I lay
there listening to the breeze through the pine boughs and watch-
ing the clouds ever so faintly dancing across a moon a little less
than half full. The pines reminded me of my childhood in the
Pine Barrens of southern New Jersey-a state that most Ameri-
cans consider totally industrialized but is, in reality, over 80 per-
cent forested. The Pine Barrens, my second home, ffig school,
my fr iend, my womb.

Somewhere, the quavering song of a screech owl broke
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the silence, and I had the deepest urge to watch it catch an earth-
worm or a crayfish. I had never seen that. It was a mystery, one
that I wanted to solve-but not tonight. I was too cozy and ready
for dreaming. The pines, the gentlebreeze singing a song to me
through the boughs, the filtered moonlight all blended to create
this good medicine for dreaming.

I felt warm and safe in this place apart from others, yet in
a place where I belonged. I was more at home here than in some
sterile motel bed between freshly laundered sheets. My bedfellows
vver€ ants, my music the wind, my covers the pine needles, ir,y
roof the pine boughs.

Security doesn't  come from a double-locked, chain-
latched steel door, it comes from within. It is the Great Spirit and
the knowledge that I was where I belonged. This was a place
created for me, not one man had hacked and scarred the earth to
build. I felt safe and relaxed, and my mind wandered back to a
campout I had experienced many years before with Stalking Wolf.

Stalking Wolf and I were waiting patiently for a rabbit to
be caught by our first paiute trap. We had been waiting all day,
and it looked as if we would go without dinner that night because
this was the way Stalking Wolf taught us to be effective. If we
caught nothing, we didn't eat. We also learned that the only
reason for taking a life from the woods, animal or vegetable, was
for sustenance.

"What was the longest time you ever went without eat-
ing?" I  asked.

Stalking Wolf answered, "You are hungry, I know, but
we wil l  eat soon."

I wanted to ask him how he knew this, because I had
been straining my eyes and ears to catch any clue of the presence
of an animal, and I had detected nothing. Instead, I kept stil l.
I knew that Stalking wolf would teach me what he thought was
important, not always what I wanted to know. And if I was patient,
I would soon learn. I'm glad that I didn't ask another question
because when Stalking Wolf began to speak, what he said was
infinitely more interesting than anything I could have foreseen.

"We were very young, but not too young, Friendly Fox
and I, when we decided to go up on the mountain and let the
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spirits talk to us. I was chosen to go first. We had to go separately

and alone, or the medicine wouldn't  work. I t  was the t ime be-

tween the seasons of summer and winter that I chose, because the

coolness would keep me from exhaustion, and I would need very

little water. I sat there on the mountain on the edge of a bluff,

sheltered by the shade of a rock during the day. I didn't eat for a

full twelve days, and I took very little water.
"On the twelfth day, the spirits tested me. I wanted to

eat. I thought that I would do anything for food, even kill. I saw

myself in a dream take food from an elder of the tribe. It was a

fresh kill, and I devoured it raw, blood dripped from my hands.

I screamed out loud, a war cry of victory. I really must have

screamed, because I found myself awake and standing on the

edge of the bluff. It was as if I was going to jump. I knew at that

moment that the spirits had spoken through my vision, and I had

learned a great truth.
"l returned from the mountain that evening with a fresh

kill that I shared with the tribe along with the story of my vision.

The elder I  had seen in my vision said, 'Now you are one with

the earth." '
At that moment, the paiute trap snapped, and we had a

nice cottontail for dinner. I was excited about our first catch, and it

embarrassed me that I didn't know immediately what the great

huth was that Stalking Wol{ had discovered, and so I never asked.

It was one of the unfinished chapters in my life that I was destined

to f inish on my own.
That was why I was here in the back woods of Maine in

fast thatOctober. I came here to relive that good-medicine

Stalking Wolf had experienced so many years before. I

to learn the great truth that my teacher had discovered,
here to become "one with the earth." I slipped off into

slept soundly.
I was awakened by the sound of a junco in a nearby tree.

It was a bright, clear morning with a bite of frost in the air, but the

sun would soon burn that out of the air. I thought it was a bit early

for juncos in this part of the country. I thought that they came just

before the first snowfall. I remember a poem I wrote about them

when I was very young and trying desperately to be an Indian:

was here
and I was
sleep and
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The junco tril led
My heart soared

Winter is coming
Winter is coming

It was a good sign. I rolled over and crawled out of my nest into the
most beautiful meadow I had ever seen. It sloped away and down
gently toward the stream I had crossed the day before. There at the
water's edge were two doe. The sun reflecting off the frost, the
sounds of the birds and the water rushing in the stream, the bright,
almost dazzling brill iance of the scene, and those two beautiful
creatures drinking-and my heart soared. I was fil led with grati-
tude and thankfulness. I wanted to laugh and cry at the same
time. The beauty of this moment was overwhelming. I just knelt
there by the pines that I had crawled from, and communed with
the breeze and thanked the Great Spirit for being alive and for
being here.

I don't know how long I knelt there watching life around
me. Time was not important-only the moment and all it held.

I had learned to drink in every moment. To see
everything that was around me and not worry about what I was
missing. Most people race from one place to another and miss
everything in between. They rush to keep appointments and
complain about not having enough time-but I have escaped from
that pattern. This attitude caused all time to blend with the mc-
ment, and I was able to lose myself in the detail of my surround-
ings. I can only describe it as what I imagine is a state of grace.

The Carpet and the Ants

That afternoon I wandered through the forest. The sun was high
and warm for late October in Maine. Indian summer! Most of
the leaves had fallen, and the ground was like an Oriental carpet
of reds and golds. They formed a design so complex that it was
indecipherable to the human eye, and yet it was real. I sensed a
pattern there that should not be disturbed. And so, I moved over
the forest's carpet with great care. I was careful not to disturb the
combined craftsmanship of wind and tree and frost.
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How beautifully the forest treats death. How beautiful

death is in the wild-not to be mourned but celebrated in this

breathtaking manner. The leaves brighten, then die. The ttee,

colorless, mourns. It's right to mourn, natural to remain color-

less, but only for a little while, a season. The leaves will brown

and decay, and their nourishment will enter again into the earth

to feed the tree that gave them life. So natural, so good, and

so very simple. Yet most of us miss it. We rake the leaves and

burn them, we put them in piles and put them out for the trash

man. Rather, we should let the wind work its magic and weave

for us a beautiful carpet from its leaves.

We are so locked into order. Everything must have its

place, and we fail to see the natural order of things. Leaves are

untidy and must be raked. Their presence on our lawns broad-

casts neglect and laziness. Their absence reflects order and con-

trol and pride. If only allpeople could join me here, not physically

but where I am spiritually, and relax and gently wander through

creation and realize ils order and beauty. If only, I thought.

I stopped and watched a colony of red ants work the sap

from a dripping maple that had been scarred by a bear, which had

decided to use it to sharpen his claws. They marched by the hun-

dreds up and down the maple trunk. They looked to me like

veins, red and swollen, a never-ending stream of life, carrying

that sweet sap home to their colony.
I felt good and was content to stand there silently and

watch. Awe-inspired, the Oriental rug beneath my feet, a ceiling

of clear, cool blue-l was in a mansion not made by hands, ffid-

jestic and life-sustaining.
I eventually followed the ants' trail, leading away from

the tree. It wound about over and under leaves and rocks and

branches. Objects of that size would be enormous roadblocks to a

man, but they were hardly that to this army of determined ants'

They crossed them as if they were not barriers at all and made

theii way directly to a miniature cave they had excavated at the

base of an oak.
I watched them until dusk. Their activity never slack-

ened. A constant vein of workers carrying sugar from the maple

to the colony. Their energy was amazing. Digging a home from

the earth and letting the forest feed them.
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The path the ants followed, like a road, was not cut out
of the earth, but a part of it. Barriers were not blasted but over-
come. There would be little trace of the ants' presence after their
pilgrimage was completed, no litter left to mark their way, only
a faint path across the forest floor.

Man in his desire to make the earth better for his sur-
vival has managed to scar, to deface it to the point where it now
threatens him with extinction. Man takes from this earth but fails
to replenish. He is afraid of the earth; he sees it as an enemy that
wants to compete with him for supremacgr. Why, he even encloses
himself in metal and concrete when he is placed in the earth to
rest. "Ashes to ashes," should read "Ashes to concrete." Fear? or
is it greed that drives us to destroy the basis of our existence?
"Ashes to metal, dust to concretel"

What makes us deny our beginnings and avoid our nat-
ural end? I have read that the Egyptians denied death through
embalming. Even then we had strayed far from the truth. The
Indian saw death as a very real part of life, not to be avoided but
understood. Some were buried naked in the earth from which
they came. ftee to decay and become one with the earth.

Is that what Stalking wolf meant when he mentioned
understanding what it meant to be one with the earth? Did he
mean that I must understand death? Was he referring to our mor-
tality? I didn't think so. What he pointed toward was notso simple
as that. It meant more, because it dealt with life, I was sure of that.
It concerned the living and the understanding of life. Perhaps it
was connected with the understanding of death, but it was more
than that.

A cool breeze ran across my neck and made me realize
that the sun had almost retired behind the mountain. I raised my
body up off the forest carpet and stepped carefully toward the
stream, making certain not to disturb the ants' thoroughfare.

The water was so cold that it almost burned going down
my throat. I hadn't realized it, but I hadn't had a drink since early
that morning. Almost twelve hours. I would have to be more
careful and remember to drink more often. I didn't need to be-
come dehydrated. I  knew that I  would weaken over the days
without food, but I didn't want to get sick and have to postpone
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this fast, for I felt that this was the appointed time. I'd just have to

be more careful.
The next few days blended into one long warming fieel-

ing. I experienced some stomach cramps that second night and a

headache on the third day, but I knew that they would pass and

largely ignored them until they disappeated. It was as though

time had stopped and I were suspended in eternity. All time was

now, and I was flowing with it in an almost indiscernible motion,

slower than slow . . . floating.

The Owl and the Hare

Across the meadow I noticed intersecting paths, like some intri-

cate causeways that were depressed below the higher grasses. On

these runs were the droppings of a varying hare. I felt good that

one of nature's most vulnerable creatures was sharing this place

with me. I wanted to meet this hare and tell him that he had

nothing to fear from me.
In the evenlng as I lay at the edge of the pines watching

the meadow in the ever-increasing moonlight, I would see him'

He wouldfeed his way up the meadow and toward me. His ears

were constantly turning to pick up the sounds in the forest about

him. He wouldleed to within inches of my face. I  would remain

very stil l and study his coloring and eyes. Here was a shy and

cautious animal, built for speed and maneuverability, but with no

other defenses from every carnivore in the woods'
The first time he came close, I wondered what he would

do when he scented or saw me. To my surprise, he did nothing.

Perhaps my spirit more calm than at other times because of my

fast. I don't know. What I do know is that that hare was not afraid

of me. He sat there and chewed grass and then, in one hop, was

next to my hand, which he sniffed and then hopped over. This

was incredible. A hare unafraid of a human! I felt very good about

that. I felt very close to that hare and was thankful that he could

understand me. He sensed that I meant him no harm, and he

trusted me. It was something I had experienced with very few
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people, and I wondered why humans had lost this ability that
animals have of sensing danger and safety?

This varying hare was with me for most of the rest of the
time I stayed at the pine camp. I gave him the name Rabbit. It
was a small incident, probably long forgotten by Rick, my child_
hood friend. We were identifying animals one diy and I idlntified
a varying hare as a rabbit. Rick raughed and said, t.No, it 's a hare."

"what's the difference?" I said, "lt looks like a rabbit
to  me. "

"The difference is the hair," he said, stil! laughing.
I was getting annoyed and sternry asked, l,what do

you mean?"
"Rabbits are born blind and naked, and hares can see

and have fur .  or hair."
"oh," I said embarrassed. "The rabbit's no hare."
This memory caused me to name this hare Rabbit.

I whispered, "Be careful, Rabbit. There's an owl, a barred owl
that works this meadow at night. I've heard its call, and I've seen
its shadow. I' l l bet it has a four-foot wing span and can carry off a
hare even as large as you . Be careful, Rabbit."

Through the days and nights that passed, I came to ex-
pect Rabbit's presence. He was like a balm, a calming spirit. He
was life, vulnerable but totally free. tf I had to define myfeelings
toward Rabbit, the word would be ,.brother.,,

The barred owl was a beautiful bird. I first heard its song,
eight notes. I next saw its shadow in the night sky. The third time I
encountered it, it was hunting the meadow, and it was then that I
saw its full size and power as it swooped down and caught a
mouse in its talons only yards from the pines where I lay. It flew at
an improbable rate of speed when it dived, and I watched it come
against the moonlight and rise to a roost high up in a maple.
There once again, it gave its eight-note call. "who cooks for you?
Who cooks for you?"

The owl and the hare. The hunter and the hunted were
living so close, and yet there was rittle fear and no hatred. These
creatures have found their natural positions and live gracefully
within them. we can't do that, because we have yet to discover
what our position is in the world. or perhaps we once knew, but
we lost sight of it?
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Every evening I would talk to Rabbit and the owl would

talk to me. The "spirit that moves in all things" made sure that I

was never alone. I have never been lonely when alone in the

wilderness. There's too much life to be observed and to take part

in. If we can sit for hours and watch a colony of ants work a

maple, we will never be lonely. If we teaJize that the spirit that

moves in the hare also gives us life, then we are never isolated'

If we stand in awe of the constant movement in the earth and the

sky and the plant life that surrounds us, we can never be lonely'

I have often been alone, but the only time I have ever

felt loneliness was at a dance in high school. I didn't know how to

dance and found myself envious of the boys who could. I ended

up sitting alone in the bleachers, lonely because I had nothing in

common with the other kids. But I have never felt that way in the

woods. Perhaps I shouldn't have felt that way at the dance, but I

did. Today, I don't feel as though I would ever feel lonely again.

Today, in life, I realize my relationship to nature and to others.

These animals came to be my companions, constant and

reassuring. They were always present, and the realization of their

presence told me that I was still alive and aware and real. They

made me realize I was awake and not dreaming. Their reality and

companionship was a strong gift for, as the days passed without

food, I found it increasingly difficult to discern dream from reality.

The Thirst

I woke one morning to a brill iant hoary frost. The sunlight playing

through the frost-laden branches acted like a kaleidoscope form-

ing shapes and reflecting colors. I had to shake my head for fear I

was hallucinating. But this \/as no hallucination, it was real and

lovely. There is an awful silence that comes with frozen fog' It's

almost as if the very air will crack and fall to pieces if you speak'

So I thought quietly, in a whisPer.
Peace overcam e me when t looked across that frost-

covered meadow, alive with the glistening sunlight. It looked like

someone had sown diamonds about. There, by the stream, I

could see the warm breath of a doe as it raised its head from the
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water to look and listen. She seemed as responsive as I to the
sounds of the junco and the bobwhite as they echoed through this
crystal garden. This was a vision of what heaven would be like.
God, I was happy! There in the frost that would rapidly disappear
were the tracks of raccoon, deer, mouse, hare, and chipmunk.
Momentary tracks, I thought, quickly burned by the sun, whose
only immortality lies with my memory. They were placed by
nature for my consciousness alone, an intricate, transitory pat-
tern. In that moment of great joy, I experienced a sadness that I
alone could witness this beautiful work of nature, which my sensi-
tive state had transformed to art.

Tiacks. I thought that this would be a good day to try my
hand at some difficult tracking, to test my skill after seven days
without food. I decided to follow the bear tracks that were made a
week earlier by Bandit, which had led me to this paradise. I won-
dered how far he had wan dered I know that bears have territories,
and I would test my guess that this old boy was making his final
rounds before his hibernation.

I began at the edge of the meadow where I had last seen
him lumber off at his breakneck, two-to-three mile-an-hour pace.

I enjoy tracking bear because they are so whimsical.
They can eat almost anything and find food almost anywhere.
They can sleep wherever they l ie down. I  remember watching
one take an afternoon nap between two saplings. He never stirred,
even though another bear passed close by. They don't have to go
anywhere or be anywhere, and are never in a hurry unless th-y
are in danger. Their natural curiosity leads them to some very
interesting and amusing situations. When unmenaced they are
gentle wanderers like myself , and I feel a certain affinity toward
them. Following them lends itself to my style, because it leads me
on so many interesting side trips. A bear will change its course if it
smells an interesting odor or hears an unusual sound. Where
most animals will move away from anything strange, a bear will
turn and investigate, and nothing is sacred to him.

I was looking forward to this track also because it would
be a challenge. Six days of wind and frost would make the track
very faint, and I would have to be very alert not to lose it. I had no
idea that I would be so challenged and so engrossed that I would
meet the unexpected.
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From the log where he had snacked on grubs, he wan-

dered down through a gully and up the bank and hill on the other

side. He seemed to have no regard for bushes. He pushed right

through them. On the bank at the far side of the gully, I was given

a treat. The angle of the bank was so steep that the bear left marks

of its claws in the earth.
Usually a bear pads along, heel striking first, and seldom

does it leave a mark of its nonretractable claws. In fact, the hind

paws leave large marks that have sometimes been mistaken for a

man's moccasined footprint. But there they were-five small in-

dentations just above the digit marks as though someone had

stabbed the ground with a tapered stick.

Just over the hill, I {ound where I thought the bear had

spent the night. It was a a huge thicket patch. Some brown fur

was caught on a thorn where he had crawled in to curl up for the

night. He came out the same way and headed off at a 90-degree

ungt" to the direction he had been traveling when he had come

ou", the hill. Now where could Bandit be headed? He was prob-

ably headed toward some water. I was thirsty, since I had forgotten

to drink that morning, and I was looking forward to quenching

my thirst at a mountain spring. However, I didn't get the oppor-

tunity, because I hadn't gone a quarter of a mile following the

tracks when I came upon a field of rock. I lost his tracks in that

field and was forced to follow the edge of the enormous field and

hope to pick uP his track again.
I tried the downhill side, figuring that if he were heading

for water it would naturally be at the bottom of a mountain' I was

wrong. I searched all day, forgetting to take the time to find some

waterl By late afternoon, I found where I thought the bear had

come out at the uphill side of the field. There were some broken

branches there and what looked like the remains of some bear

feces. I looked up at the sky and knew that I had only about a half

hour of light left, and so had better seek shelter before nightfall. I

was thirsty, b,rt I didn't relish the idea of stumbling around in the

dark searching for a drink. Besides, it had begun to cloud up and

would possibiy rain. That would solve my thirst problem. Now,

I had better find a dry spot for the night.

I found a shallow cave. It was more like a rock overhang'

I gathered leaves and pine needles for my bed and some boughs
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to cover the mouth of the cave in case the wind tried to blow rain
into my sleeping quarters. As I was going to sleep, the thought
went through my mind that I had been at least twenty-four hours
without water. Bear tracking would have to wait in the morning
while I searched for water.

I t  didn't  rain during the night. I  was hoping for some
puddles to diink from. I considered the terrain and decided to
head straight down across the rock field and into the valley. It was
during my descent that I fell. It must have been my weakness, for
I don't remember if I slipped and was knocked out, or if I brlackeel
out and fel l .

when I woke up, I was wedged between two large boul-
ders and very dizzy.l had a nasty gash and bump on my forehead,
and it took me quite some time tofree myself from the rocks. It
would have been a simple task had I not been weak and dizzy.
My left leg was twisted and wedged under one of the boulders,
and I had great difficulty freeing it. I was sore, and my ankle
was beginning to swell noticeably. It was very painful to put any
weight on it.

when I finally climbed out, I was exhausted. I would
have to crawl to the woods and cut myself a crutch if I wanted to
travel any distance. What should have taken minutes took hours.
I was tired and frustrated and very thirsty. I passed out at least
three times in that short crawl. one thing began to concern me
greatly. As much as I struggled and panted and strained, I never
sweated. My mouth was very dry, and I knew that the dizziness
I was experiencing was caused by dehydration as well as by the
accident. I f  I  didn't  get some water soon, I  might pass out and
never wake up.

I finally managed to crawl to a fallen branch at the edge
of the rock field. I hacked at it with my knife until it resembled a
crutch. I wrapped my bandanna about the y at one end, placed
it under my arm, and with all my strength raised myself up.

Pain shot up through my leg, and I started to black out.
I fought back the nausea and tried to deny the pain. I had to get to
water! My thirst was greater than my pain, so I moved. But it was
impossible. Before I had gone fifty yards, the light failed. Cloud
cover negated the moonlight and the steepness of the grade
along with my terribly weakened condition forced me to halt
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I lay down exhausted in a pile of leaves and fell off to

sleep. Forty-eight hours without water.
In the morning, I l icked the dew from the grass and put

some of the grass into my mouth and limped down the hill. I
moved from tree to tree, slowly and laboriously. The swelling had
not gone down in my ankle, and it was stil l painful to put weight
on it. Everything was spinning and it took every ounce of my will-
power to keep going. I would fall and lie spent, then force myself

up to go on. It seemed as if I would never reach the base of the
mountain.

Finally, at the base of the mountain, I fell-l couldn't call
it letting myself down. Lying there in the dry leaves, I heard the
faint sound of water trickling over rock. Thank God! I crawled
through the underbrush and put my hand in the cold water. I was
thirsty beyond belief. It had been fifty-six hours since I last tasted
water. Yet, I didn't bury my face in that spring. Something told
me not to. Something from deep within began to groan and fight
its way to my conscious mind. It fought through the nausea, the

weakness, and the pain, and it cried out to be heard above my
physical needs.

I knelt beside the spring, cupped my hands, fil led them
with water and raised them, dripping, above my head. Then I
turned slowly and let that water fall on the dry leaves about my ex-
hausted body. It was a grateful libation to the Great Spirit that
moves in all things, to survival. It was simple. I was glad to be alive.

After drinking my fil l and resting for the better part of the

day, I made my way back to my pine camp, where I rested and
nursed my ankle for two days.

I was getting noticeably weaker each day and was on the
verge of giving up this impossible quest. Was it worth my life to

discover what it meant to be "one with the earth"? I doubted dur-
ing these days of recuperation and would have packed out if it
wasn't for some mysterious force that caused me time and again
to forget my doubts. Each time I was ready to leave, a junco would
sing or Rabbit would appear, and my spirit would be calmed.

Stomach cramps began to reappear during these days,
but they only lasted the morning. A drink of water and a little
grass would usually settle me.

How long would it go on? What was going to happen to
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me? Surely the short hallucinations I experienced were not all that
I would see? I was disappointed and somewhat discouraged. I
calmed myself by thinking over and over, It won't take much
longer. I  did not know what lay ahead.

The Vision

I was twelve dagrs into mgr fast. The hunger pains had ceased, and
the headaches had passed. It was arnazing that I couldn't remem-
ber when the pain had left me that day since it had been so intense
that morning. I only knew that as I approached my camp and saw
its familiar surroundings that this night would be different from the
previous eleven.

The forest was silent, different from any way I could
remernber. But I had learned that nature's ways are so infinite that
I should never be surprised. only grateful.

The owl I had grown to expect after sundown did not
come, and my friend Rabbit was also missing. What was present
in the forest that was keeping my friends in hiding? I closed my
eyes and listened intently for any sound that might give me a clue.

Perhaps the fox whose hacks I discovered when I re-
turned to camp had not left the area, as I had assumed. I was
excited when I found the fresh tracks of a fox because I always
consider them good medicine. My mind wandered back to the
time I spent snow blind in the Pines because I was so intent on
hacking a fox. Good medicine?

My eyes were closed tightly and my ears were straining
for any clue, when i t  hit  me and knocked my senses into another
dimension. I  didn't  know then what was happening to me, but
afterward I knew that I had experienced that strange and wonder-
ful phenomenon cal led a vision.

My head began to spin as images appeared and dis-
appeared in rapid succession in my mind, as if I were on a high-
speed train rushing through my past. I was traveling over every
path I had ever known as a boy, and I was following at incredible
speed the tracks of a large and powerful but older man. They
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were familiar tracks, and yet I couldn't place them, so I found

myself compelled to follow them and find their maker.

on and on I traveled, realizing every camp and every

hack I had ever known or seen, until I found myself in an un-

familiar land that was different from anything I had ever experi-

enced. It was different not in texture, but in spirit. It was a desert

place, and out among the rocks was the old man I had been

iollowing. He *u, *uking his way through the rocks toward a

distant mountain. There was no sound whatsoever, and the beat-

ing of my heart pounding from the chase sounded like a tom-tom

in a closed room.
It was as if the old man heard my heart, for at that instant

he turned to face me, his pursuer, and I saw that the man I had

been tracking was my old friend and teacher, Stalking wolf. His

eyes were thl same intense, accepting eyes I had always known,

but they radiated a new image of a sad peace which beckoned to

me, almost pleaded with me to come come come'

And then, as suddenly as i t  had begun, i t  ended. But his

eyes were stil l there, burning with an intensity in my mind that I

had never felt before. The owl rushed overhead, and its sound

made me aware of where I was. I looked around and a chipmunk

and Rabbit were about on their nocturnal forage as if something

had called them back.
I did not understand what was happening, but I rcalized

that it was good medicine, and I knew then what I had to do. I

must find Stalking Wolf! There was something about him that I

didn't recognize, Lut I knew that he wanted me with him on his

desert walk.
That meant

immediately in
mountains.

that my fast was over. I would have to find

order to have the strength to hike out offood
these

I had prepared a rabbit stick for just such a time, and I

knew that I must kill Rabbit now before my sentiments talked me

out of it. As I reached for the stick in the corner of my lean-to,

I noticed the bright eyes of a small animal watching me, and I

knew instinctiv"ty tnut the fox whose tracks I had discovered

earlier was back. nna if the fox was there, the chipmunk and

Rabbit would soon be in hiding.
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I moved quickly and silently toward where I had last
noticed Rabbit and knelt to feel his tracks. They led off toward
some heavy brush, and I knew that I had lost my chance for a kill.
The strange thing was that the tracks told me that Rabbit had not
been in a hurry or frightened. They were not the tracks of a wor-
ried animal fleeing a pursuer. They were the normal tracks of a
rabbit foraging for food, and they went directly into the heavy
brush as if he had been led there.

Seuen Days

It's difficult to relate just how the next seven days passed, because
it was as if some force were at work warning the animals I tracked
and stalked of my presence. Each time I was about to strike or
throw or trap, the animal would lift up as if it were receiving some
message on the wind and would bound off in the opposite direc-
tion. I would sit by the stream where the raccoon came every
night to drink and wash its food, and the raccoon wouldn't come.
I would set traps on the rabbit runs in different places, and the
rabbits would not appear. I would stalk a deer and know that if I
waited in a certain place that the deer would pass and I could fall
on it and kill it, but it would not pass.

The days passed as if I were in a dream. Nothing seemed
real except my hunger and weakness, and nothing worked. I
walked miles looking for game. I spent hours fishing, but there
was no food. Here it was fall, a time when food is most plentiful in
the woods, and I was starving to death. I couldn't understand it.
Something beyond anything I understood was in control.  But yet
I fought to survive. I ate grass, grazing like a deer, at times on my
hands and knees for hours. But i t  wasn't  enough. Often I would
dig a root or eat some bark, and my stomach would reject it. This
had never happened before. Nature and my body were conspir-
ing to destroy me or drive me from the forest.

I didn't feel as though I were in control. My life was being
guided by u force both within and without that I neither under-
stood nor accepted. I continued to hunt, and I continued to eat
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the roots and grasses and even grubs I could find. I would not sur-
render. I would not be defeated. I knew that I could survive in
these woods, and I would. I refused to let the idea of walking out
and seeking any help beyond my own instincts and resources
enter my mind. When it did, I would push it out with a giant effort
of my wil l .

I began to stumble and forget where I was or from where
I had come. I would slip in and out of consciousness, and had
countless hallucinations-some so wild that I could never describe
them, and some so real that I thought they werejust that. In one, a
rabbit jumped into my arms and invited me to kill it. Falcons and
hawks flew in droves like crows. Snakes crawled about my body,
and the sun at times fil led my entire conscious vision so that
everything was hidden behind a blinding light.

At times I thought I was going insane, losing my mind.
But always my mind would clear, and I would shake back the
fears and go on.

I don't know how far I wandered from my camp or how
many times I had failed to attain food. Those things were unim-
portant to me now. The only thing that was important was survival.
I was nervous, tired, weak, and very close to panic. I was doing
everything I told myself I would never do in a desperate situation.
I was acting defeated. I was acting scared. I was uptight and I
couldn't  relax.

Days passed into night and back again into day, and
each day found me weaker and weaker. I must walk out of this
place, get to my jeep, and drive to safety! Why couldn't I admit
that I was beaten? What was holding me in this wilderness? Was it
my time of testing? My trial to see if what I believed was really im-
portant to me, important enough that I would risk my life?

Did I really believe that I was indestructible, that I could
live in the woods and never be in any danger because my rela-
tionship with nature would insure my survival? Or was I afraid
that my home was rejecting me, as if I were an alien? "Leave or
die," it was saying. "There is no place for man in the forest." NO!
I couldn't believe that. I was not being rejected, I was being tested.
The question was, Would I measure up?

I had become so weak that, whenever I stopped to rest,
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I fell asleep or blacked out. I would sleep for minutes or hours, I
was never quite sure. My one concern was that one of these in-
voluntary sleeps would last a very long time indeed.

I had to make a decision. If my mind was not playing
kicks on me, I figured that I had been without substantial food for
nineteen days. I was literally on the verge of starvation. My weak-
ness was becoming dangerous. I  don't  know how many t imes I
had stumbled and fallen. one of these times I would fall into a
position from which I would be unable to climb, or I would strike
my head and never wake up. I was just too weak to move quietly
in a stalk. I  was discouraged, to the point of despondency.

what should I do? Use my last reserve of strength and
make for the jeep, or stay and face the inevitable? I must make
the decision immediately, or i t  would be made for me. I  knew my
body, and I had never felt it so vulnerable before. I felt as though I
could just l ie down and die. I t  was not a scary feel ing, and i t  didn't
invoke fear. l  was just t i red, and I wanted to sleep forever.

I wandered through the woods, searching for some sign
of animal life, pulling bark from the pines as I passed them and
chewing on some wild grasses. I t  was hopeless. I  would have to
find my way back to my jeep. Just then, a cool wind blew through
the trees and a bird sang:

"Winter is coming
Winter is coming

Looking up, I noticed the thin cirrus clouds as they raced ahead
of the west wind and across the sun. The faint shadows they cast
on the mountains and meadows broadcast the warning that snow
would fol low.

I thought of Bandit,  whom I had tracked, and how he
must be heading for his winter home. I t  was then I noticed the
bear tree-a hardwood tree with bark scarred about six feet from
the base. At the base of the tree there was something very un-
usual: the remains of a bear's kill. The skull and some fur and
bones of a varying hare lay there. I thought it unusual that a bear
would carry its kill any distance before devouring it. perhaps
another larger bear had been in the vicinity, or perhaps there was
an active hare run very close to where I was.

That was enough. The decision was made for me. If
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there was life so close, and if a bear could find it, so could I.
It may not seem like much of a sign to anyone else, but to me it
was good medicine.

I backtracked the bear who had been there perhaps a day
bef,ore, and didn't have to travel very far before I came across an

active game trail. It was not only used by hares, but also by deer.
I searched the area until I found a place where I could lie

undetected and concealed and wait for something live to pass

within my reach. I would have to be very careful to remain awake
and alert. That would take all of my willpower, because already I
was beginning to feel faint. The walk and short track had ex-
hausted me.

This place I had chosen for my concealment-would it
be my final resting place? These and similar thoughts walked
slowly across my mind as I found *y way into position behind
some brambles and lay face down to wait.

The CalI and the KiIl

An ant, small and black, began to wind its way across a leaf in that
fast staccato way ants have of traveling-stopping and starting,
exploring, and retracing his steps to begin where he had wan-
dered from his original trail. It was coming toward me in its never-

ending search for food. It was up and over leaves as if they existed
for no other purpose than to act as obstacles to slow his search.
Yet he traveled undaunted, alone, from shadow to shadow, ever
searching among the leaves and decaying undergrowth for some-
thing to take back to his colony. Searching in the decaying leaves,
among the dead, for sustenance.

I must have lain there for hours, drifting in and out of
consciousness and waiting for something to move and praying

that when i t  did, I  would have the strength to pursue i t  and use i t
to nourish -y depleted strength. Suddenly the dappled sunlight
began to move against the wind on my face, and I heard the
sound of a bird light on a branch just above my head. Would it
fly off, or would it land to feast on that ant who had become
my friend and companion these past hours? If he noticed the
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ant, surely he would notice me. But i f  his hunger was great
enough, perhaps he would r isk the ant, and then I would take
him. I t  al l  seemed so natural-the ant, the leaves, the bird and
myself. Waiting. Each an integral part of all that was happening
around us.

Then it was on the ground just before my face, hunting
for some seeds among the grass and leaves. It was a slate-colored
junco with a slate-gray hood and back and a beautifulwhite breast.
I stared intently at its dark brown eyes and noticed their complete
peacefulness. The head moved as he searched for food.

In a man the eye moves, in this bird the entire head jerks
and bobs, l ike a boxer avoiding a jab. There was a marking on i ts
sandy beak. A chip was out of the forebeak and had turned dark.
It must have pecked at a seed too close to a rock or tried to take a
seed too hard from rocky soil. I studied that bird, the stripes on his
legs, the dark outer edges of his wing feathers that give the im-
pression of stripes and the white tail feathers that framed its long
narrow tail. I named it Chip after the marking on its forebeak.
chip, I  thought, I  must take your l i fe now, though i t  wi lr  give me
no pleasure. I  must or I ' l l  die.

There it stood, inches from my face, unafraid, unaware
that a predator lay so close and could, at any moment, snatch
from it the breath of life. But can this predator take that bird? That
had always been the question. I  had never enjoyed a ki l l ,  even
though I ki l led only what I  needed in order to survive.

I must reach out for that bird, or r isk the chan ce of starv-
ing to death. Yet the bird senses nothing that denotes fear. Is it
because the bird knows that I am not going to take it? What is
going on? I've always been in control before, and now it all seems
to be sl ipping through my f ingers. I 'm losing control.  What does
this bird sense that I don't know? I must kill this bird or die! It 's as
simple as that. It is what I've been trying to do unsuccessfully for
the past week Why the hesitation? "Take it, Tom! Take it or die!"

I closed my eyes and tried to move my right hand and
arm toward the bird. They would not move! It was as though I
had no control over it, as though it were a separate entity. My
mind was telling it to move and move swiftly and silently, but it
was not obeying. Something, some other force, was in charge of
my limbs. or was it? Perhaps there was a deeper level of my own
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consciousness that was now in control of my body, that knew,
that realized more than my logical, trained consciousness could
ever understand. And that was that I had nothing to fear. That
what I must do is wait and surrender myself to the earth around
me. To give in to what I was and had always been-and that was
not a conquering pioneer. I  did not have to give up, only give in.
To flow with the spirit of my surroundings. To be different from,
and yet a part of the earth. Give in. Give in. Become . . . You are
it, and it is you, and we are all one entity. Like the ant and the
bird. Like the leaves and the mulch. Like the earth.

I began to tremble. It was an inner trembling that was not
goose flesh but a shaking, beginning at the center of my body and
radiating out. It was as if my soul were shaking with an inner
laughter and joy that it could feel only upon being discovered and
realized. Like a child who is discovered in his hiding place. It was
a shaking, but my body didn't move. The trembling came from
somewhere deep within my body. It was a deeper feeling than I
had ever before felt. My soul was bursting with joyous laughter,
and its .movement was rocking, moving my body in a strange
rhythm unlike the normal movements one would expect from the
body. [t was the trembling I would expect to feel from an earth-
quake. I was moving with the earth, an integral, living part of
the earth!

There, face down in the moist dirt, I had the experience
that Stalking Wolf had told me about. I was one with the earth,
both physically and spiritually. We were one. I opened my eyes to
share my joy with my friends, but couldn't see them because my
eyes were so full of tears. Everything was blurred. I blinked hard
twice to clear my eyes. But the bird and the ant were gone, as if
they had never been. I searched the dirt before my face and saw
the faint, almost vague path the ant had madebetween two leaves,
the distinct prints of the junco intercepting those of the ant, and a
faint mark of a chipped beak where the ant's trail ended.

My heart felt a sad joy. At the very moment of my per-

sonal revelation, this ant was feeding a starving junco, and some-
how that said more to me than anything I had ever learned. I was
on holy ground. This moment and this place were sacred, as were
all places that had given and received life.

My eyes blurred anew with tears of sadness and joy, and
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I had to close them. Again the trembling began. It had the same
rhythm as before, but it was not coming from within me but from
the earth. The same rhythm that I had experienced as the laughter
of my soul was now being realized outside my body. The earth
was trembling as i  had trembled. At that moment, I  knew that the
spirit that had commanded my arm to remain stil l had sensed this
vibration lorrg before my body sensory system could pick it up.
I knew that my soul sensed this vibration of the earth long before
and had told my arm to remain stil l. It was sound and movement
together in the earth and in the air. It was a deer, not too large,
moving down the trail in my direction, and it could not be more
than twenty feet from where I lay.

My body suddenly came al ive, and every muscle t ight-
ened, ready to spring. I  knew that this animal was my prey, as the
ant was the junco's. There was no hesitation on my part to take it
if I could. I opened my eyes and watched it carefully and silently
move down the trai l .

It was a yearling. It had been born in the spring of this
year. It looked to be about 110 pounds. Its ears were cocked and
alert for any sound out of the ordinary. I could see the lashes,
black above its brown eyes, and the moisture about its nostrils and
the white and brown hair on its chin that forms its almost invisible
mandarin beard. The yearling stopped directly in front of me and
lowered its head to graze on a clump of wild grass on the other
side of the trail.

I sprang through the undergrowth that separated us with
no concern for eves or flesh. The brambles caught at my clothing
and ripped at my face, but I felt nothing but the pounding of blood
in my temples. Where my strength had come from I don't  know.
I had one thought, one objective, and my adrenalin supplied the
strength I needed to reach that goal.

I was on the deer's back before it could react, and I felt
the momentary surprise as its muscles tightened, and it began to
raise up. But there was no time for a struggle. My hands found its
muzzle, grass stil l between its teeth. I lunged back, twisting and
pulling, and I heard a snap, definite, and the yearling went stil l. [t
was a clean kill. The deer felt nothing more than momentary fear.

I did not feel a sense of happiness after the kill. I felt only
an understanding and the deepest humility. He died that I might
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live. It was as simple as that. It didn't involve any complicated
philosophy or rationalization. I was just like that deer, only it was
not yet time for me to die. There was much yet that I must do.

Yet, as I looked down at his wide staring eyes, I won-
dered if he had sensed the end. There was a peacefulness in his
eyes that mad e me wonder if he hadn't known that this was his
final walk.

I unsheathed my knife and cut some flesh from his thigh.
I ate the flesh, warm and raw, blood dripping from my hands. It
all happened as if it were a dream that I was acting out in some-
one else's mind. I lay down next to my kill and fell into a deep
sleep. In the morning, I woke to the sounds of vultures screaming
overhead for a chance to come down and feast on my kill. I moved
to do what had to be done, to use the animal completely.

I don't remember having done it, but I had apparently
gutted the animal before I had fallen asleep. I skinned the deer,
sliced the meat, and set it to dry on some logs that I could watch
from where I worked. I scraped the hide and took the brains of
the deer and saturated the leather. I had too far to go to save all
the bones, so I took only a few along with the hoofs, and tied
them together with some of the sinewy tendon from the deer's
foreleg. Then I packed most of the meat in the hide and cooked
what was left for breakfast and felt even more strength return
to my body.

I repaired my campsite, doused and buried my fire,
hoisted my pack and turned to walk back to my jeep. As I turned
to look one last time at that sacred spot, I realized that there was
nothing there that would ever belie my pres ence. My kill was
cleaned and whatever remained would soon be carried off by the
birds and the other small scavengers of the forest. The signs of my
lying-in-wait and my struggle would soon disappear as the wind
and rain melted the tracks of my presence even further into the
earth. I was leaving this place as I had found it, stil l whole. After
all, it was a part of me, and I of it. That demanded respect and
concern.

I made no attempt to mark the spot where all this had
occurred. It wasn't necessary. If I ever had to find it, I could. Any
mark would change it. It had to remain natural. Only then would
it remain sacred and capable of working good medicine.
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I found my jeep late that afternoon, undisturbed. I
climbed in and before I could start the engine, I heard the sound
of a bird high above my head in the pines.

"Winter is coming
Winter is coming. .

I looked up, and directly above me was a junco singing its evening
slumber song. The light was fading quickly as it does in the north
at this time of year, and I can't be certain, but it seemed to me that
there was a small chip in the beak of that bird. "Sleep well, Chip,"
I said and drove south down the mountain to find Stalking Wolf .



PRICKLY PEAR CACTUS

13/The Final WaIk

When Sfolking WoA bft New Jersey to return fo his ancestral
home, he prophesied concerning Rick's and my futures. He said
that Rick would take a journey with the spirits, and I would
journey and teoch men the old ways. We pressed him for a
prophecy about his own future. He said that he would take a
walk to the mountain.

During my fast in Maine, I had o uision that I felt was
Sfolking WoA calling me to come to him. I had decided, before I
left the Maine uroods, that I would trauel to the Southwest and find
Stalklng Wolt'. I was anxious to know why he might want to see
me, and I wanted to share my fast experience with him.

At the ttme I did not know, although I suspecf ed, that
Stolking Wolf had taken his prophesied walk to the mountain.
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Fall would rush into winter. The leaves were almost gone from
the quaking aspen in the Pine Barrens. It was good to be home.
I could reflect here. Stalking Wolf called it clearing the head. I had
gone through near-disaster in Maine. I almost died. I had experi-
enced a vision and a oneness with the earth. It all had to be put
into perspective. The experiences were swimming around in my
head with no direction. I wanted to know what to do next. Per-
haps a few days at the good-medicine cabin would do it for me.

The day was spent foraging for dinner. Dinner was an
as-qortment of water plants and fish. The night was spent in
meditation and sleep. I relaxed this way for two days and nights
and watched the Barrens get ready for winter. The frogs and
turtles dug deep into the mud at the edge of the swamp for their
winter hibernation. The squirrels gathered cones and nuts. Geese
began to populate the swamp, bringing with them their unique
sound.

The third night I had a dream that woke me and made
me pack that very night and take off for the Southwest. I was sitting
with Rick on a rocky mountain ip a desert. Before us sat Stalking
Wolf. He was teaching us spirit tracking. For one brief moment I
entered his body and looked back at myself and Rick. Rick was a
young man, but I was old. as old as Stalking Wolf. I woke with a
start and went straight to my jeep.

It took two and a half days of hard driving to get to the
Southwest where I expected to find Stalking Wolf. I took the
canvas top from the jeep in order to stay awake. The wind in
my iace was far more effective than caffeine. I can't tell you
how much I thought of my dream of Stalking Wolf during the
trip. It haunted me.

The area was arid. The vegetation was dry. The moun-
tains were huge mounds of rock and sandy soil. Small, trickling,
shallow streams crisscrossed the land. Their courses were marked
by cottonwood and willows that lined their banks. The plains
were covered with sedges, sage, and cactus. Giant saguro stood
sentinel at the edge of the Indian village I found to be the home of
Stalking Wolf's tribe.

Stalking Wolf did not live there. He was too independent
to live on the reservation. They directed me an hour's, maybe two
hour's drive over some low rugged mountains to an arid valley.
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There I find a tiny pueblo made up of three small adobes and
some lean-tos where they kept their animals.

Two children were sitting in the dust playing a game with
broken pieces of pottery. An old woman sat under a canopy
made of woven cottonwood branches and rolled out corn tortil las
for the evening meal. A dog ran to greet my jeep. I called it to
my lap.

"He told me you would come." The old woman spoke
to me before I came to her.

"Grandmother," I addressed her with respect. "Where
is he?"

"You are Tom." It was a statement, not a question. She
ignored my question.

"Yes . . . l isten, I had this dream, and I must find him to
explain i t  to me."

"He has taken his f inal walk," she answered.
"When?" I was disquieted by the fact that he had gone.
"Two weeks, maybe less."
My apprehension was well-founded. It had been two

weeks since I had the vision in Maine. That was Stalking Wolf
beckoning to me in the desert.

"Which way, Grandmother? Did he say anything? Did
you see anything? Can you help me?" My anxiety was evident in
my stammering voice. The urge to find him hadn't waned.

"He said you would need no help."
He had taught me. He had faith in me. I would need no

help. All I had to do was track the wisest Apache who ever
breathed across rocky, arid terrain after the weather had had two
weeks to deteriorate the trail. I would need no help.

The words "walk to the mountain" raced through my
mind as I surveyed the surrounding country. There were moun-
tains on all sides. Which one? The beauty of the area began to
impress me as I scanned the hills and plains. The setting sun
made the rocky hills to the east burst alive with dazzling reds and
grays and rusts, while the shadows on the western hills made
them appear almost black. Long shadows were cast across the
plains, and the first howl of the desert coyote reached my ears.

West. To the black mountains of the setting sun. That is
the way he would walk. Back to the reservation. Into the setting
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sun completing his circle of life. To Stalking Wolf, the circle was
sacred. Pink and gray light streaked the black hills. The sun was
giving up the earth to the moon.

I walked to the edge of the pueblo. There I found a
branch of an ocotillo bush bent to the ground and pointing west.
I fell to my belly and pressed my cheek to the ground. There was
the mark of his moccasin. The edges had deteriorated and the
sole had almost completely fil led up with sand, but the shadows
made the sighting easy. It was his mark, and it was two weeks old.

I stocd and looked toward the mounta-in, now gray in-
stead of black as the sun retreated ever farther westward. "You
made it easy for me, Grandfather." But then, the beginning is
always easy. A distant rumble came across the desert from the
mountain. It sounded like the drums for a hunting dance Stalking
Wolf taught me.

"Tom, come and share our meal." The old woman was
dishing black beans from a fire-blackened pot and handing tor-
til las to the children. It was a good meal. Afterward the old man
of the pueblo offered me a draw on his pipe. We didn't talk, but
he spoke to me through the silence we shared.

I had experienced this many times in the past with Stalk-
ing Wolf. I would be excited about what the morrow held and
would want to talk. Stalking Wolf would cut me off with "Shh,
listen to the night. It speaks to us of tomorrow." Then he would sit
without stirring for what seemed like an awfully long time and
then he would say goodnight. At first this fil led me with dissatis-
faction, but eventually as I relaxed and listened, the experience
took on meaning. The owl's intermittent hoots told of an ap-
proaching storm. The smoke from the fire staying close to the
ground told of a low-pressure area that could mean rain. The
cricket chirps told the temperature. As I discovered each sign, I
would look to Stalking Wolf, and he would nod his approval.
That way I learned to speak to him through the silence.

The smoke from the old man's pipe rose straight and
disappeared into the darkness. The coyotes howled at the new
moon. A mouse skittered in front of our feet and under the porch.
The signs were fair. Tomorrow would be my final test. Intuitively I
knew that Stalking Wolf would not go straight to the mountain.
And I knew he wanted me to follow eveiy move of his final walk.
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Every move had something to teach. Every mark would be a les-
son. My final lesson from the master. If I leained it all, I would be
immeasurably richer. If I missed it, I would be as I have always
been. I prayed to the Great Spirit to make my senses keen and
my memory strong for the ultimate hack.

I accepted a cup of chicory coffee from the old woman
at first light. I was ready for the search, dressed in loincloth, moc-
casins, and the beaded headband Stalking Wolf had made for
me. My only tool was a handmade steel knife Rick had made and
traded to me.

"l' l l be going. Use the jeep if you have the need."
"Young brave has no water."
"No. He would have anticipated my thirst."
The old woman looked at my headband and motioned,

no feathers. She was surprised that the young brave that was
expected to follow Stalking Wolf and receive his blessing had no
trophies of accomplishment.

The beginning was easy. I knew where I was going, so I
wasted little time. I took off at a trot across the desert toward a line
of cottonwoods that marked a river bed. I slowed only to check
my location and reassure myself that it was Stalking Wolf's print
I was following. It's true, the track was two weeks old, but in many
places the soil was sandy and the impression had deteriorated
little. Some tracks were protected from the wind and seemed
almost fresh. I could tell their age only by the marks insects or
lizards had made in them.

On I ran for some time until I realized that I had lost his
track. At first I thought it was the rocky ground I had entered, but
something told me that wasn't the case. My sixth sense had regis-
tered two depressions that were slightly deeper than the others
had been. Why hadn't I recognized what that meant? Stalking
Wolf had used one of the oldest tricks known to tracking. He had
backtracked. He had simply stopped and walked very carefully
backward in the depressions he had just made, and then cut off at
an angle to the trail he had been traveling.

I went back and found the deeper tracks and backtracked
till I came to the depression that looked as if he had jumped from
it. He had taken six steps backward, and it was hardly discernible
even to the trained observer. How could he be so good at his
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advanced age? He had to be in his nineties! I expected to look up
and see him laughing at me from the shade of acottonwood. He
had often done this when I was learning to track.

When I was first learning to track, I would become so
absorbed in the individual tracks that I would forget the animal I
was tracking. I would forget to take into account its personality, its
habits, its purpose. He often told me that when I was tracking a
fox, I must be a fox. well, I had forgotten, if even for an instant,
that I was following my teacher, and that he would teach me, til l
he could teach no more. To follow him. I must become a teacher.

Okay, I thought. I will remember your tricks, Grand-
father. Up to this time I had been trying to avoid any thought of
the man who had made the trail I was following. It was my own
attempt at denial. If I didn't think about him, then he simply
wouldn't be at the end of the trail. This would all be just an exer-
cise in two-week tracking over arid terrain, a mere exercise. But
Stalking Wolf would not let me deny the reality of his final walk.
He forced me to think like him and thereby think about him.

He had hopped north off his original trail through some
willow and sage and down an embankment to the shallow, rocky
river bed-although it could hardly be called a river now. In the
rainy season it was probably a wide rushing torrent, but now it
was hardly a trickling stream. It was all rounded river rock, the
most difficult terrain to hack over save solid rock. The easy part is
past, I thought. What would Grandfather do next?

Drink! I went down on my stomach to sip some of the
cool water that watered this arid land. Stalking Wolf said I drank
like an animal on my stomach. He would never lie down, but
would crouch and cup the water in his hands. He said that was
the way a warrior drank. He had better vision and could move
from the squatting position more swiftly. He said it was the one
thing that separated him from the animals.

My argument for lying on my stomach was that I could
feel the movement through the earth before I could see it from a
crouching position. Besides, it made me feel closer to the ani-
mals. If Stalking Wolf had stopped here for a drink, then he knew
that I would also. I pressed the side of my head hard to the stones
and closed one eye. I was searching for disturbances. Any stone
that might seem out of place. A depression amongst the smaller
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stones. Stalking Wolf had taught me this hick of hacking on hard-
packed dirt. He walked softly across a hard path and asked what I
saw. I strained, but could discern no depressions or scuff marks.
He told me to lie down and put my head close to the earth and
lool< again. I did, and as if my magic his trail appeared, showing
the depressed dirt and pebbles where each print was located. By
closing my top eyel could see the marks where the first print was
located. When I closed the bottom eye, the position changed,
and I could see the tracks farther down the trail.

I closed my top eye and covered every inch of rock and
gravel for 180 degrees. Nothing. I closed my bottom eye and
covered the same area. I saw it instantly. There was a heel mark
in some gravel next to some larger stones. Now at least I knew the
direction in which he was traveling. Had he slipped, or had this
been a deliberate sign? A Texas horned lizard skittered across the
stone from the river bank and hid under a large rock by a small
pool of water.

I moved along the river bed and scanned the banks for
any disturbance that might give a clue as to where Stalking Wolf
climbed out. I looked for tumbled stones, trampled grasses,
broken twigs, or branches bent. He would not make his next
move an easy one to discover. The heel mark was a gift. No more
gifts, I thought, from now on it would be hard tracking. That was
my clue. Stalking Wolf would not leave the river bed by any route
I could possibly discover by vision. He would take a hard route,
and that meant wherever solid rock met the river.

I came to where a red rock abutment made the river
bend. The rock was twenty-five feet high and as smooth as a con-
crete wall. How could he ever have climbed that? I surveyed the
rock with the trained eye of. a rock climber and found some fis-
sures and chips that just might support a climb. I decided to try
and reached for the nearest fissure and instantly withdrew my
hand. The rock was as hot as a live coal from the desert sun.

What was I to do now? Should I go around an easier
way and pick up his trail on top? Was I to wait until the sun set
and the rock cooled? Is this where he would have me spend the
night? I was in a quandary as to what I should do. What would
Stalking Wolf do? He would find a way to climb the rock. He
often taunted me on our long treks when I tired: "Young brave
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too weak to keep up? What will happen to tribe?" It was usually
enough to make my adrenaline flow to keep his pace. I wasn't
shamed by his taunt. He never degraded anyone. Rather I was
challenged by it and the sense of responsibility I felt to someone
else. I wasn't keeping up to prove that I was a better man than he.
I was struggling for the survival of others. [f I gave up, who would
carry on?

I stripped some bark from a willow. I wrapped my knees
and forearms and formed pads that would protect my palms. I
soaked the pads and splashed my body with water from the
stream and began my ascent. It was a difficult climb. The first
handholds were deep, and I was able to find a shallow depression
for a toehold. I lifted myself effortlessly five feet up the face of the
rock. The next move was more difficult. There was a chip in a
fissure that ran diagonally up the rock face, but it was three feet
above my hands. It would mean letting go and pushing off from
the shal low toehold. I t  would be l ike jumping, only i t  would be
straight up the iace of the rock, and there was room in that fissure
for only one hand. If I made that jump, what would be my next
move? I couldn't hang from one hand indefinitely. There was
another toehold, but i t  was seven feet across the rock. I  jumped,

caught the fissure with the fingers of my left hand and swung to
the toehold and planted my right foot securely in place. It was a
difficult move, and my position was far from stable, but it wasn't
as dangerous as one might think. After all, I was stil l only ten feet
from the river bed. Fifteen feetto go. My respect for Stalking Wolf
was growing literally by leaps and bounds.

I inched my way up that rock and got some pretty nasty

burns in the process. At times I had to hug the rock and use its
sl ight natural roundless for leverage. I  didn't  want to expose my
body to the burns, but I had little choice. It was pain or jump.

I chose the pain. "What will happen to the tribe?" kept flaming up
in my conscience. I ts meaning burned my soul more than the
rock br,irned my body. In the white man's society it seems that
everybody is out for himself. White men have forgotten their
responsibility to the community. They ignore the brotherhood of
all mankind. Stalking Wolf taught me that I lived for myself only
when I lived for the tribe.

When I finally pulled myself over the top of the rock,
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I couldn't believe my eyes. There for as far as I could see was a

field of giant boulders. He could travel over them in any direction
for a mile, and I would never know which way he had gone.

"You make it very difficult, Grandfather. How can I fol-
low you over rock?" I spoke to the wind. And as if it heard me,

a shadow glided across the rocks giving the illusion of a fish swim-
ming through water. I looked up and spied a golden eagle soaring
out of the sun toward the mountains, looking for snakes among
the rocks. Perhaps if I climbed a tree. Perhaps a different per-

spective was all I needed.
I climbed a cottonwood and shared the branches with a

western tanager. I think he was surprised to meet a human in his
roost, but he didn't  f ly away. They are tradit ional ly tame around
people. I made a weak attempt to speak to him in his own lan-
guage and failed miserably. I asked him to stay, and he flew

straight away. I think my pit-ik sounded more like gif!
This was the highest vantage point in the area and af-

forded me an unobstructed view across the boulder field. If Stalk-
ing Wolf traveled across those boulders in the heat of the day, he

would be very thirsty. It would take him an hour, maybe two to

cross the rocks. That would take him late into the day. He would
head for water and a good-medicine spot to spend his last night
on the plains. The idea that Stalking Wolf could have a last night
was abhorrent to me. I shook my head to clear it of such thoughts,
but they refused to go away. I was forced to face them. Each
teaching from Stalking Wolf was a gift-this one, no less than the
others. However, I didn't want to accept it.

Far off on the plain stood a lone mesquite tree, sur-
rounded by cactus and sage. I remembered the stories Stalking
Wolf told of gathering the pods from the mesquite when they
ripened to a bright yellow. He delighted in the lonely journeys

across the desert. He would often spend the night beneath some
lone mesquite and nibble the pleasantly sweet raw beans for din-
ner. The beans allowed him to dream clearly. From this distance,
I knew the tree was substantial, though it appeared small. There
was no sign of water near the tree, but that didn't matter. Perhaps
he licked the dew from the rocks in the morning to sustain him til l

he could reach the river again? I decided to make for the mes-
quite. It was as if his spirit beckoned to me.
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It took me two hours to cross the rocks. I picked up his
trail after a short search and headed in an almost direct line
toward the mesquite that I knew was west, but was not visible from
the ground level in the sl ightly rol l ing terrain. I  thoughtfor a brief
time that the track would be easy, because I knew he had to make
the tree by nightfall. I was mistaken. He seemed in no hurry to
reach the tree. His tricks continued; he stopped twice to follow
the tracks of a gray fox that was crisscrossing the area. He back-
tracked again, and when he came to an area of extremely hard-
paeked ground, he circled in a wide arc and brought me back
almost to the place where I had started. I had to track over the
hard ground on my hands and knees and forgot to check the sur-
rounding landmarks. when my shadow appeared before my
nose, and I finally noticed it, I looked up and discovered I had
made a ful l  circle. I  could have sworn I heard him laughing at this
mistake that it took him years to break me of .

"You do not make it easy, Grandfather." I couldn't seem
to keep from talking to him as if he were within earshot. "you
leave no scent. You trick me. You laugh at me, and my loneliness
makes me anxious." I longed to find Stalking Wolf more than I
had longed for anything else in my memory. More than I longed
to l ive. The urge to f ind him was primal, as i f  to lose him would be
to lose myself.

I lost his track twice and had to cross-track the area in
order to rediscover the trail. "See with the eye of the spirit and see
as Stalking Wolf sees." He had told me that years before. Actually
he didn't say it exactly that way, I think he was referring to a rabbit
I had been having trouble tracking, but as years passed, I substi-
tuted his name for the animal's. Whenever I lost his tracks, I would
sit and study the terrain and my memory to decide where he
might have gone. Had he deliberately walked on branches or
stones to hide his trail? Did he choose the easy or more difficult
path? was he playing the mule deer or the porcupin e? we would
often sit, each playing the part of a different animal. I would be a
fox and he a rabbit. I would verbally try to catch him, and he
would flee. But once his rabbit fought, and my fox did not know
what to do. This way we would learn to think like the animals.

His movements led me to believ e he was playing my
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childhood game with me. Would he ever get to the tree before
dark?

It was a full hour past sunset when I felt my way into the
camp Stalking Wolf had made under the mesquite tree. He made
no attempt to hide the mound that buried the ashes from his
campfire, and the place he had slept stil l yielded up the shape of
his body. He knew I would find this spot at night. Perhaps he
thought the sure knowledge on my part that he had been there
would afford me clear dreams. If that was the case, he was correct
in his assumption.

I woke with a tremendous thirst and hunger. I had been
too exhausted the night before to worry about food. A quick scan
of the area led me to a barrel cactus and the gratification of my
thirst. A rabbit stick was easy enough to find as was a jackrabbit in
this open country. Patience and a practiced throw provided a fil l-
ing jackrabbit breakfast.

I felt wonderful. I was in my element. I had been here
before through the stories and songs of Stalking Wolf. This was
not a strange land but familiar territory, and I belonged. The spar-
rows had come from their roosts by the river and reminded me
that it was time to begin again. Already the better part of the
morning had passed. I checked the sun and the distance to the
mountain. It would be a race with the sun to reach the mountain
with enough light to find where Stalking Wolf had ascended. My
body was nourished and my soul refreshed. I was ready to finish
my quest.

Before I left the mesquite area, I restored it. That is, I re-
moved all traces of my presence. I brushed the ground and buried
rny fire and what remained of the rabbit. All I left was the impres-
sion Stalking Wolf's body had made in the red earth beneath the
tree. Somehow, I felt that it would be wrong to erase that last sign
from this good-medicin e area. Grandfather could rest there under
his beloved mesquite till the wind carried him away.

The day flew swiftly by. I ran. Like a wild horse for the
sheer joy of feeling the wind in my face. The trail was not difficult.
The earth, softer and more impressionable, rcvealed her secrets
with less coaxing. Stalking Wolf, as if irr final celebration for his
glorious life, ran much of the time. Imagine, if you can, a man in
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his nineties, on his final walk, running like a pony through the

sage. As I ran, I became Stalking Wolf . I breathed deep the dry air

and catalogued all the sweet desert fragrances. I noticed the eagle

catch the warm updraft from the plain and soar to great heights in

search of food. I heard the numerous bird calls and caught their

constant darting flights, picking insects from the sky. I talked to

the yellow bird with the red head and black wings and tail. "[ have

passed this way before. Do you remember me? I fed you a fly and

we talked of your enemy, the western rattler." He swooped from

a cactus and caught an insect so close I could have reached out

and touched him.
I stopped, not to rest, but only when the trail told me

Stalking Wolf had stopped. Each time I looked for the attraction

that had slowed his journey. Once it was an unusually large coy-

ote track over three inches long. The animal must have weighed

over sixty pounds. Another t ime i t  was a mule-deer trai l ,  and yet

another it was a fox-kill area. He squatted and te-created the

entire scene in his mind. The fox came from behind a rock and

caught the rabbit browsing. He leaped on its neck. It kicked once
-tro, twice-wildly before it yielded its spirit. The gray fox ate

part of its kill on the spot, and carried the remains off to the south.

All this had been recorded in the earth. I read it and smiled.

My spirit was in tune with his. I moved as he moved and

observed what he had seen. His trail seemed to jump out of the

ground at me. The impressions seemed engraved in the land-

scape. As if they would always be there. I had little trouble follow-

ing his footprints. They led back across the winding river bed and

up to the base of the mountain. Wert-wert-wert, a prairie falcon

warned of the coming night from its perch high in a cottonwood.

A cool shiver ran down my back. I  was nearing the end. I  stopped

and sat by the tree from which the falcon had called. There in the

sand were grasshopper tracks. Stalking Wolf had taught me to

track even the grasshopper, and eat them as the falcon did. The

l ight was beginning to fade and the shadows lengthened. I  knew

that I had to continue, but I couldn't.
I sat under the cottonwood and wept. A loneliness that I

hadn't felt all day began to overtake me, as though I had kept

ahead of i t  by running. Wert-wert. l  looked up at the falcon staring

down at me and remembered how Stalking Wolf would comfort



The Final Walk/ 787

me during the difficult periods of change throughout my youthful
years. He told me it was okay to cry as I tried to hide my tears.
"Cry when you are saddened and let the tears fall to the earth.
Share your sadness with your Mother, and she will comfort you."
The sand beneath the cottonwood was wet with my sorrow. Will t
ever be happy again? The sorrow seemed to permeate my entire
existence, to the very roots of my soul.

Another phrase came to me through the sobs. It was
given to me by Stalking Wolf just before he left the Barrens and
walked back to the Southwest. I had been confronted by some
friends who had attacked my life-style as an evasion of responsi-
bility. They intimated that I would never grow up or contribute
anything to society. That I would always be a little boy and play
Indian in the backwater swamps of the Pine Barrens. This ques-
tioning of my values depressed me . He comforted me.

"Your preparation is different from theirs, and it de-
mands discipline and patience. When your spirit is low, look up
and take heart. Someday your spirit will soar with the eagles."
The eagle to Stalking Wolf was-the essence of life. Its predation
kept the flow of nature in balance. It had the greatest purpose-
the care of the earth. I looked up toward the mountain and rose
from my sorrow, or rather through it and forced myself to place
one foot in front of the other-the way the Indian walks.

A feather stuck in amongst the rocks caught my eye.
There beneath where the feather had been placed I discovered
Stalking Wolf's medicine pouch. The feather was an eagle's, a
symbol to mark my inheritance. I stared at the pouch, unable to
move, yet moved by the sacredness of the moment. I was not to
go any farther. It was not time for me to climb the mountain.
My head reeled with the thoughts the moment produced. I was
overcome with humility and fear and gratitude. Some force
moved my hand to lift the pouch from the bush over which it was
draped. Thunder rolled over the mountains, or was it drums?
The sun set.

The moment I touched Stalking Wolf's medicine pouch,
my sadness left me. It was as if it were lifted by the wind and car-
ried over the mountain. I lost the insatiable urge to find Stalking
Wolf , because I knew that this was the end of my journey. He had
willed it for me. He told me with the feather that I had accom-
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plished a great task. I had learned to spirit track. My eyes had
become his eyes, my ears his ears, my hands and feet his. I had
thought like him, moved like him, and discovered his joy. The
feather was my trophy, the pouch *y destiny. I must carry on
from here and teach as he taught. I was responsible for the earth.
I was liable for the old ways.

I did not sleep but kept vigil aboutateepeefire. The night
was full of ghosts. They danced in the shadows and rode the rising
sparks to the treetops. A great horned owl called from a willow.
The crickets chirped. I sat in that ancient land amongst the mem-
ories made possible by Stalking Wolf. Apaches passed the pipe of
peace and told stories of great hunts. They danced in the firelight
and sang to me from the desert. I let him go that night. There
were no more tears. All night the thunder pealed, like drums.

"Hello, young scout." I was greeted by the old woman as I walked
into the pueblo. She looked at the feather I had placed in my
headband and the pouch over my shoulder. "Now you are the
medicine tracker."
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There is an oak in the Barrens behind Judy's home that is ouer
t'iue hundred years old. Legend has tt that the Indians had met
beneath its branches for sacred ceremonies, years before, Stdlk-
ing wolt' had told me ot' on ook's significance to the lndian, and
the tree had taken on a special meaning for me. I uowed then
that if I euer married, it would be under the saued canopy of a
great oak.

My vow was about to be fulfilled. Judy and I were moving toward
an open field and a great oak where we were to be married.lt was
a great spreading white oak with branches as broad as a man,s
body. Its leaves were bright reds and yellows. They reflected the
sun and bathed the field in a kaleidoscope of colors. Its branches
were fil led with birds and squirrels. Behind it stood an old split-
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rail fence and a small woods filled with our friends, the animals

of the forest,
We walked through the gathering of family and friends

listening to the symphony of sounds provided by the birds and the

wind. We passed Doris, the woman who had made Judy's dress;

her joy was reflected in the tears forming at the corners of her

dark eyes. Robin, Judy's younger sister, waited under the oak

wistfully shy; a very special maid of honor. We were all meant

to be here-every tree, every bird, every person-as if every-

thing in our lives had been preparing us for this nnoment. The

minister began the servicewe had written.

"Brothers ond sisters. We are gathered together in fhis

sacred place to join Tom and Judy in marriage. This
place uras chosen t'or its beauty and hallowedness'
You were chosen for your friendship. They were

chosen for their loue, and welcome your presence at

fhis blessed ceremony. Enioy the beauty about you.

Digest the colors. Listen to the bird and wind songs. "

He began to recite our favorite Psalm, the hundred and fourth,
the Creation Psalm.

"Bless the Lord, O mY soull

O Lord, how manifold are thY works!
In wisdo m hast thou made them sll;
the earth is full of thy creatures.

These all look to thee,
to giue them their food in due selson."

I was listening to his words and wondering if the red squirrels that

inhabited this grealtree would understand the words of the psalm-

ist. Would they know that the God who made them and provided

for them brought Judy and me here today? They were there. I saw

them as we walked in. It was surprising that they weren't chatter-

ing in competition with the minister. By my Ieetwere the tracks of

a raccoon. That's how this all began, I thought. . . .

It was late summer, and I was following the trail of a raccoon'

which had caught a brown trout. I followed his prints along a
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stream and saw where it had climbed an old dead tree. Maybe
there were some young in there. I climbed the tree for a look.

Judy, who had been hanging out wash, had also been
watching me. She saw me crawling on my belly beside the stream.
She saw me come up over the bank, paying no heed to the bram-
bles that stood between me and the tree. She thought I was crazy.

"What are you doing?" she called.
"Shhh." I put my finger to my lips in the international

sign for si lence.
She couldn't believe her eyes. "What?"
"Shhh. Come here." I motioned with the sill iest grin

on my face.
Judy took a few very hesitant steps toward me, then

stopped abruptly. "Do you know you're trespassing?"
By this time I had a baby raccoon in my hand and was

petting it. I pointed to it and smiled a broad grin. I must have
looked like an inmate at the state hospital.

She repeated her warning. "Do you know you're tres-
passing?"

"Huh?" I finally heard her and tried to explain myself.
"Oh, no. I'm sorry. You see, I was following this raccoon down
the stream. That stream there. And-uh-he caught a brown
trout. Good little fisherman. I mean fisherwoman, or person.
That's it, fisherperson." I tried to laugh, but she just continued to
stare at me defiantly. "Anyway, he-l mean she led me here."

"Right, Tarzan, and just where is this big mother you
were following?"

"Gone." I  shrugged.
"Gone?" Judy was giving no ground. "Where?"
I began to climb down from the tree with the words,

"Here, I ' l l  show you."
"Oh, no, you won't!" she said firmly. "You won't show

me anything. You'lljust march off my property the same way you
came. And I'l l thank you to stay out of my trees."

o'But I  was only-"
She cut me off. "The last guy I knew who climbed trees

did it in order to look in windows. Following raccoons! Couldn't
you think of something that might make sense?"

I was turning toward the tree and the stream, gesturing



194/ Afterward

about the baby raccoons in my defense, when I noticed the mama
raccoon's trail and blurted out, "Look between your legs,"

She raised a handful of clothespins as if to throw them at
me. "Now that 's enough!"

"No, I  mean i t .  Look at your f .eet." And I pointed.
"What are you talking about?" She questioned as she

looked at the ground about her feet.
"The raccoon went off toward your shed. There are her

tracks."
"Where?"
"Here,l ' l l  show you." I  began to walk toward her, then

stopped. But she motioned with a nod of her head that it was
okay, so I knelt by her feet and pointed to the tracks in the
sandy soil.

"They could be cat hacks" was Judy's comment.
"With claw marks?"
"Cats have claws." She thought she had me.
"Retractable."
*oh."
"Do you put garbage in that shed?" I asked her.
"Yes, why?"
I cut her off this time. "l thought so. Raccoons are as

good at scavenging as they are at hunting. Here, let's follow the
tracks." As I walked, I pointed out each set to Judy so she would
know that I wasn't trying to hustle her. When we got to the shed,
the door was open, and we caught the raccoon scrounging for
some morsels. When she saw us, she took off in the opposite
direction from her babies. Smart mother.

"You were following a raccoon!" Judy was astonished,
and I think a little startled by the animal in her garbage.

"That's what I told you. Sorry to have startled you. I' l l
ah-be going." I backed off a few steps and turned to walk back
toward the stream when I heard her call.

"Suy, what's your name?"
I looked over my shoulder without breaking stride and

yelled, "Tom."
"Tom? How about a cup of coffee?"
I turned and looked toward her and answered. "No

thanks."
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She shrugged and smiled, so I went on, "Tea?"
"That's better. Come on." She motioned to me to come

up to the house. I stood and watched the deliberate way she
walked, like someone who was very sure of herself. She stopped
and looked back, noticing that I hadn't moved. "What are you
waiting for? Want me to disappear so you can follow my tracks?"
She smiled.

"What's your name?" I was curious by this time.
"Judy."
"You're very pretty, Judy-but a little skinny."
Judy raised an eyebrow and walked into the house. I

followed

"l will sfng fo the Lord as long as I liue;
I will sing proise to my God while I haue being.
Mag my meditation be pleasing to Him,
For I rejoice in the Lord."

The sun hung low in the western sky. The shadows lengthened.
A hawk made its final run over a timothy field behind the wood.
Somewhere an owl awoke.

The minister directed me to turn to Judy and make
answer to his question of intent.

"Tom, will you take Judy to be your wife?
"Will you pledge to her your love, devotion, honor, and

tenderness? Will you live with her in this holy union, and cherish
her in this holy bond?"

" l  wi l l . "
Judy's eyes were reflecting the golden light coming

through the oak. They were misty, but smiling. A breeze caught
her auburn hair and raised it from her shoulder. Kelly immedi-
ately stepped to her mother and fixed her veil and brushed the
hair from her face.

The kids were both there. They were a part of the cere-
mony. After all, it was their idea.

Judy and I had been sitting over our cups of tea for about an hour
when P.J.  came home.

"H i .  Mom."
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"Hi ,  P.J . "  P.J.  was twelve.
"Hi, Tom." P.J. greeted me as if I had always been there.

I was surprised to see who Judy's son was. He was one of my
scouts in the troop I led. His recognition of me made both Judy
and me realize that we weren't complete strangers, for we both
said simultaneously, "So you're the one he's been trying to fix me
up with!" Then we laughed.

P.J. had been trying to get me to come in and meet his
mother for weeks, but I had thought better of it. I frankly expected
someone much oicier. I wondered w"hat impression she had of
me from P.J. 's descript ion.

"Where'd you come from?" P.J. asked.
"The woods-where else?"
"Oh, yeah, I  should have known. Tom, did you see the

raccoon family in the old tree out back?"
"That's what brought me here." I smiled and looked

at Judy.
"Pretty cool, huh?" P.J. and I were communicating on

the same wavelength. Judy realized it and was just a little put off .
"You never told me about the raccoons, P.J.," she said.
"l just discovered them yesterday when I had to pick up

the garbage you thought some dog had dragged all over the yard."
Judy looked at me, and I just shrugged my shoulders.

just passin' through, ma'am."
"Okay, P.J. Where's your sister?"
Kelly was standing silently in the hallway, listening and

watching. She was a smaller version of her mother, except for
long blond hair and what seemed to be a permanent pout. Kelly
was fourteen.

She spoke to me from the
instructor, aren't you?"

"What else do you do?" It was a loaded question. She
knew that I didn't do anything that she would recognize as a legiti-
mate job. Oh, I chopped wood to keep gas in my jeep, but most
of the time I wandered the Barrens.

Judy turned to Kelly and handed her the bouquet of wild flowers
we had gathered that morning. Kelly was crying, but was trying
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valiantly to hide the tears and smile. Judy took her hanky and
wiped a tear from her cheek, then turned to me.

We held hands and a nightingale began to sing.

Tom, I take you to myself to be my husband.
I promise this before God, t'amily and friends,
I will be your louing and t'aithful wiJe through all the
seosons. When there is plenty and when there is little.
When we are joyful and when we are sad. When we
are ill ond when we are well. Foreuer you will be
mine, and I yours.

Judy and I had done a lot of thinking about our vows. We didn't
want to recite something from the book of common worship
which neither of us understood. We wanted them to reflect our
deepest feelings for each other. After all, we both felt that our
love was a gift from the Great Spirit, that our meeting was fateful
and my acceptanceby the children a miracle.

Judy made a statement. "You're staying for dinner."
"l can't do that. I haven't contributed anything." When I

said this, Kelly's eyebrows raised slightly. She didn't know what to
make of that statement.

P.J. implored, "Please stay. Come on. You can pick
some tea."

Kelly piped up, "You don't pick tea, silly!"
"Yes, you do," I answered quickly. "lt grows all around

here."
"No, it doesn't. It grows in China." Kelly was trying to

defend her point, but I could tell that she was curious.
"Come on." I started for the door, holding out my hand

to her.
"Where are you going?"
"China."
We walked through the backyard and to the edge of the

stream. On our way a number of black-capped chickadees and a
male cardinal flew over us and into the thick growth that bord ered
the woods.

"Well, what kind of tea shikes your fancy? Sweet,. mild,
tangy, or mellow?"
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"Mellow." Kelly almost whispered the word.
"See that plant over there? The Indians ate its roots the

same way you eat cucumbers. It's called lndian cucumber. See
those cattails? You can boil or roast their roots. The Indians dried
them and pounded them into meal. Shake the pollen into a dish
and mix it with flour and water, and presto-pancakes."

"You mean you can really eat those weeds?" Kelly didn't
know whether to believe me or not, so I continued to point out
the numerous edible plants in and about her yard. Dandelions,
wild mustarC, burdock, nnllkr-,eed, chlcory, nettle, pokeweed.

"lf all these plants are edible," Kelly asked, "then why do
we bother to cultivate and have gardens?"

"Kelly, there wouldn't be enough to feed all the people if
we did that. If we just took from the land and gave nothing back,
we would soon starve. The Indians were beginning to cultivate
when the white man came to these shores. They had maize or
corn, tobacco, cotton, fields of roots. But mostly they were
gatherers and not planters. But they never gathered more than
they needed. They always recognized the balance thatwas needed
to sustain life. How about some hemlock tea?"

"lsn't that the stuff that killed Socrates?"
"No, that was from the hemlock plant. This is made

from the hemlock hee. You steep the needles. There are dozens
of teas. The mellow tea is made from catnip. It makes me sleepy.
I could make you a sweet tea from sassafras, or the world-
renowned New Jersey tea, but that means drying the leaves.
How about a little pine-needle tea, laced with catnip and wild
mint?"

Kelly liked that idea, so we set about gathering the
ingredients. As we gathered, we talked about school, the woods,
Indians, and boys. It was, all in all, a good conversation. On the
way back to the house she noted, "l guess if you cankeep your-
self on weeds and stuff, and if you don't grub off people, you
don't need a job."

"The gatherers have returned with lots of good stuff,"
Kelly proclaimed as we entered the kitchen. "Did you know you
could eat the bark of those old pine trees out back if you were
really hungry?" Kelly was sharing all her newly-discovered knowl-
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edge with the rest of the family. Judy gave me a quick glance as if
to say, "What have you been telling my daughter?" I shrugged
again.

"You're going to get rounded shoulders if you keep that
up!" Judy threw the remark at me like an old dish rag. I shrugged
again. "Get out of this kitchen til l the cooking's done. Go! Shoo!"
We all reheated beforc her motherly advances.

"Tom, place this ring on Judy's left hand."
I took the ring from my brother and placed it on Judy's

hand and recited, "Judy, the Great Spirit that moves in all things
brought us together and will keep us as one forever.I love you."

Judy took the ring from Kelly and placed it on my hand
with the words, "Wherever you go I will go. Wherever you live,
there will I l ive. Your people will be my people, and your God,
my God. Where you die, there will I die. I love you." For the first
time during the cerelmony, Judy cried. Somewhere a cricket
sounded its fiddle.

We sat about the fire that evening and talked of the woods and
the Spirit that moves in all things. I told them of Stalking Wolf and
his concept of family.

"The family is made up of more than mother and father.
It is made up of all l iving things. We all have a human mother and
Mother Earth. We all have a human father and the Great Spirit.
Everything else is our brother or sister."

Finally, I made an overture to leave, making some ex-
cuse about the late hour. Really, I didn't want to go. I belonged in
that home even as I belonged in the woods. I felt a part of that
tiny family. But I knew I had to go, and so said, "lt 's getting late.
I' l l be going now."

To my pleasant surprise, both the kids pleaded, "Don't
go." They looked at Judy and implored her to let me stay. "Tell
him not to go, Mom." Judy looked at them for a long time. The
silence was uncomfortable, so I moved toward the door, expect-
ing Judy to say it would be impossible for me to stay.

"Tom," Judy called after me, "stay."
I stayed.



200/ Afterward

The minister was praying. "Lord, your birds are singing a song of
joyous love. Your sun warms us as your magnificent day draws to
a close, and its deep red rays reach through these autumn leaves
and touch our hearts. This place is truly a holy place. Here we
feel your presence in the love of Judy and Tom. Be with them,
Lord, and walk with them along the trail you have set before
them. Amen."

We kissed beneath the sacred oak, as if for the first time. I didn't
hear the red squirre! scold or the ow!'s ca!! or the evening songs of
the birds or the west wind's mellow tune. All was still for that
moment we kissed. The world stopped for me then. This love
was greater than any other force in the world.

Rice poured over us as we ran for our jeep. The kids
were screaming, and everyone was laughing and crying at the
same time. Through it all the nightingale sang.

We didn't speak on our way home. We watched the sun
set and listened to the evening concert played out by the nature
about us. It was our marriage symphony. Frogs and crickets kept
the rhythm. Owls and nightingales carried the melody. A sym-
phony of sound rose from the Barrens. It was as if it had been
composed for just this occasion. It was conducted by the Great
Spirit.

The night sounds have never been the same since. That
symphony was played but once. We were lifted by the music and
hansported to another world. We were one with each other and
the world of nature about us. Everything else ceased to exist.

We spent the first night of our honeymoon at the good-
medicine cabin deep in my beloved Pine Barrens.

"Here we are, Judy, the good-medicine cabin I told
you about."

"Tom, you told me we were going to spend our first
night out under the stars." Somewhere a wild dog howled at the
moon. Judy moved closer.

"Don't want to shock the animals, do you?" I promised
we could sleep out the next night.

Judy whispered as we unloaded the jeep, "Maybe you'll
forget."

"What was that, Judy?"
"Nothing, just that I don't mind sleeping inside."
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We talked that night of what had transpired at this place

between an old man and two young boys.
"Do you miss them?"
"l did. Not anymore. Not with you here."
"That's not what I mean, Tom. You'll never take the

place of my grandfather. I mean, is it hard being here without
them?"

"They are here, Judy. That's why I don't miss them.
I carry them with me and feel their presence in everything I do
that we ever did together. Besides, the Great Spirit has given me
another family." I hugged Judy close. Closer than I ever held any-
one and prayed that we would never be separated.

" l  do miss someone, though, Judy."
"Don't tell me, let me guess. Mother?"
t t N o . t t

"Your teddy?"
"My what?"
"Your old girlfriend?"
"Close."
Judy hit me in
"That hurt."
"You deserved

the stomach.

Okay, this is my last guess-the kids!"

"We'lljust have to go back and get them in the morning."
When Judy said that, I knew I had someone who completely
understood me.

"[ was hoping you'd say that."
It may seem odd to spend a honeymoon with stepchil-

dren. It didn't to us or the kids or the dog. We had a great time at
the good-medicine cabin, basking in the sun and swimming in the
good-medicine creek. We fished, gathered, told stories, and
barked at the moon. We made bow-and-drill fires, fed chickadees
from our hands, and P.J. almost touched a deer. My new family
brought me new joy, and a day didn't pass that I didn't thank the
Great Spirit for my good fortune.

The final night of our honeymoon we had a pipe cere-
mony. P.J. and I had been whittling one all week just for this
occasion. They all wondered what it was, but thought it would
be great fun.

"Listen, this is a very serious ceremony. The Indians
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never took it l ightly, and neither do I. I ' l l explain what it means.
The smoke is the spirit. By sharing the pipe, we are offering the
goodwill of the Great spirit to each other. we are also mingling
our spirits with each other's, recognizing the brotherhood of all
l iving things. It is a way of saying I hust yor, I honor gou, I wish
the best for you. It is a way of sharing love.i'

There was no laughter during the ceremony. I offered
some tobacco to the earth and scattered it to the four winds.
I sang an ancient Apache song, lighted the pipe, and passed it to
Judg', "The pipe of peace and brotherhood." Thut phrur" *u,
repeated three more times about our family circle thal night. We
were one with each other and with the world about us. we sat
and listened to the night talk. The bats catching insects over the
swamp. The owls searching for mice. The dogs calling to a spirit
wild and primitive.

Later that night, after we had said good night, Judy
offered, "Tom, you should share yourself with more piople.,,

It was a pleasant thought on which to end a honey-
moon. I smiled and fell off to sleep wondering, "How?"
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Stolking WoA had giuen me this ini'.mction: "Teach." Judy urged
me time and again to trust my dreams and teach ̂ y skills. But
I was at'raid. I hesitated. I did not t'eel that anybody would be
interested.

ln the spring of 7978, Judy persuaded me to try. I began
a modest school for suruiual and tracking. My first closs had two
studenfs. Today, I teach three thousand students a year. My first
closses u)ere weeks, euen months apart. Today, they run con-
tinuously on both coosts.

This chapter is about the euolution of the school and its
content. I want to tell about it because it embodies so much of
what I am and what I belieue. The uniqueness o/ my school is that
I teach the way Stolking WoU taught me-through participation.
This chopter will explain what I mean by that.
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Roosters crowed to the rising sun on a neighboring farm. I was
excited about the school and had been awake listening to the
hunting antics of a resident barn owl. In the barn where the owl
lived and worked, there were twenty-five students from all parts
of the United States and Canada. It was my first large class on this
new site in Asbury, New Jersey, and I was nervous.

Less than a year before, two friends asked me to take
them into the Pine Barrens of southern New Jersey for a week-
end and teach them some of the survival skills I was always talking
about. I agreed. we had a great weekend living off the land. As
we parted at the end of the weekend, they insisted on paying me.

"For what?" I asked.
"we learned more this weekend than we learned in all

our botany and zoology courses at the university. And there we
paid $348.00 per credit hour. Take the little bit we are offering.
It's worth much more."

I took the money but felt guilty. stalking wolf never ex-
pected anything for his teachings except gratitude and reverence
for the earth. How could I sell something that was so freely given?
How could I charge for doing the only thing I ever really enjoyed?

These were hard questions. Judy helped me through
them.

"Tom, remember the legacy Stalking Wolf gave to you?"
"You mean his prophecy?"
"Yes, he said that you would teach the old ways."
"[ know, but he never mentioned -y receiving payment.

It seems almost sacrilegious."
"Tom, did you ever bring Stalking Wolf gifts out of grati-

tude? Didn't you share the meat from your hunts? Didn't you
build the medicine cabin so that he might have a place to sleep?
Didn't you scrimshaw and whittle and tan and sew him numer-
ous gifts?"

"Yes, but he never asked for those gifts. They came
naturally." I could see the point Judy was hying to make, but was
not ready to let my pride be pierced by reason.

"lf you can't accept the gifts, then you can never teach."
I was confused. I didn't understand what Judy was hying

to say. "What do you mean?"
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"You have told me time and again that the circle is

sacred, that the life of a man is a circle, that everything comes

back that is given. If you won't allow your gift of teaching to come

back to you, then you are breaking the circle. If you don't accept

the Siftsl then you don't allow those you have taught to express

theiigratitude and fully learn what you have taught."

I wanted to relect what she was telling me. I wanted to

tell her she was wrong and didn't understand. But the huth was

that I was wrong. I taught gratitude. I taught reverence for every-

thing received.I tuugnt that everyone must return all that he has

,ecJrued in order to ieel a sense of fulfillment and a oneness with

his surroundings. Then I was denying my teachings by trying to

refuse the gifts of gratitu de offeted freely by my students. ,
Judy .ontinu"d: "Your students can't give you buffalo

robes or wild ponies. You have to adapt yourself to the society in

which you live, Tom. This is a money society. Don't reiectits only

way of showing you gratitude. Don't be so proud of your rejection

of the 'white -un', ,iruyr' that you cut off your ability to teach'"

I was really impressed with her sincerity. "Judy, I'll !V to

see things your way. Miybe this is the answer to our dreams' I can

stay close io the earth and provide for my family. If it is meant to

be, it will haPPen."
And haPPen it did.

After the Reod er's Dige.st condensation of my book, The Tiscker,

appeared in Novembet L978, I began to receive letters by the

hundreds, asking about the school I alluded to in the book'

Quite fiankly, I am a woodsman. I know nothing about

this monied society. 
-But 

as I have always been cared for in the

past, so I was ,"ni a friend who does understand business' Bob

irelped me plan and set up a full-time school on a farm in Asbury,

New Jersey. We had moved in a week before my first class-the

class that was waiting to be led.
I walked into the tiny bathroom that was filled with steam

from Judy's shower. I couldn't see a thing in the mirror, so I

doused it with some cold water and what I saw startled me' The

droplets of water streaking down the mirror gave my head and face

the look of an ancient ,"d -"tt. Feathers hung from my braided
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hair and wrinkles told of years of wisdom and exposure to the
wind and sun. I blinked hard, thinking I had seen a vision of stalk-
ing wolf. when I opened my eyes, Tom Brown was the image
reflected. I smiled.

The farm in Asbury is a naturalist's dream. It is set far back from
the road in the middle of five hundred acres of fields and woods.
There is a pond, a nearby river, and a profusion of animal and
plant life. An enormous barn graces the property a hundred yards
behind the one-hundred-year-old farmhouse we now call home.

The students sleep on hay in the barn, and we all cook
in a fire pit conshucted in the barnyard. we consider ourselves
just another group of animals. We do not mean that in any derog-
atory sense, since we consider the creatures of the fields and
woods as our equals, and indeed in many ways our superiors.
That is meant as a compliment. our reverence for life depends on
our understanding of the brotherhood of all life.

The first night my students arrived, I gave them an out-
line of the course they would receive and the reasoning I used for
picking the things to be taught. I also shared with them the unique
method of teaching they would experience. I call it observation
through participation.

We had spent hours that first evening talking, and I
found myself lecturing
outright.

about things I had never planned to say

Thomas carlyle stated that "The tragedy in life is not
what men suffer, but what they miss." We are so locked in to our
"civilized" life-styles that we no longer understand who we really
are or where we come from. we walk around with little machines
on our wrists that tell us when we are hungry or late. Our heads
are filled with sounds from machines that dance unreal pictures of
life before our tired eyes and blare false prophecies in our ears.
We define who we are, not by what is in our hearts, but by what is
in our heads. we think with our heads. The Indian taughl that we
were to think with our hearts.

we come from the earth. It sustains us, it nurtures us, it
provides for us and shelters us. But how many of you have ever
tasted it? How many of you have ever wrapped yourselves in her
cool moistness and smelled her? We are so removed from our
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roots that we have lost touch with our beginnings. "The farther

man's feet arc removed from the earth, the closer he comes to

doom." I believe this to be hue.
The danger within our society is not starvation, but isola-

tion. Our concrete and asphalt have removed us from the ground'

We have constructed shelters unnaturally. We cut trees and blast

open the earth for stone. We crush it, mix it with water, and build

unhealthy square shelters. The Indian marveled at our reasoning.

He couldn't understand why we went to so much houble when

nature had provided all we needed naturally. There was plenty of

dead wood and grasses and mud for wickiups. Plenty of stone for

hogans. Why deshoy the earth to create a shelter?

Staiking Wolf often told me of the Plains Indians' attitude

toward the white men's dwellings. White men's dwellings were so

permanent. Everything changes; why should the white men fight

ihe change? Why should he fear the change? The Plains Indians

lived in tepees thr-at moved when they moved; they spent most of

their time outdoors and were healthy. Somehow they felt there

was some connection between the permanence of the white men'S

dwellings and their seemingly constant il lness'

We have come from the earth, but have denied our

dependence on her. Therefore, we are isolated and confused' "l

hope that through this course," I told the students, "you will begin

to see your relationship to the earth, which sustains Vou, and find

yourr"lues and your roots. It won't be anything mystical or mag-

Lul o. religious. It will be the simple truth understood."

I said, "l guess that is what we will be searching for

throughout this week. The truth. I hope you find it. I hope you

disco,Je, your kinship with the earth and its inhabitants. I'll try to

give you the tools for this search. You will have to supply the

desire. This is a survival course, but I see it as more than personal

survival. I see it as the survival of all mankind. We must begin to

heat our earth with respect if we are to continue to expect her to

support us, and we can't do that unless we understand our re-

lationship to her."

The class was made up of twenty-five individuals from all parts

of the country. There was a woman from Californid, d French

Canadian, a couple from Washington, some friends from the
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Midwest, a rebel, some cosmopolitans from New York City and
Washington, D.C., and some students. Men and women from
every conceivable walk of life-teachers, doctors, lawyers, busi-
ness persons. By the end of the week, their personalities would
be described by Indian names that would grow out of their experi-
ences. One would be called Dull Knife, another Spring Hawk,
Deeper Vision, and so on. It would be a week of confrontation
with nature and observation through participation. It would be an
experience of intense learning and hard work, but it would also
be a time of dreaming.

I walked to the barn beside the pond. A bass leaped after
a minnow. The red-tailed hawk that inhabited the woods on the
south side of the property started his first pass at a newly-sown
alfalfa field. The sun was warming the April morn and promising
a beautiful day. The ground was covered with tracks: a snapping
turtle whose home was the pond, deer, fox, rabbit, domestic cat,
and dog; a variety of beetle and worm markings and bird hacks
too numerous to count.

The remainder of this chapter is divided according to areas of
study rather than into days. We studied continuously throughout
the week, slept little and talked much. It is almost impossible to
discern one day from another in such an environment.

As we began to function more and more like a tribe, time
began to flow. we lost track of time as the white man knows it.
We lost ourselves in our surroundings through participation and
became t ime r ich.

There was darkness and light, morning and evening,
surely, but they were related to what the wildlife did during those
times. We ceased thinking of morning as breakfast time or noon
as lunch break or evening as dinner time.

In the morning we observed a fox sneaking back to its
den. we listened to the owls roost and the day birds awaken. we
sat silently and petted the deer as they walked by toward their
day beds.

At noon, when the sun was high, we worked on our skills.
In the evening we observed the reawakening of the night

creatures and the roosting of the day birds. In the dark hours we
would be enlightened through vision seeking or sharing. Vision
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seeking is simply being alone with the earth, observing all sounds

and movements. It is listening with your heart as well as your

mind to what the earth is saying. It is a time of inhospection.

sharing is what happened around the fire among the

members of the class as they related their newfound wisdom and

feelings.
So t invite you to continue reading what hanspired in

the hearts and minds of the students, who lost track of time and

became time rich, and found themselves in the process.

Suruiuol

Survival is simply staying alive. It's easy. Nature has provided

everything we need. We live in a garden of Eden and think we are

in the wilderness. All we need to survive is the knowledge of

where to locate three things: water, shelter, and fire'

Most places have water. If not, then you can find it.

Don't be afraid to soak up the dew from rocks with a piece of

clothing and wring it into your mouth. Lick it from the stones and

grass. Water is more important than food. You can eat plants and

bark and roots and stay alive indefinitely as long as you know

what you're eating, but you can't last very long without water'

Make water your first PrioritY.
After you know you can find water, think about shelter.

The simplest and, I've found, most effective shelter is a leaf hut' It

can be made with discarded waste and, according to the thickness

of the walls, can protect you against heat, cold, and moisture'

Rick and I made one with walls three feet thick! We leaned a pole

against a tree, covered it like a tent with branches, piled on

leaves, more sticks, more leaves, and it kept us warm as toast in

the coldest weather. You can do the same.
Fire is needed if you want to stay warm in subfreezing

weather and if you want to cook. You won't always have matches,

so I taught the class how to make a fire with a bow and drill '

We did, and we kept at it ti l l every student could start a

fire with one.
An entire day was spent learning the basics of survival.
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We built a wickiup that could house a half dozen adults warmly
and dryly indefinitely. We made it from deadfall poles and long
grass tied in bundles. It took the class about two hours to con-
struct one. They were amazed that they could make such a per-
manent structure in such a short period of time, with just the
materials at hand.

we practiced with rabbit sticks-sticks about two feet
long that can be used for kill ing rabbits and other small game and
game birds. They are easy to come by. You can pick up any stick.
They are easy to learn how to use, and they are an effectlve ,,,,,ay
of acquiring food. We threw them at targets and got so we could
hit the targets that were set up behind the bushes.

Each skill learned brought the class more confidence.
I taught them how tb construct traps and work with leather. We
brain-tanned the hide of a deer that had been killed on the road
by the farm. We worked with stone and made hand tools. we
made fire-hardened spears and did scrimshaw work on dried
bones.

By the end of the week, the class was assured not only
survival but of the possibility of prospering if they were ever lost
the wilderness.

one student from california stated that she hoped she
would have the opportunity to get lost-because if she were ever
lost, she would be very difficult to find as she would probably
enjoy i t  so much.

Obserustion

The first concept I teach a class is that of observation. Most people
miss 90 percent of what happens right before their eyes. They
don't notice. It doesn't register, because they live not in the pres-
ent, but in the future. What am I supposed to do next? Where wil l
I have to go next? We insulate ourselves and fail to see things or
relate them.

stalking wolf taught that every movement meant some-
thing and was related to every other movement. His was the
original domino theory. When we learn to see through the eyes of
the Great Spirit and notice everything, not as humans, but as
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every animal and bird and insect might see i t  and hear i t ,  we are

participafing. Through the two actions we are able to obtain the

truth. t call it observation through participation.

First, we will observe, then we will participate. The first is

physical, the second spiritual. However, the two are so closely

related that you will be unable to separate the physical from the

spiritual.
I taught the class two techniques. The first was splatter

vision. In this you scan the horizon looking for movement and

color. When you catch some movement, then focus. I t 's the way

animals observe. The second is varying vision. Look out at a

4$-degree angle to the ground. Look far out, and then come

down slowly, focusing on everything. Look for horizontal lines.

Everything stationary in nature is most likely to be vertical. If you

see something horizontal, it 's liable to be animal. When we look

out, we should be huge receptors of everything we see, from the

minute to the majestic.
The participation is a bit more difficult, but is very satisfy-

ing. I begin with observation through the eyes of a rabbit. We

crawl as a class through the fields and notice everything a rabbit

would notice. Things look different when you're looking up at

them. We lick the dew from the grass and nibble at twigs and

young shoots of edible grasses. We experience the largeness of

our natural surroundings and also discover fears and abilities we

never realized a rabbit might have.
My French-Canadian student was especially impressed

with this exercise. He said that now he knows why it is so difficult

for the English-speaking majority in Canada to understand the

French-speaking people. They have never been in their si tuation.

"Now I know how big a man must look to a rabbit, and I also know

how easy i t  is to avoid him."

The next exercise was one I cal l  "a closer look." I t  en-

ables us to understand the interconnectedness of all things and to

appreciate that interrelatedness better than any exercise I know.

We spread out over a f ield. Each student had a paper

and penci l  and was instructed to study a piece of land one foot

square. They were to name or draw a picture of every moving

thing in that square. When they were f inished, they were to

stand up.
A man in Green Beret fatigues stood first.
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"Let's see how many
walked over to him.

things you noticed," I said as I

He showed me a list of twelve items and two drawings.
"Okay, Mike, let's take another look." I motioned him to

the ground with me. We observed all those things Mike had men-
tioned, and I then took a stick and pulled back part of some
decaying grass to expose a layer of all new little creatures. Mike
wondered how I knew that they existed down there. I told him
the same way I know a mouse is in a field when I see a hawk dive.
"Man5i cf thcse bugs you described from the upper layers feed on
these little guys under the dead grass. Remember, everything
is related."

It is no exaggeration to say that the class spent hours
with their noses in the dirt. They tasted the ground and smelled it.
They noticed every insect and every plant. They could be found
at any time during the week checking and rechecking their little
patches of ground. They came to know that ground and every in-
sect and worm and beetle that inhabited it. They could discern the
slightest change. They knew the effects of the hot sun on the bugs
and the effects of the rain. They could tell when a bird had fed on
seeds or insects from their land.

Mike took one last look betore he left for his home in
Pennsylvania. He said he discovered more about himself and life
in that square foot of earth in one week than he had discovered
through sixteen years of schooling and four years of service.
I bel ieved him.

Sfolkfng

"How many of you hunt?" I asked and saw most of the hands in
my class shoot up.

"How many use guns?" They all laughed at this ques-
tion. It's amazing to realize that an entire race existed for thou-
sands of years on this continent and prospered as hunters, and
didn't  know what a gun was. When we think of hunting, w€ think
of shooting.

"l'm going to teach you a way of stalking that will make
the use of firearms unnecessary. I'm going to teach you to walk
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silently and invisibly across an open field toward a deer and make

it possible {or you to touch that deer before it knows you are

there." The class was astounded. They were hearing a claim they

believed couldn't be substantiated.
"The white man walks with his toes pointing out left and

right, and his feet cut a wide path. He clomps and swings, grunts

and moans across the landscape like a bull elk in heat." I demon-

strated. The class laughed.
"The Indian walks with his toes pointing in the direction

he's headed. He cuts a narrow path and registers one foot in front

of the other. He walks with his thighs and uses far less energy."

Again I demonstrated. They didn't  laugh.
The secret to moving silently is how you place your feet.

Touch the ground with the outer part of the ball of your foot and

roll slowly toward the arch, carefully noting the presence of rocks,

twigs, dty grass, or anything else that might make a noise. When
you are assured of a silent step, then shift your weight and care-

fully lift your back foot with the toe pointed toward the ground,

careful not to catch on any grass or bush. Repeat the process

again and again til l you have moved silently across an area. It is

very possible.
I invited the class to practice the technique. They com-

plained of how hard it was on their upper legs, but they were
pleased with the way it felt. By the end of the week they were

stalking each other and tapping one another on the shoulder
before being discovered.

"stalking Wolf could run across a bed of dry leaves

without making a sound. Someday you'll be able to do that." The

easy part of the lesson was finished, and the difficult part was
to begin.

"This stalking walk is fine, Tom, but animals are constantly look-

ing around. Won't they see us tiptoeing across the field toward

them?" Eric, the man who would be known as Touch Deer before
the end of the week, asked this question skeptically,

"Do you remember what I taught you about observa-
tion?"

"Yes," Eric answered, "look for movement."
"Exactly. Ninety percent of an animal's defense is cam-

ouflage. An animal detects movement. If there is no movement,



214/ At'terward

and the wind is r ight, he won't see you and he wil l  go back to his
grazing or whatever."

This is the difficult part of stalking. The first, knowing
how to walk silently, is physical. This part is spiritual. In order to
do this, you must be in tune with everything-the animal you are
stalking, the wind, the sounds about you. You must be able to
flow with the spirit of your surroundings and become a part of it. I
demonstrated by moving across the barnyard toward a robin;
when it looked toward me, I froze. My arms were in front of my
bcdy, and I ner.,er smiled or blinked an e9,e. When it fed, I movecl_.
I knelt and reached toward its back and felt the touch of its wing
as it took flight, startled by -y closeness.

The class was amazed, but not half as amazed as they
would be later in the week when they would be re-creating this
scene in their own lives. Throughout the rest of the week, when-
ever I looked at a field, I noticed some of my students stalking
deer or rabbit or birds. The stories began to circulate among them
of how close they had come to different animals. They would be
up before dawn in order to position themselves for a chance at
touching a deer .

The excitement could not be contained. It radiated
throughout the group and built as the week progressed. The class
began to experience what it would be like to be a spirit and be able
to flow with the wind over the land, observing all things. Think
what it would be like to be invisible and move through a crowd
listening and observing, and yet unobserved. It would be like
being a part of the wind, or the wind itself. It would be a totally
freeing experience. Invisible and silent. Able to move like the
wind in and around al l  things.

By the end of the week, Eric had touched a deer. We
named the camp skeptic Touch Deer. He liked it and stil l signs his
letters that way.

Tracking

The secret to tracking is patience. I know that sounds too simple,
but that's the whole of it. If you can find a fresh print, identify it,
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and then watch it for a month and mem orize the changes made
by the weather. . . . If you can find that same track in a hundred
different soils, then watch each for the same amount of time
If you have patience, you can track.

I took my class out into the woods. First, know the ani-
mals. Read about their habits. Know what they eat and when.
Know where they live and how many young they have. Know
their sizes and their tracks. Be able to recognize their track and its
changes through the seasons.

Secondly, have patience. When you come upon a track,
study it. Touch it and determine the direction the animal is mov-
ing. Determine the age of the track and decide if the animal is
traveling to or from its home. Is it eating, running, walking, flee-
ing? Ask yourself questions and then seek the answers.

Thirdly, begin the track. Follow the markings, and with
each step notice everything that is around you. See where the
deer chewed the tender buds of a sapling or the rabbit hid on a
run from a fox or cat. Constantly check the terrain and surround-
ing animal and plant life. Notice everything. It is all speaking to
you. It is like a giant puzzle. When you put it all together, you will
have the picture of what transpired on the spot you are on.

I took the class into the woods and stopped by a drain-
age ditch. The bottom was covered with soft sandy soil. It was
also covered with animal prints. I asked the class to notice all the
prints that were visible. They named two animals and guessed at
two more. There were eleven, not counting the dog.

When I ask for prints, I'm not just looking for clear sharp
markings of large well-known animals. I'm searching for an expla-
nation of every mark on the ground. I pointed out the fox and
deer, dog, cat, rabbit, raccoon (which was a week old), possum,
and groundhog. I also pointed to markings made by a turtle, a
beetle, and a worm. As I study the markings a picture begins to
form in my mind of what passed the spot I am checking before I
arrived. My mind begins to place animals in space and time.

Something began to take shape as I noticed the age of
the different tracks.

"What are you thinking, Tom?" Touch Deer tried to
break into my concentration with a question.

I shook my head and motioned for silence as my mind
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raced back in time and developed the picture from the negatives
of tracks.

"Wow!" I yelled. "Look at that." It had all come together,
and I began to explain the scene to the class as I pointed to the
markings that were the tracks of a dog and a rabbit, which had
been on this spot at the same t ime.

"Dog came down, saw the rabbit before it smelled him.
Maybe a cross wind. He jumped after the rabbit. Here is his first
set of four running prints." I  pointed. "Here, here, here, and
here. Here is the rabbit moving up the side of the ditch to that
sweet new grass." Again I pointed to markings that looked almost
as if someone had scraped the dirt with a branch. "The rabbit sees
the dog, does a boogie here, and races down the hill. He made
two gigantic leaps. see where he jumped? see where the dog
Ieaped for him and missed? Skidded here, regained his balance,
and followed up the other side, there."

I looked up and could tell by the smiles on the faces of
my students that they were beginning to see what I had seen.
They were excited by the possibilities. Imagine being able to read
the earth like a book and picture what had happened.

"How did you do that?" Kay asked.
"l sat for days on the edge of a field and watched rabbits

feed, breed, bear young, and avoid danger. After each happen-
ing, I would study the marks that had been left in the earth. I can
tell when a rabbit is sitting or standing, agitated or calm. When-
ever a dog came through the field and happened on a chase, I
would follow its every marking, remembering what my eyes had
seen just moments before. After a great amount of time, I began
to recognize those signs as I happened onto them."

The explanation was an honest answer, but I could sense
that it had discouraged the class. They were looking at the impos-
sible nature of the task. They felt as if they would never be able to
master the art.

"You're thinking like the white man again," I cautioned.
"There's no schedule to keep out here. You've got all the time in
your life to learn this. If you want."

"Time rich?" Dull Knife offered.
"That's right!"
I took them through the field and into the woods, build-
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ing their confidence as we moved. I pointed to some obvious signs
and asked questions. They answered, delighted to be able to
rccognize the deer trail, a rabbit run, a deer's night bed and
day bed. Then they began to notice markings and signs, stopping
and studying and calling to the rest of the class when they made
discoveries.

Eric found a hole in the side of a knoll with fresh dirt
piled about it, He studied the hacks and came to the conclusion
that it belonged to a groundhog. He was right!

Kay discovered an owl pellet at the base of a hee and
searched its branches for a roost til l she found one. We were all
excited to pull the pellet apart and discover the owl's diet. An owl
has a very effective digestive system. It swallows its prey whole,
its system uses what it can, and discharges the rest through re-
gurgitation. The result is a pellet of fur, feathers, and bones of the
mice and birds and animals the owl has eaten. It all holds together
and is an excellent indication of the many forms of life that in-
habit an area.

I led the class into an area that was fil led with deer tracks.
I directed the class to disperse and find a clear print and follow it
as far as possible forward or backward. I demonstrated on some
tracks at my feet. Then I circulated among the students and
assisted where it was necessary. One thing I had to remind them
of constantly was that, though the earth recorded everything that
happened, it was sometimes hidden from our view. We had to
search for it.

I would part the grass or lift a leaf to reveal a partial print.
I would skip over rough ground to where the deer would probably
have moved and regained the trail. It is much like reading an an-
cient religious text that is faded and full of errors made by some
tired rccorder centuries before. Always remember that the truth is
there to be found. Discover the mistakes, lift the leaves, part the
grass, understand the symbols-the turned rock, the scraped twig
-and the message is clear.

The message began to be read by the class as they stud-
ied and worked at tracking. All else was forgotten as they found
themselves following trails through the woods. I watched them
move carefully on their trails and was pleased to see how they
took the time to observe. Mike reacted to a squirrel that bounded
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through the branches, and searched to find what had startled it.
Deeper Vision was diverted by a raccoon's hail that crossed the
deer's path he had been following. He checked every turned
stone and bent branch as he started off on a new adventure.
However, he was careful to mark where he had left the deer hail.
He would come back when he had exhausted the raccoon's trail.

The owls were hunting before the class returned for their
evening meal.

The last night found the class sitting around the fire sharing stories
of their adventures in the woods that day. They had become inte-
gral parts of the land. Some had crawled all day to experien ce life
through the eyes of a rabbit. others had climbed trees, and some
had followed a single trail all day. They were into what they had
learned, and they were happy.

I broke into their circle dressed as stalking wolf used to
dress for the pipe ceremony. The class had not seen me or heard
my approach; nevertheless they were not startled. In this setting,
after a week of living next to the earth, a man in a loincloth step-
ping out of the night into the light of their fire seemed natural.

My voice blended with the crackling of burning ash.
Sparks circled toward the moon. My drum beat out the ancient
Apache rhythm. I sang a song in the Apache tongue that related
the message. Before we taik of holy things, we must prepare our-
selves by offerings. Fill the pipe . Offer it to the sky and earth.
Smoke together and talk.

I sat before the fire and prepared the pipe. Tobacco was
offered to the earth and sky. I scattered it to the four winds. The
pipe was lighted, and we passed it about the circle in friendship.
Each student took a shallow puff and passed it on. The barn owl
flew from his roost in the silo. Slowly the night sounds broke
through the sacred silence.

Each sound told a story that was communicated as eyes
flashed knowing glances at one another across the fire. We talked.

The last of the class was gone by noon Sunday. We
parted with tears and promises to correspond. One statement
summed up the feeling of the week: "The threads of my life have
turned into a band of steel." The class had really gotten it all to-
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gether. They had found themselves in relation to the land, and
they liked what they found.

From that first class on I have developed a statement
that I feel shares with others my lifelong dream: "l took the time
to find myself." To know what you are, you must know where
you came from.

"l'm glad I took the time to find myself ."
"You're happy with what you found?"
"Yes. My problem was I didn't know where to look or

how. You taught me that."
"No. I pointed the way. The earth taught . Keep learning

from her."
"l ' l l certainly hy."

From that final conversation came the motto of my future classes:
"l took the time to find myself."

ACRcuptNE

If you would like to write to Tom, you may at the following
address:

Tom Brown. Inc.
The Tracker
P. O. Box 318
Milford, New Jersey 08848

Tom welcomes your letters and
them.
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