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Welcome to the Woods

-We are part of  Nature. 

-We need to interact with the natural world as living kin, not dead resource. 

-We can do it. 

These are the messages that thread their way through the writings in 
this volume. Each essay, each poem, each image asserts these truths 
either in so many words, or as an example of  how to live them. 

:KHQ�,�ÀUVW�EURXJKW�WRJHWKHU�WKLV�GLYHUVH�JURXS�RI �ZULWHUV�IRU�WKH�
Authors and Artists Festival (2020-2021), most had one thing in com-
mon---I (or Paul Richmond, who curated many of  the poets) knew 
them from somewhere. That somewhere could have been through 
their pages decades ago, or a serendipitous meeting that blossomed 
into friendship just recently. I felt grateful to have each one in my life, 
and that could have been enough. 

But once amalgamated, I found in these writings something more. 
Together, they are no less than a coalition, a coalescence of  life’s pur-
pose. Too close to my own work to see these connections, it took the 
synergy of  these 37 writers---their passion, their clarity, their truth--to 
highlight the path we have been walking, individually and in collabo-
ration. Not lost in a laurel hell (although sometimes it feels that way), 
nor retracing a blue-blazed trail maintained for easy passage of  many 
feet; ours is more of  a deer path, the most intuitive and unobtrusive 
way up the side of  a hill. For me, reading these words is like hearing 
echoes from deer that have trod this way before, and they keep me 
going when the way seems long and steep.

As winter draws in, under hemlock, in these pages, we’ve yarded up 
together, and we know---I know--we are not alone. As Scott Russell 
Sanders has written, “There’s only one league--and all who love read-
ing and writing and nature belong to it.”

There is room for you too. Join us in Honoring Nature.....
10/30/20

L. McLoughlin
+HPORFN�+RXVH��1RUWKÀHOG��0$
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I. Listening to Nature

Great White Egret Fishing by Marty Espinola
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Practiced Invisibility
Marty Espinola

Being still,
Standing statuesque  
In water and mud
$ERYH�ÀVK�DQG�IURJ�

It seeks to appear as one 
With the sky shapes above.

A furtive, frozen form
Merging itself

With light and shadow
Waiting for a wavering prey
That, seeing the expected, 

Senses only safety. 

When the prize is offered
A swift blurred strike

An upward thrust of  the head 
As the Egret proudly swallows

And calmly resumes
Practiced invisibility.



19

Listening to Nature: Plants

Embracing the Light by Vic Berardi
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Lines written upon a blank leaf
Roger West 
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Listening to Nature: Rivers

Enders Falls by Marty Espinola
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Besides the River
&DUORV�5D~O�'XIÁDU�

Open my soul beneath the trees along the Cooper River and enters 
into the Delaware 

The sunshine is such a beauty
That lays upon the heart 
The season of  autumn

While the leaves turn orange 
Branches of  the living sky

The geese are enjoying dinner all over the grass
On the small space on the land 

In the Land of  the Lenape
It’s a good moment to see the sunset 

squash, cranberries, blueberries or pumpkin 
So close to the eyes

Precious space on Mother Earth 
That we must honor and respect

No deniers of  the beauty of  Earth and its love
Laughing that opens his mouth like an empty soul

Sunday afternoon sitting and remembering
Ralph Featherstone and Che Payne Robinson

Fifty winters ago
That must never be forgotten 

Martyrs of  the Human Rights Struggle
That are part of  you and part of  me 

Listen to the harmony voices
And the sounds of  Miles Davis and A Kind of  Blue

A rare gift
I enjoy this moment of  this year 2020
That life is worth a thousand poems 

In honor of  the Earth
While the raven dances a bebop tune

October morning sun
Leaves a ripening to Fall

The Indigenous call to honor Mother Earth
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Listening to Nature: Sky

Desert View Watchtower by Cate Woolner
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Geese On the Wing
Marty Espinola

Arrows of  wild geese,
Autumn driven towards a perpetual horizon,

Endlessly waving their wings to the god of  winds.
Do they just trust their leader knows the way?

Or is their trust in the pull of  the beyond,
Knowing that moving towards it is enough?

It makes me wonder.
Is the direction all that’s really important?
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II. Identity

Canoe Catch by JuPong Lin
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Wild Onions
JuPong Lin

Out beyond ideas of  wrongdoing and rightdoing
WKHUH�LV�D�ÀHOG���,·OO�PHHW�\RX�WKHUH�����������
                                    --Rumi

Greeting the sun, we touch the screens
on our phones to locate our bodies,
check pockets for don’t-leave-home-without-it devices,
eyes enthralled by machines that conjure faces, other places,
others’ homes.
In the twittering, 24-7 texting,
networked clouds of  virtual connection,
where do we hit pause?
When do we ask…
Who may suffer for our pleasure?
Who sweats black tears to craft
our treasures? Whose lives are made
more beautiful by technological wonders?
Out beyond the zeros and ones,
there is a real
ÀHOG��0HHW�PH�WKHUH��DQG�ZH�ZLOO�ÀOO
our pockets with acorns and rocks
and stories, listen to night critters and ache
for the fragrance of  wild ginger and
RQLRQ�ÁRZHUV�
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III. Human-Animal Relationships

Untitled by Fred Bulye
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A Small Healing
Susan Glass

Ada’s spine is a notched cane where recurring pains
deliver stings: pinched nerves to the brain.
The postures of  onset blindness,
ORRNLQJ�DOZD\V�GRZQ�DW�ÀUVW��DQG�WKHQ�DOZD\V�XS�
toward daylight, toward voices,
have sculpted her carriage.
So too the loss of  name to marriage.
Oh to breathe! To be March grass, Mustard scent! 
She rises in the clear dawn,
and walks.

Horses wait for her,
nestled in the curve of  a half  suburban road.
6KH�VPHOOV�WKHP�ÀUVW�
their molasses breath, their wool musk coats, now winter-shed.
Appaloosa, Roan, Palomino, Bay.
She approaches. Their skins wriggle,
and their ears, gliding forward to catch her steps,
are wreathed in dew.

For much of  this past night, they have stayed awake,
quickened by apricot blossoms and frog chorus.
She imagines their conversation,
stories of  space before fence and bridle,
EHIRUH�P\WK�HYHQ�³
Thinks, too, of  their sleepwalker dreams, 
amblings, alder lust,
envies them, 
regrets career and mortgage,
the swaddling walls that hold her life.

7KH�0RUJDQ�%D\�DSSURDFKHV�ÀUVW�
6KH·V�D�ÀOO\�VWLOO��DQG�$GD�
hearing the bamboo jointed shamble of  long-boned knees,
feels again the gentlest pressure 
RI �WKLJK�DJDLQVW�ÁDQN�

A demure head stretches over braided wire,
bobs the long nose, pole, forelock.
Invites a scratch.
Ada obliges,
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offers carrots too as the others sidle close,
buzz their lips,
swat each other with broom straw tails.

On tiptoe Ada stretches,
loses her face in the feral mane,
LQKDOHV�WKH�PLON�ZDUP��QHZ�ÀOO\�EUHDWK�
feels the new girl, clean laundered, and T shirt fresh,
leaping straight-backed and lithe
from saddle to earth.
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IV. Warnings and Destruction

Prophecy Infection by ARTMUFFIN
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Thin Bears 
Jason Grundstrom-Whitney 

Coyote saw an old man
run across a street in Quebec City.
He appeared young, but
on the other side
he stooped again.

“Found another,” Coyote said
to Bear at an intersection.

Bear, Raven and Coyote
followed the man
to the back of  a packing plant.

In the refrigerator room
they found two women and
the man Coyote had seen on the street.
They were very thin.

“What the hell are you folks doing down here?”
Coyote asked, taking off  his hat
DQG�OHWWLQJ�WKH�IXU�ÁRZ�

They changed to three thin white bears.

“We come down 35 years ago and
warned the tribes we were dying.
We could see the melt.
Now there is nowhere to hunt.
Countless of  us have starved and died,
leaving bones for scrimshaw and medicine.
It is good to leave medicine,
but only in its place and time.
We are moving down.”

Bear remembered his sister that died in 2002.
They found her emaciated remains on the edge
RI �D�EOXHEHUU\�ÀHOG�QHDU�&DODLV��0DLQH�
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Coyote and Raven sat with him and prayed
DURXQG�WKH�VDFUHG�ÀUH�IRU�IRXU�GD\V�

%HDU�IHOW�GHDWK�UHDFKLQJ�LQ�KLV�QHZ�ODQJXDJH³
GURXJKW��KXUULFDQHV��ÀUH��DXWR�LPPXQH�LOOQHVV�
It seemed he added a new word daily.

“Our brothers and sisters warned others,
but the others did not listen.”
Bear was angry as he thought of  his sister
and the whales he had seen washed onshore
WKLV�SDVW�VXPPHU��WKHLU�VWRPDFKV�ÀOOHG
with plastic.

The thin bears ate slowly so as not to get sick
from the hormone-fed sides of  beef.
They stayed for a month until
strong enough to travel.

“There will be many more of  us,”
said the old man.

Raven searched for new habitat.
Bear helped them walk.
Coyote encouraged them on.

Each time was getting harder
than the time before. 
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Lepidoptera helicoptera
Roger West

3DSLOORQV�GH�QXLW���%XWWHUÁ\�PRWK��KHUH�LQ�)UDQFH�WKH�GLVWLQFWLRQ�LV�
temporal rather than entomological.  These early morning night 
EXWWHUÁLHV�URWRUYDWH�SXWWHU�SXWWHULQJ�DURXQG�P\�KHDG���,Q�P\�SDWK�,�
ÀQG�D�GURZV\�FLFDGD���,�EHQG�GRZQ�WR�UHVFXH�KLP�IURP�WUDFWRU�ZKHHOV�
and I’m struck for a  moment by his rusty underwings.  A woman 
passing by misconstrues my hesitation.  “Elles ne piquent pas,” she 
says - they don’t sting - and she scoops the creature up and into the 
grassy verge.  She tells me how her brother used to push a stick into a 
cicada’s anus and throw it into the air to watch it come helicoptering 
down.  “Whereas I,” she says, “know that if  you turn a cicada over in 
your hand and gently stroke its stomach, it will sing for you.”  When 
she’s gone I lift the cicada from its roadside refuge and try to turn it 
over in my hand.  It resists my efforts, clinging desperately to my 
ÀQJHUV�ZLWK�DOO�WKH�JHQHWLF�PLVWUXVW�LW�FDQ�PXVWHU��´,·P�QRW�KHU�
brother,” I tell it. “Neither are you mine,” it replies.
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V. Finding Hope

The Red Rebel Brigade by Cate Woolner 
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Puerto Rican Garden Dream 
Ángel L. Martínez 

Can you grow gandules* in a barrio garden 
far from home? 
(It’s still growing) 
Did you see a hen and her chicks 
on the sidewalk? 
(I grew up seeing that in Williamsburg, Brooklyn) 
We can grow los barrios 
Amid the brick-faced crevices 

We must never neglect Madre Tierra 
,W·V�ODQG�WR�SODQW�RXU�ÁDJV�DV�ZHOO�DV�ÁRZHUV�
A promise made 
for bomba y plena en los jardines 
As son rises from an old radio 
And a rooster crows in those spaces liberated 
Where we speak our names 

*pigeon peas 
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VI. Stories of  Art, Science, and Adventure

Lis on the Rocks by Helene D. Grogan
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The Voices Return
Christian McEwen

 In a bittersweet twist, the surreal slowdown of  life as we know 
            it has presented researchers with a rare opportunity to study the 
            modern world under some truly bizarre conditions…                
                                                                       --- Marina Koren

Janey Winter lives by herself  on the borders of  Provincetown. A 
year-round resident and working artist, she has known the place for 
more than sixty years. But soon after the coronavirus lockdown, she 
KHDUG�VRPHWKLQJ�XWWHUO\�QHZ�IURP�KHU�EDFN�SRUFK�³�´D�ELJ�ORQJ�
URDU�³�D�KRUL]RQWDO�URDU�³�WKDW�EHDW�EHORZ�HYHU\WKLQJ�³�D�FRVPLF�
sound.” It was, of  course, the Atlantic Ocean, always, till now, ob-
VFXUHG�E\�WKH�FKXUQ�RI �WKH�GDLO\�WUDIÀF��´,�FRXOGQ·W�EHOLHYH�LW�µ�:LQWHU�
told me. The following month it was written up in the local paper. 
“Even people in town could hear it!” But she herself   had noticed 
LW�PXFK�HDUOLHU�³��WZR�IXOO�ZHHNV�DKHDG�RI �WKH�HGLWRULDO�³�DQG�ZDV�
gleefully delighted by that fact.

Similar discoveries are being made across the globe, as planes are 
grounded, cruises canceled, trains and buses set to run less frequent-
ly. The family car sits idle in the driveway. Motor-bikes are stalled. 
Ordinary vibrations caused by human activity (biking, running, walk-
ing, even shopping) have been reduced to almost nil. And with that 
comes an unprecedented opportunity to listen. 

“I used to think there weren’t really birds in Wuhan,” wrote Rebecca 
Franks on her Facebook page, “because you rarely saw them and 
never heard them.” In fact, they had simply been drowned out by the 
UHOHQWOHVV�KXPDQ�WUDIÀF��135�FRUUHVSRQGHQWV�(OHDQRU�%HDUGVOH\�DQG��
Sylvia Poggioli both had similar stories.  Beardsley had heard egrets 
RQ�WKH�6HLQH�IRU�WKH�ÀUVW�WLPH�HYHU��DQG�3RJJLROL��EDVHG�LQ�5RPH��
had been taken aback by the sheer volume of  the dawn chorus. That 
avian orchestra, proclaiming spring, was for her, she said, “almost 
too loud.”

With human noise on pause, seismologists, naturalists, and other 
professional listeners have been seizing the chance to record how 
Earth sounds, uninterrupted. In the U.K., seismologist Paula Koele-
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VII. Stories of  Faith

Callanish I by Lis McLoughlin
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What Is It For?
Cheryl Savageau

But what is it for?  She asks me as we drive through the forest of  tiny trees.  
They are no more than four feet tall, these high desert trees.  They are not 
babies, they are full grown, like the scrub pines on Cape Cod.  I am lost in 
this nation of  trees, on this road somewhere near Taos, New Mexico.  I am 
used to the maples of  the Northeast, I walk in their shade.  So this is what 
they call a forest here.  I know that’s not really true, I’ve seen the tall pines 
that grow up at Los Alamos, on the mountain road I drive from Albuquerque 
to Santa Fe, the road I prefer because they are there.  But it pleases me to 
be amongst this forest of  tiny trees, their difference charms me.  Any time I 
travel, I’m afraid I’ll get there and it will be unfamiliar, alien, but when I step 
off  the plane, I realize, oh, yes, this is the earth, and take a trusting breath. 
 
She is talking again, and I switch my attention from the Land outside the car 
to her words.   But what is it for, she asks again.  I don’t understand the qu-
estion.  I think maybe I’m not paying close enough attention, distracted as I 
am by the trees.  But it is the trees she is talking about.   You know, she says, 
gesturing with her right hand as she steers with her left.  All this.  All this, she 
says, what is it for?  
 
What do you mean, what is it for?
 
You know, is it for farming, or dairy, or ranching….you know, what is it for?  
 
What is it for?  It’s for itself, I say.  She shakes her head in frustration.  
 
This conversation has become emblematic - those moments of  cultural dis-
sonance in so many conversations, when I realize the underpinnings of  our 
conversations are different, that what I think we are talking about is not it at 
all.
 
When I was in my twenties, my then-husband’s aunt was concerned at what 
she considered my “atheism.”  I never said I was an atheist.  It’s not a word I 
would use, based on a negative, a lack of  something, rather than on a positive  
presence that I felt but couldn’t express.  How can you not believe in God?  
she asked.   How do you know what is good or evil?  What will you teach 
your children?
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I remember the question being so much bigger than I, at that time in my life, 
could answer in this short conversation over the kitchen table. I didn’t know 
how to talk about the sacred.  I felt instead an abyss, an absence of  words, 
one that led me to become a poet.   I could only tell her that I couldn’t 
believe in that personal God, that old man in the sky.  There were so many 
assumptions that we didn’t share.  I didn’t yet know our Abenaki word, Ktsi 
Niwaskw - that sacred mysterious matrix of  being, often translated as “Great 
Spirit.”
 
What is it for?  The language that inhabits her, that inhibits her, says that these 
trees, this forest are objects.  What I see as beings, as a nation of  trees, she 
sees as, not exactly non-living, because she would admit that trees are alive, in 
a limited way, but they have no sovereignty, no personhood.  They exist only 
in relation to human needs.  Which means they are expendable.  This place 
should be “for” something that humans need.  Otherwise, what?
 
I could say that they are “for” making oxygen, that they might hold some 
medicine that we don’t even know about, that they hold together the soil in 
this arid place and provide food, make a home for a vast population of  birds, 
insects, reptiles, mammals, invertebrates. But that is not what they are “for.”  
These are gifts they give freely. Our proper response is gratitude.
 
What is it for?   She turns on the radio.  I look out the window. The Land 
extends in all its beauty, in all its mystery.  This Forest, this Nation. 
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Afterword

Cave by Lis McLoughlin
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The Enchantment of  Nature and the Nature of  
Enchantment
Patrick Curry
 
My subject is double: the enchantment of  nature, but also the nature 
of  enchantment.1  Enchantment is a fundamental human experience: 
the experience of  wonder. So it is necessarily participatory, and 
therefore personal. Someone needs to actually be present for it. If  
you stay on the outside, merely observing, it can’t happen. The word 
itself  implies as much: from the French, originally Latin, en chantment: 
LQ�D�VRQJ��%\�H[WHQVLRQ��LW�PLJKW�DULVH�IURP�ÀQGLQJ�\RXUVHOI �LQ�D�VRQJ�
that you are hearing or singing, or in a picture, or a story – in fact, 
any kind of  narrative, in the very broadest sense.

The wonder varies in intensity from charm, to delight, to full-blown 
joy.  We could also say ‘awe’. (But note that I don’t describe it as 
‘pleasure’, which quality is somewhat different.) The last kind, joyful, 
is what I call ‘radical enchantment’. It is normally something which 
only happens a few times in one’s life, but it can be life-changing. 

One clear opposite is will: any desire or effort to make something 
happen, to change something, or to make someone (including your-
self) do something. If  that is happening, then enchantment is not.

Enchantment is relational: wonder at another, not power over them. 
It takes place as an encounter, a meeting across a gap of  difference. 
Those boundaries remain, but they no longer matter. So it’s neither 
hot ecstatic unity, in which both self  and other disappear, nor cold, 
one-way control over the other. And when enchantment is radical 
it is most relational, with each party apprehending and affecting the 
other. 

Thus no one is in charge. Enchantment is wild and ‘perilous’.2 And 
this is something it shares with nature. In the whole more-than-hu-
man natural world,3 including us but vastly greater, there are innu-
merable agents and very few outcomes are entirely predictable. This 
is why it arrives as a gift, or not at all.

Now the other party can be anyone or anything: a human being, 
another animal, plant, place of  any kind, sight, sound, smell, taste, 
texture or even idea. But we are a particular kind of  being – the 
human kind – and human nature is not, whatever our pretensions, 
LQÀQLWHO\�SODVWLF��6R�HQFKDQWPHQW�WHQGV�WR�KDSSHQ�ZLWK�FHUWDLQ�NLQGV�
of  others and in certain domains: at a minimum, love, art, religion, 
food and drink, learning, sport, humour and, not least, nature: appre-
hending, in all its complexity, beauty and mystery, a natural place or 
fellow-creature, who sometimes, quite unexpectedly, apprehends you. 
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Actually, I believe all enchantments are ultimately natural, rooted in 
nature, including ourselves as natural beings. In other words, en-
chantment, like life, is not anthropocentric. It includes us but it isn’t 
all about us, let alone me. (We shall return to this point.)

In the process of  enchantment, the other becomes, and is realised to 
be, in effect, another person, with a unique personality of  their own. 
Or, we could say, an extraordinary presence. Experiences of  enchant-
ment are thus intensely meaningful – and therefore fateful. (Even 
refusing them is fateful, because it always happens too late; you have 
already been affected.) Likewise, they are mythic. There are many 
modes of  mythicity, some of  them with nothing to do with wonder; 
but when you are enchanted, you are living mythically. In this respect 
too enchantment is rooted in nature. Ultimately, myths are not about 
the gods so much as ‘the ideas and emotions of  the Earth.’4 

And what does enchantment show us about the enchanting other? 
It partly reveals, and partly creates, a truth: their intrinsic value and 
meaning, which doesn’t depend in any way on their usefulness, or 
exchange value in the market. 

Enchantment takes place as a unique moment – ‘short but deep’5 – 
so it doesn’t happen in time – and as a unique place, so not in space. 
‘Nothing “happened”, but everything has changed’.6

In the moment of  enchantment, time radically slows. But it doesn’t 
altogether stop, and sooner or later the enchantment comes to an 
end. So the wonder of  childhood is continually becoming grown-up; 
wild nature is always falling to so-called development; and the Elves 
are forever passing over the Sea, leaving us behind on the darken-
ing shores of  Middle-earth in (god help us) ‘the Age of  Men’, now 
known as the Anthropocene. Hence the joy of  enchantment is often 
bittersweet, with a poignant or melancholy quality. By the same to-
ken, the quality of  enchantment is not so much desire as it is yearn-
ing, or longing. The result can be a kind of  pre-emptive nostalgia. In 
WKH�ZRUGV�RI �WKH�JUHDW�KDLNX�SRHW�%DVKŇ��¶(YHQ�LQ�.\ŇWR��KHDULQJ�WKH�
FXFNRR�FU\��,�ORQJ�IRU�.\ŇWR�·�

Tolkien’s name for the place of  enchantment is Faërie, and he de-
scribes it as ‘the realm or state in which fairies have their being. [But] 
Faërie contains many things besides elves and fays…it holds the seas, 
the sun, the moon, the sky; and the earth, and all things that are in it: 
tree and bird, water and stone, wine and bread, and ourselves…when 
we are enchanted.’7�6R�)DsULH�LV�WKH�SODFH�\RX�ÀQG�\RXUVHOI �LQ�ZKHQ�
you are enchanted, and it is what the place where you are becomes. 

7KH�GLIIHUHQFH�EHWZHHQ�LQÀQLWH�DQG�YHU\��YHU\�ODUJH�LV�LPSRUWDQW����
EHFDXVH�WKH�ODWWHU�ÀQDOO\�KDV�LWV�OLPLWV��$QG�MXVW�DV�HQFKDQWHG�PR-
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Postscript

It is my cultural and spiritual experience that Earth is our Mother. It 
is from her and Great Spirit that I /we all evolve. Every you, every 
me, every tree, every blade of  grass, pebble, and stone, and every 
ZRUP�EHWZHHQ���HYHU\�EHH�DQG�ELUG��HYHU\�ÀVK��HYHU\�JUDSH��DQG�
DSSOH����HYHU\�PRVTXLWR��DQG�Á\��KDV�RXU�0RWKHU�DV�RXU�VRXUFH��:LWK�
her, things remain in harmony and balance. We are of  her natural 
world. We are earthlings and natural order manifested by the coming 
together of  Great Spirit and the being we know as Earth. From her 
we come and back to her we return---we the dolphin, the whale, the 
clam, the ameba, the virus---all of  us. Whether Alewife or Buckeye or 
Nenhaden she has instructed us if  we plant them in the Earth below 
the corn it fertilizes and a hill of  corn shall grow. We are dependent 
and she is wise in the way of  sustaining her children. She is mother 
and we are her earthlings. We are sometimes obedient, sometimes 
arrogant, but her children nonetheless. 

Tau batdan-tamock wtche wane (we are giving thanks for all things). 

Doug Harris, 
Preservationist for Ceremonial Landscapes
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