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Wendell Berry

Oz;r appréach to agriculture lz.zys t
whole; our attentiveness to our imme
the clarity of our vision
most systematically in [
throughout Wendell Berry’s o
his decision to reclaim a womn-ou
through his novels, such as The Memory o
brate the virtues and stnfggles of his
volumes of poetry including Farming: /
(1977); and through his esssys on agricu
or different attitudes toward the it ‘ [
itandsff that respectful, joyful work is a valid and co
tion to nature. The farm, '
recent works of nonfiction developmg sue s-are Another
the Crank (1998) and Life Is a Miracle (2000). e

f lant arid warm, absolutely still, not enough air stirring to move a leaf,
Hiere is-only the steadysomnolent trilling of insects, and now and
F again'in the woods below me the cry of a pileated woodpecker. Those,
- hd my footsteps on the path; are the only sounds. :
| | “From the dry oak woods of the:ridge I pass down into the rock. Th
fdot trails of the Red River Gorge'all seek these stony notches that little
| dtreams have: cut back through the cliffs. I pass a ledge overhanging a
} sheerdrop of the rock, where in a wetter time there would be a water-
| Ball. The ledge is dry and mute now, but on the face of the rock below
b arethe: charicteristic ‘mosses, ferns, liverwort, meadow rue. And here
¢ Where the ravine suddenly steepens and narrows, where the shadows
 #te Jonglived and the dampness stays, the trees are different. Here are
 beech and hemlock and poplar, straight and tall, reaching way up into
} the light. ‘Under them are evergreen thickets ofirhododendron. And
F Wherever the dampness is there are mosses and fems. The faces of the
p dock-are intricately scalloped with veins of ironstone, scooped and
tarved by the wind.: = ' - P ,-
| >Finally from the crease of the ravine I am following there begins to
 come the trickling and splashing of water. There is a great restfulness
inthe sounds these small streams make; they are going down as fast as
they. can, but their sounds seem leisurely and idle, as if produced like
b gemstones with the greatest patience and care.
§ -1 little later, stopping, I hear not far away the more voluble flowing
f of the creek. I go on down'to where the trail crosses and begin to look
' for a camping place. The ittle bottoms along the creek here are thickety
and weedy, probably having been kept clear and cropped or pastured
 tiot so long ago; In the more open places are little lavender asters, and
- the even smaller-flowered white ones that some people call beeweed or
fatewell:summer. And in low wet places are the richly flowered spikes of
great lobelia, the blooms an intense startling blue, exquisitely shaped. I
choose-a place in an open thicket near the stream, and make camp,

Itis a simple matter to make camp. I string up a shelter and put my
| air mattress and sleeping bag in it, and | am ready for the night. And
supper is even simpler, for I have brought sandwiches for this first
} meal. In less than an hour all my chores are done. It will still be light

fora good while, and I go over and sit down on a rock at the edge of the
Sl!’réam.'; . L : RO B - tl .
 oAnd then a heavy feeling of melancholy and lonesomeness comes
over me. This does not surprise mie, for I have felt it before when I have
been alone at evening in wilderness places that I am not familiar with.
But here it has a quality that I recognize as peculiar to the narrow hol-
 lows of the Red River Gorge. These are deeply shaded by the trees and

WENDELL BERRY = |
 b.1934 - B

he foundation for our culture ds.a |
diate physical environments reﬂgc& !
and selfexpression. These convictions, developed !
The Unsettling of America. (1977), appeaz :
life and writing. They are expressed throug
Il farm.in his native Kgnwgkyg ,
{ Old Jack (1974), whzgh' eele..- ;
ancestors in that land; through 'hts .
A Handbook (1970) and Clearing .
Iture, wilderness, and the nefd ‘
he land. Like Aldo Leopold, Berry undés |
nstructive form of rela-

ilderness, is precious. Among his §
o e ine . h values.are Another Turn-of
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AN ENTRANCE TO THE WOODS |

On a fine sunny afternoon at the end of Septe-mb_er Ipii\‘l:am){)y}:;l:
in Lexington and drive east on I-64 and th.e Mountain P thye Wheh |
e e B ot Boone Nationd] Forest. Fom P

iver in the Daniel Bo . From I
;I\]ifideo it?:ki{ﬁigR}llu?ay 715 out along the narrow ndgetopss,faizv:;;hogg-
tuniel through the trees. And then [ turn off on %cll Forest;1 s e;:\;ep o
and follow it to the head of a foot trail that goes ﬁ(:;,mroad.and e
wall of one of the tributary creeks. I pull my f:ar ot d e and lock

and lift on my pack. ,
1t is nearly five o'cl

PR B
6ck when 1 start walking. The afternoon. is.brilf

Recollected Essays 1965-1980 (San Francisco: North Point, 1981).
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cession‘'whatsoeveér to one’s whereabouts. One might as well be flying,
Though. one is in Kentucky one is not-experiencing Kentucky; one is
éxperiencing:the- highway; which might be in nearly any hill country
east of the:Mississippi. .* . * Sl e e e

Once- off the freeway, my pace gradually slowed, as the roads
became progressively more primitive, from seventy miles an hour to a
walk.».:A_nd mow, here at-my camping place, I have stopped altogether.
But my mind is stifl keyed to seventy miles an hour. And having come
here so fast, it is still busy with the weork I am-usually doing. Having
come here:by the freeway, my mind is not so fully here as it would have
been if L had come by the crookeder, slower state roads; it is incalcula-
bly farther away-than it would have been if I had come all the way on
foot, as,my earliest predecessors came. When the Indians and the. first
white hunters entered this country they were altogether here as soon as
they. -arrived, -for ' they had seen and experienced fully everything
betweenihere.and their starting place, and so the transition was gradual
~ andarticulate in their consciousness.- Odr senses, after all, were devel-
oped to function at foot speeds; and. the transition from foot travel -to
motor travel, in terms of evolutionary time, has been abrupt. The faster
one ‘goes, the. more strain there is on the senses, the more: they fail to
take in, the more confusion they waust tolerate or gloss over—and the
longer it takes to bring the mind té-a stop in the presence of anything,
Though the freeway passes through the very heart of this forest, the
motorist remains several hours” journey by foot from what is living at
the edge of the right-of-way, @ .. - ’= -

31

by the valley walls; the sun rising on them late and setting early; they 1
are more dark than light. And there. will. often be- little rapids in-the §
stream that will sound, at a certain distance, exactly like people talking.
As I'sit on my rock by the strearn now; I-could swear.that there is a party,
of campers-doming up the trail toward me, and: fdr. several minutes I
stay alert, listening for them, their voices seeming to rise and fall, fade
. out.and lift again, in happy conversation. When I finally realize that it
is only a sound the creek is making, though I-have not come here for
company and do not want any, I am inexplicably sadi. - - SR
Thiese are haunted places, or at least it is-easy to: feel-haunted -in
them, alone at nightfall. As the air darkens and the coolof the night
rises, one feels the immanence of the wraiths of the ancient tribesmen
who used to inhabit the rock houses of the cliffs; of the white hunters
from east of the mountains; of the farmers who accepted the isolation
of these nearly inaccessible valleys to crop the narrow bottoms:and
ridges and pasture their cattle and hogs in the’woods; of the seekers of !
quick wealth in timber and ore. For thgggh‘thig is a wil ess place; it
bears its part of the burden of human history. If one spends much timne
here and feels much liking for the place, it is-hard to-escape the sense
of one’s. predecessors. If:one has read of the prehistoric Indians whose
flint arrowpoints and pottery and hominy holes and petroglyphs havé
been found here, then every rock shelter and clifty spring will suggest
the presence of those dim people who have disappeared into the earth.
Walking along the ridges and'the stream bottoms, one will come upon
the heaped stones of a chimney, or the slowly filling depression of an |
old cellar, or will find in the spring a japonica bush ot periwinkles ora
few jonquils' blooming. in a thicket. that used to‘ be: a .dooryard:
Wherever the land is level enough there are abandoried fields and pass °
tures. And nearly always there is the evidence that one follows.in the §
steps-of the loggers.. - - co t Co e
That sense of the past is probably one reason for the melancholy §
that I feél. But'I know that there are other reasons,:. - ‘
One is that, though I am here in body, .my mind and:my nerves teo
are ndt yet altogether here. We seem to grant to-our high-speed roads !
and our airlines the rather thoyghtless .assumption that people can
change places as rapidly as their bodies can be transported. That, as:my
own experience keeps proving to me, is not true, In the middle of the
afternoon I left off being busy at work, and drove through traffic te'the
freeway, and then for a'solid hour or more I drove sixty or seventy: miles
an hour, hardly aware of the country I was passing through, because orl 1
the freeway one does not have to be. The landscape has been subdued
so that one may drive over it at seventy miles per hour withéut any con!

But I have not only come to this strangely haunted place in a short
time-and too. fast. I have in that move made an. enormous chiange: |
have departed from my life as I am used to living it, and have come
into;thé wilderness. It is not fear that-] feel; I have learned. to fear the
everyday events of human: history much more than I fear the everyday
_dc'currenoes of the woods; in general, I would rather trust myself to the
woods than to any government that I know of 1 feel, instead, an uneasy
~ awareness of severed connections, of being cut off from all familiar
places.and of being a stranger where [ am. What is happening at home?
bwonder, and I know I can't find out very easily or very soon. .

' Even more discomforting is a pervasive sense of unfamiliarity. In the
places I am most familiar with—my hoeuse, or:my garden, or even the
woods near home that I have walked in for yers—1I.am surrounded by
agsociations; everywhere I look I.am reminded of tay- history.and my -
hopes;: even unconsciously I-am comforted by any fumber of proofs
that my life on the earth is an established anda going thing. But . am
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in this hollow for the first time in my life. I see nothing that I recog
nize. Everything looks as it did before 1 came, as it'will when Fam
gone. When 1 look over at my little camp 1 see how- tentative and
insignificant it is. Lying there in my bed in the dark tonight; T will be
absorbed in the being of this place, invisible as a squirrel in: his nest.
‘Uneasy as this feeling is, I know it will pass. Its passing will produce
a deep pleasure in being there. And 1 have felt it often enough before
that I have begun to understand something of what it means:- i
Nobody knows where I am. 1-don’t know what is happeriing to any-
body else in the world. While I am here 1 will not-speak, arid will have
no reason or need for speech. It is only beyond this lonesomeness for
the places I have come from that I can reach the vital reality of a place
such as this. Turning toward this place, I confronta presence that none
of my schooling and none of my usual assumptions have prepared me for:
the wilderness, mostly unknowable and mostly alien; that is the universe:
Perhaps the most difficult labor for my species is to aceept its limits, its
weakness and ignorance. But here I am. This wild place where I'have
camped lies within an enormous cone widening from the center of the
carth out across the universe, nearly all of it a mysterious wilderness in
which the power and the knowledge of men-count for nothing. As long |
as its instruments are correct and its'engines run, the airplane now fly
ing through this great cone is safely within the human freehold; its |
behavior is as familiar and predictable to those concerned as the inside -
of a man’s living room. But let its instruments or its engines fail, and at
once it enters the wilderness where nothing is foreseeable. ‘And these !
steep narrow hollows, these cliffs and forested ridges that lie below, are '
the antithesis of flight. : :
Wilderness is the element in which we live encased in civilization]
as a mollusk lives in his shell in the sea. It is a wilderness that is beauti!
ful, dangerous, abundant, oblivious of us, mysterious, never to be con+
quered or controlled or second-guessed, or known more thana little. It
is a wilderness that for most of us most of the time is kept out of sight; -
camouflaged, by the edifices and the busyness and the ‘bothers of

;vt;:,l; [:;};:::rﬂmund]l;ng& {)am aware also that I know only in the most re)
ve-terms my whereabouts within-the black reach ' iversé.
abou es.of th : ’
guns bﬁt:la::‘lse thﬂc:'natltlral processes are-here so little qualiﬁ:dml;w:rx:e-.
ﬁmegsr w ar}i is ﬁagl?jent".of the wildemess s .als(LjQine.dt&yothé
s ¢ t};eref thowfs over it a nonhurnan time to be told by the growth
: of the forest and the wearing of the stream. I f ing o
. eam. I feel d ;
Ejezt‘:ir;d t}rlnyfcom‘pvrehvenslon perspectives from which -the gf)tvvltrl}lg': U;
b raig | ofa large'pop!ar would seem as continuous and sudde;nn
the 2 z‘llng1 ;n&l tbeéow;rmg of a:man’s hand, from which men’s histo:)st
in:the world, their brief clearing of the. d, will s 10
FheA(:f;ning st Emge ;)e‘ e grqund, will seem no more than
by so I have' come here to ena cause: 1 v * bu
. ome: | ct—not because:1 wan
| :::sat;;e, og;e.here, I‘f:qnno_t help it~the loneliness and. tv;lip;llf:ﬁvl:)lm
hights : trlrll(}; t::r(lls[in rzzst-‘fsce i?t“r’;ly ﬂié'nsy shelter, pitched ;here for twec;
ughts, the tr: of. capitols and' cathedrals. I i \
 being in this place; I will hs ‘ umbler ond 3 s v
' ave t i { { i :
?“Yf\elf than I usually have. j ’ 3C?fipté l.n.lmblerv -and‘ ? ter view of
;25;1;13? etllx::s;] and leaves the world naked. And if is éﬁlyvnéi;éd or
' ne 0— e can:enter and leave the wild "
~ isand.if he doesn’t walk it can hard 2id thatihe e at
: : ! ardly be said thathe h
' can bring only what he can car i ttkes 1o gl e
A —the little that it tak '
fow bos ) fat he ca Iy at it takes to replace for a
 few hou ys-an animal’s fur and teeth and cl
tioning instincts. In compari l veler with b foone-
| . parison. to the usual traveler with hi
ence on machines and highways and resta o ot —cend
ghways ‘and restaurants and motel
economy and the government, in short—t el o
geont . : 2 ort—the man who walks i
3 llsldzzr::ss 11 limked fn?deed. He leaves behind his work ;hisé1 ho;:l;gbtl}:ie
E s » s comlorts—even, if he comes. alon; " his: .
' .lrflmerses hxmself in what heis not. It is a.kingsosfi(;:l: v"hlsz ordsu He

B

3 The dawn comes siow ;ﬁd k aly occ Ty, somenhers
cold.~Only. ionally;, i

] :IIZJIIIg the cregk or on the slopes: above, a'-}l;i:)dc cs?r'sllgos?;l:z;lsomgmere
”h&and I waken without much interest in the day. 1 séja

F rghts, and fix breakfast, and-eat. The day is clear, and-hi

ve,not slept
the icamp: to
gh up. on the

human society. : s + points and ridges '
! 3 t b of. e
And so, coming here, what I have done-is strip away the human S the woods. Angd suodfihe;lwelsta,ofnleca}np Tcan see the sun shining.on -
facade that usually stands between me and the universe, and:I see more ' where the sun is; [ want Zo Eitmﬁll i (t)j-; an ambition: [ want to get up
’ F SIt sull 1n-the sun

 focks until I can feel it warmhin my boey, P there among the high
- 1 put some lunch into a little canvas b > e
v vas bag, and start out, leaving:
' fiﬁi‘iﬁ oven el vt cany it aft the day gets warm. vﬁiﬁﬁ my
" Jacket, even climbing, it is cold in the shadow of the h w.and 1 b
Hohe w: ~ ollow;and -
o et e e i
» walking rapidly, thinking only of the sunlight above me. It-is -:)s(

clearly where I am. What [ am able to ignore much-of the time, but
find undeniable here, is that all wildernesses are one: there'is a pro-
found joining between this wild stream deep in one of the folds of my-
native country and the tropical ﬁ@aﬂ?ﬁé’s’”&?ﬁdﬂh, the:
Pt R B =i — - - -
oceans and the deserts. Alone here, among the rocks and the trees, |
soe that 1 am dlone also among the stars. A stranger here, unfamiliat-
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though I have entered into a deep sympathy with those tulip poplars
that grow so straight and-tall out of the shady ravines, not growing
branch worth the name until their heads are in the sun. I am so cor+ 1
centrated on the sun ‘that when-some -grouse flush from the under §
growth ahead of me, I am-thunderstruck; they are ‘already planing
down into the underbrush again before I can get my wits together and 1
realize what they are. - : : ‘ : ]
The path zigzags up the last steepness. of the bluff and then slowly 1
levels out. For some. distance it follows the backbone of a ridge, and
then where the ridge-is narrowest there is a great slab of bare rock lying
full in the sun. This is what I have been looking for. I walk out into the
center of the rock and sit, the clear warm lighit falling unobstructed all !
around. As the sun'warms me I begin to growscomfortable not onlyir °
my clothes, but in the place and the day. And like those light-seeking |
poplars of the ravines, my mind begins to branch out: i ]
Southward, I can hear the traffic on the Mountdin Parkway, a steady |
continuous roar—the corporate voice of twentieth-century humanity; |
sustained above the transient voices of its members: Last night, except
for an occasional airplane passing over; I camped out of reach of the 1
sounds of engines. For long stretches of time I heard no sounds but the 1
sounds of the woods. : . i )
Near where [ am sitting there is an.inscription cut into the rock: -+
. . . . . ) . b
PN ; l A-] - SARGENT
87 et ' ' 4.190
* ; fEB-24.1903 =
Those letters were carved there more than sixty-six years ago. As I look 1
around me I realize that I can see no evidence of the lapse of so much
time. In every direction I can see only narrow ridges and narrow deep hol:
lows, all covered with trees. For all that can be told from this height by 1
looking, it might still be 19o3—or, for that matter, 1803 or 1703, or 1003.
Indians no doubt sat here and looked over the country as I am doirig now; :
the visual. impression is so pure and strong that I can almost imagine
myself one of them. But the insistent, the overwhelming, evidence of the -
time ‘of my own arrival is in what I can hear—that roar of the highway off
there in the distance. In 1903 the continent was still covered by a gredt
ocean of silence, in which the sounds of machinery were scattered at wide
intervals of time and space..Here, in 1903, there were only the naturat
sounds of the place. On a day like this, at the end of September, thiere
would have been only the ‘souiids. of a few faint crickets, a woodpecker
now and then, now and then'the wind. But today, two-thirds of a century
later, the continent is covered by an ocean of engine noise, in which !
silences occur only sporadically and at wide intervals. oy

p {/vFrom where I am sitting in the midst of this island of wilderness, it is
4 Es.‘tl:lough. I am listening to the machine of human -histbr'y—a»hug:: fly-
4 yhg_el building speed until finally the force of its whirling will break it
. impieces, and the world with it, That is not an attractive thought, and
L vet1find it-impossible to escape, for it has seemed to me. for years’ now
 that the doings of men no longer occur within nature, but that the nat-
1 ural places which the. human economy has so far spared now survive
ﬂ{‘nost. accidentally within the doings of men. This wilderness of the
R_bdﬂwer now carries on its aricient processes within the human cli-
- Mhite o'fr war and waste and confusion. And I know that the distant roar
; of engines, though it may seem only to be passing through this wilder-
'7 hess, is really bearing down upon it. The machine is running now with
. &peed that produces blindness—as to the driver of a speeding automo-
: bﬂe:‘thc_a only thing stable, the only thing not a mere blur on the edge of
f the retina, is the automobile itself—and the blindness of a thing with
power promises the'déstruction of what cannot be seen. That roar of
the hlg:hway.is the voice of the American economy; it is sounding also
4 Whérever Strip mines are being cut in the steep slopes of Appalachia

: hd Wher‘ever cropland is being destroyed to make roads and suburbs.
§ 21td “Wherever rivers and marshes and bays and forests are beiné
 destroyed for the sake of industry or commerce.- - :

‘ ]‘@ No Even here where the economy of life is really an economy—
§ Where the creation is yet fully alive and continuous and self-enriching
E where “whatever dies enters directly. into the life of the living—ever;
: ﬂér? one cannot fully escape the sense of an impending human citas-
_ Fi_‘bphe. One cannot come here without the awareness that this is an
i l'sl?nd sutrounded by the machinery and the workings of an‘insane
4 grbfed, hungering for the world’s end~that ours is a “civilization” of
. which the work of no builder or artist is symbol, nor the life of any
 £90d man, but rather the bulldozer, the poison spray, the hugging fire
, ofinapalm, the cloud of Hiroshima. , A

F o : v

_@ff;’-ht)ugh from the high vantage point: of this stony ridge I see little
::hopg that I will ever live a day as an optimist, still I am not desperate.

y Irtefact, with the sun warming me now, and with the whole day before
fe to wander in this beautiful country, I.am happy. ‘A man"cannot

'R

UCE

> filpossibility. It is-only when I am ensnarled in the 'meaningless ordeals
Aﬁ‘nd'the'r.ordcals of meaninglessness, of which our public and political
}H’é 1s'now so productive, that I lose the awareness of something better,
4 and feel the despair of having come to the dead end of possibility. ’
e %+ Today, as always when I am afoot in the woods, I feel the possibility,
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the reasonableness, the practicability of living in the world in a Wway

that would enlarge rather than diminish the hope of life. 1 feel the pos-

sibility of a frugal and protective love for the creation that would be
unimaginably more meaningful and joyful than our present destructive
and wasteful economy. The absence of human society, that made' me
so uneasy last night, now begins to be a comfort to me. I am afoot it
the woods. I am alive in the world, this moment, without the help os

the interference of any machine. I can move without reference to-any: |

thing except the lay of the land and the capabilities of my own body.

The necessities of foot travel in this steep country have stripped away 1

all superfluities. I simply could not enter into this place and assume its

quiet with all the belongings of a family man, property holder, etc. For
the time, I am reduced to my irreducible self\f. I feel the lightness of |
body that a man: Tust feel who has just lost fifty pounds of fat.: Asid

leave the bare expanse of the rock and go in under the trees again, [am

aware that I move in the landscape as one of its details.

from a turnout at the edge of a highway. . L

The trail leaves.the ridge and goes down a ravine into. the val]éy ofd

creek where the night chill has stayed. I pause only long enough to |
drink the cold clean water. The trail climbs up onto the next ridge. : i |

. Ttis.the ebb of the year. Though the slopes have not yet taken on the

bright calors of the autumn maples and oaks, some of the duller:trees |

are already shedding, The foliage has begun to flow down the cliff facey
and the slopes like a tide pulling back. The woods is mostly quiet, subs

dued, as if the pressure of survival has grown heavy upon it, as if above 1

the growing warmth of the day the cold of winter can be felt waiting to |
. . \ﬂ 3

descend.: T . o .
. Atmy approach a big hawk flies off the low branch of an oak and out

over the treetops. Now and ‘again a nuthatch hoots, off somewhere-in |

the. woods. Twice I stop and watch an ovenbird. A few feet ahead ofmb
there is a sudden movement in the leaves, and then quiet. When Lslip

up and examine the spot there is nothing to be found. Whatever. passed |
there has disappeared, quicker than the hand that is quicker than th?

eye, a shadow fallen into a shadow. Fhb

" In the afternoon [ leave the trail. My walk so far has come perhaps’

. Walking, through.the woods, you can never see far, either ahead or
behind, so you move without much, of a sense of getting anywhere or ef 4
moving at any certain speed. You burrow through the foliage in-the aif §
much as a mole burrows through the roots in the ground.. The views
that open out occasionally from the ridges afford a relief, a recovery of |
orientation, that they. could never give as mere “scenery,” looked ‘at
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 three-quarters of the way around a long zi i

! : t / : g zig-zagging loop that will even-
f tually bring me back to my starting place. I hlm'pd()wnW:a :::;1
F unnamed branch of the creek where: am camped, and I begin the

loveliest part of the day. There i i i
est | y. There is nothing here resembling a trail.
best way is nearly always to follow the edge of the stream, st(t;eppierlllg.frTohrri

 one stone to-another. Crossing back-and forth over the water, stepping
on or over rocks and logs, the way ahead is never clear for more than a

few feet. The stream accompanies me down, threading its way under

' boulders and logs and over little falls and rapids. The rhododendron

overhangs it so closely in places that I can i
: ‘ go only by stopping. O
the thododendron are -the: great dark heads of theyherrlilr())ckgs. 'Tyhee:

streambanks are ferny and tmossy. .And- thron i '
st : ‘ y.-And- through this green tunnel th
- voice. of the stream changes from rock to rock;. sﬂbgued lik: :Tl thee

othér autumn oices of the woods, i ’ i
I auf ; s,-it seems sunk in-a d '
meditation on the soundsof I. - FON SR eep contented
¢ The.water in the pools is absolutely clear: If it weren’t for the shad-

t ows and ripples you would hardly notice that it is water; the fish would

seem to swim in the air. As it is, where there is-no leaf floating, it is

| impossible to tell exactly where the pl i
iy ; r plane of the surface lies. As I walk
up-on a pool the little fish dart every which way. out of sights.-And :{11:

affer I sit still a while, watchi ‘

e - ing, they come out again. Their sh

tf}iow over the rocks and leaves on the bottom. No%v I have lcrosmzdi(r)l‘:(si
e heart of the.woods. I am far from the highway and can hear no

i ;oqu of it. All around thiere is a grand deep autumn quiet, in which a
i ‘fgw-lnsects- dream their summer songs. Suddenly a wren s;ngs way off
i :In the underbrush. A red-breasted ‘nuthatch walks, hootin’g,"heagﬁrst
ngn the trunk of a walnut. An ovenbird walks out along the limb of a
 hemlock and looks at me, curious. The little fish soar in the pool, turn-

Fioo . .
ing their clean quick angles, their shadows seeming barely to keep up.

As Ilean and dil?‘my cup in the water, they scatter. I drink, and go on.

b i, ' ‘ X

b~ When | get back to camp it is only the mi

. Vhen I ge : nly the middle of the afternoon

f little: after. Since I left in the moming | have walked something ?ili;

¢ight' miles. I haven’t hurried—have mostly poked along, stopping

- Bfien and looking around. But I am tired, and coming down '
f@ﬁgmdbmh feet wet. 1 find a sunny place, and takeg off mytillfofse:ﬁ
; » and set them to dry.‘For’ 4 long time then, lying propped against
F the trunk of a tree, I'read and rest and watch the evening come

},nAll day I have moved through the woods, making as little .noibse as

ible. Slowly my mind and my nerves have slowed to a walk. The

.;f,i\let tc};lf the woods has ceased to be something that I observe; niow.it is
omething that I am a part of. I have joined it with my own quiet. As
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the twilight draws on I no longer feel the strangeness iand uneasinessiof - thotanding there,- 1 was looking ‘at land where one  of my. great-
the evening before. The sounds of the creek move thirough my mindas greatgrcat-grandfathers settlediin 1803, and at the scene of somé of the
they move through the valley, unimpeded and clear. .« oaw 3 4 diaplpiest. times: of : my- ‘own life, where-in «my»rgmw{hg-ﬁp' years |
When the tirne comes I prepare supper-arid eat, and then-washi ket ' vamped;: hunted: fislied; boatéd; swam, and wandered—where, in
fle and cup and spoon and put them away: As far as possible I get thingé 1 !!.‘ib_rﬂplr did whatebet escaping I-felt called upon to do. It wasa piace
ready for an early start in the morning. Soon after dark I goto bed, and' i:hbr“‘f {)‘ had happily been}-arid where I always wanted to'be. And T
Isleepwell, -+~ Tl LR Syl j aemember gesturing toward the valley that day and sayi ;
p ‘ :h; was with me: “%‘hat’s alll nee;.! atdayand Saylng to the friend
3 ’ '_;meantfit;flt"waban honest enough response to my recognition of i
:’:ﬁtyj fl,"‘;?‘?hund?&ﬁ:e; of its lives and possibilities, ar}lld of r%ly ownolf)i/t:
] it af‘d“mte’?ﬂilmvltjAnd‘inathe sense ‘that I continue to recognize all
khat; anq feel that what I'most need is here; I.can still say the same.thing,

o L o RN et R PRI
I wake long before:dawn. The:air is warm and [ fee] rested andwidd
awake. By the light of-a small candle lantern 1 break camp and pack)
And then I begin the steep climb back to thecar. . o0t
The moon is bright and high: The woads stands in deep shadow; tht
light falling soft through the openings of the foliage. The trées appéar |
immensely tall, and black, gravely looming over the path. It is windléss 3
and still; the moonlight pouring over the: country seerns ‘more; potent
than the air. All around me thereis still that constant low singing of the
insects. For days tiow it has. continued without Jetup oririflection, like }
ripples on water under a steady breeze. While I slépt it went:ont !
through the night, a shimmer on my mind. My shoulder brushes alow |
tree overhanging the path and a bird that was asleep: on one of the
branches startles awake and flies off into the shadows, and T'go en wifls
the sense that I am passing near to the sleep of things. » - . - © il 3
" In a way this is the best part of the trip. Stopping now and againtf _
rest, I linger over it, sorry to be going. It seems to e that if 1 were fo stay
o, today would be better than yesterday, and I realize it was to renewt |
the life of that possibility that I came here. What I am leaving is soine?
thing to look forward to. ‘ , cr b b
T : : . SRR &
A S anh Y
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hﬂeﬁnd.-,yetﬁ lf) am.awire that [ must necessarily mean diﬂ't:rently—‘or at
vv:ﬂstﬁr’great:dveal more—when I say it now. Then [ was speaking most]
-fmmx affectiori; and did ‘not-know, by half, what I was talking about )I,
J 20as spedking of a place: that'in:some ways I knew and in some wa‘ S
:f(eared. f?r,‘but did not live in. The differences between knowing a placye
!tmd livingin ity between cherishing a place and living responsibly.in it
:i;;;ctt bggun to ‘occur to me. But they are critical differen.ces,.and’
froin r?;; g}li r:hem ha!s b}mn l?erhal?s the chief necessity of my experi-
d_iml‘*mdrried-in th.e following summer, ard in the next seven years livéd
- iwvmumbegr of distant places. But, largely because Icontinued to feel
pikhetwhat T-needed washere, | could never bring myselfto want to live
nny other place.’ And so:we returned to live: in Kentucky in the sum-
e *orfifrqﬁg;: and that autumr bought the house whose roof my friend
- ‘drl.{had‘;lqoked d_own on eight years before; and with it “twelve acres
£ dpr.zless.f"' Thius I began 4-profound change in my life. Before, I had
Pl d-‘&f:;()fdlﬂg to'expectation rdoted in ‘ambition. Now I began o live
Phocdrdinig to a kind of destiny rooted in-my origins and in my life. One
honld not speak-too: confidently of one’s-“destiny;™ I use the 'word to
.f*fef to causes that lie deeper in history and:character than mere inten-
pioei-Or: desirei In buying ‘thie little place known as Lanes Landing, it
mbemsto me, I'began to obey the deeper causes. : L ,
s e."hac.l retulm‘éd 50 ’_that I could take a job at the. University -of
ke »txxcl.tyfx{a Lexington. And:we expected to live pretty much the usual
- ea‘demlc life: I would teach and write; my “subject matter” would be

b it had\been, the few square miles in Henry County where [ grew up,
- zbot}‘ght the tiny farm; at Lanies Landing; thinking that we would use
- s"fs:fshnmme’r place;* and on‘that understanding I '‘began, with the
Pholyi.of two carpenter fiiends, to- make some necessary‘répa’irs on the
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. One day in the summer of 1956, leaving home for school, I stopped *

on the side of the road directly above the house where I now live: From
there you could see a mile or so across the Kentucky River Valley, afid 3
pethaps six miles along the length of it. The valley was-a green trough
full of sunlight, blue in its distances: [ often stopped here in my cominge
and goings, just to look, for it was all familiar to me from before thetint¥’
my memory began: woodlands and pastures on the hillsides; fieldsiand
croplands, wooded slew-edges and hollows in the bottoms; and throught
the midst of it the tree-lined tiver passing down from its headwaters neap
the Virginia line toward its mouth at Carrollton on the Ohio. « "




