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Dear fellow members of  the Glenbrook, Crestone, Blue River, and 
Rocky Mountain Land Library communities,  
Here is the first electronic edition of  Writing Nature, the newsletter 
long edited and published by Parker Huber.  While we are as partial to 
handsome paper journals as anyone, we have shifted to this format to 
save resources and lower our carbon emissions.  We hope you will enjoy 
reading it on your computer in color, printing it out to carry with you 
as you travel around your house or further, and forwarding it to friends 
you think might find it interesting.

We would have liked this issue to be longer, but other events have filled 
more of  our hours than we expected.  Not long after we offered to 
take over for Parker for at least one issue, we found ourselves inventing 
and running a multidisciplinary climate-change education initiative at 
our university, Colorado State—an endeavor that has proven to be 
challenging (especially to our limited ability to organize piles of  papers), 
time-consuming, and very rewarding.  If  you’re interested in what 
we’ve been doing, take a look at our website (http://changingclimates.
colostate.edu) and watch some of  the great lectures we’ve archived there 
on streaming video.  This website will continue to improve as we find 
the time to work on it, so check it again in six months or a year . . . . If  
you want to try something similar where you teach or live, we’d be more 
than happy to talk with you and offer you any help we can.

So we can blame it on global warming that we let this newsletter slide 
a little too long and called it done when it seems to us a little too 
short.  Meanwhile, we also dropped some balls.  We neglected to cash 
some checks some of  you sent us—thank you so much! but electronic 
turns out to be much less expensive, so we won’t cash them at this 
late date.  And we delayed far too long in responding to your creative 
contributions.  We really did, and do, appreciate them.

It took us too long to realize, too, that we could not possibly keep up 
the bibliography that Parker compiled from materials others sent him, 
especially Dick Winslow, whose mail to us piled up on the kitchen 
counter with such vigor that we finally just admitted defeat.  Hats off  to 
Parker and Dick for doing this hard work for so many years!  We offer 
the additional excuse that most of  the bibliographic information we 
would otherwise have provided is now accessible via the web.  In what 
we hope will turn into an adequate replacement, we’ve offered here 
some starting entries in a category we’re calling “You Must Read This.”

Next year Jeff  Lee and Ann Martin of  the Rocky Mountain Land 
Library (www.landlibrary.org) will continue to publish this newsletter, 
but Kathleen Dean Moore and Charles Goodrich at the Spring Creek 
Project (http://springcreek.oregonstate.edu) and the Blue River Writers 
Gathering will take over the editing.  You may email them at charles.
goodrich@oregonstate.edu.  

Yours, and currently full of  hope, 

SueEllen and John
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Bill Sherwonit

Great Blue Heron
Over the years I’ve heard many stories about the great 
blue heron’s patience and stealth. A time or two I’ve even 
glimpsed a heron stalk prey in its deliberate, quiet, and 
deadly way. But nothing I’ve seen or heard or read comes 
close to matching what I observe on a cool, gusty winter 
evening in Florida’s Everglades National Park.

The sun is closing in on the horizon when Helene and I 
pull into Royal Palms. We’ve already stopped here twice. 
Each time we’ve seen lots of  alligators and big, showy water 
birds: herons and egrets, storks and ibises, cormorants 
and anhingas. Now at the end of  our short visit, Helene 
wants to stand in their wondrously abundant and up-close 
presence one last time.

A few hundred feet from the trailhead, my attention is 
drawn to a great blue heron in hunting mode. The tall bird’s 
hunched body leans forward in a modified crouch, its long 
neck coiled into an S curve and its spear of  a beak pointed 
toward a shallow channel of  water. The heron seems poised 
to strike at any moment and I feel lucky to have happened 
upon the bird at just this instant.

Helene is anxious to see what other marvels await us before 
the dimming light is gone, so I tell her, “Go on ahead. I’ll 
catch up soon.”

The moment turns into minutes, yet the heron remains a 
statue, even with the steady stream of  tourists passing by. 
Some stop to admire the heron’s quiet, still beauty; a few 
take pictures. But only a couple of  us stay more than a 
minute or two, hopeful of  seeing its lunge for food.

As the minutes tick past, I know that I should be moving on 
too, and join Helene. But my curiosity has taken over. How 
long will the heron remain in this pose?

When I check my watch, the time is 5:42. I’ve already 
been watching  at least 10 minutes, likely more. I’m now 
determined to be as patient as the heron; I’ll stay and watch 
until the bird makes its move—or the growing darkness 
makes it too hard to see.

The heron is just as motionless when seen through my 
binoculars. Not a flinch or twitch; only the occasional blink 
of  its large, golden eyes and the wind’s ruffling of  white 
plumes on its back and neck.

With magnified sight, I slowly scan the bird’s impressively 
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Recommended by…

Bill Sherwonit, Anchorage, Alaska

The more I read her work, the more convinced 
I become that Sherry Simpson is not only 
Alaska’s most accomplished essayist, but 
that she ranks among the best in the nation. 
The latest proof is The Accidental Explorer: 
Wayfinding in Alaska (Sasquatch Books, 2008). 
At one level, this collection of 10 personal 
essays recounts memorable trips into Alaska’s 
wild places (most, but not all, emphasizing her 
own travels), written by a person who thinks 
hard about things, is willing to take risks, and 
has a wonderful talent for self-deprecating 
humor and story-telling. But as with the best of 
essays, these are multi-layered gems. Besides 
sharing her sometimes funny, other times sad 
or disconcerting, occasionally frightening, and 
always humbling passages through Alaska’s 
wilds, Simpson reflects deeply on notions of 
wilderness and home, the differences—and 
tensions—between Western attitudes and 
those of Alaska’s Original Peoples, the nature 
of naming places, the importance of stories, 
and the internal tensions carried by a person 
who wonders “how could I ever reconcile this 
constant restlessness with the desire to know 
and love one place?” The essays superbly blend 
Simpson’s personal idiosyncrasies with larger 
questions about discovery, longing, imagination, 
and how it is that each of us finds—or seeks to 
find—his or her own place in the world.continued on page 4



earlier visits, I’m now captured 
by the heron’s intensely focused 
concentration. This is among 
the most amazing behaviors I’ve 
witnessed in more than a quarter-
century of  serious wildlife watching. 
I wonder what it sees, what has 
grabbed its attention so. And how 
can it remain frozen in place for 
so long without some cramping 
or fidgeting? It’s as if  the bird is 
entranced. And, for me at least, 
entrancing.

One photographer finally gives up 
after 15 minutes or more of  staking 
out the heron. Shaking his head, he 
wonders if  the bird is real. Another 
compares the heron to a sniper. 
Even that analogy falls short. This 
stealthy killer conceals itself  while 
in the open.

Helene returns shortly before 6, 
understandably questioning why 
I didn’t join her. When I tell her 
about this marvel of  a bird, she 
asks, “So how long are you going to 
wait? An hour? Longer?”

“I’m not sure,” I confess. “Until the 
bird strikes. Or it’s too dark to see.”

As twilight moves toward darkness, 
the steady, cooling breeze grows 
chilly. I zip my jacket, pull my cap 
tighter, and still I shiver. The heron 
seems unruffled by the cold, just 
as it appears undisturbed by the 
gawking, talking humans who watch 
it hunt. The presence of  nearby 
people makes its calm stillness all 
the more amazing.

Though I’ve vowed to remain as 
patient as the bird I realize that I 
don’t come close to matching its 
disciplined stance. I fidget, shift my 
legs, walk a few paces, move my 
hands in and out of  my pockets, 
talk with other people, and move 
binoculars to eyes and back. 
Meanwhile the heron barely moves. 
In all the time I watch, it shifts 
only twice that I can tell, and then 
only barely: the bird’s neck recoils 
slightly as if  readying to thrust, but 
doesn’t.
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large frame, most of  it blue-gray in 
color. When standing erect, adult 
great blues stretch nearly four 
feet from steel-gray toes to white-
crowned head. Its opened bluish 
wings stretch even farther, up to 
six feet from tip to tip. For all of  
that bigness, the bird has aptly been 
called “a lightweight.” Made mostly 
of  feathers, an adult heron weighs 
only six pounds or so. In sharp 
contrast with the dark body are the 
vividly striped black-and-white head 
and foreneck, the long, piercing 
bill—a bright yellow dagger—and 
the equally piercing eyes.

Both big and beautiful, the great 
blue heron is also one of  North 
America’s most widespread birds, 
showing off  its graceful, deadly 
elegance from Florida to my 
adopted homeland, Alaska, and 
waterways everywhere in between.

Though that elegance is what 
grabbed my attention on our continued on page 6

continued from page 3
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Sophie Wadsworth

Tallgrass Prairie
In April the prairie grasses rise
thrusting their blades
through the frost-burned litter, through
the mulch of  winter
they rise: the gramma, the needle
and thread, the blue-eyed grasses.
I was walking
into the wind
looking for first petals
in the dry heaps
when the sky flared
and the edge of  the field
burst into flames,
hurling smoke, a blast
out of  earth’s furnace.
With no roots or even
thick bark like the bur oak
whose limbs would survive,
stiff  and black, my legs and hands
could not save me—

and I clawed my pockets madly
for matches, needing them now
to cast a circle of  flames
and blaze a refuge.
The wild fire, that red buffalo,
ran fast, lapping up acre
by acre—grass crackled  
like gunfire, a coyote bolted by
and I almost followed,
but stamped my feet
on the flaming ground.
In the burned circle
I crouched and prayed
for the charred fields
and the green that rises.
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Recommended by…

Jeff Lee, Denver, Colorado
A.J. Liebling 
knew it, so did 
M.F.K. Fisher, 
Michael 
Pollan, and 
most of the 
aunts, uncles, 
and parents 
of our lives. 
Food matters; 
it sustains us, 
and if we are 
lucky enough, 
it also opens 
windows to 
rich cultural 

traditions we should never let die. That’s why I especially 
loved Renewing America’s Food Traditions: Saving 
and Savoring the Continent’s Most Endangered Foods, 
edited by Gary Paul Nabhan. This book celebrates local 
economies, native wisdom, and an amazing diversity of 
food traditions across our nation. Snake River Salmon, 
Chickasaw Plum, Zimmerman’s Pawpaw, Meech’s Prolific 
Quince, Ojibwa Wild Rice are among over a hundred foods 
highlighted with hidden histories, folklore, and recipes. 
This is a fun, and enormously valuable, book that will get 
you thinking about the foods of your own home ground.

Having read this 
slender book once, I 
am already anxious 
to read it again, and I 
doubt that will be the 
end of it. If you haven’t 
already, please read 
Verlyn Klinkenborg’s 
Timothy; or, Notes 
of an Abject Reptile. 
Klinkenborg’s novel is 
told through the words 
of a real life tortoise, 
made famous in 
Gilbert White’s classic 
The Natural History 
of Selborne. Among 
many unexpected 
revelations, you’ll learn 

about Gilbert White’s admirable and quirky ways, along 
with Timothy’s low, slow, and ultimately wise existence. 
Verlyn’s prose is pitch perfect, warm, sensual, ironic, 
funny—and if truly funny, then tragic too.
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continued on page 7

continued from page 4 CharleS GoodriCh
(previously published in Origin, Sixth Series, 
Issue 4,  http://www.longhousepoetry.com/
origin.html)

Cold Soil:       
Three Dispatches 
from the Garden
1. Erosion
These little gullies the rain has carved in 
the slopes of  my carefully raked garden 
bed—they remind me of  the wrinkles around 
my grandmother’s eyes. Also the scar on my 
brother’s chest where they tucked his heart 

back in.

Water carves away earth. Surgeons 
carve away flesh. Even stone flows—
I’ve watched molten rock as it 
squirmed into the ocean, hissing. But 
the squirrel that got run over in front 
of  our house this morning never 
made a sound. 

A garden isn’t the cosmos, just one 
of  its dreams. I hoe the gullied soil 
back onto the bed, scatter some 
old straw on top, and the erosion is 
temporarily undone. But what about 
that dead squirrel? When I buried 
it under the blueberry bushes, three 
crows gabbled in the walnut tree, 
grumbling at the waste of  a good 
meal.

2. Cold Soil
Listening to the latest returns on 
the radio. The country seems bent 
on re-electing greed. To salvage the 
hour, I break up my garlic, slitting 
the skin around the neck with a 
paring knife, pressing my thumbs in 

Finally, at 6:11—more than a half-hour after sunset and close to 
45 minutes (if  not more) since I began my watch—the heron 
strikes. I hear, more than see, the lunge of  its beak into the 
water. There’s a loud splash, then the bird stands and begins 
stepping slowly from the channel.

Something is squirming in the heron’s bill, but it’s hard to say 
what in the dusky light. Putting binoculars to eyes, I see that the 
heron has speared a bass that’s nearly a foot long. Maybe longer.

I’ve read that great blues swallow their prey head first. I’d like to 
stay and watch this one maneuver the bass into its mouth and 
down its long throat, something I imagine to be a tricky and 
perhaps painful process—and perhaps as amazing as anything 
I’ve seen today. But I’m already deeply chilled, I can hardly make 
out details anymore, and Helene is no doubt wondering what 
the heck is keeping me, now that it’s dark.

Shivers running through my body, I hustle to the car, while out 
in the night a disciplined hunter forces down a hefty meal, the 
reward for its remarkable—and deadly—patience and calm. •

Watercolor by Sarah Rabkin
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continued from page 6

beside the stem, prying out one clove 
at a time. As I drop each clove into 
the bowl, I mutter a string of  prayers 
and curses—breaking up garlic as an 
irreverent rosary.

I have to plant this garlic before dark. 
The moon is not right, the weather 
is against me, but I need to put my 
hands in the dirt today. I need to sow 
something. I’d be smarter to wait a 
few days until the rain lets up, but I 
can’t wait. Some things can only be 
sown into coldness. 

I pry open another head, and 
another. Dear holy earth, transform 
my anger into compassion. Or at 
least into garlic.  

3. Black Tomato
Even before I’m fully awake, my 
skin registers how cold the house is. 
Cold moonlight seeps in around the 
closed curtains. The cold world’s little 
sounds are frost-muffled, too—the 
ticking of  lumber shrinking in the 
walls, scritch of  bamboo against the 
windows, thud of  a car door down 
the street.

I am coldly pleased. This killing 
frost will put an end to the year’s 
gardening. Autumn has limped on 
too long, the garden sputtering 
out tasteless tomatoes, bitter bell 
peppers, tough-skinned crooknecks. 
Weary of  harvest, fed up with stoop-
labor, I still feel duty-bound to eat 
everything—cracked radishes, beetle-
bitten green beans, the final slug-
riddled cabbage.

I bundle up and go outside. The garden 
is flocked. Every surface of  leaf  and 
stem is furred white with a fine-woven, 
tightly-fitted shroud. I snap a frozen 
tomato from a vine. As it thaws in my 
hand, I squeeze it to mush.  •

Recommended by…

SueEllen Campbell, Bellvue, Colorado

If you’re just starting to get up 
to speed on climate change, you 
must read these three books.  
Start with journalist Elizabeth 
Kolbert’s Field Notes from A 
Catastrophe, an engaging and 
succinct overview first published 
as a series of articles in The 
New Yorker. Mostly through 
interviews with researchers and 
visits to key locations, Kolbert 
offers a clear summary of both 
the science and some of impacts 
climate change is having on 

plant, animal, and human lives. 
Then read Australian biologist 
Tim Flannery’s The Weather 
Makers.  This lively book is longer 
and includes more science than 
Kolbert’s but does a similar job 
of covering the broad ground, 
with more information about the 
southern hemisphere. As a friend 
of ours says, repetition is the key 
to adult learning, and these two 

books together will give you 
a much more solid grasp than 
either alone. Then you’ll want 
a good reference source, one 
that’s lucid and interesting: 
Robert Henson’s Rough Guide 
to Climate Change. All three 
are in paperback and well 
worth owning; you’ll want to 
reread them, refer to them, and 
lend them to your friends and 
relatives.
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Jerry Martien

the role of the dead in 
carbon budgeting
(after Fred Swanson at the H.J. Andrews Experimental Forest 
Long-Term Decomposition Site)

welcome to the bone orchard.
we are the dead log people. 
don’t think of  us as over with. 
we are what is to come. 
everything you’re afraid will 
happen to you
happens here.
all the mortal invasions
you keep from the house of  the living:
from the porches of  your ears
the eaves of  your seeing out
openings you don’t want eaten into
eggs hatching like ideas
in your brain
microbes growing furry 
unspeakable words on your tongue
dark juices from your heart
that will feed the living
upstart salal & oregon grape
sapling of  cedar & hemlock & fir
growing in our cold wet breath
you call it a chill in the air
in your bones
those green bones
with which you think to
walk away from here
unchanged
but in your breath now
our breath
& in our breath
our words
which you will remember

by the moss in the
crotches of  your limbs
a stiffness in the joints
a whisper in your many-
branched veins
& then at last by 
silence
& in time
your dust will 
rain down with the rain
& we will breathe in you
as you breathed us today
we happily await your return

While at the Blue Rivers Writers’ Gathering in 2006, Jerry 
Martien and other writers visited the log decomposition site of  
the HJ Andrews Experimental Forest, a 200-year investigation 
of  forest decay. He read the poem at the 2008 gathering, and 
attributed it to having seen too many zombie movies.

At the heart of the Rocky Mountain Land Library 
is a remarkable community resource—a natural 
history library of more than 18,000 volumes, 
along with thousands of maps, journals, and 
periodicals. The subject range of this collection 
is both broad and deep, with thousands of 
studies of flora and fauna, and many more titles 
on ecology, conservation, astronomy, geology, 
archaeology, paleontology, literature, poetry, 
Native American studies, and Western history. 
Many titles address Western land issues, while 
many concern the various cultures, both ancient 
and modern, that have inhabited the Rocky 
Mountain region. Using the seed of this focused 
collection, we hope to establish a residential 
land-study center—a place where people can 
not only use the resource of the books, but also 
benefit from the quiet and inspiration of the 
surrounding landscape. For more information, 
please visit www.landlibrary.org, or email jeff@
landlibrary.org.

R o c k  y          M o U N T A i N
L A N d             L i b R A R y
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Clare walker leSlie, naturalist, artist, educator, 
documents the landscape and wildlife of  Granville, Vermont, September 1st, 
2007.  Clare, author of  Keeping a Nature Journal and Nature Journal, teaches 
workshops in keeping nature journals and courses in nature study drawing/field 
sketching. She can be reached at www.clarewalker.com.



10

continued on page 11

Peter C. Greer

Flight and Form
. . . when my soul has been wrenched, the simplicity of  
flight and form . . . untangles my grief.

—Terry Tempest Williams, Refuge

It was February 27. Talking idly on the phone, I 
caught sight of  a flick of  movement on the east 
birdhouse, the one in which the bluebirds had 
nested the previous year, when my wife and I 
had so needed them. I slid over to the telescope 
trained on the house in question. Fixed my eye to 
the eyepiece, but saw only an indifferent wooden 
box. I waited, phone cord stretched, phone 
conversation suspended, my breathing shallow. 
And suddenly, perched on the top of  the box, 
materialized as if  summoned, there it was: the 
male, scouting out the premises. He was earlier by 
some weeks, I noted, than he had been one year 
earlier.  

Of  course, his arrival meant more to me than it 
meant to him. I was approaching the one-year 
anniversary of  my wife’s death, and I needed to 
know that the bluebirds would return, that the 
natural world would reassert itself  as routinely as 
it would in any year.  To be sure, I had, already, 
plenty of  evidence before me: The red-winged 
blackbird had made its noisy return from the 
south; Orion was moving closer to moving closer 
to his accustomed position for the April Star 
Walk that I take with my Literature and the Land 
students; and the days, having been lengthening 
for more than two months, finally had begun to 
feel longer. All was as it should be; I knew, as I 
had since Annie Dillard explained it to me, that 
the edge of  spring was coming north at some 
16 miles per day. And I knew I could wait; if  
nothing else, I am a patient man. Still and all, the 
bluebird was special; it was, as I had once called 
it, “a beautiful bird of  the spirit”; it had, one year 
previous, manifested life in the backyard of  a 
household facing death.

Within days a female joined the male, and soon 
enough they began to carry nesting materials into 
the house. I was to have, for the second spring 

Recommended by…

J. Parker Huber, Brattleboro, Vermont
You have got 
to read Robert 
Finch’s The 
Iambics of 
Newfoundland 
(Counterpoint 
Press, 2007) for 
his flying kites 
with children of 
Fogo Island—the 
ease of their 
relationship 
through play; 
his learning the 
Newfie lexicon; 
his hunting the 
caribou; his sailing 
the Voyager 
for two weeks 
from outport 
to outport; his 

coming into the Newfoundland Hotel “a ragtag group 
of unshaven, unwashed, wild-haired sailors lugging 
duffel bags, boots, and a rack of rather odiferous caribou 
antlers”; his witnessing his artist friend Marlene Creates 
“repeating her quiet mantra,” “The Colour of My Voice, 

the Colour of 
the Land,” while 
video-taping the 
landscape.

I heartily 
recommend to 
readers Poems 
from the Pond, 
Candice Stover’s 
third collection 
(Deerbrook 
Editions, P. O. Box 
542, Cumberland, 
Maine 04102, 
1007), with a 
colorful, warm 
pastel cover of 
the pond by Tom 

Currey.  This is an engaging, poetic tribute to a place on 
Mount Desert Island, Maine, close to Stover’s home, one 
that inspires me to walk about there with her as guide.  
Her five tankas had appeared in Writing Nature; Mary 
Oliver selected her Holding Patterns for the 1994 Maine 
Chapbook Award.
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continued from page 10

in a row, nesting bluebirds, which 
would mean eggs, which would 
mean fledglings, which would mean 
the generational movement that 
defies, in its way, mortality. Every 
morning I checked the house; every 
morning I saw them working. I 
knew that it was close to time for 
mating. 

But checking the birdhouse on a 
particular morning, I swung the 
barrel of  the telescope to the left, 
to take a look at the western house, 
and saw what I had feared I would 
see: a male house sparrow perched 
on the top, guarding his turf. The 
Bluebird Book is direct in this matter: 
“[House sparrows] will attack and 
kill bluebird adults and young and 
also destroy their nests to get at a 
nest box.” I was in a quandary: If  
I cleaned them out of  their box, 
wouldn’t they attack the bluebirds’ 
box? If  I left them alone, wouldn’t 
they rout their neighbors anyway, 
aggressive critters that they are 
known to be? I know what Dillard 
says. Critters attack other critters, 
kill other critters, eat other critters, 
all to protect their own potential 
families, which is, of  course, all 
to serve the continuation of  their 
species.  So why didn’t I just let the 
birds fight it out, let the better bird 
win? The answer was elemental: 
The spirit the bluebirds embodied 
for me was the spirit that had 
defined how my wife and I had 
lived our life together, including 
during its final stages. In protecting 
them, I was protecting it. So I rolled 
up my sleeves and went to work.

I opened the west box and ripped 
out the nest. Messy, irregular, 
made of  the flotsam of  my yard; 
so unlike the bluebirds’ tidy nest. 
I felt justified. Nary a twinge of  

conscience. But the sparrows were 
undaunted, and before I knew it, 
I had to clean out the box again. 
This time—how quick these lusty 
critters had been—there were eggs, 
four of  them. And this time, I felt 
pleasure. No defying of  mortality 
for these invaders. But I had to 
recognize the other reality in this 
matter of  birds and boxes: I hadn’t 
seen the bluebirds in days, in too 
many days. Slowly I accepted as fact 
that I had lost the battle with the 
house sparrows, a battle that they, 
of  course, had not even recognized; 
all they had been doing was trying 
to propagate. I couldn’t quite shrug 
off  what I saw as a defeat, but I 
realized that I had to learn to live 
with it, as I had had to learn to live 
with many things.  

But there remained one moment 
that I dreaded: opening the east box, 
to see what bloody business there 
had been. I had visions of  dead 
bluebirds and broken eggshells, and 
I was unnerved. It was a bright and 
lovely morning when I decided to 
act. Slowly I unscrewed the setscrew 
that holds the hinged side in place. 
Equally slowly, I raised the side. 
And there it was: the tidy nest, 
homogeneous in grasses, tightly 
cupped. And in it there was just 
what I had hoped to see: nothing. 
No shards of  shell, no feathers 
ripped from flesh. Nothing. So, 
yes, the house sparrows had won 
the battle; they had driven off  the 
bluebirds. But they had not killed 
them. And even as I gently removed 
the nest, wanting to keep it for a 
while, wanting also to prepare the 
way for another breeding pair, I 
came to an understanding: that the 
breeding pair that had come into 
the backyard would be elsewhere, 
in some other backyard, in some 
other nesting box, or in some natural 

cavity in some part of  the grand 
neighborhood that is our world.

I don’t know what I would have 
felt had I found the bluebirds dead 
in the box. I’m not yet able to say 
that I love death, as Terry Tempest 
Williams says she must in order to 
find refuge from change, but I do 
know that I would have found a way 
to move on, just as we all must, just 
as we all do. But, for the moment, 
I could rejoice in the fact that the 
bluebirds themselves had moved 
on, just as the birds had when the 
rising Great Salt Lake flooded the 
Bear River Migratory Bird Refuge.  
As it did for Williams, that ebb and 
flow of  the natural world, whether 
in Utah or New Hampshire, whether 
manifest in the movement of  flocks 
of  shore birds or a single pair of  
bluebirds, that natural rhythm is 
what has sustained me in these 
months, is what will sustain me 
as I try to withstand all the floods 
and attacks of  house sparrows in 
my own life. Somewhere, even as I 
write these words, there are fledgling 
bluebirds preparing themselves for 
their part in that rhythm, growing 
into the beautiful birds of  the spirit 
that their parents had been for a 
couple of  fellow creatures not so 
very long ago. •

Illustration from Bearing 
Witness: 25 Years of  

Refuge by Lou Liberty & 
Margy O’Brien
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Charles Atkinson

A Flock of Goslings
—for Ann Zwinger

No need to tell you:
fog beads on a spider’s web—
yesterday made clear.
‚

Before the neighbors’
daily violence, first sun—
copper on their panes.
‚

By fall, head-high vines, 
mounds of  wine grapes from this bud?
Don’t tell me tall tales!
‚

Rushing to get here
I saw nothing, felt nothing.
Your eyebrow says Stop!
‚

Each sunset varies, 
so we watch.  Now rain sheets down,
we study our feet. 
‚

Who cares if  daylight’s 
a minute longer today,
unless it’s this one.
‚

Twenty faithful years 
walking the coast at sunset; 
one green flash.  Okay.
‚

A chill new season—
how did it happen so fast?
Bare feet ache on sand.
‚ continued on page 13

Recommended by…

Kathleen Dean Moore, Corvallis, Oregon
You must read 
As Strange as 
This Weather 
Has Been, Ann 
Pancake’s novel 
about a family 
living in a wooded 
hollow below a 
mountain-top 
removal strip 
mine in West 
Virginia. If people 
are made of their 
places, what 
happens to a 
family when their 
home ground is 
blasted to lumps 
and dust, loaded 
onto trucks, and 
hauled away to be 
burned in coal-

fired power plants? Ann’s powerful book is one answer to 
the question that haunts all of us:  What is the work of a 
writer in a world gone so dangerously wrong?

Recommended by…

Tina Jayroe, Denver, Colorado
Christensen, L. (2008). Writing home in a global age. World 
Literature Today, 82(4), 16-20. Available at http://www.
highbeam.com 

Laird Christensen succeeds in keeping environmental 
responsibilities at the forefront. In this cover story, he 
defends the persistence of nature writers’ bioregional 
focus—assuring that while this may seem narrow-minded 
in the face of a deteriorating planet, in actuality it is 
purposeful and poignant. Writers are using their works 
to promote the connection between local habitats and 
global environments. He explains that historically, writing 
was used as a tool to communicate “where to find water 
when the creek runs dry” or “where the caribou graze when 
the leaves turn.” Today, however, most people have no 
idea where their food comes from or where their waste is 
disposed. So while it may seem as though nature writers 
are carelessly avoiding the bigger picture, regional writing 
is in fact a logical effort toward reducing the disconnect 
between human beings and the earth.
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One dolphin, two, three 
stitch the gray incoming swells. 
Do they hope for us?
‚

Pinecone’s shut in spring.
Fall now; wild seeds ride the wind.
Why was I worried?
‚

I wake from a dream, 
panting—How can I do this?!
The owl calls.  Silence.
‚

We think breath is ours
to command. From that comes war.
Your sigh’s disarming.

Pastel painting by Sarah Rabkin

John tallmadGe

Dick Winslow
Dick Winslow first appeared at Glen Brook in 1992, the sixth 
year of  our meetings, and he made a striking impression. At 
once rugged and scholarly in appearance, with thick glasses, a 
ruddy complexion, and long, sturdy limbs, he looked as if  he 
might be equally at home in a research library or a birch bark 
canoe. He wore a coarse wool sweater, rumpled cords, and 
low-cut Bean boots, and he spoke with a broad Yankee accent, 
deferring to the more garrulous among us and choosing 
his own words with care. We soon learned that he worked 
as a librarian in Portsmouth and had written extensively on 
maritime history, particularly during the Civil War. Being 
neither a poet nor a nature writer, he seemed an odd choice for 
Glen Brook at first, but he was a great outdoorsman who had 
paddled all over New England and Canada. He and Parker had 
crossed paths on some canoe trail or other, and Parker, with 
his unerring instinct for kindred spirits, felt he would be a great 
addition to our community.

Dick loved the spirit and fellowship 
of  the group and became one of  our 
most faithful members, attending every 
gathering in New Hampshire and, later, 
at Crestone in Colorado. Inspired by the 
writers, he began sending Parker xerox 
copies of  notices and reviews that came 
across his desk in the library.  Writing 
Nature had begun as  “a bibliography of  
friends,” and the third issue, published 
in 1993, carried an acknowledgement 
of  Dick as “one of  the world’s best 
clipping services.” 1995 saw the first 
issue in magazine format with original 
nature writing by Sarah Rabkin and John 
Daniel, drawings by Claire Walker Leslie, 
and poetry by Sue Holloway; Parker’s 
commentary reported the comings and 
goings of  Glen Brook writers during 
the year, with selections from their 
letters; the bibliography filled eleven 
and a half  typeset pages comprising 230 
entries, fully annotated. By 1996 the list 
had become “The Richard E. Winslow 
III Bibliography” and had grown to 
seventeen pages.



Julia Older

Summering
The blueberries formed craters
around the enamel pot.
He called it a colloidal suspension.
I called it the essence of  blueberry
summering in fields of  memory.

A spider poised on the screen
over the stove and spun
white moths into her larder
while we put up thousands of  purple stars
in the winter twilight of  canning jars.

—from Rolling the Sun, Appledore Books, 2005
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continued from page 13 The gathering was a restorative and contemplative 
weekend for twenty-four Northwest ‘nature’ writers. In 
the last days of  September, we crept out of  our rooms 
in the dark, chilly mornings to walk along Lookout 
Creek. We snuggled into the old-growth moss and trees 
at the log decomposition research site, where we read 
pieces of  our work to each other. We bundled up around 
the fire with an owl biologist and bellowed our best owl 
hoots into the starry night. We met in a forest clearing at 
sunset to drink wine and eat salmon. And as we did, we 
explored the questions that brought us together: Where 
is the place, as Frederick Beuchner wrote, that our deep 
gladness meets the world’s deep need? What is our 
work in this world? How can we cultivate a sustainable 
imagination? How can we balance the integrity of  
our work with its political nature? Where can we find 
strength and hope when, as Leopold wrote, we live alone 
in a world of  wounds? 

For many writers at the gathering, the community of  
Blue River writers is one source of  strength and hope.  
Poet Charles Goodrich believes it is part of  his job to 
stay open to the world of  wounds, but he added, “It’s 
really no longer true that one ‘lives alone’ in awareness 
of  the wounds. More and more writers and other people 

Now, during the year between meetings, Glen 
Brook writers and scholars have grown to expect 
the arrival of  Dick’s fat manila envelopes inscribed 
in his craggy hand and stuffed with pertinent 
notices of  each other’s work. Occasionally, we also 
get one of  Dick’s reports of  the latest paddling 
expedition.  These generous mailings not only 
encourage and assist us in our work, but also 
convey the appreciation, respect, and loyalty 
that feed the spirit of  every community.  Dick 
has certainly contributed wonderful stories and 
writings over the years—I think particularly of  
his vivid essay in the Crestone Chapbook—but 
it’s his rugged and faithful presence, so eager for 
adventure, that helps us all stay tuned to the deep 
currents of  wildness that sustain not only life and 
liberty, but the pursuit of  art. •

Carly JohnSon

Blue River Writers 
Gather
October 29, 2008
Rachel Carson. Aldo Leopold. Mary Oliver. Robert 
Michael Pyle. The Blue River Writers Gathering 
began at dusk in H. J. Andrews Experimental 
Forest in Oregon’s Cascade Mountains. We 
congregated around a fire pit among red cedar, 
vine maple, and hemlock to offer up the names of  
writers who inspire and nourish our work. Aristotle. 
Scott Russell Sanders. Gary Snyder. Emily Dickenson. 
Rick Bass. Walt Whitman. Linda Hogan.

As the forest absorbed our offering of  names, 
writer Ursula Le Guin offered opening remarks for 
the three-day gathering. In the flickering firelight, 
Le Guin suggested that strength and hope can be 
found in clear, honest writing rather than sermons 
or declarations. “What a story means to you is 
different than what a story means to me,” said Le 
Guin. “The principal value is not in the message. 
Its absolute responsibility is to itself. It must find 
its own way and its own beauty.” 
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Parker 
Huber: An 
Appreciation
In 1986, Parker convened the 
first gathering of  writers at Camp 
Glen Brook in Marlborough, N.H. 
Like so many of  his ventures, the 
inspiration grew out of  a series of  
notes and conversations—with John 
Elder, Bob Finch, Aina  Niemola, 
and Walter Clark, among others.  
As they noted how isolated they 
felt from one another as writers, 
the idea emerged for creating a 
gathering to bring them together.  
The initial group was composed of  
10 writers with ties to Orion, with 
the hope that the gathering would 
also help to strengthen the Orion 
network.

After the first meeting in October, 
those present shared their responses 
in letters to Parker; he shared 
excerpts with the group, expressing 
a sense of  excitement over the 
creation of  something new, with 
great promise to nurture this 
community.  John Elder wrote: “I 
felt enriched and encouraged by 
our experience of  community.  My 
head is still spinning from the many 
exciting conversations, both on the 
trail and around the table.  And I am 
writing away on Bristol cliffs with 
a renewed sense of  hope.” Even 
those who couldn’t attend noted 
the ripples that spread across the 
continent. Barry Lopez wrote:  “The 
enthusiasm and excitement of  the 
gathering at Glen Brook has filtered 
back to me from several places...
This sense of  involvement beyond 
the self, I am thinking, seems to 

are acutely aware of  the wounds, 
and sharing my grief  and joy 
with other writers is the greatest 
antidote to despair or apathy I 
could wish for.” Blue River writers 
join a long-standing tradition of  
creating community. The gathering 
is the northwest companion to 
two other meetings in Glenbrook, 
Vermont, and Crestone, Colorado. 

Goodrich is also the Program 
Director of  the Spring Creek 
Project for Ideas, Nature, and 
the Written Word. The Spring 
Creek Project hosts the biennial 
Blue River Gathering, which 
first met in 2006. Directed by 
Kathleen Dean Moore, the Spring 
Creek Project is dedicated to 
bringing together the wisdom of  
the environmental sciences, the 
clarity of  philosophical analysis, 
and the creative power of  the 
written word, to find new ways 
to understand and re-imagine 
our relation to the natural world. 
Moore said that all of  the writers 
they invited had geography and 
grounding in common, “We all 
come from the Great Northwest, 
from wherever the salmon swim, 
from the Yukon to the Sacramento 
and deep into the interior, right to 
the edge of  the Great Basin. And 
we all ground our work in deep 
attention to the land.”

When the Blue River writers meet 
again in the autumn of  2010, 
they hope to expand and diversify 
their community by reaching out 
to more Northwest fiction and 
non-fiction writers, poets, and 
aspiring writers who find their 
inspiration in the natural world. To 
find out more about the gathering, 
contact Charles Goodrich (Charles.
Goodrich@oregonstate.edu, 541-
737-6198). •

have informed the meeting... This 
species of  camaraderie is one of  the 
healthiest things I know.”

These words not only reflect the 
pioneering spirit of  the group, 
but show Parker in action, helping 
through his correspondence to 
articulate and deepen our sense of   
community and vision.  How many 
notes, often typed on scraps of  
paper, or written in green ink, have 
we all received? He always had just 
the right words to encourage us, or 
inspire us in a new project. What 
a conversation he has helped to 
create.  

Once Glen Brook was established, 
Parker’s initiative continued to 
generate new ventures.  In 1991, the 
John Hay Colloquium drew writers 
together from across the country 
to honor John’s achievement.  In 
1992, Writing Nature began as a 
Bibliography of  Nature Writing, and 
soon expanded to include original 
writings, eventually becoming the 
important collection it is today.  
In 1995, Parker convened the 
first retreat of  Western writers at 
Crestone, Colorado, in the high 
desert of  the San Luis Valley, and 
that, too, has become a tradition.  
In 2006, Oregon nature writer and 
philosopher Kathy Dean Moore, 
who had been attending Crestone, 
brought together a similar group of  
northwest nature writers in the J.H. 
Andrews Experimental Forest, in 
central Oregon.  (See related story.)

There are numerous other ways 
Parker has affected the lives of  
those he has touched. Small 
gatherings in his home provided 
a forum for budding writers 
to present their work. The 
“Community of  Creatures,” a small 
group of  writers and artists from 
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the area, met in his home every month for years to 
meditate and reflect together on their creative process. 
Whenever we met in his home, we would enter the room 
with a candle burning in the center, surrounded by a 
huge collection of  lush green plants and fragrant blooms, 
and sit in silence, waiting for the Tibetan bell that would 
signal our beginning. Parker has a gift for creating spaces 
that, like his Tibetan bowl, become a rich emptiness 
waiting to receive our voices.

And what of  the more solitary aspects of  Parker’s life, 
not always visible, but integral to his way of  being?  
Every Saturday, rain or shine or snow, he stands with 
fellow peace witnesses outside the Brattleboro Post 
Office to protest the war.  In all kinds of  weather, one 
may pass Parker riding his bicycle in his green shorts or 
tights, on his way to the Putney Friends meeting, or to 
the Brattleboro Co-op.  In recent years, he has served 
as a hospice volunteer, sitting with the dying who have 
become his deep friends and teachers. And in the midst 
of  this, unbeknownst to many of  his close writer friends, 
he was quietly working away on his books, surprising us 
with the publication of  a new account of  Muir’s travels 
in New England, a re-edited collection of  Thoreau’s 
writings on the mountains of  New England, and a 
re-issue of  his first book, The Wildest Country, about his 
journeys in Maine.

Parker himself  was an experienced Maine guide, and 
for years joined Walter Clark with his students from the 
University of  Michigan to guide them through the Maine 
woods.  Susie Warner-Leeson wrote to Parker about one 
of  those trips: “Your poignant questions of  ‘when have 
you been fully present?’ and ‘where is home?’ gave all 
of  us a sort of  direction, as though the compass needle 
were bobbling in our hands.  Your paddling the ‘J’ stroke 
modeled how easily all of  us might glide through our 
lives if  we could merely let go of  our clutter and excess.”  

So many could say the same about Parker. One of  his 
favorite lines from Thoreau is “I love a wide margin to 
my life.”  To know Parker is to know the value of  the 
wide margin, to see embodied the life “free of  clutter 
and excess.” And running through all his life is the spirit 
of  gratitude.  His closing words to that first post-Glen 
Brook letter:  “I will make my annual thanksgiving 
day climb of  monadnock to give thanks for my many 
blessings, and I will give thanks for you and our meeting 
and extend to you love and peace and joy.  I will repeat 

Recommended by…

Matthew Cowles, Edmonton, Canada

Alistair MacLeod, writer from Cape Breton Island 
in Nova Scotia, brings to life this remote Atlantic 
provincial landscape and the persons who call it 
home.  In a quiet, powerful voice, he evokes the 
daily and seasonal rhythms of the inhabitants 
and the elemental forces that shape them.  And 
though the land runs through his characters’ lives 
like the blood through their veins, they are also, 
significantly, the products of a shared history. 
Gaelic poetry and songs punctuate the stories 
that live on these pages, binding the characters 
to one another as proud descendants of the 
Scottish immigrants who have settled there since 
the 17th century.  Even if you have never been 
east of the Great Lakes, reading MacLeod’s stories 
will bring you directly into this heartbreaking and 
lovely world.

MacLeod, Alistair (1936 -  )

- The Lost Salt Gift of Blood  McClelland and 
Stewart (1976) 

- As Birds Bring Forth the Sun  McClelland and 
Stewart (1986)

- No Great Mischief  McClelland and Stewart 
(1999)

- Island : Collected Short Stories  McClelland and 
Stewart (2000)

- To Everything There Is a Season : a Cape Breton 
Christmas Story  McClelland and Stewart (2004)
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this for good measure on December 
25th.”  
So, Parker, as we have learned from 
you the gift of  gratitude, we offer 
you our gratitude for all the ways 
your life touches ours.  You have 
created space for our community to 
grow, have helped all of  us to create 
a nest of  support, a context for the 
shaping of  our vision and work.  
What a gift this has been to all of  
us. Thank you. •

wallaCe kauFman

The Why of 
Birds
“For reality is a thing in which we can all 
repose, even if  it hardly seems related to 
anything else. The thing is there; and that 
is enough for most of  us. But if  we do 
indeed want to know how it can conceivably 
have come there, if  we do indeed wish to see 
it related realistically to other things, if  we 
do insist on seeing it evolved before our very 
eyes from an environment nearer to its own 
nature, then assuredly it is to very different 
things that we must go.”

—GK Chesterton, from The 
Everlasting Man.

What Chesterton says about the 
unexplainable fact of  human 
uniqueness, we can also say 
about the fact of  wildflowers and 
birds.  Whether hiking into distant 
wilderness or staring out the 
window at a bird feeder, millions of  
Americans are fascinated with birds 
and flowers and yet the fact that they 
are there is enough for most of  us.

I have two shelves of  field guides 
that dedicate themselves entirely and 
solely to applying names to these 
realities.  That bird with the yellow 

neck, black breast and yellow crown 
is an Audubon’s warbler.  That 
pinkish-white flower with the hairs 
inside the petals is a cat’s ear.  I know 
many birders whose great passion in 
life is to extend their list of  species 
they have seen.  At worst this is a bit 
like collecting postage stamps.  At 
best it is the hedonism of  collecting 
short moments of  beauty.  Few 
such birders have told me a word 
about who that bird is, no less the 
even greater revelation reserved for 
art—what it’s like to be that bird.

The typical field guide goes no 
farther than confirming the name, 
place, and seasons of  these realities, 
as if  the birds and flowers on their 
pages were captive soldiers required 
to give nothing more than name, 
rank and serial number.

In the story of  nature and humanity 
these guidebooks give us a list or 
characters but not a hint of  what 
role they play in the story, how they 

further the plot.  I want to know 
who is this bird; does that flower 
play a minor or major role?  Do 
they appear only in Act 3 Scene 4 of  
“This Is Our Life” or throughout 
the play?  In short, what I want to 
know is why this flower or this bird 
exists. 

I don’t expect a theological answer 
of  the kind Chesterton sought 
for human beings.  Even Thoreau 
spent his entire life looking for 
“higher laws” and never found 
them.  But if  a field guide can tell 
me what this flower or bird does 
for a living and what the world 
would be like without it, only then 
can I begin to understand that the 
bird, the flower and I all have what 
I would call existential gravity—
each exerting a force on the other, 
perhaps in proportion not to our 
mass and weight, but in proportion 
to our powers to change our 
common world. •

Susan Edwards Richmond

Awakening
Mushrooms cluster in clouds of  abundance,
salmon-tinged, fawn, and ghoulish lime. Knobs creep
over spine, tree root, stump, and bark. Witches’
butter softens on the black forest’s crusts.
Sprung from the crotch of  a lingering trunk
hen-of-the-woods uncoils. Down the slope,
deep-ocean ridge, stiff  fronds, fans, yellow-milk, 
purple, and pale thrust their submarine corals
into ocean, air. Bracket and bolete,
suffused and blown, sprout fur mold that obscures
examination. After lethargy,
after summer hurls its parachute
over the damp, in a last flowering
dumb fungi raise their many hands. 


