1002 _ David Quammen

In my mind, in my dreams, that great flat sheet of Madison River
whiteness spreads out upon the whole state of Montana. I believe, with
Leontiev, in salvation by ice. - : :

4 SOURCES

The biologist whose husband I am sometimes says to me: “All nght
so where do we go when Montana’s been ruined? Alaska? Norway?
Where?” This is a dark. joke between us. She grew up in Montana,
loves. the place the .way some women might love an incorrigibly
self-destructive man, with pain and fear and pity, and she has no«desire
to go anywhere elsé. b.grew up:in Ohio, discovered home .in-Montana
only fifteen years ago, and I feel the same. But still we play at the dark
joke. “Not Norway, I say, “and you know why.” We'te' ¢ach half
Norweglan and we've actually eaten lutefisk. “How about Antarchca“l
say. “Antarctica should be okay for a while yet.” :

On the desk before me now s a pair of books about Antarcbca A]so
here are a:book on the Aretic, another book titled The World of Ice, a
book of excerpts from Leontiev, a master’s thesis on the subject of goose
reproduction and water levels in the Madison' channels, an extract
from an unpublished ﬁ&y~year-old manuscript on the history of the
town of Ennis, a cassette tape of a conversation with Ralph Paugh, and
a fistful of photocopies of technical and not-so-technical articles. One
of the less technical articles is titled “Ice on the World,” from a recent
issue of National Geographic. In this article is a full-page photograph
of strawberry plants covered with a thick layer of ice.

These strawberry plants grew in central Florida. They were sprayed
with water, says the caption, because subfreezing temperatures: had
been forecast. The growers knew:that a layer of ice, giving insulation,
even giving up some heat as the water froze, would save them.

In the foreground is one large strawberry. The photocopy shows it
dark gray, but in my memory it's a death-defymg red. Ry
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Leslie Silko addresses the role of ritual and myth in lending order to con-
temporary life—in /helping - people both to survive and to grow. This
theme is developed in her 1977 novel Ceremony, which tells the story of a
World War 11 veteran trying to make peace with himself and his world on
a New Mexico reservation. Her poems and stories, too, (Laguna Woman,
1974; Storyteller, 1981) portray lives within which traditional beliefs s and
spirits can make sense of a fragmented social world. Silko’s essay about
naming as a traditional form of storytelling, making the landscape into a
sustaining, holy text, brings a crucial element into the American litera-
ture of nature, For Indians and non-Indians alike, she suggests that nam-
ing may be a form: of deep identification, rather than the analytical
distancing from nature that other writers about wilderness sometimes
assume it to be.

LANDSCAPE, HISTORY, AND THE PUEBLO IMAGINATION

FROM AHIGH ARID PLATEAU IN NEW MEXICO

" You see that after a thing is'dead, it dries up. It might take weeks or
years, but eventually if you touch the thing, it crumbles under your fin-
gers. It goes back to dust. The soul of the thing has long since departed.
With the plants and wild game the soul may have already been borne
back into bones and blood ar thick green stalk and leaves. Nothing is
wasted. What cannot be eaten by people or in some way used must
then be left where other living creatures may benefit. What domestic

animals or wild scavengers can’t eat will be fed to the plants The plants
feed on:the dust of these few remains.

The ancient Pueblo people buried the dead in vacant rooms or par-
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tially collapsed rooms adjacent to the main living quarters. Sand and
clay used to construct the roof make layers many inches deep once the
roof has collapsed. The layers gf sand-and clay make for easy gravedig-
ging. The vacant room fills with cast-off objects and .debris. When a
vacant room has filled deep enough, a shallow but adequate grave can
-be scooped in a far.comner. Archaeologists have remarked over formal
burials complete with elaborate funerary objects excavated in trash
middens of abandoned rooms. But.the rocks and adobe mortar of col-

lapsed walls were valued by the ancient people. Because each rock had

been carefully selected for size and shape, then chiseled to an even
face. Even the pink clay adobe melting with each rainstorm had tobe
prayed over, then dug and carried some distance. Corn cobs and husks;
the rinds and stalks and animal bones were not regarded by the ancient
people as filth or garbage. The remains were merely resting ‘at ‘a
mid-point in their journey back to dust. Human remains are not so dif-
ferent. They should rest with the bones and rinds where they all mmiay
benefit living creatures—small rodents and insects—until their return
is completed. The remains of things—animals and plants, the clay and
the stones—were treated with respect. Because for the ancient people
all these things had spirit and being. The antelope merely consents to
return home with the hunter. All phases of the hunt are conducted
with love. The love the hunter and the people have for the Antelope
People. And the love of the antelope who agree to give up their meat
and blood so that human beings will not starve. Waste of meat or even
the thoughtless handling of bones cooked bare will offend the antelope
spirits. Next year the hunters will vainly search the dry plains for ante-
lope. Thus it is necessary to return carefully the bones and hair, and
the stalks and leaves to the earth who first created them. The spirits
remain close by. They do not leave us. _

The dead become dust, and in this becoming they are once more
joined with the Mother. The ancient Pueblo people called the earth
the Mother Creator of all things in this world. Her sister, the Corn
Mother, occasionally merges with her because all succulent green life
rises out of the depths of the earth. ‘ 4

* Rocks and clay are part of the Mother. They emerge in various forms,
but at some time before, they were smaller particles or great boulders. At
a later time they may again become what they once were. Dust. -

A'rock shares this fate with us and with animals and-plants as well. A
rock has being or spirit, although we may not understand it. The spirit
may differ from the spirit we know in animals or plants or in ourselves.
In the end we all originate from the depths of the earth. Perhaps this is
how all beings share in the spirit of the Creator. We do not know. -

FROM THE EMERGENCE PLACE

Pueblo potters, the creators of petroglyphs and oral narratives, never
conceived of removing themselves from the earth and sky. So long as
the human consciousness remnains within the hills, canyons, cliffs, and
the plants, clouds, and sky, the term landscape, as i't has entered the
English language, is misleading. “A portion of territory the eye can
comprehend in a single view” does not correctly describe thg »relathI'l-
ship between the human being and his or her surroundings. This
assumes the viewer is somehow outside or separate from the territory he
or she surveys. Viewers are as much a part of the landscape as tl}e boul-
ders they stand on. There is no high mesa edge or mountain peak
where one can stand and not immediately be part of all that surrounds.
Human identity is linked with all the elements of Creation through the
clar you might belong to the Sun Clan or the Lizard Clan or the
Com Clan or the Clay Clan.! Standing deep within the natural world,
the ancient Pueblo understood the thing as it was—the squash blos-
som, grasshopper, or rabbit itself could never be created by thp human
hand. Ancient Pueblos took the modest view that the thing itself (the
landseape) could not be improved upon. The ancients did not presume
to tamper with what had already been created. Thus reali'sr?'z, as we now .
recognize it in painting and sculpture, did not catch the imaginations
of Pueblo people until recently. . - o

The squash blossom itself is one thing: itself. So the ancient Pueblo
potter abstracted what she saw to be the key elements o"f the squash
blossom —the four symmettical petals, with four symmetrical stamens
in the center. These key elements, while suggesting the squash ﬂvowe.r,
also link it with the four cardinal directions. By representing: oxly its
intrinsic form, the squash flower is released from a limited meaning or
restricted identity. Even in the most sophisticated abstrrflct form, a
squash flower or a cloud or a lightning bolt became intricately con-
nected with a complex system of relationships which the ancient
Pueblo people maintained with each other, and with the pqpulous nat-
ural world they lived within. A bolt of lightning is itself, but at the same
time it may mean much more. It may be a messenger of good fortune
when summer rains are needed. It may deliver death, perhaps the
result of manipulations by the Gunnadeyahs, destructive necro-

! Clan—A social unit composed of families sharing common ancestors who trac'e their line-
age back to the Emergence where their ancestors allied themselves with certain plants or
animals or elements. [Silko’s note]



mancers. Lightning may strike down an evil-doer. Or lightni “
. . Or lightn ;
strike a person of good will. If the person survives, lightglilngl:idr::g 3

him or her with heightened power.

Pictographs and petroglyphs of constellations or elk or anteib[;; '

draw their magic in part from the process wherein the: focus: of g}
prayer and concentration is upon the thing itself, which in.itsilzt‘ur';i;

guides the hunter’s hand. Connection with the spirit_dimensigrs

requires a figure or form which is all-inclusive. A “lifelike” render;
‘ or : elike” rend '
an elk is too restrictive. Only the elk is itself, A realistic rcnderirfgzgg

elk would be only one particular elk anyway. The purpose of the hugt

rituals and magic is to make contact with all the spirits of
~ The land, the sky, and all that is within thfmmeﬂ;:n?st;:; .
includes human beings. Interrelationships in the Pueblo landsca s o
complex and fragile. The unpredictability of the weather, the afidilzyéaﬁrg
harshness of much of the terrain in the high plateau cm'mtry explain.in
large part the relentless attention the ancient Pueblo peoplc.vg;w’;pthe sllty
and'the earth around them. Survival depended \ipon hann;‘ahy'énd coop
re;z:l:n r(lio:h oniy among human beings, but among all things—the an%i
and the less animate, si i o
mo’;% nd the occasionalt]‘; since Tocks anq mountalns were knoyn to
_ The ancient Pueblos believed the Earth and th e sisters o1
sister and brothgt in the post-Christian version).tAse Iilr?é:se ;Zﬁtgfn(ifl)r
'r;l:latéons‘are .mam‘tained, then the Sky will continue to bless hef sistery
e Earth, with rain, and the Earth’s children will continue. to survive'
Bx{t the old stories recall incidents in which . troublesome s irits or
beings threat'en the earth. In one story, a malicious ka'tsina ;;',I])]ed t}(:er
Camlz)ler, seizes the Shiwana, or Rainclouds, the. Sun’s be,,lovéd chil
drep. The Shiwana are snared in magical power late one aftcmooﬁ or;
a hlgh mountain top. The Gambler takes the Rainclouds to.his moun
tain stronghpld where he locks them in the north room of his‘house-
What was his idea? The Shiwana were beyond value. They brought lif;
to all things on earth. The Gambler wanted a.big stake to wager in his
games of chance. But such greed, even on the part of only one bein,
had the effect of threatening the survival of all life on earth. Sun Youtf%
aided by old Grandmother Spider, outsmarts theGambdef and the

rigged game, and the Rainclouds are set free. Th
once more life thrives on earth, B ® crovght énds’ one

¢ Ka'tsina—Ka'tsinas are spirit bei ' e ,
; eings who roam the earth . , )
worn in Pueblo ceremonial dances. [Silko's note] e earth and who inhabit kachina masks
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THROUGH THE STORIES WE HEAR WHO WE ARE

« All summer the people watch the west horizon, scanning the sky
fiom south to north' for rain clouds. Corn must have moisture at the

 time the tassels form. Otherwise pollination will be incomplete, and

the ears will be stunted and shriveled. An.inadequate harvest may bring
disaster. Stories told at Hopi; Zuni, and at Acoma and Laguna describe
drought and starvation as recently as 190o. Precipitation in west-central
New Mexico averages fourteen inches annually. The western pueblos
are located at altitudes over 5,600 feet above sea level, where winter
temperatures at night fall below freezing. Yet evidence of their pres-
ence in the high desert plateau country goes back ten thousand years.

_ The ancient Pueblo people not only survived in this environment, but

many years they thrived. In A.D. 1100 the people at Chaco Canyon had
built cities with apartment buildings of stone five stories high. Their
sophistication as:sky-watchers was surpassed only by Mayan and Inca
astronomers. Yet this vast complex of knowledge and belief, amassed
for thousands of years, was never recorded in writing. ‘

- Instead, the ancient Pueblo people depended upon collective mem-
ory through successive generations to maintain and transmit an entire
culture, a world-view complete with proven strategies for survival. The
oral narrative, or “story;” became the medium in which the complex of
Pueblo knowledge and belief was maintained. Whatever the event or
the subject, the ancient people perceived the world and themselves
within that world as part of an ancient continuous story composed of
innumerable bundles of other stories. :

The ancient Pueblo vision of the world was inclusive. The impulse
was to leave nothing out. Pueblo oral tradition necessarily embraced all
Jevels of human experience. Otherwise, the collective knowledge and
beliefs comprising ancient Pueblo culture would have been incom-
plete. Thus stories about the Creation and Emergence: of human
beings and animals into this World continue to be retold each year for
four days and four nights during the winter solstice: The “humma-hah”
stories related events from the time long ago when human beings were
still able to communicate with animals and other living things. But,
beyond these two preceding categories, the Pueblo oral tradition knew
no boundaries. Accounts of the appearance of the first Europeans in
Pueblo country or of the tragic encounters between Pueblopeople and
Apache raiders were no more and no less important than stories about
the biggest mule deer ever taken or adulterous couples surprised in
cornfields and chicken coops. Whatever happened, the ancient people




instinctively sorted events and details into a loose narrative structure. .

Everything became a story.

Traditionally everyone, from the youngest child to the. oldest person
was expected.to listén and to be able to recall or tell.a ﬁortioni)if o h’r
a srpall detail, from’ a narative account or;=story~.ﬂ?hlus the r’em;:n
bering and retelling were a communal process. Even if a key. ﬁguncr
an elder who knew much more: than-athqrs,;’mer'e;ﬁov d'ie-Unlex b!'
edly, the system would remain intact: Through the ;eﬁbr}ts‘ of a ?e(:at
;nany .pteoplz, the community -was: able to piece: together valirblé
wc;gt;g :nz?vﬂiralicn:al»f 1nf0r?§tlon tfmtI mlght otber?vise .3 have, died
-Communal storytelling was a self-correcting pro cess in which hsh;z;:-
ers were .gncouraged to speak: up if they noted :an irrﬁ:oriant fact ot
detail o;‘rxltted. The people were: happy to listen to two or three difécrr
ent. versions of the same event or the same humma-hah story. Ey 7
conflicting versions of an incident were welcomed for the.égf.erba;a-
ment they provided. Defenders of each version might jokglamd tease
one another, but seldom.were there any direct confrontations. Impliejt
in the: Pugb]'o;_oral tradition was the. awaieness that loyalties grug s
apd».kmsblp; must always influence the narrator’s choices as,sh’evem gha:
sizes to listeners this is the way she has always heard the stor);told jjpThﬁt
aneient Pueblo people sought a communal truth, not an ~absohjt<;1For
$:;;t}s“s ;truthv!ived somewhere within ‘the web of differing .versiéﬁs
. es over minor points, i icti i ith old
ot ond oo l[;ie;ts, outnght contradlc’tlons tangling -}Nﬁh old
A dinner-table conversation, recalling a deer hunt \forty!y..ea;s;.iago

)

when the largest mule deer ever was taken, inevitably stimulates simnilar

femories in listeners. But hunting stories were not merely after-dinner
fenter_ta-mment. These accounts . contained -information..of critical
importance .about behavior.;and migration -patterns. -of mule deer
Hunting, stories carefully :described. key landmarks :and loca’tionsr ‘o;'
fresh water. Thus.a deer-hunt story might also serve as a “map.” Lost
travelers,:ar}d lost pifion-nut gatherers have been saved by sigliti; a
rock formation they recognize only because they once heard a hu hg
story describing this rock formation. .. ;... ... e
'The importance of cliff formations and: :Water‘hoies does. not énﬂ
with ‘hunting stories. As offspring .of thie Mother Earth,. the. ancient
Pueblo pc_op?e could not eonceive.of themselves within a Speéiﬁc land-
scape. Location, or “place,” nearly always plays a central role in- the
Pueblo oral na.rratives. Indeed, stories are most frequently"recalled as
people are passing by a specific geographical feature or. the exact place

where a story takes place. The precise date of the incident often is less
important than. the. place or location of the happening; “Long; long
ago,” “a long time ago,” “not too long ago,’ and “recently” are usually
how stories are classified in terms of time. But the places whete the sto-
ries occur are precisely located, and prominent geographical. details
recalled, even if the landscape is wellknown to listeniers. Often because
the turning point in the narrative involved a peculiarity or special qual-
ity of a rock or tree or plant found only at that place. Thus, in the case of
miany of the Pueblo narratives, it is impossible to determine which came
first: the incident or the geographical feature which begs to be brought
alive in a story that features some unusual aspect of this location.
 There is a giant sandstone, boulder about a mile north -of .Old
Laguna, on the road to Paguate. It is ten feet tall and twenty feet in cir-
cumference. When I was a child, and we. would pass this boulder driv-
ing to Paguate village, someone usually made. reference to the story
about Kochininako, Yellow Woman, and the Estrucuyo, a monstrous
giant who nearly ate her. The Twin Hero Brothers saved Kochininako,
who had been out hunting rabbits to take home to feed her mother and
sisters. The Hero Brothers had heard her cries just in .time. The
Estrucuyo had cornered her in a cave too small to- fi; its- onstrous
head: Kochininako had already thrown to the Estrucuyo 8ll her rabbits,
as well as her moccasins and most of her clothing. Still the creature
had not been satisfied. After killing the Estrucuyo with'their bows and
arrows, the Twin Hero Brothers slit open the Estrucuyo and.cut out its
heart. They threw the heart as far as they could. The monster’s heart
landed there, beside the old trail to Paguate village, where the sand-
stone boulder rests now. T h e
It may beargued that the existence of the boulder precipitated' the
creation of a story to explain it.. But sandstone boulders,and sandstone
formations of strange shapes abound in the Laguna Pueblo. area. Yet
most of them do not have stories. Often the crucial elenient in a narra-
tive is the terrain—some specific detail of the setting. ...~ . -
A high dark mesa rises dramatically from a grassy plain fifteen miles
southeast of Laguna, in an area known as Swanee. On the grassy plain
one hundred and forty years ago, my great-grandmother's uncle and his
brother-in-law were grazing their herd of sheep: Because visibility on
the plain extends for over twenty miles, it wasn’t until the two sheep-
herders came near the high dark mesa that the Apaches were able to
stalk them. Using the miesa to obscure their approach; the raiders swept
around from both ends of the miesa. My great-graridmother’s relatives
were killed, and the herd lost. The high dark mesa_ played a critical
role: the mesa had compromised the safety which the openness of the



plains had seemed to assure. Pueblo and Apache alike relied uporsthe.
wman ]

terrain, the very earth herself, to give them protection-and aid. H
activities or needs were maneuvered to fit the existing surroundimgs
and conditions. I imagine the last afternoo

warm and sunny for late September. The
slowly, bringing. the sheep closet to La
approach of colder weather. The grass wa

)

s tall and ‘onlybeginning

change from green to a yellow which matchedthe late-afternoon sut-, ;
mfort in the warmth and:thet 1

shining off it. There might have been co
sight of the sheep fattening on good pas
into their fatal inattention, They migh
Apaches had only bows and arrows. But
five Apache raiders, and the surprise a
advantage the rifles gave them. RN
Survival in any landscape comes down to-making the best use ‘of all
available resources. On that particular September afternoon, the raiders
made better use of the Swanee terrain than my poor ancestors did. Thus
the high dark mesa and the story of the two lost Laguna herders became
inextricably linked. The memory of them and their story resides in part
with the high black mesa. For as long as the mesa stands, people within
the family and clan will be reminded of the story of that afternoon long
ago. Thus the continuity and accuracy of

' the oral narratives are rein-
forced by the landscape—and the Pueblo interpretation of that land:
scape is maintained. ' ‘ - S :

ture which lulled my ancestord:
t have had a rifle whereas: tHg!
there would have been four or

. S A O ot
THE MIGRATION STORY: AN INTERIOR JOURNEY

The Laguna Pueblo migration stories refer to specific places—
springs, or cottonwood trees—not only locations which can be visited
still, but also locations which lie directly on the state highway route link-
ing-Paguate village with Laguna village. In traveling this road as a child
with older Laguna people I first heard a few of the stories from tha
larger body of stories linked with the Emergence and Migration.
be coincidental that Laguna people continue to follow the sa
which, according to the Migration ‘story,
from the Emergence Place. It may be that

t much
3.1t may
me route
the -ancestors: followed south
the route is merely the short-

3 The Emergence —All the human -beings, animals, and life which had been created
emerged from the four worlds. below when the earth became habitable.

The Migration—The Pueblo people emerged into the Fifth World, but they had
already been wartied they would have to travel and sedrch before they found the hlace they
were meant to live. |Silko's note) I :

. .-

n of my distant ancestorsiat
y might have been traveling
guna in’ préparation for: the |

ttack would have canceledany-

mesas,

: affic between Laguna and
: best route for car, horse, or foot tr veen .
ggi;l:le vieliages.. But if the stories about boulders, springs, and hills are

~ actually remnarits from a ritual that retraces the creation and emergence

' acuna Pueblo people as a-culture, as the peop.lg thgy became,
?}f::ii—:gﬁ::;::e of fhatproute creates a unique relzhﬁ}shlﬁe%iiﬁ
the ritual-mythic world and the actt}al,l_everzgme .Hiﬁo;ha gles o
: ' una - inchne of
Pﬂ‘g{lat? qulrﬁ?r}?osnowﬂ;‘e#gn}g?gince Place, which is located slightl()i/
?ircftl}r:i)f ?ﬂle Pa{g’uate village. Thus the tlf:lmcllsca(\ipe bctwezr;:::sgu&?zeé ;:j-

aguna takes on a deeper significance: the landscape res
{-uaz;glli)l:amyﬂ‘lic dimension of the Pueblo V\./Ol'ld even toda}f.ﬁ - Emergence
- Although each Pueblo culture. designates a speci e Emergence
Place—usually a small natural spring gdgcd with rtrlllossil ndstone and
full of cattails and wild watercress—1t is clear that they (:1 : On%y :on
any single location or natural spring as the one and o by frue
Erzlergence Place. Each Pueblo gmup]i]icom}its t}::z Zﬁq}; :;;;r;:  2bout
i nd Migration, although th
E&:ﬁ?ﬁi@:fﬁﬁe&? the4 ar%imals and plants, emerged gt the same
plalc\?af\r:r(:\fig:;\sg?:ehgscial sources of water for all lifg in -thg ?;gf:
deéert plateau. country. So the small §pring near Pag;Ja’fe vtglager:elas '111; -
ally the source.and continuance of life for the peo,ple; in : 1: ca. The
ing also functions on a spiritual level, recalling et E) -

g;zggence Place and linking the people and the spring v‘;a el:)recame
other people and to_that moment when the Puel;:lo peop :e ecame
aware of themselves as they are even nOW. The ﬂ:lergizblo s an
emergence into a precise-culturzflv identity. Th]l)ls : ke T

bout the Emergence and Migration are not to be ta 'enl s literally a2
2tlhe anthropelogists might wish. Pror:\}:nent gngalz};;::fofii tl::}s -
landmarks which are mentioned in the narratives ritual par

: una people actually journeyed sou
ﬁifs}ézzto?;szfssgotr};ecllfio Cal;yon or Mesa Verde, as the :r;hae:tlé
ogists say, or eight miles from the site of the natural springs at Pagu
i Laguna. : ‘ .

e %ﬁ:a:iiﬁ?ﬁillzgkr’saiedgvtiﬁl boulders, mesas, sprlngs&]athrlr\;z;
(;‘rossings, are actually a ritual circuit or path which marskzsmdei ::a geina-
journey the Laguna people made: a journey of awarenes:

4 Creation— se'itsi;nako, Thought Woman, the Spider, fhought ibontl ;‘t, szt ’fveztei;;r;g
he thought came into being. First she thought of thr'ee sisters for der}sle ioar worlegs felped

; thinf of the rest of the Universe, including the Fifth World and the : LL i

’Ii:e Fifth World is the world we are living in today. There are four previo

this world. [Silko’s note}




tion in which they emerged from being within the earth and from
everything included in earth to the culture and people they became,
differentiating themselves for the first time from all that had sus
rounded them, always aware that interior distances cannot be reckoned
in physical miles or in-calendar years. : Y
The narratives linked: with prominent features of the landscape
between ‘Paguate and Laguna delineate the complexities of the rela:
tionship which human beings must mairitain with the surrounding
natural world if they hope to survive in this place.. Thus the journey
was an interior process of the.imagination, a growing awareness that
being human is somehow different from all other life<-animal, plant,
and inanimate. Yet we are all from the same source: the awareness
never deteriorated into Cartesian duality, cutting off the human from
the natural world. : S : :
- The people found the opening into the Fifth World: too small to
allow them or any of the animals to escape. They had sent a fly out
through the small hole to tell them if it was the world which the
Mother Creator had promised. It was, but there was the problem of
getting out. The antelope tried to butt the opening to enlarge it, but
the antelope enlarged it only a little. It was necessary-for the badger
with her long claws to assist the antelope, and at last the opening was
enlarged enough so that all the people and aniimals were able to
emerge up into the Fifth World. The human beings could not have
emerged without the aid of antelope and badger. The human beings
depended upon the aid and charity of the animals. Only: through
interdependence could the human beings survive. Families belonged
to clans, and it was by clan that the human being joined with the ani-
mal and plant world. Life on the high arid plateau.became viable
when the humarni beings were able to imagine themselves as sisters
and brothers to the badger, antelope, clay, yucca, and sun. Not until
they could find a viable relationship to the terrain, the landscape they
found themselves in, could they emerge. Only at the moment the req-
uisite balance between human andother was realized)could the
Pueblo people become a culture, a distinct group whosé population
and survival remained stable despite the vicissitudes of climate and
terrain. o : o
Landscape thus has similarities with dreams. Both have thé power to
seize terrifying feelings and deep instincts and translate them into
images—visual, aural, tactile—into the concrete where human beings
may more readily confront and channel the terrifying instincts or pow-
erful emotions into rituals and narratives which reassure the individual
while reaffirming cherished values of the group. The identity of the

individual as a part of the group and the greater Who‘le is strengthened,
and the terror of facing the world alone is extinguished. o
Even now, the people at Laguna Pueblo spend the greater portion‘o
social occasions recounting recent incidents or events w}.uch h?vg
occurred in the Laguna area. Nearly always, the d.lscussmn will precipi-
tate the retelling of older stories about similar incidents or qﬂler stories
connected with a specific place. The stories often contain dlsturbl'ng ot
provocative material, but are nonétheless told in tl.1e presence of chlldrep
and ‘women. The effect of these inter-family or inter-clan exchanges is
the reassurance for each person that she or he will never ]?e separated or
apart from the clan, no matter what might happen. Nelthg?r thg worst
blunders or disasters nor thie greatest financial prosperity and joy will ever
be permitted to-isolate anyone from the rest of the group. In the anc'xenlt
times, cohesiveness was all that stood between extinction and survival,
and, while the individual certainly was recognized, it was always as an
individual simultaneously bonded to family and clan by a complex bun-
dle of custorn and ritual. You are never the first to suffer a grave loss or
profound humiliation. You are never the first, and.yqu }Jnderstand that
you will probably not be the last to commit or be v1cbm1zed by a repug-
nant act. Your family and clan are able to go on at length about other;
now passed on, others older or more experienced than you who suffere
imi es.
Slm’i"l;?;sifie deep arroyo near the Kings Bar (located across the reserva-
tion borderline) has over the years claimed many vehicles. A few Ygaés
ago, when a Viet Nam veteran’s new red Volks‘wagen rolled backwards
into the arroyo while he was inside buying a'51x-pack o_f beer, the story
of his loss joined the lively and large collection of stories fllread){ con-
nected with that big arroyo. I do not know wh'ether the Viet Nam vet-
eran was consoled when he was told the stories about the other cars
claimed by the ravenous arroyo. All his savings of combat pay had gone
for the red Volkswagen. But this man could not hav.e felt.any worsce1
than the man who, some years before, had left his .chlldren an
mother-in-law in his station wagon with the engine running. When he
came out of the liquor store his station wagon was gone. He found g
and its passengers upside down in the big arroyo. Broken bones, C'lil
and bruises, and a total wreck of the car. The big arroyo has a wide
mouth. Its existence needs no explanation. Peop.le in th.e area regard
the arroyo much as they might regard a 1iving being, which l?as adcer-
tain character and personality. I seldom drive past that w1de. e;p
arroyo without feeling a familiarity with and even a strange affef:tlop or
this arroyo. Because as treacherous as it' may be, the arroyo maintains a
strong connection between human beings and the earth. The arroyo



demands from us the caution and attention that constitute respect. Itis |
this sort of respect the old believers;have in mind when they tell uswe

must respect and love the earth. . - ‘

Hopi Pueblo elders have said that the austere and, to A§ome eyes, bary
ren plains and hills surrounding their mesa-top villages actually helptp |
nurture the spirituality of the Hopi way. The Hopi elders say the Hopi {

people might have settled in. locations far. more lush where daily lifg
would not have been so grueling. But there on ithie-high silent sandy
stone mesas that overlook the sandy arid expanses stretching to all hogjs

zons, the Hopi elders say the Hopi people must “live by their prayers’, if ‘

they are to survive. The Hopi way cherishes the intangible: the riches
realized from interaction and interrelationships with -all beings above
all else. Great abundances of material things, even food, the Hopi eld:
ers believe, tend to lure human attention away from what is most valu-
able and important.. The views of the Hopi elders are not much
different from those elders in all the Pueblos. . i

The bare vastness .of the Hopi. landscape emphasizes. the. visual
impact of every plant, every rock, every arroyo. Nothing is overlooked
or taken for granted.. Each ant, each lizard, each lark is imbued with
great value simply because the creature is there, simply because the
- creature is alive in a place where any life at all is precious. Stand on
the mesa edge at Walpai and look west over the bare distances toward
the pale blue outlines of the San Francisco peaks where the ka’tsina
spirits reside. So little lies between you and the sky. So little lies
between you and the earth. One look and you know that simply to sur-
vive is a great triumph, that every possible resource is.needed, every
possible ally—even the most humble insect or reptile. You realize you
will be speaking with-all of them if you intend to last out the year.
Thus it is that the Hopi-elders are grateful to the landscape for aiding
them in their quest as spiritual people. o .
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I:’qom in Anfiguu as Elaine. Potter, Jamaica Kincaid adof:ted her present
name on moving to New York as an au pair and staying to becgme a
writer for The New Yorker. Kincaid made her- reputation with @ collecl-
tion of short stories, At the-Bottom of the River ,(1(.)83)’ and @ novel,
Annie John (1985), and has continued to produce ﬁctzor‘t; But r.zanﬁctmn
has also been an important part.of her work, especially:in re.latton to twq
themes. A Small Place (1988), in which the present selection was pub- .
lished after its original appearance in The New Yorker,‘ is one of
Kincaid’s memoirs of her native island. While resolutely avz)'zcligng senti-
mentality about the history of Antigua and the present condztzons of life
there, she evokes its vivid, windswept beauty. Gardenz'ng, a sgﬁond focu_s
of her nonfiction, relates both to her girlhood‘ experiences in the Wes’:
Indies. and to Vermont, where she and her family. pres‘entlyflz.v'e. In bot:
regards she has introduced challenging and controversial questions abo:.jtt
the political implications and cultural consequences of ,huvrr‘tdnir‘n‘a.’i
landscapes. . : ST g

ALIEN SOIL. . = hoie.
! B RN R S
Whatever it is in the character of the English people that ;gads ,ﬂ‘lemﬁ
obsessively order and shape their landscape to sucha degrem.#hat itloo
like a.painting (tamed, framed, captured, ~.kmd', decent; ;good, pFet‘ty),
while a painting never looks like the Engl.lshwlgndscapgz unlessxt‘ 1tsha
bad. painting—this quality--of character is bhssﬁmlfb’r . liﬁcklng»f in' the
Antiguan people. I make this unfair comparisen (unfair.to the Anhguag
people? unfair to the English people? I.cannot téyll.:but there is .~an
unfairness here somewhere) only?because‘sa*.m?bh'of: the character o
the Antiguan people is influenced by and inhenrt;c:,x&;‘ough‘ congquest,
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