] piace t0 llye she says — there’ sa lot to think
ker and Carvin’s — are an active mystery,
'he mountains — Tinker and Brushy, McAf-
area passwe mystery, the oldest of all
 here,” she writes, “‘what Thoreau called ‘a
teorological Journal of the mind’ telling some tales and
 describing some of the sights of this rather tamed valley and o V . . .
 describing in fear and trembling, some of the unmapped dim praeucaliy anything ;me coot’s ‘feet ‘the mant fface a
unholy fastnesses to wmch those tales and 51ghts s0  the human ear — and see that not only did the creatq
;; . , . everything but that he is apt\tn create aliytlmlg. .
. ‘ ,nothmg
. Pleadmg that she is no scwntlst Annie explares her nmgh— . ‘
© borhood with a levmg sometimes horror-stricken eye and before @ Of all known forms of hfe,
she’s done, you will have learned, as Ernest Hemingway used to living today. All other forms — f; :
. say, “plenty” about the matings of praying mantises and luna living animals with ummagmabiy arwus Wings, tai, .
' moths, the meandenngs of muskrats, locusts eels snakes and the brains — are utterly and forever gone ‘ -
| m1gra£mns of Monarch butterflies. , .
- “It s alla matter of keepmg my eyes open Nature is hke one of ® That is a great many fm'ms tha’t have been ereated M
¢ ‘ tiplying ten times the number of living forms today yiel
_,{profusion that is quite beyond what I consider thinkable. Wh:
‘many forms? . . . The creator goes off on one wild, specific tangent
. after another, or mﬂhons sxmultaneously What 1s going on
. here" . .

. What it God has the same affecuonate chsregard for us th
we have for barnacles? I don’t know if each barnacle larva is of
~ itself unique and special, or if we the people are essentially as in- |
 terchangeable as bricks. My brain is full of numbe the? we
_ and would split my skull like a shell. | ‘
Vslﬂn covering the back of my hands like bloy

ened to clay. I have hatched, too, with millior
,mﬁky way that spreads from an unknm s

_ You must get this book and absorb 1tfa d cherisl
. must cherish the young Annie Dﬂlard Had Henry D
. had a daughter she would be the one,
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