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How Do we Protect our Planet?

The question above is the essential question that you will consider 
as you read this book. The literature, activities, and organization 

of the book will lead you to think critically about this question and to 
develop a deeper understanding of ecology.

To help you shape your answer to the broad essential question, you will 
read and respond to four sections, or clusters. Each cluster addresses a  
specific question and thinking skill.

CLUSTER ONE What is our relationship with nature? EVALUATE

CLUSTER TWO What happens when humanity and nature collide? ANALYZE

CLUSTER  THREE  How can we live in harmony with nature?  
PROBLEM  SOLVE

CLUSTER  FOUR Thinking on your own SYNTHESIZE

Notice that the final cluster asks you to think independently about your 
answer to the essential question—How do we protect our planet?



The planet you’re standing on

looking out at the stars

is the earth, the third planet from the sun

and the mildest

and softest

of the nine....

If you can stop, and let yourself look,

let your eyes do what they do best,

stop

and let yourself see and see

that everything is doing things

to you

as you do things to everything.

Then you know 

that although it is only a little planet

it is hugely beautiful

and surely the finest place in the world

to be.

So watch it, look at it

see what it’s like 

to walk around on it.

It’s small but it’s beautiful

It’s small but it’s fine

like a rainbow,

like a bubble. 

only a little Planet

Lawrence coLLins
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Butterfly or Asteroid?

There once was a butterfly that lived in the jungles of  
Brazil. One day, a single beat of its wings set a remarkable 
series of events in motion. In a mere two weeks, a tornado 
in Texas was the result. 

This little story is a favorite of scientists working in a field 
called “chaos theory.” They say it demonstrates a fascinat-
ing and alarming fact—that even very small actions can 
have huge consequences. 

It could happen this way: the mere flutter of the butter-
fly’s wings produces a puff of air. The puff might gather into 
a breeze, the breeze might escalate into a wind, the wind 
might whip itself into a much more dramatic weather pattern, 
until a tornado is created.

There is another story scientists who study the history of  
life on earth like to tell. They believe that a giant asteroid 
struck the earth about 65 million years ago, its force creat-
ing a crater 120 miles across and triggering fires,  
earthquakes, volcanoes, and mass extinction. Some say it 
plunged the planet into darkness and may even have  
caused the disappearance of the dinosaurs.

The asteroid story brings up the point that while we 
humans can and do harm our environment, natural disas-
ters can be just as devastating, if not more so. In fact, if all 
the nuclear weapons in today’s world were detonated at 
once, their explosion would be more than a thousand times 
smaller than this asteroid’s impact!  

9
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C r e a t i n g  C o n t e x t

Some environmentalists believe we are living through 
another great mass extinction right now. It began thousands 
of years ago, when human beings first appeared on the  
earth. Some say it is accelerating to the point where several 
species are vanishing every hour. Environmental photogra-
pher Mark Carwardine cautions, “No one knows how close 
to the limit we are getting. The darker it gets, the faster 
we’re driving.” 

An Inca proverb observes, “The frog does not drink up  
the pond in which it lives.” Yet sometimes we humans 
befoul our own pond through pollution, overconsumption of 
natural resources, and runaway population growth.

So are we like a giant asteroid?
No.
For one thing, an asteroid could destroy our planet and all 

life on it. Despite some alarmist claims, we humans cannot  
do this. As biologist Lynn Margulis wrote, “We cannot put an 
end to nature. We can only pose a threat to ourselves.”

More importantly, an asteroid cannot choose its course.  
We can choose ours. As you will see in the pages that follow, 
every day more people are taking action to protect our 
planet and the astonishing creatures with which we share it. 
The reason so many people devote their lives to protecting 
animals, Carwardine says, is simple: “The world would be a 
poorer, darker, lonelier place without them.”

Fortunately, we are more like the Brazilian butterfly than an 
asteroid. Like the butterfly, even our smallest actions can have 
great consequences. But also like the butterfly, we are a small 
part of a big picture. Nature is tough, and we are fragile.

To think of ourselves as a butterfly is humbling. And  
humility may be just what our species needs to make our 
planet thrive.



Thinking Naturally

C r e a t i n g  C o n t e x t

Nature can’t take any more 

animals as successful as man. 

Farley Mowat, naturalist

We reached the old wolf in time to watch a fierce 

green fire dying in her eyes. I realized then, and have 

known ever since, that there was something new to  

me in those eyes—something known only to her and 

to the mountain. I was young then, and full of trig-

ger-itch; I thought that because fewer wolves meant 

more deer, that no wolves would mean hunters’ 

paradise. But after seeing the green fire die, I 

sensed that neither the wolf nor the moun-

tain agreed with such a view.

Aldo Leopold, naturalist
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When I climbed this tree I gave my word to  

her, to the forest and to all the people that my 

feet would not touch the ground until I had done 

everything in my power to make the world aware 

of this problem and to stop the destruction.

Julia Butterfly Hill, an environmental activist 

who prevented a California redwood from being 

felled through a dramatic protest—she lived in its 

top branches for two years.

C r e a t i n g  C o n t e x t
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We humans take our Earth for granted  

and never hesitate to exploit it and its other 

inhabitants to gratify our immediate wants. 

We have to understand that we are part of 

nature, not outside of it. What we do to the 

Earth, we do to ourselves.

Petra K. Kelly, co-founder of the German 

Green Party

My childhood dream was...to watch free,  

wild animals living their own undisturbed lives.  

I wanted to learn things that no one else knew, 

uncover secrets through patient observation. I 

wanted to come as close to talking to the  

animals as I could.

Jane Goodall, a primatologist who conducts 

research with chimpanznzees 
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Wildlife is something which man cannot  

construct. Once it is gone, it is gone forever. 

Man can rebuild a pyramid, but he can’t 

rebuild ecology, or a giraffe.

Joy Adamson, author of Born Free and a  

pioneer in protecting endangered animals,  

particularly lions

The most important thing about Spaceship 

Earth: an instruction book didn’t come with it.

R. Buckminster Fuller, inventor and philosopher

Thousands of tired, nerve-shaken, over-civilized 

people are beginning to find out that going to the 

mountains is going home; that wildness is a  

necessity; and that mountain parks and reserva-

tions are useful not only as fountains of timber 

and irrigating rivers, but as fountains of life.

John Muir, Father of American national parks
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Concept Vocabulary

You will find the following terms and definitions useful as you read and discuss the  
selections in this book.

biodiversity  the degree of variety in an environment measured by the number of  
different species of plants and animals

biosphere  living things together with their environment 

carcinogen  a substance that causes cancer

dominion  absolute ownership; supreme authority

ecosystem  an interconnnected community of living things, such as the ecosystem of  
the rain forest or prairie

endangered species  a species, or type, of plant or animal in danger of becoming  
extinct

energy efficiency  how well something works compared to how much it costs, either  
in dollars or other resources such as fuel or human labor

extinct  no longer existing

global warming  a theory that the overall temperature of the earth is rising due to the 
greenhouse effect

green or greeny  an environmentalist, especially one in an activist group such as 
Greenpeace

greenhouse effect  a theory that the earth is warming due to gasses in the upper  
atmosphere, such as carbon dioxide and methane, that trap the heat of the sun 

human-induced  caused by people

ozone layer  the layer of the atmosphere that blocks ultraviolet radiation from the  
sun; some environmentalists believe that the ozone layer is disappearing, causing 
global warming

naturalist  a person who studies natural history; particularly a biologist who spends  
much working time in nature 

pristine  unspoiled

steward  one who supervises, protects, or manages carefully and responsibly

tree-hugger  a negative term for an extreme environmentalist

toxic  poisonous

C r e a t i n g  C o n t e x t
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What Is Our Relationship with Nature?
Thinking Skill   EVALUATINg





The Growin’ of Paul Bunyan

wiLLiam J. Brooke

This is a story about how Paul Bunyan met up with Johnny Appleseed  
an’ what come about because o’ that meetin’. But it all got started because 
o’ the problems Paul had with his boots one mornin’.

The hardest thing for ole Paul about gettin’ started in the mornin’ was 
puttin’ on his boots. It wasn’t so much the lacin’ up that got him down 
(although when your bootlaces are exactly 8,621 feet an’ four an’ three-
quarters inches long, an’ each one has to be special ordered from the 
Suwanee Steamship Cable Company in New York City, an’ if because  
you’re strong as ole Paul you tend to snap about two laces a week as a 
rule, then just tyin’ your boots can be a bit of an irritation, too).

No, the hardest part o’ puttin’ on his boots was makin’ sure he was  
the only one in ’em. Because, you see, they was so big an’ warm that all 
the critters liked to homestead in ’em. So he’d have to shake ’em for nine 
or ten minutes just to get out the ordinary rattlesnakes an’ polecats. Then 
he’d reach in an’ feel around real careful for mountain lions an’ wolf 
packs an’ the occasional caribou migration. Fin’ly he’d wave his hand 
around real good to see if any hawks or eagles was huntin’ game down 
around the instep. Then he could start the chore o’ lacin’.

But ever’ now an’ then, no matter how careful he was, he’d miss a crit-
ter or two an’ then he’d just have to put up with it. ’Cause once he had those 
laces all done up, it just wasn’t worth the trouble to untie ’em all again.

So on this partic’lar day ole Paul is out o’ sorts because of a moose  
that’s got stuck down betwixt his toes. Paul’s appetite is so spoiled he 
can’t get down more than three hunnert pancakes an’ about two an’ a 
half hogs worth o’ bacon afore he grabs up his ax an’ takes off to soothe 
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his ragged nerves in his usual way, by shavin’ a forest or two.
Well, the more his toes itch, the faster he chops; an’ the faster he  

chops, the more his toes itch. Fin’ly he can’t stand it no more, so he sets 
down on a medium-size mountain an’ undoes all 8,621 feet, four an’ 
three-quarters inches o’ his right bootlace an’ takes it off an’ shakes it out 
for twenty minutes afore he remembers it was his left foot that was 
itchin’. So he gives a big sigh an’ starts in on the other boot.

Fin’ly both boots is off, an’ a slightly bruised moose is shakin’ his head  
an’ blinkin’ his eyes an’ staggerin’ off betwixt the stumps. An’ Paul has 
his first chance to take a deep breath an’ have a look round. An’ he’s sur-
prised, ’cause he can’t see any trees anywheres, only stumps. So he gets 
up on a stump an’ looks around, an’ he still can’t see any standin’ tim-
ber. He’d been so wrought up, he’d cleared all the way to the southern 
edge o’ the woods without noticin’.

Now this annoys Paul, ’cause he’s too far from camp to get back for  
lunch, an’ nothin’ upsets him like missin’ grub. An’ when he’s upset, the 
only thing to soothe him is choppin’ trees, an’ all the trees is down, so 
that annoys him even worse.

There he sits, feelin’ worse by the minute, with his stomach growlin’  
like a thunderstorm brewin’ in the distance. An’ then he notices some-
thin’ way off at the horizon, out in the middle o’ them dusty brown 
plains. All of a sudden there’s somethin’ green. As he watches, that green 
starts to spread in a line right across the middle of all that brown.

Now the only thing I ever heard tell of that was bigger than ole Paul  
hisself was ole Paul’s curiosity. It was even bigger than his appetite. So, 
quick as he can get his boots on, he’s off to see what’s happenin’. What 
he sees makes him stop dead in his tracks. ’Cause it’s trees, apple trees 
growin’ where nothin’ but dirt ever growed before. A whole line of apple 
trees stretchin’ in both directions as far as you can see.

It makes him feel so good he just has to take up his ax an’ start chop-
pin’. An’ the more he chops, the better he feels. An’ as he marches 
westward through all the flyin’ splinters an’ leaves an’ applesauce, he 
sees that the trees is gettin’ shorter until they’re just saplin’s, then green 
shoots, then just bare earth.

Paul stops short then an’ leans on his ax handle to study the funny lit- 
tle man who turns around an’ looks up at him. He’s barefoot an’ wears 
a gunnysack for clothes, with a metal pot on his head for a hat. He looks 
up at Paul for a second, then reaches in a big bulgy bag hangin’ at his 
side an’ takes out somethin’ teeny-tiny, which he sticks in the ground. He 
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gathers the dusty brown dirt around it an’ pats it down. He stands up, 
an’ out of a canvas water bag he pours a little bit o’ water on the spot. 
Then he just stands an’ watches.

For a few seconds nothin’ happens; then the tiniest, littlest point o’  
green pokes out o’ the dust an’ sort o’ twists around like it’s lookin’ for 
somethin’. All at once, it just stretches itself toward the sky an’ pulls a 
saplin’ up after it. An’ it begins to branch an’ to fill out, an’ its smooth 
green skin turns rough an’ dark an’ oozes sap. The branches creak an’ 
groan an’ stretch like a sleeper just wakin’ up. Buds leaf out an’ turn their 
damp green faces to the sun. An’ the apples change from green to red 
an’ swell like balloons full to bustin’ with sweet cider.

The funny little man looks up an’ smiles an’ says, “My name’s John 
Chapman, but folks call me Johnny Appleseed.”

“Pleased to meet you,” says Paul.
The little man points at his tree. “Mighty pretty sight, don’t you think?”
“Sure is,” says Paul, an’ with a quick-as-a-wink flick o’ his ax, he lays  

the tree out full length on the ground. “My name’s Paul Bunyan.”
The little man lifts his tin pot an’ wipes his bald head while he stares  

at the tree lyin’ there in the dirt. Then he squints up at Paul an’ kneels 
down an’ puts another seed in the ground. Paul smiles down at him 
while the tree grows up, then lays it out by the first. The little man pops 
three seeds into the ground fast as can be. Paul lets ’em come up, then 
lops all three with one easy stroke, backhand.

“You sure make ’em come up fast,” says Paul, admirin’-like.
“It’s a sort o’ gift I was born with,” says Johnny Appleseed. He looks  

at the five trees lyin’ together. “You sure make ’em come down fast.”
“It’s a talent,” says Paul, real humble. “I have to practice a lot.”
They stand quiet awhile, with Paul leanin’ easy on his ax an’ Johnny  

lookin’ back along the line o’ fallen trees to the horizon. He lifts his tin 
pot again an’ rubs even harder at his head. Then he looks up at Paul an’ 
says, “It seems like we got somethin’ of a philosophical difference here.”

Paul considers that. “We both like trees,” he says, real friendly.
“Yep,” Johnny nods, “but I like ’em vertical an’ you like ’em horizontal.”
Paul agrees but says he don’t mind a man who holds a differin’  

opinion from his own, ’cause that’s what makes America great. Johnny  
says, “Course you don’t mind, ’cause when my opinion has finished dif-
ferin’ an’ the dust settles, the trees is in the position you prefer. Anybody 
likes a fight that he always wins.”

Paul allows he’s sorry that Johnny’s upset. “But loggin’s what I do, an’  
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a man’s gotta do what he does. Besides, without my choppin’ lumber, 
you couldn’t build houses or stoke fires or pick your teeth.”

“I don’t live in a house, an’ I don’t build fires, an’ when I want to clean  
my teeth, I just eat an apple. Tell me, when all the trees are gone, what’ll 
you cut down then?”

Paul laughs. “Why, there’ll always be trees. Are you crazy or somethin’?”
“Yep,” says Johnny, “crazy to be wastin’ time an’ lung power on you.  

I got to be off. I’m headin’ for the Pacific Ocean, an’ I got a lot o’ work 
to do on the way. So why don’t you head north an’ I’ll head west, an’ our 
paths won’t cross till they meet somewheres in China.”

Paul feels a little hurt at this, but he starts off north, then stops to  
watch as Johnny takes off at a run, tossin’ the seed out in front o’ him, 
pressin’ it down into the ground with his bare toes, an’ tricklin’ a little 
water behind, all without breakin’ stride. In a minute he’s vanished at the 
head o’ his long line of apple trees.

▲         ▲         ▲

Now Paul has figured that Johnny hadn’t really meant to offend him, but  
it was more in the nature of a challenge. An’ Paul loves any kind of a  
challenge. So he sets down an’ waits three days, figurin’ he should give  
a fair head start to Johnny, who’s a couple hunnert feet shorter’n he is. 
Then at dawn on the fourth day, he stands up an’ stretches an’ holds his 
ax out level a foot above the ground. When he starts to run, the trees 
drop down in a row as neat as the crossties on a railroad line. In fact, 
when it came time to build the transcontinental railroad, they just laid 
the iron rails down on that long line o’ apple trees an’ saved theirselves 
many thousands o’ dollars.

Anyways, Paul runs for two days an’ two nights, an’ when the sun’s  
settin’ on the third day, he sees water up ahead. There’s Johnny 
Appleseed plantin’ a last tree, then sittin’ on a high, bare bluff lookin’ out 
over the Pacific Ocean. Paul finishes the last o’ the trees an’ swings the 
ax over his head with a whoop an’ brings it down on the dirt, buryin’ its 
head in the soil an’ accident’ly creatin’ the San Andreas fault. He mops 
his brow an’ sits down beside Johnny, with his feet danglin’ way down 
into the ocean.

Starin’ out at the orange sun, Johnny asks, “Are they all gone?” Paul  
looks back over his shoulder an’ allows as how they are. Paul waits for 
Johnny to say somethin’ else, but he just keeps starin’, so Paul says, “It 
took you six days to plant ’em an’ it took me only three days to chop ’em 
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down. Pretty good, huh?”
Johnny looks up an’ smiles sadly. “It’s always easier to chop somethin’ 

down than to make it grow.” Then he goes back to starin’.
Now that rankles Paul. When he beats somebody fair an’ square, he 

expects that someone to admit it like a man. “What’s so hard about  
growin’ a tree anyway?” he grumps. “You just stick it in the ground, an’ 
the seed does all the work.”

Johnny reaches way down in the bottom o’ his bag an’ holds out a seed.  
“It’s the last one,” he says. “All the rest o’ my dreams is so much kindlin’ 
wood, so why don’t you take this an’ see if it’s so easy to make it grow.”

Paul hems an’ haws, but he sees as how he has to make good on his  
word. So he takes the little bitty seed an’ pushes it down in the ground 
with the tip o’ one fingernail. He pats the soil around it real nice, like he 
seen Johnny do. Then he sits down to wait as the sun sets. 

“I’m not as fast as you at this,” Paul says, “but you’ve had more  
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practice. An’ I’m sure my tree will be just as good as any o’ yours.”
“Not if it dies o’ thirst,” says Johnny’s voice out o’ the dark.
Paul hasn’t thought about that. So when the moon comes up, he heads 

back to a stream he passed about two hunnert miles back. But he don’t  
have nothin’ to carry water in, so he scoops up a double handful an’ runs 
as fast as he can, with the water slippin’ betwixt his fingers. When he 
gets back, he’s got about two drops left.

“Guess I’ll have to get more water,” he says, a mite winded.
“Don’t matter,” says Johnny’s voice, “if the rabbits get the seed.”
An’ there in the moonlight, Paul sees all the little cottontails hoppin’ 

around an’ scratchin’ at the ground. Not wishin’ to hurt any of ’em, he  
picks ’em up, one at a time, an’ moves ’em away, but they keep hoppin’ 
back. So, seein’ as how he still needs water, he grabs ’em all up an’ runs 
back to the stream, sets the rabbits down, grabs up the water, runs back, 
flicks two more drops on the spot, pushes away the new batch o’ rabbits 
movin’ in, an’ tries to catch his breath.

“Just a little more water an’ a few less rabbits an’ it’ll be fine,” Paul  
says between gasps.

Out o’ the dark comes Johnny’s voice. “Don’t matter, if the frost gets 
it.”

Paul feels the cold ground, an’ he feels the moisture freezin’ on his  
hands. So he gets down on his knees, an’ he folds his hands around that 
little spot o’ dirt an’, gentle as he can, breathes his warm breath onto that 
tiny little seed. Time passes, and the rabbits gather round to enjoy the 
warmth an’ scratch their soft little backs up against those big callused 
hands. As the night wears on, Paul falls into a sleep, but his hands never 
stop cuppin’ that little bit o’ life.

Sometime long after moonset, the voice o’ Johnny Appleseed comes 
driftin’ soft out o’ the dark an’ says, “Nothin’s enough if you don’t care 
enough.”

Paul wakes up with the sun. He sets up an’ stretches, an’ for a minute  
he can’t remember where he is. Then he looks down, an’ he gives a 
whoop. ’Cause he sees a little tiny bit o’ green pokin’ up through the 
grains o’ dirt. “Hey, Johnny,” he yells, “look at this!” But Johnny  
Appleseed is gone, slipped away in the night. Paul is upset for a minute, 
then realizes he don’t need to brag to anybody, that that little slip o’ 
green is all the happiness he needs right now.

As the sun rises, he fetches more water an’ shoos away the crows an’ 
shields that shoot from the heat o’ the sun. It grows taller an’ straighter  
an’ puts out buds an’ unfurls its leaves. Paul carries in all the animals 
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from the surroundin’ countryside, coyotes an’ sidewinders1 an’ Gila mon-
sters,2 an’ sets ’em down in a circle to admire his tree growin’ tall an’ 
sturdy an’ green.

▲         ▲         ▲

Then Paul notices somethin’. He gets down on his hands an’ knees an’  
looks close. It’s a brown leaf. “That’s not too serious,” he thinks, an’ he 
shades it from the sun. Then he sees another brown leaf, an’ he runs 
back to get more water. When he gets back, the little saplin’ is droopin’ 
an’ shrivelin’. He gets down an’ breathes on it, but as he watches, the 
leaves drop off an’ the twigs snap. “Help me, somebody,” he cries out, 
“help me!” But there’s no answer ’cept the rustlin’ o’ of the critters as 
they slink away from him. An’ while he looks down at the only thing he 
ever give birth to, it curls up an’ dies.

For a second he just stands there; then he pounds his fists on the ground  
an’ yells, “Johnny! Johnny! Why didn’t you tell me how much it could hurt?”

He sets down an’ he stares till the sun begins settin’. Then he jumps up  
an’ says, “Only one thing’s gonna make me feel better. I’m gonna cut me 
some timber! Maybe a whole forest if I can find one!” He reaches for his ax.

An’ that’s when he sees it. It stretches right up to the sky, with great 
green boughs covered with sweet-smellin’ needles an’ eagles nestin’ in 
its heights. Johnny must have worked some o’ his magic afore he left, 
’cause when Paul struck it into the ground, it wasn’t nothin’ but an ax. 
But now, in the light o’ the settin’ sun, it shines like a crimson column 
crowned in evergreen.

“I’ll call it a redwood,” says Paul, who knew now he’d never want an  
ax again as long as there was such a tree.

So he waited for the cones with the seeds to form an’ drop, an’ he  
planted them all over the great Northwest an’ nurtured them an’ watched 
a great woodland spring up in their shelter. An’ he never felled a tree 
again as long as he lived.

For years he worked, an’ there are those who say you can still catch a 
glimpse o’ him behind the highest mountains in the deepest woods. An’ 
they say he’s always smilin’ when you see him.

’Cause Paul learned hisself somethin’: A little man who chops somethin’ 
down is still just a little man, but there’s nobody bigger than a man who 
learns to grow. m
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1 sidewinders: desert rattlesnakes that move sideways

2 Gila monsters: poisonous desert lizards
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Wisdomkeepers
an Interview with Oren Lyons, Onondaga Tribe

Harvey arden and steve waLL

A stern-faced Oren Lyons, Faithkeeper of the Turtle Clan of the Onondaga 
Nation and spokesman for the Six Nations Iroquois Confederacy,1 sits 
across a wooden table from us in his log cabin on the Onondaga  
reservation a few miles south of Syracuse,2 New York. It’s night and the 
harsh light of a single kerosene lantern casts sharp shadows against the 
walls and beamed ceiling. 

“I prefer no electricity,” Oren says. “And no phones. That’s important!”  
In one corner, shrouded in shadow, hangs an assemblage of ceremonial 
masks, faces turned to the wall. “We show their faces only during  
ceremonies. And we never allow photographs of our ceremonies, so  
don’t even think of asking.” He gives us a long, hard look and shakes his 
head. “Why come to us? We’re the toughest nut to crack. You think we 
turn our Elders3 over to anyone who walks in the door?” He leans  
forward, elbows planted on the table. His eyes probe us. “We guard them 
like pure spring water. So what is it you guys want from the Elders?” Oren 
asks. “Secrets? Mystery?” We explain that we want only to meet them 
and hear whatever they care to share with us, that we’re not looking for  
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1 Turtle Clan of the Onondaga Nation; Six Nations Iroquois Confederacy: a 
group within a tribe of American Indians; a league of tribes originally of New 
York, including the Onondaga

2 Syracuse: a city in central New York

3 Elders: leaders respected for experience and wisdom



secrets. “That’s good,” Oren says, “because, I can tell you right now, 
there are no secrets. There’s no mystery. There’s only common sense.”

He gets up, strides over to the cast-iron stove, and warms his hands. 
Outside, a cold January wind is moaning, pelting the windows with dry  
icy snow. We sit uneasily, sure he’s about to send us packing into that bit-
ter night. Still rubbing his hands, he sits down and faces us. “Common 
sense . . . ,” he says, picking up the echo of his own words. “I’ll tell you 
guys a little bit about common sense. . . .”

The NaTural law

“What law are you living under? United States government law? That’s  
Man’s law. You break Man’s law and you pay a fine or go to jail—maybe. 
That’s the way it is with Man’s law. You can break it and still get around 
it. Maybe you won’t get punished at all. Happens all the time. People  
figure they can get away with anything and half the time they do. But  
they forget there’s another law, the Creator’s law. We call it Natural 
Law . . . Natural law prevails everywhere. It supersedes Man’s law. If you 
violate it, you get hit. There’s no judge and jury, there’s no lawyers or 
courts, you can’t buy or dodge or beg your way out of it. If you violate 
this Natural law you’re going to get hit and get hit hard.

“One of the Natural laws is that you’ve got to keep things pure.  
Especially the water. Keeping the water pure is one of the first laws of 
life. If you destroy the water, you destroy life. That’s what I meant about 
common sense. Anybody can see that. All life on Mother Earth depends 
on the pure water, yet we spill every kind of dirt and filth and poison into 
it. That makes no common sense at all. Your legislature can pass a law 
saying it’s OK, but it’s not OK. Natural law doesn’t care about your Man’s 
law. Natural law’s going to hit you. You can’t get out of the way. You don’t 
fool around with Natural law and get away with it. If you kill the water, 
you kill the life that depends on it, your own included. That’s Natural law. 
It’s also common sense.”

all life is equal

“Another of the Natural laws is that all life is equal. That’s our philosophy.  
You have to respect life—all life, not just your own. The key word is 
‘respect.’ Unless you respect the earth, you destroy it. Unless you respect 
all life as much as your own life, you become a destroyer, a murderer. Man 
sometimes thinks he’s been elevated to be the controller, the ruler. But he’s 
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not. He’s only a part of the whole. Man’s job is not to exploit but to over-
see, to be a steward. Man has responsibility, not power.”

The seveNTh GeNeraTioN

“In our way of life, in our government, with every decision we make, we 
always keep in mind the Seventh Generation to come. It’s our job to see  
that the people coming ahead, the generations still unborn, have a world 
no worse than ours—and hopefully better. When we walk upon Mother 
Earth we always plant our feet carefully because we know the faces of 
our future generations are looking up at us from beneath the ground. We 
never forget them.” Oren slips off into the shadows of the cabin and 
returns with a beaded wampum belt about four inches wide and a foot 
and a half long. 

The Two row wampum

“This is a replica of the Two Row Wampum, the basis of our sovereignty.  
It’s the Grandfather of all the treaties between our two peoples. We made 
it with the Dutch in the early 1600s. The two rows of purple beads rep-
resent the Red Man and the White Man living side by side in peace and 
friendship forever. The white background is a river. On that river of life 
you travel in your boat and we travel in our canoe. Each of us is respon-
sible for our own government and religion and way of life. We don’t 
interfere with each other. The rows are parallel. One row is not bigger. 
We’re equal. We don’t call each other ‘Father’ or ‘Son,’ we call each other 
‘Brother.’ That’s the way it’s supposed to be between us ‘for as long as 
the grass grows and water flows and the sun shines.’ Those words come 
from this treaty. We still believe them. We’re waiting for the White Man 
to live up to his side.

“Right now he’s hogging the middle of the river and pushing us aside.  
But we remember how it’s supposed to be, how we agreed in the begin-
ning when you were weak and we were strong. White Man seems to 
have forgotten. But we’ve got a long memory. And so has the Creator . . . 
Our ancestors told us that there will come a time in the future when 
some of our people will put one foot in the canoe and one in the boat. 
That’s a very precarious position to be in. And they foretold a great wind 
would rise that would tear the canoe and boat away from each other. 
Then those people who have one foot in the canoe and one foot in the 
boat are going to fall into this river. And no power this side of the  
Creation can save them.” m
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For Richard Chase
Jim wayne miLLer

Looking like all outdoors
the old tale-teller from the mountains
enters a highschool classroom in California.

He is himself a mountain:
his face has the lay of coves and hollows.
His shoulders heave up like rock-backed ridges,
His eyes sail and hover like hunting hawks.
Shimmering in his mind like mountain springs,
stories trickle off his tongue, fall
fast, then flow.

Riddles tumble down the stream of his speaking,
gold in gravel.
Even his silences glitter
like streaks of mica1 in gray rock.

From a knapsack of wonders
the old man takes a seashell.
He holds it to a student’s ear and asks:
“What do you hear?”

The student thinks the old man
would make a nice poster 
for his bedroom wall
which already has stars
painted on the ceiling.
He listens to the shell and says:
“The freeway?”
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Is Humanity a Special Threat?

GreGG easterBrook

In March 1989 the tanker Exxon Valdez, carelessly piloted, struck Bligh 
Reef in Prince William Sound,1 releasing 11 million gallons of crude oil 
into a place of pristine beauty and perpetual mists that might as well 
have been named Brigadoon.2 Sea birds, otter, and other creatures died 
by the thousands. Reports described the sound as the site of a “tragedy” 
or “catastrophe.” A judge, ordering the ship’s captain jailed, compared 
the harm done to the atomic bombing of Japan. The sound, it was com-
monly said, would never recover. Never, ever, ever. “Destroyed” quickly 
became the official verb for what had happened to the vast Alaskan fiord.

Reaction ought to have been fierce. Both the negligence that caused the 
spill and arrogance of Exxon executives—the company adopting a position 
that may be summed up in two words that are not Merry Christmas—rep-
resented corporate unaccountability at its most offensive. But was Prince 
William Sound the site of a catastrophe? A few days after the spill, I wrote  
an article that included this sentence: “Ten years from now the sound will 
be so close to its former state that it will be impossible to determine where 
the spill occurred without resorting to navigation charts.” Colleagues urged 
me not to publish that article, saying I would sacrifice my reputation. After 
all, the sound was destroyed. Forever and ever.

In 1992, I found myself bobbing through the choppy waters of Prince 
William Sound aboard the research vessel Arctic Dream, crewed by  

1 Prince William Sound: inlet of the Gulf of Alaska

2 Brigadoon: a perfect place remote from time and reality in the musical 
“Brigadoon”



marine biologists under the sponsorship of the National Oceanographic 
and Atmospheric Administration, the agency with supervisory responsi-
bility for investigating the spill. Quickly I learned my 1989 prediction had 
been wrong. It was just three years later, and already the sound was so 
close to its former state it was impossible to determine where the spill 
had occurred without resorting to navigation charts. This was true not only 
of the beaches that had been cleaned but the ones left untouched as well.

Dennis Lees, leader of the team aboard the boat and a researcher who 
has been studying Prince William Sound since a few days after the spill,  
used navigation charts to show me where the worst blotches of oil hit. 
From the deck of the Arctic Dream, no sign of oil was apparent anywhere 
in the sound. Nor could any degradation3 be seen close to the shore, 
when the crew disembarked in dinghies.4 Only by standing on the beach 
at various points was it possible to observe any residue of petroleum—
usually traces below the surface in mussel beds, uncovered by shovel.

Studies clearly show some harm to wildlife in Prince William Sound. 
Colonies of murries, a bird similar to the penguin, have smaller popula-
tions than in 1989, and sightings of killer whales have fallen off in the 
sound since that year. Herring spawning has declined. But most indica-
tors of life in Prince William Sound are robust. Sea otter, which in the 
nineteenth century were hunted to near extinction in Alaskan inlets by 
Russian trawlers,5 have repopulated the sound with a fervor since being 
placed under the Marine Mammal Protection Act in 1972. The otter’s 
rate of increase was not interrupted by the spill. Prince William Sound 
had a record pink salmon catch in 1990, the year after being doused with 
crude. The salmon run in the sound was rich again in 1991, then  
declined in 1992 and 1993. Since pinks live just two years, the poor runs 
involved salmon that did not hatch until after the oil cleared, making 
some researchers think that the cold spring weather of 1992 and 1993, 
which reduced the plankton on which salmon feed, caused the drop.

It turned out that Lees’s greatest concern about Prince William Sound  
was not wildlife loss, which he considered bad but a one-time effect; 
Lees’s concern was that the cleanup did more damage than the spill. 
Under pressure from public opinion, Exxon and the Coast Guard  
committed themselves to a grand-scale cleanup operation that at its peak 
placed in the sound the greatest concentration of vessels engaged in a  
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3 degradation: decline

4 dinghies: small boats usually carried on larger boats or towed behind them

5 trawlers: boats used for fishing with nets



single operation since the Normandy landing.6 Hundreds of ships of all 
sizes anchored in the fiord, motors spewing exhaust and lubricants. 
Heavy helicopters thundered overhead; floatplanes and seaplanes darted 
everywhere. Navy landing craft were run ashore on beaches to act as  
dormitories for cleanup crews, crushing intertidal ecosystems7 beneath 
their bulks. In many ways these mechanized intrusions were of greater  
magnitude to the sound than one spill from a single vessel, even a spill 
of great proportions.
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6 Normandy landing: massive landing of troops at the Normandy Invasion, a  
major World War II battle

7 intertidal ecosystems: interrelated plant and animal life along a seashore
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The Arctic Dream sailed to some beaches, at a place called Block  
Island, used by Exxon for the before-and-after pictures that grace its 
Prince William Sound brochures. The sand there looked as fine as the 
commercially processed sand found at amusement parks. Individual 
rocks had been scrubbed with hand brushes and even toothpicks; we 
found an old, oily toothpick in a ravine. We did not, however, find any 
animals, plant life, or sign of smaller organisms. “It’s clean, and it’s 
dead,” Lees noted. In many places Exxon used high-pressure hot water 
to blast away oil. The hot water killed the microbial life on which the food 
chain is moored. The beaches that were left alone as experimental con-
trols by and large cleansed themselves through wave action, microbic 
digestion, and other factors: the traditional defenses that nature has pre-
pared against petroleum. The uncleaned beaches cleaned themselves 
while staying alive in microbial terms.

Lees, who once was Exxon-funded—the company dismissed his environ-
mental consultancy after he questioned the cleanup—believes “the smartest 
thing they could have done after the spill is not one single thing.” The two  
billion dollars Exxon spent on the cleanup would have generated more envi-
ronmental benefits had it been used for energy efficiency, or to buy land to 
place in preservation status, or in any number of other ways. But because a 
sense of public panic was created regarding the “destruction” of Prince 
William Sound, this huge sum of money was expended in an enterprise that 
probably was unneeded and may have done more harm than good.

Why was there a sense of panic surrounding the Exxon Valdez in the  
first place? One reason is pictures. The spill occurred in March, and win-
ter is the clear season for Prince William Sound. Television and 
newsmagazine camera crews rapidly obtained spectacular footage of oil 
fouling the intertidal wilderness. Starting around June, the sound often 
fogs in and stays that way for months, socked in to the weather condi-
tion that pilots call flat—fog so close to the ground that long-range 
photography is out of the question. Had the spill happened during fog 
season, it would have been a page-six item. The ecological significance 
of the spill would have been the same, of course, regardless of whether 
pictures were available. But the significance of ecological events to the 
government institutions and news organizations that cross-pollinate each 
other’s pantomime hysteria8 often is determined by factors unrelated to 
the ecology, such as the availability of pictures.
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Why did so many commentators presume Prince William Sound the  
victim of an instant doom? Petroleum is a naturally occurring product. It 
“spills” from the earth’s crust continuously via seepage, though more 
slowly than happened at the sound. Because petroleum regularly enters 
the biosphere on a natural basis, some organisms long ago adapted to 
metabolizing it. Conceptually what Exxon did was reposition a naturally 
occurring pollutant from below Earth’s surface to an ocean inlet, a place 
where wave action, sunlight, biology, and other factors immediately 
began operating in opposition to the intruder.

Of course the biosphere’s self-healing ability does not excuse environ-
mental abuses, any more than the regenerative powers of the human  
body excuse breaking someone’s leg. Yet overall nature shrugged off the 
Exxon Valdez “disaster” as if shooing away a mosquito. Prince William 
Sound went from destroyed to almost like new in about three years, or 
in less than a single generation for the local large vertebrate species. This 
is standard operating procedure for the green fortress.9 m
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Nacho Loco

Gary soto

One morning Ignacio “Nacho” Carrillo’s fifth-grade teacher, Mrs. Wigert, 
brought the book Fifty Simple Things Kids Can Do to Save the Earth in to 
class. She talked about recycling cans and bottles, repairing leaky faucets, 
planting trees, doing away with Styrofoam, and snipping six-pack rings  
so birds wouldn’t get their necks caught.

“Earth, after all, is our mother,” Mrs. Wigert said, and one of the bad  
boys in the back rows replied, “Yo momma!”

Mrs. Wigert shushed the boy, a finger to her lips. She scanned the  
class, asking for quiet. Then she announced, “I’m a vegetarian. Do you 
know what a vegetarian is?”

“It’s when you don’t like meat,” said Desi, a fat boy whose chones  
could be seen when he ran.

“It’s when you just eat grass,” Leticia said.
“Not grass, Leticia—noodles,” Robert corrected.
Mrs. Wigert smiled at these definitions. She said, “It’s when you  

decide not to eat meat for the welfare of your body and the planet.”
“I ain’t on welfare!” Robert snickered.
The class laughed, and Mrs. Wigert frowned. She clapped the book  

closed and said that they would go on to math. As she stood up behind 
her desk, her stomach rumbled, making her sound very, very hungry.

But Nacho had listened to what she said. He knew what a vegetarian  
was because his brother, Felipe, had gone to college and come back with 
ideas that would solve the world’s problems. His brother had decided not 
to buy anything at department stores and dressed in clothes from the 



Salvation Army thrift store on Tulare Street.
“You’re supposed to be educated,” his father grumbled at his oldest  

son. “¿Por qué te vistes en garras? Why are you dressed in rags?”
“Mi’jo,1 what will your abuelita2 think?” his mother pleaded.
His father and mother had worked hard to send their son to college,  

and now, to their minds, he looked like a bum.
And Felipe was a vegetarian.
Yes, Nacho knew what a vegetarian was, and at that moment, as he 

opened his math book and licked his pencil preparing to do division, he 
decided to become one. Mrs. Wigert was right, he thought. We must save 
the planet in small ways.

Nacho left the classroom a committed vegetarian—or at least deter-
mined to become one after he ate his lunch, which was weighed down  
with a thick bologna sandwich. He liked bologna, especially when his 
mom also packed corn chips in his lunch. He would open his sandwich 
and methodically place nine corn chips to form a square, as if he were 
playing tick-tack-toe. Then he’d put it together, close his eyes, and take a 
big bite, the corn chips crunching in his ears.

And that’s what his mother had packed in a paper bag today: a  
bologna sandwich and corn chips, along with a box of juice and a plas- 
tic bag of carrot sticks. Nacho looked at the carrot sticks and put them 
aside. Then he went to town on the sandwich.

Nacho ate with his friend, Juan, on a bench outside the cafeteria. Juan 
was one of the best baseball players at school and he could shoot hoop, 
fight, and keep up with the smartest girls in a spelling bee. He was every-
thing Nacho was not. Nacho was a dreamer, quick to pick up on the most 
recent scientific fad. Once he read in the “Grab Bag” section of the news-
paper that if you place a dull razor blade under a pyramid structure and 
point it south, the pyramid’s energy will restore the sharpness of the 
blade. He tried it with his father’s old blades and wrapped them up as a 
Christmas present. Unfortunately, the blades remained dull, and his poor 
father had ended up with nicks from his throat to his upper lip.

“I’m not eating meat after this,” Nacho said. “It’s bad for the world.”
“What are you talking about?” Juan said. His cheeks were fat with bites 

from a tuna sandwich.
“I’m a vegetarian.”
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“A what?”
“A vegetarian. I’m a person who thinks of mankind. I won’t eat meat  

anymore.” Nacho bit into his juicy bologna sandwich, savoring the taste, 
eyes closed.

“But you’re eating meat now, ain’t you?” Juan asked.
“This is the last time,” Nacho said, wiping his mouth on the paper bag.  

His mother had forgotten to pack him a napkin.
“That’s weird,” Juan said. “Won’t you get sick if you don’t eat meat?”
“Mrs. Wigert is a vegetarian,” Nacho commented.
“She’s already grown,” Juan said. “Anyways, I like hamburgers.”
Nacho saw in his mind’s eye a hamburger wrapped in a greasy wrap-

per and finger-sized french fries steaming on a white plate. He shook the 
images off and eyed his carrot sticks. He took one out from the sandwich 
bag and held it in his lips like a cigarette.

“And I don’t smoke either,” he said, laughing.
After lunch they played baseball, but their game ended when Juan hit 

the ball onto the roof of a building. Nacho had batted only once, hitting 
a feeble grounder back to the pitcher.
After school Nacho and Juan walked home together. Both of them  

were hungry so they stopped at the corner grocery store. Juan scraped 
up enough money in the corners of his pockets to buy a Hostess cupcake. 
Nacho bought a package of beef jerky, using the money he got from 
recycling aluminum cans on Saturday.

“I thought you were a vegetarian,” Juan said as they left the store. He 
tore off the Hostess cupcake wrapper and threw it absentmindedly on 

the ground.
Nacho’s mouth fell open in shock. He stopped in his tracks and con-

fessed, “I am, but I forgot.” He looked at the beef jerky; the little chunks 
reminded him of scabs. But since he had already paid for the beef jerky, 
he reasoned that it was worse to throw away food than to eat it. He was 
sure vegetarians would never throw anything away. They would always 
eat everything on their plates or, in this case, in their packages.

Juan’s cellophane scuttled in a light breeze, and Nacho picked it up.
“I’ll trade you then,” Juan said.
Nacho bit his lip because at the moment he preferred salt to sugar. 

Reluctantly he handed over his beef jerky. He took Juan’s cupcake and 
stuffed it in his mouth; its chewy sweetness dissolved in three bites. For 
the rest of the walk home he had to watch Juan tear off pieces of jerky 
and chew slowly, the smoky juice dripping from his mouth. 
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Nacho’s mother was in the kitchen when he arrived home. The radio  
was tuned in to Mexican news—a bus had gone off a cliff in Monterrey.

“Hi, Mom,” he greeted her, throwing his books on the kitchen table.
“How was your day, mi hombrecito?”3 she asked. She looked up from 

whacking a round steak with her favorite black-handled kitchen knife. 
Nacho looked at the round steak, then at the puddle of blood leaking  
from the meat, and announced, “Mom, I’m a vegetarian.”

“¿Qué?”4 she asked. She turned over the steak and started pounding 
the other side. 

“I’m a vegetarian. I don’t eat meat anymore.”
His mother stopped pounding the steak and wiped her brow with the 

back of her hand. “Son, don’t tell me you’re like Felipe.”
“Mom, meat is bad for you.”
“Meat is good for you. It’ll make you más fuerte.”5 She made a muscle 

in her right upper arm.
“Scientists have done studies, Mom. They say our teeth are supposed  

to eat only vegetables.”
“Ay, Dios,6 where did we go wrong!” she cried, her chopping hand 

waving the kitchen knife.
“Mom, it’s for the welfare of our bodies and mankind.”
“Estás chiflado,7 just like your brother,” she groaned. “And you didn’t 

even go to college.” She pounded the steak furiously and mumbled under 
her breath that when she had been a girl in Mexico, she’d been lucky to 
eat meat. At the start of a lecture about the old days in Michoacán, when 
his mother had been the daughter of a poor florist and weekend harpist 
who plucked his life away at a restaurant, Nacho tiptoed out of the kitchen. 
He went to his bedroom, which he shared with his little brother, Isaac.

Isaac was watching TV on a small black-and-white set they’d gotten  
from an uncle who’d needed ten bucks for gas.

“TV’s bad for you,” Nacho said.
Isaac took his eyes off the television for a second and said, “So?”
“I’m just saying, it’s bad. Go ahead and do what you want. I’m a  

vegetarian.” But the television caught Nacho’s attention. There was a Burger 
King commercial of a guy jamming a double patty into a hungry grin.  
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6 Ay, Dios: Spanish for “Oh, God”

7 Estás chiflado: Spanish for “You are crazy”



Nacho’s mouth began to water.
He went outside and played slapball against the garage door. But each 

time he missed, or the ball ricocheted away from him, he would run past  
an old cardboard pizza box that had been left on the redwood table 
under the patio. Nacho remembered that pizza. His father had been pro-
moted to foreman at Valley Irrigation. He and Nacho’s mother had gone 
out to celebrate with their compa8 and brought back spicy pepperoni 
pizza for the kids.

Nacho played slapball until his father came home, and then the two of 
them shot hoop. They played a quick game to twelve, one point per bas-
ket. His father was big around the middle but a sweet outside shooter.

“You’re just a little piojo,9 but you’ll grow,” his father said, wiping his  
face with the sleeve of his work shirt. He sat on the back steps. His chest 
was heaving, and the lines on his throat glistened with sweat.

“Dad,” Nacho said, “I think I might be a vegetarian.”
“¿Qué dices?”10 his father asked, his face still.
“Today we had a talk about the world. Mrs. Wigert said eating meat is  

bad for you.”
“So?”
“So, I’m a vegetarian. I don’t eat meat anymore.”
“¿Qué hacen a mi familia?11 First your brother and now you?” His father 

got up and turned on the garden hose. He drank long and hard from it.  
He patted his belly and then agreed, “OK, you be a vegetaran . . .”

“Vegetarian,” Nacho said.
“Yes, but you’ll be such a flaco12 we won’t know where you are,” he  

said playfully. “Not like this.” He smacked his belly and laughed.
His father went inside, leaving Nacho on the back steps staring at the 

empty pizza box. When he finally went inside, his older brother, Felipe,  
was in the kitchen, lowering a piece of carne asada—marinated round 
steak—into his mouth.

“Hey, Felipe,” Nacho said, his stomach suddenly grumbling from  
emptiness.

“Hey, you little Nacho-head,” Felipe said to his brother. “Give me five.”
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8 compa: Spanish for “group of friends”

9 piojo: Spanish for “louse”

10 ¿Qué dices?: Spanish for “what did you say?”

11 ¿Qué hacen a mi familia?: Spanish for “What is happening to my family?”

12 flaco: Spanish for “skinny person” 



They slapped each other’s hands. Then Nacho said, “I thought you  
were a vegetarian.”

“Not anymore. My girlfriend left me.”
“What?”
“Yeah, she moved on to greener pastures. A lawyer. I guess she doesn’t  

like accountants.”
“You mean you were a vegetarian because of your girlfriend?” Nacho  

was shocked. He turned on the faucet in the kitchen and washed his 
hands.

“Sort of. But I have a new girlfriend. She likes good food and bad 
movies.”
“But I thought you had principles!”
“I do. But I got a new girlfriend.”
Nacho felt cheated. He wanted to tell Felipe that he had become a  

vegetarian, but he kept quiet.
From the dining room their father called, “Hombres,13 let’s eat.”
“Chow time,” Felipe said.
Felipe sat down, a napkin crushed in one hand and a fork shining in  

the other. After a prayer of thanks, during which he kept his eyes open 
looking at the meat, Felipe dove into the carne asada. He ate like a bar-
barian, ripping a tortilla and pinching up smudges of frijoles.14

“See, if you were living at home you would be eating good,” his  
mother said as she passed him another tortilla from the basket.

“Claro,”15 he said.
Nacho sat in front of his plate of rice and beans. He took a forkful of 

beans, eyeing his brother’s plate, which was loaded with steaming meat.  
He looked at his little brother’s face, his mother’s face, and his father’s 
dark and stubbled face: they were all enjoying meat. They were barbarian 
meat-eaters.

Later Nacho helped do the dishes. He rinsed while his mother washed, 
and he kept turning around and looking at the stove; the pan of meat still 
rested on one of the burners. His mouth watered.

After the dishes were done, the family sat and watched a sitcom on  
television. Nacho didn’t care about the program, except when one of the 
actors lifted a fork or wiped his mouth on a cloth napkin. But he zeroed 
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13 Hombres: Spanish for “men”

14 frijoles: Spanish for “beans”

15 Claro: Spanish for “clear;” here it means “true” or “right”



in on the Denny’s commercial and its parade of fried chicken, burgers, 
club sandwiches, bacon and eggs, and milk shakes. While they watched 
television, Nacho’s father told his son Felipe that he was proud of him. 

“You went all the way,” he said. “In a few years it will be Nacho’s turn. 
Already he has big ideas, like being a . . . cómo?”16

“A vegetarian,” Nacho’s mother said. She had changed the channel to  
las noticias, the evening news.

“Yes, a human who doesn’t eat meat,” his father said. “How he will 
grow, no sé.”17

“That’s cool,” Felipe said to Nacho. “Start young. What grade are you 
in?”

“Fifth,” Nacho said, staring at a commercial for Pioneer Chicken.
“Yeah, go to State. I’ll tell you about financial aid.”
“Yes, ask about money. This ol’ burro won’t last,” his father said, pointing 

to himself and braying like a donkey. “Ask your teacher también.”18

Nacho heard some of their chatter, but his eyes were locked on the 
screen. A bucket of chicken was being devoured by a family of five, just  
like their family. Nacho’s mouth flooded with the waters of hunger, and 
he had to leave the living room to eat a cracker.

Nacho went to bed hungry but determined not to ruin the planet. He  
lay awake, thinking about food, and when he closed his eyes, he saw a 
floating chicken drumstick.

But as he moved toward sleep he told himself that he should get  
serious. The next day he was going to ask Mrs. Wigert about college—
financial aid, majors, and easy courses. And in privacy, away from Juan  
and the others, he was going to ask point-blank: how can you live  
without meat? m
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16 ¿como?: Spanish for “what?”

17 no sé: Spanish for “I don’t know”

18 también: Spanish for “also”



1  bark lodge, wigwam, tipi, wickiup and hogan: Native American dwellings

Baptisms
JosepH BrucHac

Believing that people 
were or became 
what they were named,
they rose with the Sun,
called themselves Eagle,
Fox, Otter, Hawk, Wolf,
Bear and Deer.

Then new ones came,
those who named
themselves for forgotten memories,
great-grandfathers seeking 
hard dominion over rock and stream,
ownership of forest and plain,
with names of Farmer, Smith and Weaver,
Joiner, Carpenter, Stoner, Wright.

Then they gave
the first people new names,
Government men and preachers smiled 
as they christened Washingtons,
Wilsons, Garcias, Smiths—
and waited for them to change.

Yet even today,
when the newest names,
Citizen Band, Breeder Reactor,
Missile Range, Strip Mine and Pipe Line
have begun to move in,
residing where Bark Lodge, Wigwam
and Tipi, Wickiup and Hogan1 stood,
things have not ended as they should.

Somewhere, it is whispered,
at some ragged edge 
of the unfinished land
the Sun is rising, breathing again
names which we have not yet heard,
names about to be spoken. 
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responding to Cluster One

what Is Our relationship with nature?
Thinking Skill   eVAluAtIng

1.  Consider each character in this cluster, and evaluate his or her relationship with  
nature. Then place them on a continuum chart such as the one below. Be prepared 
to explain your placement.

     Paul Bunyan (“The Growin’ of Paul Bunyan”)  Oren Lyons (“Wisdomkeepers”) 
     Johnny Appleseed (“The Growin’ of Paul Bunyan”)  Ignacio Carrillo (“Nacho Loco”)

2.  Characters in “The Growin’ of Paul Bunyan” speak in dialect. Some readers find this 
amusing; others are irritated by it. Did the dialect add to or subtract from your 
enjoyment of the story? Be prepared to explain your answer. 

3.  How do you think a person who relies on the lumber industry for a living would 
respond to “The Growin’ of Paul Bunyan”?

4.  How would the following people respond to the essay “Is Humanity a Special 
Threat?”: the president of Exxon, a member of an environmental group such as 
Greenpeace, and Oren Lyons in “Wisdomkeepers”?

5.  In the poem “Baptisms,” the speaker says that some seek “dominion over rock and 
stream, ownership of forest and plain.” How does an attitude of “dominion” or “own-
ership” affect how we manage our natural resources, in both good and bad ways?

6.  Evaluate your relationship with nature; then place yourself on the continuum chart 
from question one and explain your placement.

Writing Activity: Position Paper

Pick one of the following quotations and write a position paper on why you agree or  
disagree with it.

“. . . there’s nobody bigger than a man who learns to grow.”
—“The Growin’ of Paul Bunyan” 

“You don’t fool around with Natural law and get away with it.”
—“Wisdomkeepers”

“ ...the smartest thing they could have done after the [Exxon Valdez oil]  
spill is not one single thing.”

—“Is Humanity a Special Threat?” 

A Position Paper
◆  begins with a statement of the writer’s opinion.

◆  uses examples to support the opinion.

◆  presents information clearly and logically.

◆  concludes by restating the writer’s opinion.

protector neutral destroyer



Cluster twO

What Happens When Humanity and Nature Collide?
Thinking Skill   AnAlyzIng





47e s s ay

A Fable for Tomorrow
from Silent Spring

racHeL carson

In 1962, the book Silent Spring created a sensation. Its author, Rachel 
Carson, a biologist with the U.S. Bureau of Fisheries, warned the world 

about the dangers of pollution, especially from the wide use of chemicals. 
Carson was particularly concerned about DDT, a colorless, odorless insecticide 

that was considered almost a miracle after it was first introduced in the 
forties. By the sixties, however, Carson and other scientists noticed that 
DDT accumulates in ecosystems and has toxic effects on humans and  

animals. The title Silent Spring refers to the absence of birdsong, which 
Carson blamed on such poisons that kill or harm birds. The controversial 

book helped launch the environmental movement. What follows is an 
excerpt from this groundbreaking work.

There was once a town in the heart of America where all life seemed  
to live in harmony with its surroundings. The town lay in the midst of a 
checkerboard of prosperous farms, with fields of grain and hillsides of 
orchards where, in spring, white clouds of bloom drifted above the green 
fields. In autumn, oak and maple and birch set up a blaze of color that 
flamed and flickered across a backdrop of pines. Then foxes barked in 
the hills and deer silently crossed the fields, half hidden in the mists of 
the fall mornings.

Along the roads, laurel, viburnum and alder,1 great ferns and wildflowers 
delighted the traveler’s eye through much of the year. Even in winter the 

StOne city, iOWa (DETAIL)

1930
Grant Wood

1 laurel, viburnum and alder: trees and shrubs
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roadsides were places of beauty, where countless birds came to feed  
on the berries and on the seed heads of the dried weeds rising above  
the snow. The countryside was, in fact, famous for the abundance and  
variety of its bird life, and when the flood of migrants was pouring 
through in spring and fall people traveled from great distances to observe 
them. Others came to fish the streams, which flowed clear and cold out 
of the hills and contained shady pools where trout lay. So it had been 
from the days many years ago when the first settlers raised their houses, 
sank their wells, and built their barns.

Then a strange blight crept over the area and everything began to 
change. Some evil spell had settled on the community: mysterious mala-
dies swept the flocks of chickens; the cattle and sheep sickened and 
died. Everywhere was a shadow of death. The farmers spoke of much 
illness among their families. In the town the doctors had become mor 
and more puzzled by new kinds of sickness appearing among their 
patients. There had been several sudden and unexplained deaths, not 
only among adults but even among children, who would be stricken sud-
denly while at play and die within a few hours.

There was a strange stillness. The birds, for example—where had they 
gone? Many people spoke of them, puzzled and disturbed. The feeding 

stations in the backyards were deserted. The few birds seen anywhere 
were moribund; they trembled violently and could not fly. It was a spring 
without voices. On the mornings that had once throbbed with the dawn 
chorus of robins, catbirds, doves, jays, wrens, and scores of other bird 
voices there was now no sound; only silence lay over the fields and 
woods and marsh.

On the farms the hens brooded, but no chicks hatched. The farmers  
complained that they were unable to raise any pigs—the litters were 
small and the young survived only a few days. The apple trees were  
coming into bloom but no bees droned among the blossoms, so there  
was no pollination and there would be no fruit. 

The roadsides, once so attractive, were now lined with browned and 
withered vegetation as though swept by fire. These, too, were silent, 
deserted by all living things. Even the streams were now lifeless. Anglers2 
no longer visited them, for all the fish had died.

In the gutters under the eaves and between the shingles of the roofs, a 
white granular powder still showed a few patches; some weeks before it  

2 anglers: people who fish
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had fallen like snow upon the roofs and the lawns, the fields and streams.
No witchcraft, no enemy action had silenced the rebirth of new life in 

this stricken world. The people had done it themselves.

▲         ▲         ▲

This town does not actually exist, but it might easily have a thousand  
counterparts in America or elsewhere in the world. I know of no  
community that has experienced all the misfortunes I describe. Yet every 
one of these disasters has actually happened somewhere, and many real 
communities have already suffered a substantial number of them. A  
grim specter has crept upon us almost unnoticed, and this imagined 
tragedy may easily become a stark reality we all shall know. m

a FaBle FOr tOmOrrOW

duSt BOWl     1933     Alexandre Hogue



Indian tribal leaders from the Amazon region of Ecuador arrive for a hearing in federal court in New York  
as plaintiffs in a billion-dollar class action lawsuit against Texaco, the American oil company.
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Battle for the Rain Forest

Joe kane

Deep in the Ecuadorian Amazon rain forest,1 in a village more than a 
hundred miles from the nearest road, a young Cofan Indian named 
Bolivar smiles as he describes the day that his people finally stood up to 
their most powerful enemy—the oil companies.

The Cofan had always depended on the rain forest for everything— 
their food, clothing, and homes. Then, in 1972, Texaco began extracting 
oil from the Cofan homeland. Over the next 20 years, Texaco dumped 
billions of gallons of untreated toxic oil waste directly into the forest, 
creeks, and rivers on which the Cofan depended for their survival.

“Texaco poisoned everything,” Bolivar says. He and his family and  
friends fled deeper into the forest. There they lived as before, until one 
day in November of 1991, when 24 employees of an American oil- 
exploration company marched into their new village and started cutting 
trees. The Cofan decided that they had had enough. “We had nowhere  
left to run,” Bolivar says. “We had to fight back.”

They took the oil workers prisoner and marched them out of the forest  
at spear point. They burned an oil well and destroyed a helicopter landing 
pad. When the Ecuadorian government sent in soldiers, the Cofan faced 
them down and backed them off. But the Cofan didn’t stop there. They 
and 30,000 other residents of the Oriente (ore-ee-EN-tay), as the 
Ecuadorian Amazon is known, brought a lawsuit against Texaco, 
demanding more than a billion dollars for ruining their health, crops, and 
hunting and fishing lands. Filed in federal court in White Plains, New 

1 Ecuadorian Amazon rain forest: the rain forest along the Amazon River in 
the South American country of Ecuador



52 a r t i c l e

WHat On eartH?

2 machetes: large, heavy knives

York, where Texaco has its headquarters, the suit poses a fundamental 
question: Should American environmental and human-rights standards 
apply to U.S. companies operating overseas?

No laws proTecT Tribes

The suit has the potential to force U.S. oil companies to change the way  
they do business not only in Ecuador, but throughout the Amazon and, 
indeed, the world. Foreign oil now accounts for more than half the 
energy used in the United States, and giants such as Mobil, Occidental, 
Arco, and Oryx are pushing ever deeper into native territory in  
Venezuela, Colombia, Peru, and Ecuador. Under the laws of most South 
American countries, the native, or indigenous, people have no legal right 
to the oil beneath their homelands and no say in how it is extracted. Nor, 
for all practical purposes, are there any laws that control the environ-
mental and human-rights consequences of oil production.

Increasingly, indigenous tribes that find themselves in the same  
predicament as the Cofan are taking matters into their own hands. In Peru, 
Machiguenga Indians recently forced Royal Dutch/Shell to abandon plans  
to develop a natural-gas field. In Colombia, the U’wa people threatened 
mass suicide if Occidental drilled for oil on their lands; in the face of world-
wide negative publicity, Occidental recently scaled back its plans. In 
Ecuador, where the government has leased 85 percent of Amazon lands 
occupied by indigenous people to oil companies, Quichua Indians armed 
with machetes2 and shotguns have shut down Arco wells. The Achuar are 
also battling Arco. And the Huaorani people—who are threatened with 
eradication of their culture for the sake of enough oil to meet U.S. energy 
needs for 10 days—have marched on Maxus Energy facilities.

These, however, are isolated battles in a much larger war. More typical  
is the agreement between Occidental and the Secoya, a tiny and isolated 
tribe. In exchange for signing a contract that enables the company to 
extract 155 million barrels of oil, Occidental gave the Secoya three  
stoves, three water pumps, some roofing material, an outboard motor, 
and three first-aid kits. Critics denounced the deal as “beads and trinkets,” 
but the oil company defended it, saying the Secoya “have a very clear 
picture of what they want.”

As they battle the oil companies, the indigenous people also find  
themselves battling national governments. Most of these countries are 
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impoverished and desper-
ately need the oil revenue. 
In Ecuador, where 79 per-
cent of the population 
lives in poverty, the 
government depends 
on oil for nearly half its 
revenues.

Nowhere are the con-
sequences of this 
dilemma more profound 
than among the Cofan. When 
Texaco started taking oil out of 
the Oriente, it drilled 339 wells, 
blasted 18,000 miles of trails with 
dynamite, and cut 300 miles of 
roads. It built a pipeline that rup-
tured constantly, spilling more oil 
into the forest than was spilled in 
the worst ecological disaster in 
U.S. history, when the oil tanker 
Exxon Valdez ran aground off 
the coast of Alaska in 1989.

Texaco and its partner, 
Petro-ecuador, also dug hun-
dreds of waste pits, into which 
they poured nearly all the toxic 
waste from the oil-extraction process, a practice that has long been out-
lawed in most of the U.S. The pits regularly leaked and washed out in the 
Oriente’s heavy rains. By 1992, they had discharged more than 30 billion 
gallons of untreated waste directly into the creeks, rivers, and lakes that 
are the primary sources of drinking, bathing, and fishing water for the 
local people. When a team of researchers analyzed these waters in 1993, 
they found extremely high levels of poisons. These poisons are considered 
so deadly that the U.S. Environmental Protection agency says any amount 
at all poses a serious cancer risk.

Texaco says it broke no laws and has paid Ecuador $40 million for clean- 
up efforts. D. York LeCorgne, a former president of Texaco’s Ecuadorian 

 Battle FOr tHe rain FOreSt
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operations, says the waste pits “are not an inherent cause of pollution” and 
that pipeline spills were caused by acts of nature. According to LeCorgne, 
the company complied not only with Ecuadorian law, “but also with oil-
industry standards of best practice and our own guiding principles and 
objectives, which affirm our commitment to the environment.”

Critics charge that Texaco deliberately used substandard practices to 
maximize profits. The company broke no laws, they say, only because  
there were virtually no laws to break. On paper, Ecuador has laws that 
protect the Amazon’s nature reserves, national parks, and indigenous 
people. But oil companies have told the government they won’t tolerate 
any laws that might impede production, and the government has not 
enforced them. Furthermore, in a country considered one of the world’s 
most corrupt, most of its oil revenues were allowed to be siphoned off by 
the oil companies and the small elite that controls the country.

poisoNous sludGe

On a recent trip to the old Cofan hunting grounds, Bolivar points out a  
rusting metal pipe discharging poisonous sludge from a nearby oil well 
into a creek. The banks are coated with a film of oil, the trees along it are 
brown and lifeless, and the water itself smells like tar. Throughout the  
forest, dozens of creeks and lakes are in similar condition. Traditionally,  
the Cofan survived by hunting and gathering, and by growing a few sta-
ples such as bananas and manioc.3 Their relationship with the forest was 
complex and highly sensitive—to make a blowgun and darts for hunting, 
for example, required more than 60 distinct forest products. But once 
Texaco came, Bolivar says, “we starved.” He vividly recalls the day he 
managed to hunt and kill a sort of wild pig called a peccary, “but it was 
so soaked with oil that we could not eat it. We knew then that if we did 
not leave, we would die.”

In biological terms, the Oriente is one of the richest places in the world; 
though no larger than Alabama, it is believed to be home to some 5 percent  
of all the species on the planet. In a single plot the size of two football fields, 
for example, researchers have identified 246 species of trees, more than are 
native to all of Western Europe. If cures for diseases such as AIDS and can-
cer were ever discovered, some researchers say, chances are they will come 
from the Oriente, or from the Amazonian region that surrounds it.

But as the Oriente is opened up for oil development, it suffers not only 

3 manioc: plant with a root that yields an edible starch
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from long-term pollution but from deforestation. Poor settlers from other 
parts of the country follow the oil roads into the rain forest, where they  
earn free title to land by “improving” it—in other words, by cutting down 
the trees and turning rain forest into farms. Often, these are lands that 
have long been occupied by indigenous people. Vast regions of the 
Oriente have already been destroyed, without any protection for their 
biological treasures.

Royal Dutch/Shell is expected to open an oil concession on the eastern 
side of the new Cofan lands, and Bolivar has little doubt that another  
round of confrontations will soon begin.

“We have no choice,” he says. “This is our home.” But as he has also  
come to learn, however painfully, it is a home intimately connected to a 
distant nation whose thirst for oil is second to none. m

Note: At the time of publication of this anthology (Fall 2000), the Cofan’s 
lawsuit against Texaco had been pending for seven years. The issue of 
whether to try the case in the U.S. or Ecuador had not yet been decided.

a r t i c l e
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A man measures the depth of oil refuse allegedly dumped by  
the Texaco oil company in the Oriente region of Ecuador.



All Revved Up About an  
Even Bigger Vehicle

dave Barry

If there’s one thing this nation needs, it’s bigger cars. That’s why I’m  
excited that Ford is coming out with a new mound o’ metal that will offer 
consumers even more total road-squatting mass than the current leader 
in the humongous-car category, the popular Chevrolet Suburban 
Subdivision, the first passenger automobile designed to be, right off the 
assembly line, visible from the Moon.

I don’t know what the new Ford will be called. Probably something  
like the “Ford Untamed Wilderness Adventure.” In the TV commercials, 
it will be shown splashing through rivers, charging up rocky mountain-
sides, swinging on vines, diving off cliffs, racing through the surf and 
fighting giant sharks hundreds of feet beneath the ocean surface—all the 
daredevil things that cars do in Sport Utility Vehicle Commercial World, 
where nobody ever drives on an actual road. In fact, the interstate high-
ways in Sport Utility Vehicle Commercial World, having been abandoned 
by humans, are teeming with deer, squirrels, birds and other wildlife that 
have fled from the forest to avoid being run over by nature-seekers in 
multi-ton vehicles barreling through the underbrush at 50 miles per hour.

In the real world, of course, nobody drives Sport Utility Vehicles in the 
forest, because when you have paid upward of $40,000 for a transporta-
tion investment, the last thing you want is squirrels pooping on it. No, if 
you want a practical “off-road” vehicle, you get yourself a 1973 American 
Motors Gremlin, which combines the advantage of not being worth  
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worrying about with the advantage of being so ugly that poisonous  
snakes flee from it in terror.

In the real world, what people mainly do with their Sport Utility  
Vehicles, as far as I can tell, is try to maneuver them into and out of  
parking spaces. I base this statement on my local supermarket, where  
many of the upscale patrons drive Chevrolet Subdivisions. I’ve noticed 
that these people often purchase just a couple of items—maybe a bottle 
of diet water and a two-ounce package of low-fat dried carrot shreds—
which they put into the back of their Subdivisions, which have 
approximately the same cargo capacity, in cubic feet, as Finland. This 
means there is plenty of room left over back there in case, on the way 
home, these people decide to pick up something else, such as a herd of 
bison.

Then comes the scary part: getting the Subdivision out of the parking 
space. This is a challenge, because the driver apparently cannot, while  
sitting in the driver’s seat, see all the way to either end of the vehicle. I 
drive a compact car, and on a number of occasions I have found myself 



trapped behind a Subdivision backing directly toward me, its massive 
metal butt looming high over my head, making me feel like a Tokyo 
pedestrian looking up at Godzilla.

I’ve tried honking my horn, but the Subdivision drivers can’t hear me, 
because they’re always talking on cellular phones the size of Chiclets.  
(“The Bigger Your Car, the Smaller Your Phone,” that is their motto.) I 
don’t know whom they’re talking to. Maybe they’re negotiating with 
their bison suppliers. Or maybe they’re trying to contact somebody in 
the same area code as the rear ends of their cars, so they can find out 
what’s going on back there. All I know is, I’m thinking of carrying marine 
flares, so I can fire them into the air as a warning to Subdivision drivers 
that they’re about to run me over. Although frankly, I’m not sure they’d 
care if they did. A big reason why they bought a Sport Utility Vehicle is 
“safety,” in the sense of, “you, personally, will be safe, although every 
now and then you may have to clean the remains of other motorists out 
of your wheel wells.”

Anyway, now we have the new Ford, which will be even larger than the 
Subdivision, which I imagine means it will have separate decks for the  
various classes of passengers, and possibly, way up in front by the hood 
ornament, Leonardo DiCaprio showing Kate Winslet how to fly. I can’t  
wait until one of these babies wheels into my supermarket parking lot. 
Other motorists and pedestrians will try to flee in terror, but they’ll be 
sucked in by the Ford’s powerful gravitational field and become stuck to 
its massive sides like so many refrigerator magnets. They won’t be 
noticed, however, by the Ford’s driver, who will be busy whacking at the 
side of his or her head, trying to dislodge his or her new cell phone, 
which is the size of a single grain of rice and has fallen deep into his or 
her ear canal.

And it will not stop there. This is America, darn it, and Chevrolet is not 
about to just sit by and watch Ford walk away with the coveted title of  
Least Sane Motor Vehicle. No, cars will keep getting bigger: I see a time, 
not too far from now, when upscale suburbanites will haul their overdue 
movies back to the video-rental store in full-size, 18-wheel tractor-trailers 
with names like “The Vagabond.” It will be a proud time for all  
Americans, a time for us to cheer for our country. We should cheer loud, 
because we’ll be hard to hear, inside the wheel wells. m
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When Nature Comes Too Close

antHony Brandt

The quiet village of North Haven, N.Y., occupies a 2.5-square-mile  
peninsula connected to the South Fork of Long Island1 by a spit of sand. 
The houses of its 733 residents are scattered about a landscape of  
meadows, ponds and oak forests. If you drive through North Haven 
quickly, you might never see a deer. And you might never know this is 
the hottest spot in what is rapidly becoming the war of the suburbs—the 
war between humans and wildlife.

Drive slowly through the village’s back roads and you will see white-
tailed deer in abundance, walking through the woods, feeding in people’s 
yards. In an hour and a half I counted 30 deer. They did not startle at the 
sound of my car; sometimes they didn’t even look up.

The deer population has been costly to North Haven’s environment. 
In the woods the understory has disappeared; nothing grows below five 
feet off the ground. Small mammals and ground-nesting birds have van-
ished, their habitat destroyed. The woods cannot replenish themselves 
because the deer eat all the saplings. Three-fourths of the residents have 
had damage to their ornamental plantings; others have built eight-foot 
fences around their property. Mayor Bob Ratcliffe believes North Haven’s  
ecosystem could handle about 60 deer. In the fall of 1996, the number 
stood at more than 600.

▲         ▲         ▲
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Even more important: deer carry ticks (as many as 100 on each ear) that  
can transmit Lyme disease to people. The symptoms can include fatigue, 
a rash, fever, and muscle and joint pain. If not treated early, the disease 
can severely damage the central nervous system.

Ratcliffe would like the state to haul the deer someplace else. But  
where? Deer are thriving in suburbs all across the country; some wildlife 
biologists say the United States has as many as 20 million. Lyme disease 
cases run to more than 16,000 a year nationwide. There are hundreds of 
thousands of car-deer collisions every year, costing more than $70 mil-
lion in damage.

It’s not just deer, either. The situation in North Haven is indicative of a 
growing nationwide problem: the spread of wildlife into human habitats 
and vice versa. This is happening for a host of reasons, including popu-
lation growth, changing hunting laws, a dearth of natural predators and 
shifting attitudes toward nature. “Animal populations are recovering 
strongly, and the suburbs are spreading into what was animal habitat,” 
says Cornell University wildlife researcher Jody Enck. “It’s likely to con-
tinue.” While not yet a national crisis, in many areas it looks to become 
one as the local wildlife bring damage, disease and even danger to our 
own back yards.

Every animal carries its own set of problems. Canada geese, which  
defecate as frequently as every eight minutes, are fouling golf courses, 
parks and lawns all over the East and Midwest. Beavers are flooding 
roads and basements in New York, Minnesota and New England,  
causing thousands of dollars in damage. Raccoons spread rabies, and  
they love suburban living.

The larger animals, however, present the biggest threats. Mountain  
lions are appearing with increasing frequency in California suburbs, 
where one wandered into a shopping center; others were seen on school 
grounds. A mountain lion was also spotted near Minneapolis. The  
animals may even be returning to the Northeast, with sightings reported 
as far south as Connecticut.

Moose are expanding their range from northern New England south.  
In 1996 one appeared in the Delaware Water Gap on the Pennsylvania-
New Jersey line. They can be major road hazards, as cars do not 
intimidate them. When your car strikes a moose, it sweeps the legs out 
from under the animal, resulting in 1000 pounds of meat and bone com-
ing through the windshield into your lap. In northern New England the 
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human-fatality rate in such collisions is about 25 times higher than in 
car-deer collisions.

▲         ▲         ▲

Bear proliferation, meanwhile, has taken place all across the country. In  
1995 a black bear attacked a 14-year-old girl in her back yard in Monroe, 
Wash. Wisconsin wildlife agents handled 1000 calls in 1996 complaining 
about black bears. Bears have been sighted inside the  
city limits of Chattanooga and Pittsburgh, captured 
in the suburbs of New York City and Knoxville, 
and discovered on the outskirts of Orlando. In 
1971 there were perhaps 20 or 30 bears in 
New Jersey; now the number is an esti-
mated 550. In a western Massachusetts 
town, a black bear came through a 
screen door, grabbed a bag of candy 
bars off the kitchen table and fled. 

It is the coyote, however, that 
constitutes the most widespread 
challenge to our ideas of where 
wildlife should live. Coyotes 
roam in every one of the 48 
contiguous states and are by 
no means confined to rural 
areas. They have been 
seen in resort communi-
ties on barrier islands off 
the Atlantic Coast, and in the 
suburbs of Chicago, St. Louis and 
New York. A coyote den was found on the median 
strip of Route 128, which circles Boston. In  
Indiana the coyote population has increased from 
500 in 1970 to more than 20,000 today.

No predatory mammal is as adaptable as the 
coyote. “It eats all types of food,” notes Marc 
Bekoff, a professor of biology at the University of 
Colorado. That’s putting it mildly. Mice, rabbits, 
birds, snakes, bats, iguanas, watermelon, sheep, 
goats, belts and belt buckles, fish, frogs, potatoes, 
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berries—all have been found in coyote stomachs. What they consume 
depends on where they are. In the suburbs they eat garbage; the dump-
ster is one of their favorite sources. They also eat pets. Over an 18-month 
period in Benbrook, Texas, more than 50 cats disappeared, apparently 
killed by coyotes.

They are very hard to control. In the West, coyote eradication through 
bounties, poisoning and hunting has been unsuccessful. “They’re very  
intelligent, very educable,” says Robert Chambers, retired professor of 
wildlife biology at the State University of New York College of 
Environmental Science and Forestry. They’re also difficult to trap, and 
more so the older and wilier they become.

▲         ▲         ▲

Few of us are easy in our conscience about this situation. Who does not 
admire the grace of the deer? The street smarts of the coyote?

But a black bear in our garbage can? Coyotes feeding on our beloved 
dog, Jack? That’s a different story. Wild animals are supposed to be wild; 
they’re supposed to keep their distance. They don’t belong in our back  
yard. The very notion violates our ideas about the boundaries between 
the domestic and the wild.

No one has any easy answers. Michael Conover, director of the  
Berryman Institute at Utah State University, wonders, “How can we  
create a world that has the wildlife we all love and cherish, yet solve  
these specific problems with animals?” Conover is trying to find solu-
tions without resorting to large-scale slaughter. “It’s much better to solve 
the problem by changing the animals’ behavior,” he said.

When the deer problem became acute in North Haven, the commu-
nity considered contraception, but the costs proved prohibitive. “The 
contraceptive is a vaccine derived from pig ovaries, and it must be 
administered by dart gun,” explains Cornell University wildlife biologist 
Paul Curtis. “Each free-ranging deer must be tagged as a warning, to pre-
vent human consumption of the vaccine. Just to capture and mark the 
animal is $200 per deer. Two doses of the vaccine per deer per year are 
necessary.” In North Haven the cost would have been tens of thousands 
of dollars every year.

“We’ve had this huge investment in studying deer, geese and other 
animals from the extractive2 perspective,” says John Hadidian, who 
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directs the Urban Wildlife Protection Program of the Humane Society of 
the United States. “Now we need a whole new science to understand 
what the problems are in the suburbs—and to figure out what to do.” 
Until then, he says, we have to learn to be more tolerant of local wildlife.

Meanwhile, we are finding that nature isn’t just “out there” any longer, 
somewhere in Montana or the Amazon rain forest. It is staring at us with 
big, hungry eyes, right where our azaleas3 used to be. m

3 azaleas: ornamental bushes





A Sound of Thunder

ray BradBury

The sign on the wall seemed to quaver under a film of sliding warm  
water. Eckels felt his eyelids blink over his stare, and the sign burned in 
this momentary darkness:

TIME SAFARI, INC.
SAFARIS TO ANY YEAR IN THE PAST.
YOU NAME THE ANIMAL.
WE TAKE YOU THERE.
YOU SHOOT IT.
A warm phlegm gathered in Eckels’s throat; he swallowed and pushed  

it down. The muscles around his mouth formed a smile as he put his 
hand slowly out upon the air, and in that hand waved a check for ten 
thousand dollars to the man behind the desk.

“Does this safari guarantee I come back alive?”
“We guarantee nothing,” said the official, “except the dinosaurs.” He 

turned. “This is Mr. Travis, your Safari Guide in the Past. He’ll tell you  
what and where to shoot. If he says no shooting, no shooting. If you dis-
obey instructions, there’s a stiff penalty of another ten thousand dollars, 
plus possible government action, on your return.”

Eckels glanced across the vast office at a mass and tangle, 
a snaking and humming of wires and steel boxes, at an 
aurora that flickered now orange, now silver, now blue. There 
was a sound like a gigantic bonfire burning all of Time, all the 
years and all the parchment calendars, all the hours piled 
high and set aflame.
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A touch of the hand and this burning would, on the instant, beautifully 
reverse itself. Eckels remembered the wording in the advertisements to 
the letter. Out of chars and ashes, out of dust and coals, like golden sala-
manders1, the old years, the green years, might leap; roses sweeten the 
air, white hair turn Irish-black2, wrinkles vanish; all, everything fly back 
to seed, flee death, rush down to their beginnings, suns rise in western 
skies and set in glorious easts, moons eat themselves opposite to the  
custom, all and everything cupping one in another like Chinese boxes,  
rabbits into hats, all and everything returning to the fresh death, the seed 
death, the green death, to the time before the beginning. A touch of a  
hand might do it, the merest touch of a hand.

“Unbelievable.” Eckels breathed, the light of the Machine on his thin  
face. “A real Time Machine.” He shook his head. “Makes you think. If the 
election had gone badly yesterday, I might be here now running away 
from the results. Thank God Keith won. He’ll make a fine President of the 
United States.”

“Yes,” said the man behind the desk. “We’re lucky. If Deutscher had  
gotten in, we’d have the worst kind of dictatorship. There’s an anti- 
everything man for you, a militarist, anti-Christ, anti-human, anti- 
intellectual. People called us up, you know, joking but not joking. Said if 
Deutscher became President, they wanted to go live in 1942. Of course  
it’s not our business to conduct escapes, but to form safaris. Anyway, 
Keith’s President now. All you got to worry about is—”

“Shooting my dinosaur,” Eckels finished it for him.
“A Tyrannosaurus rex. The Tyrant Lizard, the most incredible monster 

in history. Sign this release. Anything happens to you, we’re not 
responsible. Those dinosaurs are hungry.”

Eckels flushed angrily. “Trying to scare me!”
“Frankly, yes. We don’t want anyone going who’ll panic at the 

first shot. Six safari leaders were killed last year, and a dozen  
hunters. We’re here to give you the severest thrill a real hunter ever 

asked for. Traveling you back sixty million years to bag the biggest 
game in all of Time. Your personal check’s still there. Tear it up.”

Mr. Eckels looked at the check. His fingers twitched.
“Good luck,” said the man behind the desk. “Mr. Travis, he’s all 

yours.”
They moved silently across the room, taking their guns with them,  
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toward the Machine, toward the silver metal and the roaring light.

▲         ▲         ▲

First a day and then a night and then a day and then a night, then it was 
day-night-day-night-day. A week, a month, a year, a decade! a.d. 2055. 
 a.d. 2019. 1999! 1957! Gone! The Machine roared.

They put on their oxygen helmets and tested the intercoms.
Eckels swayed on the padded seat, his face pale, his jaw stiff. He felt  

the trembling in his arms, and he looked down and found his hands tight 
on the new rifle. There were four other men in the Machine. Travis, the 
Safari Leader; his assistant, Lesperance; and two other hunters, Billings 
and Kramer. They sat looking at each other, and the years blazed around 
them.

“Can these guns get a dinosaur cold?” Eckels felt his mouth saying. 
“If you hit them right,” said Travis on the helmet radio. “Some  

dinosaurs have two brains, one in the head, another far down the spinal 
column. We stay away from those. That’s stretching luck. Put your first 
two shots into the eyes, if you can, blind them, and go back into the 
brain.”

The Machine howled. Time was a film run backwards. Suns fled and  
ten million moons fled after them. “Think,” said Eckels. “Every hunter 
that ever lived would envy us today. This makes Africa seem like Illinois.”

The Machine slowed; its scream fell to a murmur. The Machine  
stopped.

The sun stopped in the sky. 
The fog that had enveloped the Machine blew away, and they were in  

an old time, a very old time indeed, three hunters and two Safari Heads 
with their blue metal guns across their knees.

“Christ isn’t born yet,” said Travis. “Moses has not gone to the moun-
tain to talk with God. The Pyramids are still in the earth, waiting to be cut 
out and put up. Remember that. Alexander, Caesar, Napoleon, Hitler—
none of them exists.”

The man nodded.
“That”—Mr. Travis pointed—“is the jungle of sixty million, two 

thousand and fifty-five years before President Keith.”
He indicated a metal path that struck off into green wilder-

ness, over streaming swamp, among giant ferns and palms.
“And that,” he said, “is the Path, laid by Time Safari for your 

use. It floats six inches above the earth. Doesn’t touch so much 
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as one grass blade, flower, or tree. It’s an anti-gravity metal. Its purpose 
is to keep you from touching this world of the past in any way. Stay on 
the Path. Don’t go off it. I repeat, don’t go off. For any reason! If you fall 
off, there’s a penalty. And don’t shoot any animal we don’t okay.”

“Why?” asked Eckels.
They sat in the ancient wilderness. Far birds’ cries blew on a wind,  

and the smell of tar and old salt sea, moist grasses, and flowers the color 
of blood.

“We don’t want to change the Future. We don’t belong here in the 
Past. The government doesn’t like us here. We have to pay big graft3 to 
keep our franchise.4 A Time Machine is finicky business. Not knowing it, 
we might kill an important animal, a small bird, a roach, a flower even, 
thus destroying an important link in a growing species.”

“That’s not clear,” said Eckels.
“All right,” Travis continued, “say we accidentally kill one mouse here.  

That means all the future families of this one particular mouse are 
destroyed, right?”

“Right.”
“And all the families of the families of the families of that one mouse!  

With a stamp of your foot, you annihilate first one, then a dozen, then a 
thousand, a million, a billion possible mice!”

“So they’re dead,” said Eckels. “So what?”
“So what?” Travis snorted quietly. “Well, what about the foxes that’ll  

need those mice to survive? For want of ten mice, a fox dies. For want of 
ten foxes, a lion starves. For want of a lion, all manner of insects,  

vultures, infinite billions of life forms are thrown into chaos and 
destruction. Eventually it all boils down to this: fifty-nine million 
years later, a caveman, one of a dozen on the entire world, goes 
hunting wild boar or saber-toothed tiger for food. But you, 
friend, have stepped on all the tigers in that region. By stepping 

on one single mouse. So the caveman starves. And the caveman, 
please note, is not just any expendable man, no! He is an entire 

future nation. From his loins would have sprung ten sons. From their 
loins one hundred sons, and thus onward to a civilization. Destroy this 
one man, and you destroy a race, a people, an entire history of life. It is 
comparable to slaying some of Adam’s grandchildren. The stomp of your 
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foot, on one mouse, could start an earthquake, the effects of which could 
shake our earth and destinies down through Time to their very founda-
tions. With the death of that one caveman, a billion others yet unborn 
are throttled in the womb. Perhaps Rome never rises on its seven hills. 
Perhaps Europe is forever a dark forest, and only Asia waxes healthy and 
teeming. Step on a mouse, and you crush the pyramids. Step on a 
mouse, and you leave your print, like a Grand Canyon, across Eternity. 
Queen Elizabeth might never be born, Washington might not cross the 
Delaware, there might never be a United States at all. So be careful. Stay 
on the Path. Never step off!”

“I see,” said Eckels. “Then it wouldn’t pay for us even to touch the  
grass?”

“Correct. Crushing certain plants could add up infinitesimally. A little 
error here could multiply in sixty million years, all out of proportion. Of 
course, maybe our theory is wrong. Maybe Time can’t be changed by us.  
Or maybe it can be changed only in little, subtle ways. A dead mouse 
here makes an insect imbalance there, a population disproportion later, 
a bad harvest further on, a depression, mass starvation, and, finally, a 
change in social temperament in far-flung countries. Something much 
more subtle, like that. Perhaps only a soft breath, a whisper, a hair, pollen 
on the air, such a slight, slight change that unless you looked close you 
wouldn’t see it. Who knows? Who really can say he knows? We don’t 
know. We’re guessing. But until we do know for certain whether our 
messing around in Time can make a big roar or a little rustle in history, 
we’re being careful. This Machine, this Path, your clothing and bodies, 
were sterilized, as you know, before the journey. We wear these oxygen 
helmets so we can’t introduce our bacteria into an ancient atmosphere.”

“How do we know which animals to shoot?”
“They’re marked with red paint,” said Travis. “Today, before our jour-

ney, we sent Lesperance here back with the Machine. He came to this 
particular era and followed certain animals.”

“Studying them?”
“Right,” said Lesperance. “I track them through their entire exis-

tence, noting which of them lives longest. Very few. How many 
times they mate. Not often. Life’s short. When I find one that’s 
going to die when a tree falls on him, or one that drowns in a tar 
pit, I note the exact hour, minute, and second. I shoot a paint 
bomb. It leaves a red patch on his side. We can’t miss it. Then I 
correlate our arrival in the Past so that we meet the monster not 
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more than two minutes before he would have died anyway. This way, we 
kill only animals with no future, that are never going to mate again. You 
see how careful we are?”

“But if you came back this morning in Time,” said Eckels eagerly, “you 
must’ve bumped into us, our Safari! How did it turn out? Was it success-
ful? Did all of us get through—alive?”

Travis and Lesperance gave each other a look.
“That’d be a paradox,” said the latter. “Time doesn’t permit that sort  

of mess—a man meeting himself. When such occasions threaten, Time 
steps aside. Like an airplane hitting an air pocket. You felt the Machine 
jump just before we stopped? That was us passing ourselves on the way 
back to the Future. We saw nothing. There’s no way of telling if this  
expedition was a success, if we got our monster, or whether all of us—
meaning you, Mr. Eckels—got out alive.”

Eckels smiled palely.
“Cut that,” said Travis sharply. “Everyone on his feet!”
They were ready to leave the Machine.
The jungle was high and the jungle was broad and the jungle was  

the entire world forever and forever. Sounds like music and sounds like  
flying tents filled the sky, and those were pterodactyls soaring with  
cavernous gray wings, gigantic bats of delirium and night fever. Eckels,  
balanced on the narrow Path, aimed his rifle playfully.

“Stop that!” said Travis. “Don’t even aim for fun, blast you! If your gun 
should go off—”

Eckels flushed. “Where’s our Tyrannosaurus?”
Lesperance checked his wristwatch. “Up ahead. We’ll bisect his 
trail in sixty seconds. Look for the red paint! Don’t shoot till we 
give the word. Stay on the Path. Stay on the Path!”

They moved forward in the wind of morning.
“Strange,” murmured Eckels. “Up ahead, sixty million years, 

Election Day over. Keith made President. Everyone celebrating. 
And here we are, a million years lost, and they don’t exist. The 

things we worried about for months, a lifetime, not even born or thought 
of yet.”

“Safety catches off, everyone!’ ordered Travis. “You, first shot, Eckels. 
Second, Billings. Third, Kramer.”

“I’ve hunted tiger, wild boar, buffalo, elephant, but now, this is it,” said 
Eckels. “I’m shaking like a kid.”

“Ah,” said Travis.
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Everyone stopped.
Travis raised his hand. “Ahead,” he whispered. “In the mist. There he  

is. There’s His Royal Majesty now.”
The jungle was wide and full of twitterings, rustlings, murmurs, and 

sighs.
Suddenly it all ceased, as if someone had shut a door.
Silence.
A sound of thunder.
Out of the mist, one hundred yards away, came Tyrannosaurus rex.
“It,” whispered Eckels. “It . . .”
“Sh!”
It came on great oiled, resilient, striding legs. It towered thirty feet  

above half of the trees, a great evil god, folding its delicate  
watchmaker’s claws close to its oily, reptilian chest. Each lower leg was  
a piston, a thousand pounds of white bone, sunk in thick ropes of mus-
cle, sheathed over in a gleam of pebbled skin like the mail of a terrible 
warrior. Each thigh was a ton of meat, ivory, and steel mesh. And from 
the great breathing cage of the upper body those two delicate arms dan-
gled out front, arms with hands which might pick up and examine men 
like toys, while the snake neck coiled. And the head itself, a ton of sculp-
tured stone, lifted easily upon the sky. Its mouth gaped, exposing a fence 
of teeth like daggers. Its eyes rolled, ostrich eggs, empty of all expression 
save hunger. It closed its mouth in a death grin. It ran, its pelvic bones 
crushing aside trees and bushes, its taloned feet clawing damp earth, 
leaving prints six inches deep wherever it settled its weight. It ran with a 
gliding ballet step, far too poised and balanced for its ten tons. It moved 
into a sunlit arena warily, its beautifully reptilian hands feeling the air.

“Why, why—” Eckels twitched his mouth. “It could reach up and grab  
the moon.”

“Sh!” Travis jerked angrily. “He hasn’t seen us yet.”
“It can’t be killed.” Eckels pronounced this verdict quietly, as if there  

could be no argument. He had weighed the evidence and that was his 
considered opinion. The rifle in his hands seemed a cap gun. “We 
were fools to come. This is impossible.”

“Shut up!’ hissed Travis.
“Nightmare.”
“Turn around,” commanded Travis. “Walk quietly to the 

Machine. We’ll remit one half your fee.”
“I didn’t realize it would be this big,” said Eckels. “I  
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miscalculated, that’s all. And now I want out.”
“It sees us!”
“There’s the red paint on its chest!”
The Tyrant Lizard raised itself. Its armored flesh glittered like a thou-

sand green coins. The coins, crusted with slime, steamed. In the slime, 
tiny insects wriggled, so that the entire body seemed to twitch and undu-
late, even while the monster itself did not move. It exhaled. The stink of 
raw flesh blew down the wilderness.

“Get me out of here,” said Eckels. “It was never like this before. I was  
always sure I’d come through alive. I had good guides, good safaris and 
safety. This time, I figured wrong. I’ve met my match and admit it. This 
is too much for me to get hold of.”

“Don’t run,” said Lesperance. “Turn around. Hide in the Machine.”
“Yes,” Eckels seemed to be numb. He looked at his feet as if trying to  

make them move. He gave a grunt of helplessness.
“Eckels!”
He took a few steps, blinking, shuffling.
“Not that way!”
The Monster, at the first motion, lunged forward with a terrible  

scream. It covered one hundred yards in six seconds. The rifles jerked up 
and blazed fire. A windstorm from the beast’s mouth engulfed them in 
the stench of slime and old blood. The monster roared, teeth glittering 
with sun.

Eckels, not looking back, walking blindly to the edge of the Path, his  
gun limp in his arm, stepped off the Path and walked, not knowing it, in 

the jungle. His feet sank into green moss. His legs moved him, and 
he felt alone and remote from the events behind.

The rifles cracked again. Their sound was lost in shriek and 
lizard thunder. The great level of the reptile’s tail swung up, 
lashed sideways. Trees exploded in clouds of leaf and branch. 

The Monster twitched its jeweler’s hands down to fondle at the 
men, to twist them in half, to crush them like berries, to cram them 

into its teeth and its screaming throat. Its boulder-stone eyes leveled with 
the men. They saw themselves mirrored. They fired at the metallic eye-
lids and blazing black irises.

Like a stone idol, like a mountain avalanche, Tyrannosaurus fell. 
Thundering, it clutched trees, pulled them with it. It wrenched and tore 
the metal Path. The men flung themselves back and away. The body hit, 
ten tons of cold flesh and stone. The guns fired. The Monster lashed its 
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armored tail, twitched its snake jaws and lay still. A fount of blood 
spurted from its throat. Somewhere inside, a sac of fluid burst. Sickening 
gushes drenched the hunters. They stood, red and glistening.

The thunder faded.
The jungle was silent. After the avalanche, a green peace. After the  

nightmare, morning.
Billings and Kramer sat on the pathway and threw up. Travis and 

Lesperance stood with smoking rifles, cursing steadily.
In the Time Machine, on his face, Eckels lay shivering. He had found  

his way back to the Path, climbed into the Machine.
Travis came walking, glanced at Eckels, took cotton gauze from a  

metal box and returned to the others, who were sitting on the Path.
“Clean up.”
They wiped the blood from their helmets. They began to curse too.  

The Monster lay, a hill of solid flesh. Within, you could hear the sighs and 
murmurs as the farthest chambers of it died, the organs malfunctioning, 
liquids running a final instant from pocket to sac to spleen5, everything 
shutting off, closing up forever. It was like standing by a wrecked  
locomotive or a steam shovel at quitting time, all valves being released  
or levered tight. Bones cracked; the tonnage of its own flesh, off balance, 
dead weight, snapped the delicate forearms, caught underneath. The 
meat settled, quivering.

Another cracking sound. Overhead, a gigantic tree branch broke from  
its heavy mooring, fell. It crashed upon the dead beast with finality.

“There.” Lesperance checked his watch. “Right on time. That’s the  
giant tree that was scheduled to fall and kill this animal originally.” He 
glanced at the two hunters. “You want the trophy picture?”

“What?”
“We can’t take a trophy back to the Future.The body has to stay right 

where it would have died originally, so the insects, birds, and bacteria  
can get at it, as they were intended to. Everything in balance. The body 
stays. But we can take a picture of you standing near it.”

The two men tried to think, but gave up, shaking their heads.
They let themselves be led along the metal Path. They sank 

wearily into the machine cushions. They gazed back at the ruined 
Monster, the stagnating mound, where already strange reptilian 
birds and golden insects were busy at the steaming armor.

a SOund OF tHunder 
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A sound on the floor of the Time Machine stiffened them. Eckels sat 
there, shivering.

“I’m sorry,” he said at last.
“Get up!” cried Travis. 
Eckels got up.
“Go out on that Path alone,” said Travis. He had his rifle pointed. 

“You’re not coming back in the Machine. We’re leaving you here!”
Lesperance seized Travis’s arm. “Wait—”
“Stay out of this!” Travis shook his hand away. “This fool nearly killed 

us. But it isn’t that so much, no. It’s his shoes! Look at them! He ran off 
the Path. That ruins us! We’ll forfeit! Thousands of dollars of insurance! 
We guaranteed no one leaves the Path. He left it. Oh, the fool! I’ll have to 
report to the government. They might revoke our license to travel. Who 
knows what he’s done to Time, to History!”

“Take it easy. All he did was kick up some dirt.”
“How do we know?” cried Travis. “We don’t know anything! It’s all a  

mystery! Get out of here, Eckels!”
Eckels fumbled his shirt. “I’ll pay anything. A hundred thousand dol-

lars!”
Travis glared at Eckels’s checkbook and spat. “Go out there. The  

Monster’s next to the Path. Stick your arms up to your elbows in his 
mouth. Then you can come back with us.”

“That’s unreasonable!”
“The Monster’s dead, you idiot. The bullets! The bullets can’t be left 

behind. They don’t belong in the Past; they might change anything. 
Here’s my knife. Dig them out!”

The jungle was alive again, full of the old tremorings and bird 
cries. Eckels turned slowly to regard the primeval garbage 
dump, that hill of nightmares and terror. After a long time, like 
a sleepwalker he shuffled out along the Path.

He returned, shuddering, five minutes later, his arms soaked 
and red to the elbow. He turned out his hands. Each held a number 

of steel bullets. Then he fell. He lay where he fell, not moving.
“You didn’t have to make him do that,” said Lesperance.
“Didn’t I? It’s too early to tell.” Travis nudged the still body. “He’ll live. 

Next time he won’t go hunting game like this. Okay.” He jerked his 
thumb wearily at Lesperance. “Switch on. Let’s go home.”

1492. 1776. 1812.
They cleaned their hands and faces. They changed their caking shirts 
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and pants. Eckels was up and around again, not speaking. Travis glared 
at him for a full ten minutes.

“Don’t look at me,” cried Eckels. “I haven’t done anything.”
“Who can tell?”
“Just ran off the Path, that’s all, a little mud on my shoes—what do 

you want me to do, get down and pray?”
“We might need it. I’m warning you, Eckels, I might kill you yet. I’ve  

got my gun ready.”
“I’m innocent. I’ve done nothing!”
1999. 2000. 2055.
The Machine stopped.
“Get out,” said Travis. 
The room was there as they had left it. But not the same as they had  

left it. The same man sat behind the same desk. But the same man did 
not quite sit behind the same desk.

Travis looked around swiftly. “Everything okay here?” he snapped.
“Fine. Welcome home!”
Travis did not relax. He seemed to be looking at the very atoms of the  

air itself, at the way the sun poured through the one high window.
“Okay, Eckels, get out. Don’t ever come back.”
Eckels could not move.
“You heard me,” said Travis. “What’re you staring at?”
Eckels stood smelling of the air, and there was a thing to the air, a  

chemical taint so subtle, so slight, that only a faint cry of his subliminal 
senses warned him it was there.

The colors, white, gray, blue, orange, in the wall, in the furniture, in the  
sky beyond the window, were . . . were . . . And there was a feel. His flesh 
twitched. His hands twitched. He stood drinking the oddness with the  
pores of his body. Somewhere, someone must have been screaming one 
of those whistles that only a dog can hear. His body screamed silence in 
return. Beyond this room, beyond this wall, beyond this man who was 
not quite the same man seated at this desk that was not quite the same 
desk . . . lay an entire world of streets and people. What sort of world 
it was now, there was no telling. He could feel them moving 
there, beyond the walls, almost, like so many chess pieces 
blown in a dry wind. . . .

But the immediate thing was the sign painted on the office 
wall, the same sign he had read earlier today on first entering.

Somehow, the sign had changed.

a SOund OF tHunder 
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TYME SEFARI INC.
SEFARIS TU ANY YEER EN THE PAST.
YU NAIM THE ANIMALL.
WEE TAEKYUTHAIR.
YU SHOOT ITT.
Eckels felt himself fall into the chair. He fumbled crazily at the thick 

slime on his boots. He held up a clod of dirt, trembling. “No, it can’t be. 
Not a little thing like that. No!”

Embedded in the mud, glistening green and gold and black, was a 
butterfly, very beautiful and very dead. 

“Not a little thing like that! Not a butterfly!” cried Eckels.
It fell to the floor, an exquisite thing, a small thing that could upset  

balances and knock down a line of small dominoes and then big domi-
noes and then gigantic dominoes, all down the years across Time. 
Eckels’s mind whirled. It couldn’t change things. Killing one butterfly 
couldn’t be that important! Could it?

His face was cold. His mouth trembled, asking: “Who—who won the 
presidential election yesterday?”

The man behind the desk laughed. “You joking? You know very well. 
Deutscher, of course! Who else? Not that fool weakling Keith. We got an  
iron man now, a man with guts!” The official stopped. “What’s wrong?”

Eckels moaned. He dropped to his knees. He scrabbled at the golden  
butterfly with shaking fingers. “Can’t we,” he pleaded to the world, to 
himself, to the officials, to the Machine, “can’t we take it back, can’t we 

make it alive again? Can’t we start over? Can’t we—”
He did not move. Eyes shut, he waited, shivering. He heard 

Travis breathe loud in the room; he heard Travis shift his rifle, 
click the safety catch and raise the weapon.

There was a sound of thunder. m
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It was down by the Dirty River
 As the Smog was beginning to thin
Because we had been so busy
 Breathing the worst of it in,

That the worst remained inside us
 And whatever we breathed back
Was only—sort of—grayish,
 Or at least not entirely black.

It was down by the Dirty River
 That flows to the Sticky Sea 
I gave my heart to my Bonnie,
 And she gave hers to me.

I coughed, “I love you, Bonnie
 And do you love me true?”
The tears of joy flowed from my eyes
 When she sneezed back: “Yes—Achoo!”

It was high in the Garbage Mountains,
 In Saint Snivens by the Scent,
I married my darling Bonnie
 And we built our Oxygen Tent.

And here till the tanks are empty
 We sit and watch TV
And dream of the Dirty River
 On its way to the Sticky Sea.

Here till the needles quiver
 Shut on the zero mark
We sit hand in hand while the TV screen
 Shines like a moon in the dark.

I cough: “I love you, Bonnie.
 And do you love me true?”
And tears of joy flow from our eyes
 When she sneezes: “Yes—Achoo!”

And They Lived Happily Ever After for a While

JoHn ciardi
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responding to Cluster two

what happens when humanity and nature Collide?
Thinking Skill   AnAlyzIng

1.  Using a chart such as the one below, analyze what happens in each of the following 
selections when humanity and nature collide. An example has been done for you. 

Selection                     Description of Collision    Result

A Fable for Tomorrow                  man-made chemicals  
        cause death of ecosystem

Battle for the Rain Forest

When Nature Comes Too Close

All Revved Up About an Even  
Bigger Vehicle  

A Sound of Thunder  

2.  In your opinion, what is the main point of “Battle for the Rain Forest”? Analyzing 
the needs and positions of native people, their governments, and foreign oil com-
panies will help you decide.

3.  Discuss the debate topic: “American environmental and human-rights standards 
should apply to U.S. companies operating overseas.” 

4.  The tone of a piece of writing is its mood or atmosphere. In “Wisdomkeepers” in 
Cluster One, Oren Lyons conveys his philosophy in an angry tone. In one word 
each, how would you describe the tone of each selection in this cluster? 

5.  How does “A Sound of Thunder” illustrate “chaos theory” as it is described in the 
essay “Butterfly or Asteroid” on p. 9?

Writing Activity: Environmental Analysis

Of the environmental issues explored in this cluster, choose the one that matters to  
you most. Analyze why it is important and how it could be resolved. 

A Strong Analysis
◆  demonstrates careful examination of each part of the topic.

◆  supports each point with evidence.

◆  organizes information clearly.

◆  ends with a summary of the ideas presented.



Cluster three

How Can We Live in Harmony with Nature?
Thinking Skill   prOBlem sOlVIng
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Heroes for the Planet 
Then and Now
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wasTe disposal TheN

Garbage dumps used to allow anything and 
everything. Residents and businesses threw out 

both recyclable and nonrecyclable items, which were sim-
ply thrown away in the hopes that time and the 

elements would decompose at least some 
of the debris.
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1 caveat: warning

wasTe disposal Now

Modern trash disposal often requires separation of recyclable 
items from biodegradable and hazardous wastes. Glass, metal, 
paper and certain types of plastics are transported to be turned 

into new products, while hazardous items such as batteries 
and solvents are processed at specially designed 

dump sites.

caveaT1

Recycled waste still only accounts for a tiny percentage of the total solid  
waste disposed each year. In the United States alone, an estimated 360 
million tons of solid wastes—more than a ton and a half for each person—
are generated in the residential and industrial sectors each year. 
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foresTry TheN

Clear-cutting and hauling left hills denuded and 
scarred by logging roads. The lack of vegetation  

led to soil erosion and the muddying of 
upland rivers and streams.
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caveaT

Trees grown in reforestation efforts are often a single species, which 
diminishes the area’s biodiversity. Meanwhile, in many developing coun-
tries—where short-term economic concerns often outweigh efforts at 
long-term planning—forests are clear cut for cash or farmlands, without 
any attempt at reforestation.

foresTry Now

Many wood-product companies practice 
sustainable forestry, where trees are planted 

for re-growth as soon as logging is  
completed.



The Sun

mary oLiver

Have you ever seen
anything
in your life
more wonderful

than the way the sun,
every evening,
relaxed and easy,
floats toward the horizon

and into the clouds or the hills,
or the rumpled sea,
and is gone—
and how it slides again

out of the blackness,
every morning,
on the other side of the world,
like a red flower

streaming upward on its heavenly oils,
say, on a morning in early summer,
at its perfect imperial distance—
and have you ever felt for anything

such wild love—
do you think there is anywhere, in any language,
a word billowing enough
for the pleasure

that fills you,
as the sun
reaches out,
as it warms you

as you stand there,
empty-handed—
or have you too
turned from this world—

or have you too
gone crazy
for power,
for things?

84 p o e m



85p o e m



86 f o l k  t a l e



87f o l k  t a l e

A Palace of Bird Beaks
a Folk Tale from the Yemen1 Oral Tradition

retoLd By Howard scHwartz and BarBara rusH

There once was a king named Solomon, who was known throughout  
the world for his wisdom. Why, he could command the winds and birds 
to come whenever he called them. He even knew the language of every 
bird and animal on earth.

Now it so happened that King Solomon’s wife was soon to have a  
birthday. The king asked her what gift she would like.

“Oh, I would like something that no other queen on earth has ever  
had,” she said. “Build me a palace of bird beaks!”

And out of love for his wife, Solomon answered, “You shall have it, my 
dear. A palace of bird beaks shall be yours.”

Then King Solomon called forth all the birds in the world and ordered 
them to come to his palace, prepared to give up their beaks. Before even  
a day had gone by, thousands of birds filled the sky, beating their wings 
and swooping down to the palace. All came: the strong eagle, the tiny 
hummingbird, the bluebird, the mockingbird, and every bird that lived 
on earth. The birds were not very happy at having to give up their beaks. 
But what could they do? They were among the smallest creatures in the 
kingdom. Soon every bird had flocked to the palace except one—the 
hoopoe2—a little bird with colorful feathers and a fine, pointed beak. As 
time passed and it did not arrive, the king became angry.

1 Yemen: Southern Arabic

2 hoopoe: an Old World bird with a crest and a slender bill
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“Fetch the hoopoe and bring it here!” he shouted to his servants. “Let  
it be punished for failing to obey the king!”

At last the hoopoe was brought before the king.
“Where have you been?” King Solomon demanded. “Why have you  

kept me waiting?”
“Please, your Majesty, do not be angry with me,” said the hoopoe. “I  

have been flying to the ends of the earth. I have seen gardens, forests, 
oceans, deserts—and from all that I have seen, I have gained much wis-
dom, so that I may serve you well. Punish me if you must, but first give 
me a chance to prove that I have not just been flying lazily about. Let me 
ask you three riddles. If you can answer correctly, then do what you will 
with me. But if there is even one of them that you cannot answer, then 
spare my life.”

The other birds gasped. How shocked they were that a bird dared bar-
gain with the king! But King Solomon admired this bold little creature, 
and he accepted the challenge. “Very well,” he said, “ask your riddles. 
After all, how can your wisdom be compared to the wisdom of a king?”

So the hoopoe spoke. “This is the first riddle. Tell me, your Majesty,  
who is it who was never born and has never died?”

The king did not even pause to think.
“The Lord of the world, blessed be He,” he said at once. And as he 

spoke, King Solomon thought, The Lord of the world who created all 
creatures to be free.

The hoopoe continued. “Here is the second riddle. Tell me, your  
Majesty, what water never rises from the ground and never falls from the 
sky?”

King Solomon smiled, for he knew the answer. “The answer is a tear,”  
he said, “a tear that falls from an eye that cries with sadness.” And as he 
finished answering, King Solomon looked around and saw all those birds 
stretched out before him, waiting sadly and helplessly for their beaks to 
be cut off. The king too was saddened, and a tear came to his eye.

Now a strange thing happened. Although King Solomon was certain  
that his wisdom was perfect, for just a moment it occurred to him that 
perhaps he had done a foolish thing in agreeing to build a palace of bird 
beaks.

Then the hoopoe spoke again, and this time it trembled, for it had  
only one riddle left—only one more chance to save itself.

“Your Majesty, what is it that is delicate enough to put food in a baby’s 
mouth, yet strong enough to bore holes in the hardest wood?”
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It did not take King Solomon long 
to reply. “Why, a bird’s beak, of 
course!” he answered. And looking 
around at that great gathering of 
birds, he realized how special those 
creatures were, and how very pre-
cious their beaks were to them.

Meanwhile the hoopoe bowed 
its head. “Punish me as you will, 
your Majesty, for you have  
answered my three riddles.” And it 
waited in silence to hear the harsh 
punishment of the king.

But the king was smiling. “Dear 
hoopoe,” he announced in a loud 
voice, so that all the birds could hear, 
“I am known throughout the world 
for my wisdom, yet you are the one 
who is truly wise. You have shown 
me that a king should never be too 
proud to admit he has made a mis-
take. I have decided not to build a 
palace of bird beaks after all!”

At this, all the birds wanted to 
flap their wings in joy, but they did 
not dare to interrupt the king.

“For your wisdom you shall be rewarded, not punished,” said King 
Solomon. He called forth the royal jeweler and bade him make the bird 
a small crown, much like the crown that he himself, the king, wore upon 
his head. And when the crown was finished, King Solomon placed it 
upon the head of the hoopoe.

So it is that to this day the hoopoe wears a crown on its forehead, to 
remind all the birds who see it of the reward of King Solomon and the 
wisdom of the bird who saved their beaks. m





The Face of a Spider

david Quammen

One evening a few years ago I walked back into my office after din-
ner and found roughly a hundred black widow spiders frolicking on my 
desk. I am not speaking metaphorically and I am not making this up: a 
hundred black widows. It was a vision of ghastly, breathtaking beauty, 
and it brought on me a wave of nausea. It also brought on a small moral 
crisis—one that I dealt with briskly, maybe rashly, in the dizziness of the 
moment, and that I’ve been turning back over in my mind ever since. I 
won’t say I’m haunted by those hundred black widows, but I do remem-
ber them vividly. To me, they stand for something. They stand, in their 
small synedochical1 way, for a large and important question. 

The question is, How should a human behave toward the members of 
other living species?

A hundred black widows probably sounds like a lot. It is—even for 
Tucson, Arizona, where I was living then, a habitat in which black wid-
ows breed like rabbits and prosper like cockroaches, the females of the 
species growing plump as huckleberries and stringing their ragged webs 
in every free corner of every old shed and basement window. In Tucson, 
during the height of the season, a person can always on short notice 
round up eight or ten big, robust black widows, if that’s what a person 
wants to do. But a hundred in one room? So all right, yes, there was a 
catch: These in my office were newborn babies.
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A hundred scuttering bambinos,2 each one no bigger than a poppy-
seed. Too small still for red hourglasses, too small even for red egg 
timers. They had the aesthetic3 virtue of being so tiny that even a person 
of good eyesight and patient disposition could not make out their  
hideous little faces.

Their mother had sneaked in when the rains began and set up a web 
in the corner beside my desk. I knew she was there—I got a reminder 
every time I dropped a pencil and went groping for it, jerking my hand 
back at the first touch of that distinctive, dry, high-strength web. But I 
hadn’t made the necessary decision about dealing with her. I knew she 
would have to be either murdered or else captured adroitly in a pickle jar 
for relocation to the wild, and I didn’t especially want to do either. (I had 
already squashed scores of black widows during those Tucson years but 
by this time, I guess, I was going soft.) In the meantime, she had gotten 
pregnant. She had laid her eggs into a silken egg sac the size of a Milk 
Dud and then protected that sac vigilantly, keeping it warm, fending off 
any threats, as black widow mothers do. While she was waiting for the 
eggs to come to term, she would have been particularly edgy, particularly 
unforgiving, and my hand would have been in particular danger each 
time I reached for a fallen pencil. Then the great day arrived. The  
spiderlings hatched from their individual eggs, chewed their way out of 
the sac, and started crawling, brothers and sisters together up toward the 
orange tensor lamp that was giving off heat and light on the desk of the 
nitwit who was their landlord.

By the time I stumbled in, fifty or sixty of them had reached the lamp-
shade and rappelled back down on dainty silk lines, leaving a net of 
gossamer rigging between the lamp and the Darwin book (it happened 
to be an old edition of Insectivorous Plants, with marbled endpapers) that 
sat on the desk. Some dozen of others had already managed dispersal 
flights, letting out strands of buoyant silk and ballooning away on the rising 
air, as spiderlings do—in this case dispersing as far as the bookshelves. It 
was too late for one man to face one spider with just a pickle jar and an 
index card and his two shaky hands. By now I was proprietor of a highly 
successful black widow hatchery.

And the question was, How should a human behave toward the  
members of other living species?
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▲         ▲         ▲

The Jain religion of India has a strong teaching on that question. The 
Sanskrit4 word is ahimsa, generally rendered in English as “noninjury” or 
the imperative “do no harm.” Ahimsa is the ethical centerpiece of Jainism, 
an absolute stricture against the killing of living beings—any living beings—
and it led the traditional Jains to some extreme forms of observance. A 
rigorously devout Jain would burn no candles or lights, for instance, if there 
was danger a moth might fly into them. The Jain would light no fire for heat-
ing or cooking, again because it might cause the death of insects. He would 
cover his mouth and nose with a cloth mask, so as not to inhale any gnats. 
He would refrain from cutting his hair, on the grounds that the lice hiding 
in there might be gruesomely injured by the scissors. He could not plow a 
field, for fear of mutilating worms. He could not work as a carpenter or a 
mason, with all that dangerous sawing and crunching, nor could he engage 
in most types of industrial production. Consequently the traditional Jains 
formed a distinct socioeconomic class, composed almost entirely of monks 
and merchants. Their ethical canon5 was not without what you and I might 
take to be glaring contradictions (vegetarianism was sanctioned, plants as 
usual getting dismissive treatment in the matter of rights to life), but at least 
they took it seriously. They lived by it. They tried their best to do no harm.

And this in a country, remember, where 10,000 humans died every 
year from snakebite, almost a million more from malaria carried in the 
bites of mosquitoes. The black widow spider, compared to these fellow 
creatures, seems a harmless and innocent beast. 

But personally I hold no brief6 for ahimsa, because I don’t delude 
myself that it’s even theoretically (let alone practically) possible. The 
basic processes of animal life, human or otherwise, do necessarily entail 
a fair bit of ruthless squashing and gobbling. Plants can sustain them-
selves on no more than sunlight and beauty and a hydroponic7 diet—but 
not we animals. I’ve only mentioned this Jainist ideal to suggest the 
range of possible viewpoints . . . 

. . . I have my own little notion of one measure that might usefully be 
applied in our relations with other species, and I offer it here seriously 
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6 brief: argument 

7 hydroponic: water-based. Hydroponic farming uses nutrient-rich water in the 
place of soil.



despite the fact that it will probably sound godawful stupid.
Eye contact.
Make eye contact with the beast, the Other, before you decide upon 

action. No kidding, now, I mean get down on your hands and knees right 
there in the vegetable garden, and look that snail in the face. Lock eyes 
with that bull snake. Trade stares with the carp. Gaze for a moment into 
the many-faceted eyes—the windows to its soul—of the house fly, as it 
licks its way innocently across your kitchen counter. Look for signs of 
embarrassment or rancor or guilt. Repeat the following formula silently, 
like a mantra: “This is some mother’s darling, this is some mother’s 
child.” Then kill if you will, or if it seems you must.

I’ve been experimenting with the eye-contact approach for some time 
myself. I don’t claim that it has made me gentle or holy or put me in tune 
with the cosmic hum, but definitely it has been interesting. The hardest 
cases—and therefore I think the most telling—are the spiders.

▲         ▲         ▲

The face of a spider is unlike anything else a human will ever see. The 
word “ugly” doesn’t even begin to serve. “Grotesque” and “menacing” are 
too mild. The only adequate way of communicating the effect of a spiderly 
countenance is to warn that it is “very different,” and then offer a photo-
graph. This trick should not be pulled on loved ones just before bedtime 
or when trying to persuade them to accompany you to the Amazon.

The special repugnant power of the spider physiognomy8 derives, I think, 
from fangs and eyes. The former are too big and the latter are too many. 
But the fangs (actually the fangs are only terminal barbs on the chelicerae, 
as the real jaw limbs are called) need to be large, because all spiders are 
predators yet they have no pincers like a lobster or a scorpion, no talons like 
an eagle, no social behavior like a pack of wolves. Large clasping fangs 
armed with poison glands are just their required equipment for earning a 
living. And what about those eight eyes—big ones and little ones, arranged 
in two rows, all bugged-out and pointing everywhichway? (My wife the biol-
ogist offers a theory here: “They have an eye for each leg, like us—so they 
don’t step in anything.”) Well, a predator does need good eyesight, binocu-
lar focus, peripheral vision. Sensory perception is crucial to any animal that 
lives by the hunt and, unlike insects, arachnids possess no antennae. 
Beyond that, I don’t know. I don’t know why a spider has eight eyes.
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I only know that, when I make eye contact with one, I feel a deep  
physical shudder of revulsion, and of fear, and of fascination; and I am 
reminded that the human style of face is only one accidental pattern 
among many, some of the others being quite different. I remember that 
we aren’t alone. I remember that we are the norm of goodness and come-
liness only to ourselves. I wonder about how ugly I look to the spider.

▲         ▲         ▲

The hundred baby black widows on my desk were too tiny for eye contact. 
They were too numerous, it seemed, to be gathered one by one into a 
pickle jar and carried to freedom in the backyard. I killed them all with 
a can of Raid. I confess to that slaughter with more resignation than 
shame, the jostling struggle for life and space being what it is. I can’t 
swear I would do differently today. But there is this lingering suspicion 
that I squandered an opportunity for some sort of moral growth.

I still keep their dead and dried mother, and their vacated egg sac, in 
a plastic vial on an office shelf. It is supposed to remind me of something 
or other.

And the question continues to puzzle me: How should a human 
behave toward the members of other living species?

Last week I tried to make eye contact with a tarantula. This was a huge 
specimen, all hairy and handsomely colored, with a body as big as a 
hamster and legs the size of Bic pens. I ogled it through a sheet of plate 
glass. I smiled and winked. But the animal hid its face in distrust. m

This essay has been modified from the original.
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David Meets Goliath at City Hall

andrew HoLLeman

“Mom, I’ve got to go to the library. Can you drive me?” That was the 
first thing I said after I read a registered letter that my parents got. It con-
cerned the development of land near my home and stated that a  
meeting about it would be held at the town hall.

It made me mad. “How could this be happening?” I asked myself. I 
knew these woods—I had loved, studied, explored them; I practically 
grew up there. Now an $11 million, 180-unit condominium complex was 
going to be built on one privately owned parcel (sandwiched between 
two pieces of preserved conservation land). That parcel was almost half 
wetlands. It contained wood turtles, blue-spotted salamanders (both 
declining species rated “of special concern” by wildlife authorities), great 
blue herons, various hawks, lady’s-slippers, and mountain laurel.1

I was angry because this beautiful piece of land and wildlife habitat 
was about to be destroyed. Weren’t people aware of their environment 
after being informed every day from so many sources that our world is 
at stake?

I also had so many memories based in that area. When I was very 
young, I took nature walks there with my family and even remember 
having a winter picnic in the snow by a stream with them. Later, when I 
was older, I went there with my friend on our own nature walks or to go 
ice-skating on a pond in the woods.
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Now I go there to sit and think for hours on end. There are times I just 
sit and watch the deer, fox, and other animals. I go fishing sometimes in the 
ice-skating pond and have caught a twelve-inch bass (this is not a fish story).

I guess I was just plain angry that “my land” was going to be destroyed 
and that it was one more insult to the environment. I had to do something.

At the library, I looked up the Hatch Act, the Massachusetts law that 
protects wetlands. I also read the town Master Plan. It listed the acreage 
of the site and noted which parts were wetland, poor soil, or developable. 
There I found the ammunition I needed: Only 2.2 acres of the 16.3-acre 
site were considered sound enough to be developed.

After leaving the library, I wrote a petition and took it to neighbors to 
get signatures from registered voters and to tell people about the devel-
oper’s meeting and the harm that this complex could do to our woods.

Much to my surprise, most people showed a lot of interest and were 
happy to sign. I collected about 150 signatures (only two adults said no) 
and also started a petition for students to sign.

It wasn’t always easy going from door to door. One day, while crossing 
my beloved wetlands to reach another part of the neighborhood, I 
slipped on a rotted log and sent myself and the petition flying into a 
small, muddy stream. It took a while for the petition to dry and for my 
mother to iron out the papers. That was the last time I went through the 
swamp with anything important that wasn’t waterproofed.

▲         ▲         ▲

When the night came for the meeting, my parents and I were directed to 
a room that could hold about 50 people (the developer had sent his  
original notification to the 50 families whose homes abutted the  
property). Within twenty minutes we were moved to a larger room in the 
town hall because it was obvious that many more people would show up. 
Finally, it became apparent that we needed a larger room still.

A half hour later, more than 250 people had gathered in the hall’s 
basement gymnasium, ready to hear about the proposed project and its 
impact on our community. A number of times during the meeting, the 
developer took credit for inviting the people there to hear about his pro-
posal. The crowd, just as often, reminded him that I was the one who 
had actually invited most of them. 

After the developer discussed his project plans, I made my speech. You 
can’t have stage fright at a moment like this—you have to just get up and 
tell your side of the story. Holding the shell of a wood turtle I’d found in 
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the woods, I spoke about how this development would destroy the animal 
and plant life. I told how the stream on the land would eventually become 
polluted and carry its pollution into nearby town wells. I also suggested 
another site the developer might use, one that would better withstand the 
environmental impact. (Interestingly enough, the developer has already 
started constructing a condominium on the alternative site that I had  
originally suggested. It was the old drive-in movie lot here in town.)

After that night, I wrote letters to many state representatives and  
senators and also to a local TV anchorwoman, hoping to gain more  
support. I included my petition in the letters. I then telephoned the 
Massachusetts Audubon Society “Helpline” and spoke with Dr. Dorothy 
Arvidson, a biologist and now a good friend.

She told me to keep my fight local, that I should approach the town 
representatives because national and state organizations wouldn’t be 
much help. She was telling me other things to do when I interrupted to 
say I was only twelve years old. “Well, that’s no excuse,” she said, and 
went on giving me information.

From that point on, meetings were held every week for seven months 
so the developer could present his proposal to conservation commis-
sions, appeal boards, and selectmen2—just to name a few. These 
meetings often took place on school nights and sometimes lasted up to 
three and a half hours. Somehow I managed to attend every one and still 
get good grades.

Later we formed a neighborhood association to keep people up-to-
date and to raise money for a lawyer and an environmental scientist. My 
dad and I became members of the Concord Road Neighborhood 
Association. The public supported us, donating nearly $16,000 to stop 
the condominium project.

I was told that “you can’t fight city hall” and that the developer was a 
“townie” who always got his way. But my feeling is you shouldn’t get dis-
couraged if you hear statements like that. If you believe in something, 
you have to stand up for it. Don’t ever give up the fight against a poorly 
sited development, pollution, or anything environmentally dangerous. If 
you do, you are giving up on the world. Even if you don’t win, at least 
you will have tried.

After nine months and much hard work, the developer, the neighborhood 
association, the state Department of Environmental Quality Engineering, 
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and others showed up to give the site a deep-hole test to find out if it was 
suitable for building. The test checks the soil’s drainage by seeing if a 
deeply dug hole will fill with water. I was fairly confident that the site would 
fail, because I had known that land a long time. But I can tell you that when 
the test confirmed my beliefs, I was excited and relieved. (Even if the site 
had passed the test, I would have kept fighting anyway.)

The town of Chelmsford then officially “denied comprehensive per-
mit,” a legal step that ensured the development would not be built and 
that nothing of the same magnitude could ever be constructed there. So 
the land is safe—for the time being. I’m now trying to get funding from 
the state to buy the site outright to protect it.

To all of the people who read this article, I challenge you to come to 
the defense of the environment. It is not just the destruction of the rain 
forests, the acid rain, and the ozone layer that should concern us, but 
also our own communities. We can work to stop building developments 
that are hazardous to life and land. We can recycle plastics, glass, and 
paper. We can save water and use far less energy than we do.

It is not all that hard to help in the fight to save our planet, Earth.  
If we are all a little more caring and careful, we will be much closer to 
saving our environment for ourselves and for future generations. m
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Animals, Vegetables and Minerals

Jessica szymczyk

I’ve been a vegetarian (an ovo-lacto vegetarian,1 to be exact) since I was 
13 years old. I don’t wear cosmetics. I won’t buy or wear fur. I refuse to 
wear or use leather if at all possible. And I absolutely love animals. I live 
with fish, a mouse, a pony, a horse and cats, and I’m looking for the per-
fect dog to complement my other companion animals. Oh, yes. I also 
love rats. I’ve had rats for pets. The last was a big black-and-white-
hooded rat. I even nursed an abandoned baby mouse, whose eyes had 
not yet opened, until she reached adulthood.

So why am I working in a biomedical research lab that uses animals 
in its experiments? No, I am not an infiltrator from the so-called “animal 
rights” movement. I love what I do, and I get angry when I hear the ter-
rible things animal-rights groups like People for the Ethical Treatment of 
Animals say about me and my colleagues and how we supposedly treat 
laboratory animals.

If you buy into the stories of some animal-rightists, I am the last per-
son you would expect to find working at an animal research lab. Well, not 
only are these groups wrong about me and my profession; they are also 
grossly mistaken about my colleagues, our work and the conditions 
under which we keep our animals.

The work we do with animals is crucial. It’s important to me as a 
woman, as a human and as an animal lover. Although most of my work 
as a veterinary technician involves rodents, two new studies I find pretty 
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exciting involve dogs. In one, my dogs undergo a minor surgical proce-
dure and take one pill a day of a promising drug that may regenerate bone 
in victims of osteoarthritis, a condition that cripples many elderly folks. In 
the second, we’re investigating a drug that stimulates T-cell and white-
blood-cell production, something of vital importance to AIDS patients.

Both would likely be condemned by the rightists as cruel and unneces-
sary. Let me tell you the extent of the “cruelty” my dogs undergo. In  
the first study, they play with a lab technician for an hour every day. The 
other experiment requires that they drink a tiny amount of an extremely 
diluted drug, about a fifth of a teaspoonful, every day for eight days, and 
have some blood drawn. When I draw blood, the dogs are happy to see 
me and they romp about like bouncy pups. Contrary to popular belief, all 
animals are not euthanized2 at the end of a study. Those that are receive 
the same treatment from a veterinarian that your pet would in a veteri-
nary hospital.

How do I justify my profession in view of my beliefs? I want to dispel 
any idea that I do what I do for the money. I’ve wanted to work with ani-
mals—horses, actually—since I was old enough to think such thoughts. 
My first job out of high school was working for a wonderful and com-
passionate veterinarian for $4 an hour. Until then I had always imagined 
myself working on a farm where I could train and ride horses.

I guess you could say my desire to work with animals caused me to go 
back to school, where I earned a degree in equine3 veterinary science 
with a minor in animal science. I spent a few years as a vet tech in pri-
vate practice taking care of sick animals, assisting with surgery and 
dealing with the pet owners. From that experience I can honestly say at 
least 25 percent of pet owners should never be allowed near any animals. 
The stories I could tell about pet mistreatment are not fit for any ears.

I’d never considered working in a biomedical lab until a friend invited me 
to apply where he worked. I did not know what to expect. TV images of 
dark, dirty, water-dripping dungeons floated in and out of my imagination. 
I didn’t really want to go, but I knew he was a good person and wouldn’t be 
associated with a bad place, so I applied. The moment I stepped into the lab 
was an eye-opener. I was impressed with how clean, well lit and modern 
the facilities are. It’s more like a human hospital. The monitoring equip-
ment, the sterile technique used in the surgery area, the anesthetics and 
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painkillers for postoperative recovery are identical to what you would find 
in most hospitals for humans. 

The animals themselves are frisky, playful and happy to see the ani-
mal techs, who play with them whenever they have a free moment. All 
the dogs have play toys. Do you know of any other hospital where the 
patient is held in a nurse’s arms until he or she awakes and is steady 
enough to walk alone? That is part of what I do for every animal under-
going anesthesia, whether it’s a rat, mouse, cat or a dog.

What impressed me then, and still does now that I am a part of the 
team, is the absolute honor, respect and devotion all of us have for the 
animals. Love for the animals is the rule, not the exception. The  
protective clothing worn by visitors to the lab is to protect the animals.

I take my profession very seriously. And I get angry when I hear peo-
ple who don’t know what they are talking about rant and rave about 
“torture” and duplication of tests. The research we do is essential to 
humans and animals. Test duplications are sometimes needed to show 
that the results of the first study aren’t a fluke. Less than 5 percent of our 
studies require any pain relief at all. A full 95 percent are less painful 
than a visit to the doctor for you or me.

I’ve thought about the difference between animal welfare and animal 
rights. The whole issue of moral and ethical treatment of animals has 
been one that has shaped how I live my life. But there are some animal-
rightists whose definitions and priorities are so extreme that they just 
don’t apply. PETA, I’ve read, envisions a future where I would not be 
allowed to keep my pets. And it considers a rat, a mammal, the equal of 
a child, so deciding to save one or the other would be a flip of a coin. I 
cannot accept this. My love for animals matches anyone’s, but there’s no 
question in my mind as to who would come first.

Biomedical research has become my life. I know how researchers treat 
lab animals, including mice and rats. I see how the work we are doing 
truly benefits everyone, including animals. Today, dogs and cats can 
enjoy a three-to-five-year increase in their life expectancies thanks to 
research and the vaccines and medicines we’ve developed. I’m glad to 
be working with animals and other animal lovers to find ways to make 
life better for both. m
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Working against Time
david waGoner

By the newly bulldozed logging road, for a hundred yards,
I saw the sprawling five-foot hemlocks, their branches crammed
Into each other’s light, upended or wrenched aslant
Or broken across waists the size of broomsticks
Or bent, crushed slewfoot1 on themselves in the duff2 like briars,3

Their roots coming at random out of the dirt, and dying.

I had no burlap in the trunk, not even a spade,
And the shirt off my back wasn’t enough to go around.
I’m no tree surgeon, it wasn’t Arbor Day, but I climbed
Over the free-for-all, untangling winners and losers
And squeezing as many as I could into my car.
When I started, nothing was singing in the woods except me.

I hardly had room to steer—roots dangled over my shoulder
And scraped the side of my throat as if looking for water.
Branches against the fog on the windshield dabbled designs
Like kids or hung out the vent. The sun was falling down.
It’s against the law to dig up trees. Working against
Time and across laws, I drove my ambulance

Forty miles in the dark to the house and began digging
Knee-deep graves for most of them, while the splayed headlights 
Along the highway picked me out of the night:
A fool with a shovel searching for worms or treasure
Both buried behind the sweat on his forehead. Two green survivors
Are tangled under the biting rain as I say this.

1 slewfoot: with twisted feet

2 duff: organic debris on the forest floor

3 briars: thorns
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The King of the Beasts

pHiLip José Farmer

The biologist was showing the distinguished visitor through the zoo and 
laboratory.

“Our budget,” he said, “is too limited to re-create all known extinct 
species. So we bring to life only the higher animals, the beautiful ones 
that were wantonly exterminated. I’m trying, as it were, to make up for 
brutality and stupidity. You might say that man struck God in the face 
every time he wiped out a branch of the animal kingdom.”

He paused, and they looked across the moats and the force fields. The 
quagga1 wheeled and galloped, delight and sun flashing off his flanks. 
The sea otter poked his humorous whiskers from the water. The gorilla 
peered from behind bamboo. Passenger pigeons strutted. A rhinoceros 
trotted like a dainty battleship. With gentle eyes a giraffe looked at them, 
then resumed eating leaves.

“There’s the dodo. Not beautiful but very droll. And very helpless. 
Come. I’ll show you the re-creation itself.”

In the great building, they passed between rows of tall and wide tanks. 
They could see clearly through the windows and the jelly within.

“Those are African elephant embryos,” said the biologist. “We plan to 
grow a large herd and then release them on the new government pre-
serve.”

“You positively radiate,” said the distinguished visitor. “You really love 
the animals, don’t you?”
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“I love all life.”
“Tell me,” said the visitor, “where do you get the 

data for re-creation?”
“Mostly, skeletons and skins from the ancient 

museums. Excavated books and films that we 
suc-ceeded in restoring and then translating. Ah, 
see those huge eggs? The chicks of the giant moa2 
are growing within them. These, almost ready to 
be taken from the tank, are tiger cubs. They’ll be 
dan-gerous when grown but will be confined to 
the preserve.”

The visitor stopped before the last of the 
tanks.

“Just one?” he said. “What is it?”
“Poor little thing,” said the biologist, now sad. “It 

will be so alone. But I shall give it all the love I have.”
“Is it so dangerous?” said the visitor. “Worse 

than elephants, tigers and bears?”
“I had to get special permission 

to grow this one,” said the 
biologist. His voice qua-
vered.

The visitor stepped 
sharply back from the 
tank. He said, “Then it 
must be. . . . But you 
wouldn’t dare!”

The biologist nod-
ded.

“Yes. It’s a man.” m

2 moa: an  
extinct bird  
that was large  
and flightless,  
similar to an  
ostrich
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responding to Cluster three

how Can we live in harmony with nature?
Thinking Skill   prOBlem sOlVIng

1.  “A picture is worth a thousand words,” according to one old saying. Imagine that 
you are the editor of an ecology magazine who is developing an issue focused on 
any of the ecological problems described so far in this book. Describe the photo-
graph you would put on the cover to draw readers’ attention to the problem.

2.  In “Animals, Vegetables and Minerals,” Jessica Szymczyk tells readers that although 
animals should be treated with kindness and respect, in matters such as medical 
research there is no question that humans come first. Explain why you agree or 
disagree. 

3.  Arachnophobia means “fear of spiders.” Why do you think some people are afraid 
of creatures such as spiders, bats, and snakes?

4.  The title of “David Meets Goliath at City Hall” obviously refers to the Biblical story 
of David and Goliath. In what ways is author Andrew Holleman like David and the 
land developers like Goliath?

Writing Activity: Future World Scenario

Science fiction writers often create future societies based on one or two simple  
premises or “what if?” questions. For example, a writer might ask the question, 
“What would happen if people lost contact with nature because they never went out-
side?” Or “What would happen if pollution dramatically changed the world’s 
climate?” The writer then uses that premise as the basis of a story.

With a partner, come up with a premise based on one or more environmental 
issues. Then use that premise to create a scenario or plot outline for a short story.

A Future World Scenario
◆  presents the premise or “what if?” question.

◆  shows the impact the problem is having on the world or society.

◆  outlines a series of events (plot).

◆  bring matters to a crisis and conclusion.

◆   often goes on to serve as the basis of a more complete piece of writing, such as a 
short story or script.
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A Young Environmentalist  
Speaks Out 

severn cuLLis-suzuki

Hello, I’m Severn Suzuki. . . .
Coming up here today, I have no hidden agenda. I am fighting for my 

future. Losing my future is not like losing an election or a few points on 
the stock market. . . .

I am afraid to go out in the sun now because of the holes in the ozone. 
I am afraid to breathe the air because I don’t know what chemicals are 
in it. I used to go fishing in Vancouver1 with my dad until just a few years 
ago we found the fish full of cancers. And now we hear about animals 
and plants becoming extinct every day—vanishing forever.

In my life, I have dreamed of seeing the great herds of wild animals, 
jungles and rainforests full of birds and butterflies, but now I wonder if 
they will even exist for my children to see. Did you have to worry about 
these little things when you were my age?

All this is happening before our eyes and yet we act as if we have all 
the time we want and all the solutions. I’m only a child and I don’t have 
all the solutions, but I want you to realize, neither do you!

You don’t know how to fix the holes in our ozone layer.
You don’t know how to bring salmon back up a dead stream.
You don’t know how to bring back an animal now extinct.

1 Vancouver: city in the Canadian province of British Columbia
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And you can’t bring back the forests that once grew where there is 
now desert.

If you don’t know how to fix it, please stop breaking it!
Here you may be delegates of your governments, businesspeople, 

organizers, reporters, or politicians. But really you are mothers and 
fathers, sisters and brothers, aunts and uncles. And each of you is some-
body’s child. . . .

Two days ago here in Brazil, we were shocked when we spent some 
time with some children living on the streets. . . .

I can’t stop thinking that these children are my own age, and that it 
makes a tremendous difference where you are born. I could be one of 
those children living in the favellas2 of Rio. I could be a child starving in 
Somalia, a victim of war in the Middle East or a beggar in India. 

I’m only a child yet I know if all the money spent on war was spent 
on ending poverty and finding environmental answers, what a wonder-
ful place this Earth would be.

At school, even in kindergarten, you teach us to behave in the world. 
You teach us:

not to fight with others
to work things out
to respect others
to clean up our mess
not to hurt other creatures
to share, not to be greedy.
Then why do you go out and do the things you tell us not to do?
Parents should be able to comfort their children by saying,  

“Everything’s going to be all right”; “We’re doing the best we can” and 
“It’s not the end of the world.” But I don’t think you can say that to us 
anymore. Are we even on your list of priorities?

My dad always says, “You are what you do, not what you say.”
Well, what you do makes me cry at night.
You grown-ups say you love us. I challenge you, please, make your 

actions reflect your words. 
Thank you for listening. m

2 favellas: Portuguese for settlements of shacks on the outskirts of a city
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The Mushroom

H. m. Hoover

In a.d. 450 a squirrel could travel from the east coast of North America 
to the Mississippi without ever leaving the trees.

That year a squirrel, while grooming, brushed several million mush-
room spores from its fur.

So small that a hundred million could fit into a teaspoon, the spores 
floated. Some rose up into the atmosphere; some were carried around 
the world by the jet stream.1 Most drifted to the forest floor.

There was a massive, rolling earthquake, followed by electrical storms. 
Rain fell lightly, steadily, for days.

From two of these spores a new mushroom began to grow. It sent out 
microscopic filaments,2 called hyphae, to penetrate and feed on forest 
debris. A sheath of a thousand hyphae is no thicker than a human hair.

The hyphae secreted enzymes to break down complex carbohydrates 
into sugars on which the mushroom fed. Needing protein for a balanced 
diet, the fungi filaments hunted, entrapping and digesting amoebas, bac-
teria, and tiny worms.

Within months miles of hyphae twisted through the forest floor. The 
fungi fruited, producing a new mushroom.

A chipmunk and several beetles ate most of the mushroom, scattering 
spores. Soon a ring-shaped colony of mushrooms marked the spot where 
the parent once stood.

1 jet stream: a current of high-speed winds high in the earth’s atmosphere 

2 filaments: very thin threads
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In Europe, Attila the Hun3 died in 453. Tea was brought to China from 
India.

The ancient forest remained undisturbed. Rains fell and summer 
nights were warm. Within a few years the mushroom’s filaments had 
spread through an acre and weighed two thousand five hundred pounds.

By the time Arthur, king of the Britons, died in 537, the mushroom 
had consumed almost a century of fallen trees. Its filaments stretched 
through ten acres of the forest floor, fruiting in circles the Britons would 
have called fairy rings.

That year the plague reached northern Europe. A third of the popula-
tion died. Earthquakes shook the entire world. The Byzantine Empire4 
began to crumble.

The mushroom went on growing.
By 750 the Venerable Bede5 had written his history of England, news-

papers were being printed in China, and some Europeans slept in beds 
instead of on the floor.

The mushroom’s total weight now exceeded eighteen tons, all of it hid-
den beneath the surface of the forest floor.

By the year 1000, in North America, the Mississippian people lived in 
handsome cities, but the pueblos6 of Mesa Verde were running short of 
water. In the century to come humans sometimes walked over the mush-
room’s growth. Their moccasins left no footprints.

About that time white men first walked among the tall trees. Fierce as 
they were, the ancient forest frightened them. It was too big, too dark, 
too endless. They spent a night in the shelter of a giant hollow oak. When 
morning came, they hurried back to their Viking ship and fled. They left 
their fire burning. The tree, mortally wounded, fell in an autumn storm.

The mushroom’s hyphae sought out the fallen tree and began to return 
its mass to the earth and air. Seedlings rooted in the damp, rotting bark.

By 1066 a colonnade7 of tall trees grew over the giant log, embracing 
it with their buttress8 roots. In Europe, Westminster Abbey was conse-
crated,9 York Cathedral begun, Edward the Confessor died horribly, his 
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3 Attila the Hun: bloodthirsty king of the Huns

4 Byzantine Empire: an ancient kingdom in what is now Turkey

5 Venerable Bede: a scholar and historian

6 pueblos: Indian villages

7 colonnade: row, series

8 buttress: supporting

9 consecrated: dedicated to God
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successor was killed in the Battle of Hastings. Then, too, an Italian monk 
taught his brother monks to sing do, re, mi, and the comet later called 
Halley’s appeared. Again.

The comet was as indifferent as the forest and the mushroom to the 
affairs of humankind.

The Crusades10 came and went. Saladin11 terrified all infidels. The 
Chinese introduced tea to their neighbors, the Japanese. Marco Polo,12 
against his will, was given time to dictate his memoirs. Queens were still 
the only women noted by historians.

The mushroom’s hyphae now spread through more than thirty acres; 
its mass exceeded thirty-eight tons. It had lived nearly a thousand years 

10 Crusades: series of military expeditions by Christians to win the Holy Land 
from the Muslims in the eleventh to thirteenth centuries

11 Saladin: an eleventh century Muslim warrior

12 Marco Polo: an Italian traveler

tHe muSHrOOm
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when Joan of Arc13 was burned at the stake. The Incas had begun to rule 
Peru. Lorenzo de’ Medici14 and Christopher Columbus were born. The 
book-publishing profession began.

In 1592, in Holland, windmills were first used to power mechanical 
saws. 

The day the Pilgrims landed at New Plymouth, the end of the ancient 
forest became only a matter of time—a long time in human terms, but 
not for the forest, or the mushroom.

The mushroom’s filaments had woven through more than two hun-
dred acres. The weight of its total mass was now as unimaginable as the 
infinite smallness of the two original spores had once been.

Europeans had no more than landed when they began to cut down 
trees. Forests that had been evolving for ten thousand years into perfect 
ecosystems disappeared in two centuries.

The mushroom’s home, far from the coast, survived longer than most. 
Inexorably the settlers came, cutting, burning, blasting, plowing around 
the stumps.

In the winter of 1866 the mushroom’s forest was cut, the wood sold to 
the Union army.15 The frozen soil saved the mushroom from destruction. 
Seedlings sprouted in the sunlight of the following spring. Deer grazed 
among the fairy rings.

In 1904 a German couple bought the land where the mushroom grew. 
Father and sons slowly cleared the trees and plowed, and replowed. Only 
forty acres were spared as “woods.”

In 1984 the family farm was sold to a developer. Bulldozers arrived. A 
shopping mall was built over the rich fields. A parking lot covered the 
acres that had long been forest. Sun on the black asphalt superheated the 
earth below.

The week before the mall’s opening, rain fell softly, steadily, for days. 
One night a bulge appeared on the surface of the parking lot, and 
another and another. Soon there were too many to count, and they 
formed circular patterns.
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13 Joan of Arc: a French peasant girl who became a hero by leading the army 
into victory over the English in 1429; later she was burned at the stake as a 
witch by the English

14 Lorenzo de’ Medici: an Italian statesman whose leadership helped make 
Florence one of the world’s most beautiful cities

15 Union army: the Northern army in the American Civil War



 tHe muSHrOOm

Had you been there, you might have heard above the rain the rasp of 
breaking asphalt, the slow cracking of masonry walls, cascades of breaking 
glass.

Morning light revealed that the mall and parking lot had been lifted 
and were being held aloft atop the caps of millions of mushrooms . . . 
fairy rings.

As the mushrooms aged, the buildings standing on them swayed and 
sagged. Girders detached, roofs fell in, walls collapsed. In the parking lot 
the light poles stood at crazy angles, creaking in the wind that blew 
across a field of broken asphalt.

By noon the mushrooms had released trillions of spores to the wind. 
Some spores rose into the atmosphere to travel with the jet stream. 
Others drifted into the wreckage or were washed into raw earth.

New mushrooms began to grow. They sent out microscopic filaments 
to penetrate and feed upon the debris. A sheath of a thousand hyphae is 
no thicker than a human hair. m

117e s s ay



118 a u t o b i o g r a p h y



Duck Hunting

Gary pauLsen

After grouse, after rabbits, after bow hunting for deer, but before the 
long winter hunts, there was duck hunting.

Sometimes it was walking along the river out of town, starting in the 
cold mornings, the rainy cold mornings of late October when nobody 
sane went outside.

Teal flew along the river, their wings whistling, and were difficult to hit 
because they flew so fast and never seemed to reveal themselves until it 
was too late to raise the old single-barrel sixteen-gauge1 and shoot.

Jump-shooting2 mallards was better. Wayne had a smokey-black Lab3 
named Ike after the president, and he would retrieve with a lily-soft 
mouth no matter who shot the duck. North of town there were chains of 
swamps with open, small potholes of dark water where the mallards 
would sit. It was hard to walk because the peat under the swamp-grass 
was unfrozen and springy and frequently allowed a foot to go through 
down into the mud, where it tried to suck a boot off. But a rhythm could 
be felt after a time, and it was possible to move forward. Because the 
grass was so deep the mallards would be surprised, and it was while they 
were rising, their wings pounding to give them altitude—it was then that 
sometimes a shot could be taken, and Ike would watch with even brown 
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1 single-barrel sixteen-gauge: shotgun with one discharging tube that is 
slightly smaller in diameter than the twelve-gauge commonly used in hunting

2 jump-shooting: a technique in which hunters sneak up on birds in water 
and flush them into the air

3 Lab: short for Labrador retriever, a breed of dog often used for bringing 
back, or retrieving, game



eyes for the mallard to fall. At the moment it was hit, when it went from 
the beauty of a flying duck to the broken form of death—at that moment 
Ike would leap forward into the pothole and sometimes be waiting when 
the duck hit the water.

But there was an uncle . . .
Walk-hunting was fine except that it was limited and so clumsy that 

some of the art was lost.
But there was an uncle who had a duck-boat and an old truck and a 

rusty brown Chesapeake retriever4 named Robby, and the uncle and 
Robby took the boy out one morning to hunt ducks, and though the boy 
never hunted that way again it was in him and his mind from then on.

The uncle had just come back from fighting in Korea5 and would be in 
the boy’s life for only one year before the uncle would move on to Montana, 
where he would hole up and think on what he had done and seen in Korea.

He loved the dog and took it with him everywhere, talked to it as if it 
were a person, and sometimes would even read to the dog out of books 
he carried that had strange-sounding names the boy could not under-
stand, though there were several of them on the dashboard of the truck 
and the boy could read the titles on the spine. Titles like The Collected 
Writings of Plato and Aristotelian Thinking.

The boy did not sleep the whole night before and was up waiting when 
the uncle arrived at four o’clock.

It was pitch-dark and cold—so cold there was ice on the puddles left 
by rain during the night. The truck was a 1940 Ford with a cranky heater, 
but Robby was in the front seat with the uncle and climbed on the boy 
as soon as he got in the truck. The dog was warm and smelled of dog 
food and outside, and the boy cuddled with him while they drove north 
out of town to the flat swampy lakes that sat squat in the middle of the 
main migratory flight path.6

At some point on the drive in the old truck through the dark morning 
the boy fell asleep with his face buried in the dog’s neck-fur. He was 
awakened by the sound of the uncle talking.

“We’ll work that stand of rice on the south end of the lake.”
The voice was soft, even.
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4 Chesapeake retriever: short for Chesapeake Bay retriever, a breed of  
sporting dog

5 fighting in Korea: the war between North and South Korea in the early fif-
ties. The U.S sent troops to help South Korea.

6 migratory flight path: the route birds take when travelling to and from  
different climates



“Come in there quiet, before first light, and try to catch the early-dawn 
movers like we did last time. . . .”

The boy nodded, but he felt the dog move and cock his ears and lean 
away and realized the uncle was talking to the dog and not him.

“May be some geese moving, too,” the uncle said. “Most of them are 
already gone south but there might be a few.” The uncle poured hot cof-
fee from a thermos expertly, while driving, popped the cork back in the 
mouth of the thermos and then produced a half pint of Calvert Reserve 
from his duck-coat pocket and dropped a generous amount in the hot 
coffee. The smell of the whiskey on top of the hot coffee immediately 
filled the cab of the truck, but the boy pretended not to notice because 
he did not like drinking. To hide the smell of the whiskey he buried his 
nose in the dog’s fur again.

The uncle spoke no more but sipped the coffee in silence while they 
drove for another half hour. Then he turned off the main road and killed 
the headlights and drove for ten or fifteen minutes in darkness so black 
the boy could see only a dim bulk of trees to the side of the track.

The dog knew where they were and became excited when the uncle 
stopped the truck.

Without speaking he climbed out of the truck and moved around to 
the rear. He pulled rubber boots out of the back end and jerked them on 
over his regular boots, then waited while the boy—who was already 
wearing rubber boots because that’s all he had—came around the truck 
to help with the duck-boat.

The boat was twelve feet long, flat on the bottom and pointed at both 
ends so it would slide through the swamp-grass more easily. In the  
center was a seven-foot-long cockpit where two men and a dog could sit 
if they remained still and patient.

They put the boat in the water—or rather the uncle guided the boat, 
because it was still so dark he could see nothing—and the dog jumped 
in without having to be told.

The uncle brought two guns and handed the boy one—a sixteen-
gauge Ithaca pump7 as old or older than he was—and put boxes of 
shells in the boat. 

“Get in.”
The boy was so excited that he tripped and stumbled and would have 

fallen had the uncle not caught him and helped him.
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7 Ithaca pump: Ithaca is a brand. A pump gun ejects a fired shell while  
pumping the next shell into the chamber, ready to be fired.



The boy moved to the front of the boat, and the uncle climbed in the 
back and laid his shotgun down and a large gunnysack down, stood and 
worked the pole with the steel expanding feet against the grass to propel 
the boat through the weeds and stands of rice.

It was still dark, but now the boy could see outlines, edges, and he 
watched ahead of the boat and made out the shape of a blind just before 
the boat bumped into it. The uncle poled back, moved the nose over, and 
worked slowly to the front of the blind. When the boat was in a small 
patch of clear water, he opened the sack and pulled out decoys,8 arranged 
them in a kind of fan, each held down with a lead sinker and a cord. Then 
he turned the boat and slid it back inside the blind, where he squatted 
down and laid the pole to the side on the grass.

“We’d better load—the light will come fast now when it comes.”
He flipped his shotgun over, and the boy did the same with the Ithaca 

pump, loaded it with three high-base shells from the box on the floor of 
the boat and studied the weapon in the new morning light.

The boy had never seen such a gun. All the bluing9 was worn, but it had 
been kept in perfect shape and coated with a light film of fine oil that 
jumped to his fingers and somehow to his mouth and he could taste the 
steel, taste the bluing, taste all the hunts the gun had been on, taste the 
years of the gun.

He loaded it, and when he worked the pump to chamber a shell the 
action was so worn it almost worked itself, closed with a soft “snicking” 
sound that made him shiver and expect something he did not under-
stand—some great adventure.

When the ducks came, the first ducks, they were high, just spots in the 
barely lighted sky, and the uncle used a call to make the mallard feeding 
chuckle, and for a moment nothing happened. Then a small flock of eight 
or ten ducks set their wings and broke off in a long glide down toward the 
blind.

The boy could not stand it and when the ducks were still well out of range 
he rose and fired, wobbling the boat and startling both the uncle and the dog.

The ducks veered away and the sudden explosion brought up hundreds 
of them that had been in the weeds around the boat. The boy stared, 
open-mouthed, while the uncle fired from a sitting position; once, twice, 
and two of the jumpers fell.
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8 decoys: artificial birds used by hunters to lure live birds into shooting range

9 bluing: a protective blue-black coating used to finish a gun and protect it 
from rusting



Before they hit the weeds Robby was over the side and heading for 
them. He brought one back within a minute—while the boy still stared—
and went back for the other without being told. This one he found after 
working the weeds with his head down, belly-deep in swampwater, and 
carried it back with a wing flapping because the duck was still alive. The 
uncle quickly killed it and then turned to the boy and said, simply, 
“Maybe next time will be better.”

And the next time was better.
A flock came in again high, specks in the gray-dawn sky, and the uncle 

called again, used the soft low chuckling sound from the call, and once 
more a group broke from the flock and started the glide down.

“I’ll shoot left,” the uncle whispered. “You right.”
It was almost impossible to wait. The ducks seemed to hang in the air, 

caught on currents of wind that wouldn’t let them down.
But they came, floating in a curve well out to the side to give them 

approach and landing room, and it seemed they would hit the water any 
second.

But this time the boy waited, watching the uncle out of the corner of 
his eye, waited until he couldn’t stand it, and then waited even more 
until it seemed the ducks were going to land, were on their final 
approach, barely skimming the water near the decoys, and at last the 
uncle raised his shotgun and the boy did too and aimed at the duck on 
the right, aimed just in front of him and pulled the trigger.

Two ducks fell. The uncle had fired at exactly the same moment. The 
boy heard the pump work on the uncle’s gun, did the same with his, and 
aimed at a mallard working to get high, flying straight up away from the 
water, and the boy fired and saw the duck break.

That’s how it looked. How he thought of it. The duck broke. Its wings 
etched against the sky, broken and falling, the neck curved over back-
wards and he thought then, could not help but think then of the doe, the 
way the doe looked when she lay down in the grass and put her head 
over and down, and he had the first moment of true doubt; doubt that 
would plague him the rest of his life, moral doubt, growing doubt, doubt 
that ended childhood and in some measure ended the joy of hunting just 
as he had ended the duck and the doe. 

Doubt that, ultimately, took him from the woods and the damp- 
smelling Chesapeake dog sitting in the gray morning, out into the real 
world, which he learned to live in but never learned to love as he had the 
world of hunting and fishing as a boy. m
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The Last Dog

katHerine paterson

Brock approached the customs gate.1 Although he did not reach for the 
scanner, a feeling, it might have been labeled “excitement,” made him 
tremble. His fingers shook as he punched in his number on the inquiry 
board. “This is highly irregular, Brock 095670038,” the disembodied 
voice said. “What is your reason for external travel?”

Brock took a deep breath. “Scientific research,” he replied. He didn’t 
need to be told that his behavior was “irregular.” He’d never heard of 
anyone doing research outside the dome—actual rather than virtual 
research. “I—I’ve been cleared by my podmaster and the Research 
Team. . . .”

“Estimated time of return?” So, he wasn’t to be questioned further.
“Uh, 1800 hours.”
“Are you wearing the prescribed dry suit with helmet and gloves?”
“Affirmative.”
“You should be equipped with seven hundred fifty milliliters of liquid 

and food tablets for one day travel.”
“Affirmative.” Brock patted the sides of the dry suit to be sure.
“Remember to drink sparingly. Water supply is limited.” Brock nod-

ded. He tried to lick his parched lips, but his whole mouth felt dry. “Is 
that understood?”

“Affirmative.” Was he hoping customs would stop him? If he was, they 
didn’t seem to be helping him. Well, this was what he wanted, wasn’t it? 
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bringing in or out of a country approved and sometimes taxed



To go outside the dome.
“Turn on the universal locator, Brock 095670038, and proceed to gate.”
Why weren’t they questioning him further? Were they eager for him 

to go? Ever since he’d said out loud in group speak that he wanted to go 
outside the dome, people had treated him strangely—that session with 
the podmaster and then the interview with the representative from 
Research. Did they think he was a deviant? Deviants sometimes disap-
peared. The word was passed around that they had “gone outside,” but 
no one really knew. No deviant had ever returned.

The gate slid open. Before he was quite ready for it, Brock found him-
self outside the protection of the dome. He blinked. The sun—at least it 
was what was called “the sun” in virtual lessons—was too bright for his 
eyes even inside the tinted helmet. He took a deep breath, one last back-
ward look at the dome, which, with the alien sun gleaming on it, was 
even harder to look at than the distant star, and started across an  
expanse of brown soil [was it?] to what he recognized from holograms2 
as a line of purplish mountains in the distance.

It was, he pulled the scanner from his outside pouch and checked it, 
“hot.” Oh, that was what he was feeling. Hot. He remembered “hot” 
from a virtual lesson he’d had once on deserts. He wanted to take off the 
dry suit, but he had been told since he could remember that naked skin 
would suffer irreparable burning outside the protection of the dome. He 
adjusted the control as he walked so that the unfamiliar perspiration 
would evaporate. He fumbled a bit before he found the temperature 
adjustment function. He put it on twenty degrees centigrade and imme-
diately felt more comfortable. No one he really knew had ever left the 
dome, (stories of deviants exiting the dome being hard to verify), but 
there was all this equipment in case someone decided to venture out. He 
tried to ask the clerk who outfitted him, but the woman was evasive. The 
equipment was old, she said. People used to go out, but the outside envi-
ronment was threatening, so hardly anyone (she looked at him carefully 
now), hardly anyone ever used it now.

Was Brock, then, the only normal person still curious about the out-
side? Or had all those who had dared to venture out perished, 
discouraging further forays? Perhaps he was a deviant for wanting to see 
the mountains for himself. When he’d mentioned it to others, they had 
laughed, but there was a hollow sound to the laughter.
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If he never returned, he’d have no one to blame but himself. He knew 
that. While his podfellows played virtual games, he’d wandered into a 
subsection of the historical virtuals called “ancient fictions.” Things hap-
pened in these fictions more—well, more densely than they did in the 
virtuals. The people he met there—it was hard to describe—but some-
how they were more actual than dome dwellers. They had strange names 
like Huck Finn and M. C. Higgins the Great. They were even a little scary. 
It was their insides. Their insides were very loud. But even though the 
people in the ancient fictions frightened him a bit, he couldn’t get 
enough of them. When no one was paying attention, he went back again 
and again to visit them. They had made him wonder about that other 
world—that world outside the dome.

Perhaps, once he had realized the danger the ancient fictions posed, 
he should have left them alone, but he couldn’t help himself. They had 
made him feel hollow, hungry for something no food pellet or even vir-
tual experience could satisfy. And now he was in that world they spoke 
of and the mountains of it were in plain view.

He headed for the purple curves. Within a short distance from the 
dome, the land was clear and barren, but after he had been walking for 
an hour or so he began to pass rusting hulks and occasional ruins of what 
might have been the dwellings of ancient peoples that no one in later 
years had cleared away for recycling or vaporization.

He checked the emotional scanner for an unfamiliar sensation. 
“Loneliness,” it registered. He rather liked having names for these new 
sensations. It made him feel a bit “proud,” was it? The scanner was 
rather interesting. He wondered when people had stopped using them. 
He hadn’t known they existed until, in that pod meeting, he had voiced 
his desire to go outside.

The podmaster had looked at him with a raised eyebrow and a sniff. 
“Next thing you’ll be asking for a scanner,” he said.

“What’s a scanner?” Brock asked.
The podmaster requisitioned one from storage, but at the same time, 

he must have alerted Research, because it was the representative from 
Research who had brought him the scanner and questioned him about his 
expressed desire for an Actual Adventure—a journey outside the dome.

“What has prompted this, uh—unusual ambition?” the representative 
had asked, his eyes not on Brock but on the scanner in his hand. Brock 
had hesitated, distracted by the man’s fidgeting with the strange instru-
ment. “I—I’m interested in scientific research,” Brock said at last.
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So here he was out of the pod, alone for the first time in his life. Perhaps, 
though, he should have asked one of his podfellows to come along. Or 
even the pod robopet. But the other fellows all laughed when he spoke of 
going outside, their eyes darting back and forth. Nothing on the outside, 
they said, could equal the newest Virtual Adventure. He suddenly realized 
that ever since he started interfacing with the ancient fictions, his fellows 
had given him that look. They did think he was odd—not quite the same 
as a regular podfellow. Brock didn’t really vibe with the pod robopet. It was 
one of the more modern ones, and when they’d programmed its artificial 
intelligence they’d somehow made it too smart. The robopet in the chil-
dren’s pod last year was older, stupider, and more “fun” to have around.

He’d badly underestimated the distance to the mountains. The time 
was well past noon, and he had at least three kilometers to go. Should 
he signal late return or turn about now? He didn’t have much more than 
one day’s scant supply of water and food tablets. But he was closer to the 
hills than to the dome. He felt a thrill [“excitement”] and he pressed on.

There were actual trees growing on the first hill. Not the great giants of 
virtual history lessons, more scrubby and bent. But they were trees, he 
was sure of it. The podmaster had said that trees had been extinct for 
hundreds of years. Brock reached up and pulled off a leaf. It was green 
and had veins. In some ways it looked like his own hand. He put the leaf 
in his pack to study later. He didn’t want anyone accusing him of losing 
his scientific objectivity. Only deviants did that. Farther up the hill he 
heard an unfamiliar burbling sound. No, he knew that sound. It was water 
running. He’d heard it once when the liquid dispenser had malfunc-
tioned. There’d been a near panic in the dome over it. He checked the 
scanner. There was no caution signal, so he hurried toward the sound.

It was a—a “brook”—he was sure of it! Virtual lessons had taught that 
there were such things outside in the past but that they had long ago 
grown poisonous, then in the warming climate had dried up. But here 
was a running brook, not even a four-hour journey from his dome. His 
first impulse was to take off his protective glove and dip a finger in it, but 
he drew back. He had been well conditioned to avoid danger. He sat 
down clumsily on the bank. Yes, this must be grass. There were even 
some tiny flowers mixed in the grass. Would the atmosphere poison him 
if he unscrewed his helmet to take a sniff? He punched the scanner to 
read conditions, but the characters on the scanner panel danced about 
uncertainly until, at length, the disembodied voice said “conditions 
unreadable.” He’d better not risk it. 
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He pushed the buttons now for liquid and pellets. A tube appeared in 
his mouth. It dropped a pellet on his tongue. From the tube he sucked 
liquid enough to swallow his meal. What was it they called outside nour-
ishment in the history virtuals? Pecnec? Something like that. He was 
having a pecnec in the woods by a brook. A hasty consulting of the scan-
ner revealed that what he was feeling was “pleasure.” He was very glad 
he hadn’t come with an anxious podfellow or, worse, an advanced  
robopet that would, no doubt, be yanking at his suit already, urging him 
back toward the dome.

It was then, in the middle of post-pecnec satisfaction, that he heard the 
new sound. Like that programmed into a robopet, yet different. He  
struggled to his feet. The dry suit from storage was certainly awkward 
when you wanted to stand up or sit down. Nothing on the scanner  
indicated danger, so he went into the scrubby woods toward the sound. 
And stopped abruptly.

Something was lying under the shadow of a tree. Something about a 
meter long. It was furred and quite still. The sound was not coming from 
it. And then he saw the small dog—the puppy. He was sure it was a 
puppy, nosing the stiff body of what must once have been its mother, 
making the little crying sounds that he’d heard from the brook. Later, 
much later, he realized that he should have been wary. If the older dog 
had died of some extradomal disease, the puppy might have been a car-
rier. But at the time, all he could think of was the puppy, a small creature 
who had lost its mother.

He’d found out about mothers from the Virtuals. Mothers were extinct 
in the dome. Children were conceived and born in the lab and raised in 
units of twelve in the pods, presided over by a bank of computers and 
the podmaster. Nuclear families, as everyone knew, had been wasteful of 
time, energy, and space. There was an old proverb: The key to survival is 
efficiency. So though Brock could guess the puppy was “sad” (like that 
fictions person, Jo, whose podmate expired), he didn’t know what miss-
ing a mother would feel like. And who would whimper for a test tube?

Brock had never seen a dog, of course, but he had seen plenty of dog 
breed descriptions on the science/history virtuals. Dogs had been abun-
dant once. They filled the ancient fictions. They even had names 
there—Lassie, Toto, Sounder. But now dogs were extinct, gone during the 
dark ages when the atmosphere had become warm and poisonous. The 
savages who had not had the intelligence or wealth to join the fore-
sighted dome crafters had killed all animals wild or domesticated for 
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food before they had eventually died out themselves. It was all in one of 
the very first virtual lessons. He had seen that one many times. He never 
confessed to anyone how, well, sad it made him feel.

But obviously, dogs were not quite extinct. Cautiously, he moved 
toward the small one.

“Alert. Alert. Scanning unknown object.”
Brock pushed the off button. “Are you sure you want to turn off scanner?”
“Affirmative.” He stuck the scanner into his pouch.
The puppy had lifted its head at the sound of his voice. It looked at 

him, head cocked, as though deciding whether to run or stay.
“It’s all right, dog,” Brock said soothingly. “I won’t hurt you.” He 

stayed still. He didn’t want to frighten the little beast. If it ran, he wasn’t 
sure he’d be able to catch it in his clumsy dry suit.

Slowly he extended his gloved hand. The dog backed away anxiously, 
but when Brock kept the hand extended, the puppy slowly crept toward 
him and sniffed, making whimpering sounds. It wasn’t old enough to be 
truly afraid, it seemed. The pup licked his glove tentatively, then backed 
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away again. It was looking for food, and plasticine gloves weren’t going 
to satisfy.

Brock looked first at the dead mother whose source of nourishment 
must have long dried up, then around the landscape. What would a dog 
eat? A puppy on its own? He took off his glove and reached through his 
pouch into the inside pocket that held his pellet supply. Making every 
move slow and deliberate so as not to startle the dog, he held out a pel-
let. The dog came to his hand, licked it, then the pellet. It wrinkled its 
nose. Brock laughed. He didn’t need the scanner now to tell him that 
what he felt was “pleasure.” He loved the feel of the rough tongue on his 
palm and the little furred face, questioning him. 

“It’s all right, fellow. You can eat it.”
As though understanding, the pup gulped down the pellet. Then 

looked around for more, not realizing that it had just bolted down a 
whole meal. When the dog saw there was no more coming, it ran over 
to the brook. Brock watched in horror as it put its head right down into 
the poisonous stream and lapped noisily.

“Don’t!” Brock cried.
The puppy turned momentarily at the sound, then went back to drink-

ing, as though it was the most normal thing in the world. Well, it was, for 
the dog. Where else would a creature in the wild get liquid? If the streams 
were not all dried up, they must have learned to tolerate the water. But 
then, it was breathing the poisoned atmosphere, wasn’t it? Why hadn’t 
it hit Brock before? This was a fully organic creature on the outside with-
out any life support system. What could that mean? Some amazing 
mutation must have occurred, making it possible for at least some crea-
tures to breathe the outside atmosphere and drink its poisoned water. 
Those who couldn’t died, those who could survived and got stronger. 
Even the ancient scientist Darwin knew that. And Brock had come upon 
one of these magnificent mutants!

The puppy whimpered and looked up at Brock with large, trusting 
eyes. How could he think of it as a mutant specimen? It was a puppy. 
One who had lost its mother. What would it eat? There was no sign of 
food for a carnivore. Perhaps way back in the mountains some small 
mammals had also survived, keeping the food chain going, but the 
puppy would not live long enough to find its way there, much less know 
how to hunt with its mother gone. For the first time in his life something 
deep inside Brock reached out toward another creature. The thought of 
the puppy languishing here by the side of its dead parent until it, too . . .
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“Your name is Brog, all right?” The ancient astronomers had named 
stars after themselves. He had discovered something just as wonderful. 
Didn’t he have the right to name it sort of after himself while preserving 
the puppy’s uniqueness? “Don’t worry, Brog. I won’t let you starve.”

Which is why Brock appeared at the customs portal after dark, the 
front of his dry suit stained, carrying a wriggling Canis familiaris of 
uncertain breed. 

If there had been any way to smuggle the dog in, Brock would have. 
But he couldn’t for the life of him figure out how. As it was, every alarm 
in the area went off when he stepped into the transitional cubicle. The 
disembodied voice of the monitor queried him:

“Welcome back, Brock 095670038. You’re late.”
“Affirmative.”
“And you are carrying contraband.”
“I pulled a leaf.”
“Deposit same in quarantine bins.”
“Affirmative.”
“Sensors denote warm-blooded presence not on official roster.”
“I found a dog,” Brock mumbled.
“Repeat.”
“A dog.”
“Canis familiaris is extinct.”
“Well, maybe it’s just a robopet that got out somehow.”
“Correction. Robopets are bloodless. Leave dry suit for sterilization 

and proceed to quarantine inspection.”
The officials in quarantine inspection, who rarely had anything to 

inspect, were at first nervous and then, as they watched the puppy hap-
pily licking Brock’s face, interested despite themselves. An actual dog! 
None of them had ever seen one, of course, and Brock’s dog was so 
much, well, more vital than a robopet. And although, on later reflection, 
they knew they should have terminated or expelled it, they couldn’t quite 
bring themselves to do so that night.

“It will have to go to Research,” the chief inspector finally declared.
“Permission requested to hand carry the dog known as Brog to 

Research,” Brock said. There was a bit of an argument about that. Several 
inspectors sought the honor, but the chief declared that Brock, having shed 
his dry suit and being already contaminated, should be placed with the dog 
in a hermetically sealed air car and transported to Research. 

The scientists in Research were predictably amazed to see a live Canis 
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familiaris. But being scientists and more objective than the lower-grade 
quarantine inspectors, they kept a safe distance both physically and  
psychically from the creature. Only the oldest scientist, dressed in proper 
protective clothing, came into the laboratory with Brock and the dog. He 
scanned and poked and prodded the poor little fellow until it began to 
whimper in protest.

“Brog needs to rest,” said Brock, interrupting the scientist in the midst 
of his inspection. “She’s (for by this time gender had been indisputably 
established) had a hard day. And if there’s some actual food available—
she’s not used to pellets.”

“Of course, of course,” said one of the researchers through the speaker 
in the observation booth. “How thoughtless. Send someone out for a 
McLike burger without sauce. She may regard it as meat. Anyhow, it will 
seem more like food to her than a pellet, affirmative, Brock?”

The scientists, Brock soon realized, were looking to him for advice. He 
was, after all, the discoverer of the last dog. It gave him sudden scientific 
status. Brock had sense enough to take advantage of this. After Brog had 
swallowed the McLike burger in three quick gulps, Brock insisted that he 
be allowed to stay with Brog, so that he might interact and sleep with her. 
“She’s not like us,” he explained. “She’s used to tumbling about and  
curling up with other warm bodies. In the old myths,” he added, “puppies 
separated from their litters cried all night long. She will need constant 
interaction with another warm-blooded creature or she might well die 
of,” he loved using his new vocabulary, “‘loneliness.’”

The scientists agreed. After all, research was rather like quarantine, 
and since Brock had touched the dog ungloved and unprotected, he 
might well have picked up some germ from her. It was better to keep 
them both isolated in the research lab where proper precautions would 
be taken.

For nearly a week, Brock lived with Brog in the research center, eating 
McLike burgers, playing “fetch,” teaching Brog to “sit,” “heel,” “come”—
all the commands he could cull from the ancient texts. The dog quickly 
learned to obey Brock’s commands, but it wasn’t the automatic response 
of a robopet. Brog delighted in obedience. She wanted to please Brock, 
and those few times when she was too busy nosing about the lab and 
failed to obey instantly, those times when Brock’s voice took on a sharp 
tone of reproof, the poor little thing put her tail between her legs, looked 
up at him with sorrowful eyes, begging to be forgiven. Brock was  
tempted to speak sharply to her even when there was no need, for the 

133s h o r t  s t o r y

tHe laSt dOG 



sight of her drooping ears and tail, her mournful eyes was so dear to him 
that he did what Travis Coates had done to Old Yeller. He hugged her. 
There was no other way to explain it. He simply put his arms around her 
and held her to his chest while she beat at him with her tail and licked 
his face raw. Out of the corner of his eye he was well aware that one of 
the scientists was watching. Well, let him watch. Nothing was as won-
derful as feeling this warmth toward another creature. 

For the first week, the researchers seemed quite content to observe 
dog and boy from their glass-paneled observation booth and speak  
copious notes into their computers. Only the oldest of them would come 
into the lab and actually touch the alien creature, and he always wore a 
sterile protective suit with gloves. The others claimed it would interfere 
with objectivity if they got close to the dog, but they all seemed to behave 
positively toward Brog. No mention was made to Brock of his own less 
than objective behavior. So Brock was astounded to awake in the middle 
of the night to the sounds of an argument. Someone had forgotten to 
turn off the communication system.

“Cloning—it’s the only thing to do. If she’s the last, we owe it to pos-
terity to keep the line going.”

“And how are we going to raise a pack of dogs in a dome? One is nearly 
eating and drinking us out of test tube and petri dish. We can’t go on this 
way. As drastic as it may seem, we have to be realistic. Besides, no one has 
had the chance to do actual experiments since the dark ages. Haven’t you 
ever, just once, yearned to compare virtual research with actual?”

“What about the boy? He won’t agree. Interfacing daily with the dog, 
he’s become crippled by primal urges.”

“Can you think what chaos might ensue if a flood of primordial emo-
tions were to surface in a controlled environment such as ours?” another 
asked. “Apparently, emotions are easily triggered by interactions with 
primitive beasts, like dogs.”

“Shh. Not now. The speaker is—” The system clicked off.
But Brock had already heard. He knew he had lost anything resem-

bling scientific objectivity. He was no longer sure objectivity was a 
desirable trait. He rather enjoyed being flooded by “primordial emo-
tions.” But he was more worried for Brog than for himself. It wasn’t hard 
to figure out what the scientists meant by “actual experiments.” Cloning 
would be bad enough. Ten dogs who looked just like Brog so no one 
would know how special, how truly unique Brog was. But experiments! 
They’d cut her open and examine her internal organs, the way scientists 
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had in the dark ages. They’d prod her with electric impulses and put 
chips in her brain. They’d try to change her personality or modify her 
behavior. They’d certainly try to make her eat and drink less!

In the dark, he put his arm around Brog and drew her close. He loved 
the terrible smell of her breath and the way she snored when she slept. 
They’d probably fix that, too.

The next day he played sick. Brog, faithful dog that she was, hung 
around him whimpering, licking his face. The scientists showed no partic-
ular concern. They were too busy plotting what they might do with Brog.

Brock crept to the nearest terminal in the lab. It was already logged in. 
The scientists had been doing nothing but research on Canis familiaris. 
COMMON CANINE DISEASES. Brock scrolled down the list with descrip-
tions. No, distemper wouldn’t do. The first symptom was loss of appetite. 
He couldn’t make Brog fake that. On and on it went—no, heartworms 
wouldn’t do. What he needed was a disease that might affect Homo sapi-
ens as well as Canis familiaris. Here it was! Rabies: A viral disease 
occurring in animals and humans, esp. in dogs and wolves. Transmitted 
by bite or scratch. The early stages of the disease are most dangerous, 
for an otherwise healthy and friendly appearing animal will suddenly 
bite without provocation. 

Rabies was it! Somehow he would have to make Brog bite him. There 
was no antirabies serum in the dome, he felt sure. There were no animals 
in the dome. Why would they use precious space to store an unneeded 
medication? So they’d have to expel him as well as Brog for fear of 
spreading the disease. He shivered, then shook himself. No matter what 
lay on the outside, he could not stand to go back to the life he had lived 
in the dome before he met Brog.

He crept back to bed, pulling the covers over Brog. When one of the 
scientists came into the observation booth, Brock pinched Brog’s neck as 
hard as he could. Nothing. He pinched again, harder. Brog just snuggled 
closer, slobbering on his arm.

Disgusted, Brock got out of bed. Brog hopped down as well, rubbing 
against his leg. Pinching obviously was not going to do it. While the sci-
entist on duty in the booth was bending over a computer terminal, Brock 
brought his foot down on Brog’s paw. A tiny yip was all he got from that 
cruel effort—not enough sound even to make the man look up.

“Feeling better, Brock 095670038?” The oldest researcher had come 
into the lab.

“Affirmative,” Brock answered.
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“And how are you, puppy-wuppy?” The old man tickled Brog under 
her chin with his gloved hand. If I were a dog, I’d bite someone like that, 
thought Brock, but Brog, of course, simply licked the researcher’s glove 
and wagged her tail.

That was when he got his great idea. He waited to execute it until the 
proper moment. For the first time, all the scientists had gathered in the 
lab, all of them in protective garb, some of them twitching nervously in 
their chairs. They were sitting in a circle around Brock and Brog, explain-
ing what must be done.

“It has to be done for the sake of science,” they began. Then they went 
on to, “For the sake of the dome community, which is always, as you well 
know, short on food, and particularly short on water.” Brock listened to their 
arguments, nodding solemnly, pretending to agree. “It won’t be as if she’ll 
really be gone, you know. We’ve made virtuals of her—a special series just 
for you to keep. You can virtually play with her whenever you like.”

That was the cue. Brock turned and bit Brog on the tail so hard that 
the blood started. Brog, surprised and enraged, spun around and bit 
Brock on the nose.

There was a shocked silence. Every scientist leaned backward, body 
pressed hard against his or her chair back. Every eye was on the two of 
them.

“I—I don’t know what got into me,” Brock said. “I’ve been feeling very 
weird.” The scientists continued to stare. “I was checking the historical 
records. . . .”

All of the scientists fled the room. Someone ran to a computer termi-
nal. When Brock offered to take Brog out of the dome and let her loose 
in the mountains, no one argued. Neither did they say, “Hurry back,” or 
even, “Take care.” No one came close as he loaded his pouch with water 
and food pellets. The customs gate monitor asked no questions.

Out of sight of the dome, Brog was delirious with joy, jumping and run-
ning about in circles around Brock’s boots. Why wasn’t the atmosphere 
choking Brog if it was as poisonous as the dome dwellers claimed? His 
heart beating rapidly, Brock unscrewed his helmet just enough to let in a 
little of the outside atmosphere. Nothing happened. In fact, he seemed 
to be breathing perfectly normally. He took off the helmet entirely. He 
was still breathing freely. But his heart was beating so hard, he couldn’t 
be sure. He waited for the choking sensation he had been warned of. It 
didn’t occur. Could they be wrong? Could the outside world have healed 
itself? Perhaps—perhaps the reason the scanner had so much trouble 
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reading the outside atmosphere was because it wasn’t within the range 
of computerized expectations.

Could it be? Could it be that fear had kept the dome dwellers prisoner 
many years longer than a poisoned environment would have?

He unfastened the dry suit and slowly stepped out of it into the sunlight. 
It was wonderful how much faster he could walk without the clumsy 

suit. “Who knows?” Brock said to a frisking Brog. “Who knows, maybe out 
here you aren’t the last dog. Your mother had to come from somewhere.”

Brog barked happily in reply.
“And maybe, just maybe, where there are dogs, there are humans  

as well.”
They stopped at the brook where they’d met, and both of them had a 

long drink. Brock no longer carried a scanner, but he knew what he felt 
was excitement. The water was delicious. m

137s h o r t  s t o r y

tHe laSt dOG 





139a r t i c l e

Is the Weather Getting Worse?

coLin marQuis and stu ostro

Just last month, a heat wave sent temperatures soaring into triple dig-
its throughout the mid-Atlantic and Northeast, causing half a million 
people to lose power and killing at least two dozen. Before the month 
was finished, a second scorcher smothered the Midwest and other parts 
of the country, this time killing more than 185 in the deadliest heat wave 
there since 1995. And still yet in July, severe thunderstorms dropped golf 
ball-sized hail and dumped 13 inches of rain in Iowa, washing out  
bridges and railroad tracks, closing dozens of roads and whisking an 
elderly man out of his car. Now, we’re in the heart of hurricane season.

The weather is awesome, frightening and spellbinding. It is a rollick-
ing ride with no guarantee of safe return. But are we entering a unique 
era in weather history? Or are these events “business as usual” for 
Mother Nature?

As meteorologists with the Weather Channel, we’ve discovered that 
the truth may come as a surprise to you: Some of today’s weather is 
wilder, and you can attribute part of that to nature. But blame perception 
and mankind’s actions as well.

Before, tornadoes ripped through Midwest towns, but consequences 
seemed more distant. Today, real-time multimedia communication 
means gripping images get beamed instantly from tornado alley into our 
living rooms—or PCs. It’s as if we’re all experiencing the bad weather, 
albeit vicariously. Furthermore, as the population continues to grow, more 
people and buildings get in the way of whipping winds and flooding waters.

So what’s wilder out there: Our perceptions and behaviors? Or the 
weather itself? Here’s our take on what’s really happening.
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is iT GeTTiNG hoTTer? yes. 
But not as much as you’d think. The Earth has warmed about 1 degree 
Fahrenheit this century. We all have been inundated with long expositions 
on human-induced global warming, some of them objective, others not. 
Inevitably, talk of global warming increases during and just following 
extreme heat waves such as this past July’s. Weather is characterized by 
ups and downs, activity and monotony. Extremes will always occur, and 
they do not necessarily foretell of more ominous times to come. Globally, 
1998 was the warmest year on record, based on actual measurements 
as well as satellite data. Still, it is important to remember that specific 
temperature records over land date back only about 120 years, and data 
over the oceans (70% of the globe) was quite sparse until about 25 years 
ago, when satellites became more versatile. Therefore, precise measure-
ments of temperature do not extend far into the past, a mere drop in the 
bucket when considering the realm of global climate change.

is iT GeTTiNG weTTer? yes. 
Tom Karl at the National Climatic Data Center has found that much of the 
middle and upper latitudes of the earth—most of the U.S., Canada and 
Europe—show increases up to 20% this century. Most of that is due to 
an increase in very heavy precipitation events. As global temperatures 
increase, one theory goes, more water evaporates from the oceans. The 
increase in water vapor results in heavier precipitation. 

But, again, mankind’s development is often its own enemy. As humans 
continue to develop land, laying concrete and asphalt along the way, it 
follows that water runoff problems would increase. Even with proper 
drainage systems, heavy rain accumulates much more readily on pave-
ment than on soil. The scenes are repeated over and over—for example, 
in Dallas-Fort Worth and Kansas City earlier this year. The sky opens up 
and roads become torrents.

are There more hurricaNes? No. 
The number of U.S. land-falling major hurricanes (maximum sustained 
winds over 110 mph) has gone down: 23 from 1940–69 and only 14 
since 1970. However, damage caused by hurricanes and other powerful 
ocean storms has increased markedly since the ’40s. Taking inflation into 
account, hurricane damage costs went up from $36.8 billion from the 
years 1940–69 to nearly $74.9 billion from 1970–96. So what’s the deal? 
Again ponder the explosion of increasingly more expensive coastal 



141a r t i c l e

 

development. With nearly uninhibited growth continuing along the 
nation’s coasts and the inevitability of strong ocean storms, losses will 
continue to rise.

are There more TorNadoes? maybe. 
The number of reported tornadoes in the United States has more than 
doubled from the ’50s to the ’90s. “Reported,” however, is misleading; 
the actual number of tornadoes has not necessarily risen during that 
time. If a tornado occurred and no one was around to see it or document 
its damage path, then for the purpose of official numbers, it truly did not 
occur. Even today, there is evidence suggesting that many tornadoes go 
undetected.

There are good explanations as to why reported tornado numbers 
have risen so dramatically. Simply put, there are more people to witness 
tornadoes. Then consider the X factor: storm chasers. Virtually non-existent 
in the ’50s, there are now hundreds who tote palm-held camcorders into 
the Plains to tape the Big One. It only makes sense the numbers of 
reported tornadoes are way up.

In the last few years, tornado-related deaths in America have risen. 
That’s because a few tornadoes have hit densely populated communities. 
Of the more than 1,400 reported tornadoes and 130 tornado-related 
deaths in 1998, four twisters were responsible for 82 of the fatalities. 
Bottom line: Tornadoes can be frighteningly fierce and although the 
probability that one will hit a densely populated region is small, it can 
and does happen.

When taking a peek at the more distant past Richard Alley from Penn 
State University discovered through ice-core measurements that global 
temperatures and precipitation in the last few thousand years have been 
as steady as any time during the last 100 millennia. He also found that 
large swings in temperature (15 degrees Fahrenheit) and wet weather 
occurred on a regular basis prior to the recent quieter time. Perhaps 
more interesting is that these swings, which happened long before 
humans had a chance to influence the environment, typically occurred 
within a 10-year period, indicating that drastic climate change can occur 
through natural means, and quickly.

This evidence raises an interesting and provocative idea. Perhaps 
wilder weather is actually more typical than benign weather.

Whether humans are contributing to climate change or not, maybe 
the pendulum is beginning to swing back—toward the wild side. m

iS tHe WeatHer GettinG WOrSe?



The Last Street
aBraHam reisen

transLated From tHe yiddisH By Leonard woLF

The last street of the town;
And there the final house.
The place seems like a joke
After the city’s noise.

The neighbors are so hushed,
Each house so small—
Which makes the fields seem broad,
The sky especially full.

And everywhere you look
Your eyes with pleasure shine.
Here where the city ends,
The world begins.
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responding to Cluster Four
Thinking Skill   SYNTHESIZINg

1.  Each of the other clusters in this book is introduced by a question that is meant to 
help readers focus their thinking about the selections. What do you think the  
question for Cluster Four should be?

2.  How do you think the selections in this cluster should be taught? Demonstrate 
your ideas by joining with your classmates to
◆ create discussion questions.
◆ lead discussions about the selections.
◆ develop vocabulary activities.
◆ prepare a cluster quiz.

reflecting on What on Earth?
Essential Question   HOW dO WE PROTECT OUR PLANET?

Reflecting on this book as a whole provides an opportunity for independent learning 
and the application of the critical thinking skill, synthesis. Synthesizing means examin-
ing all the things you have learned from this book and combining them to form a richer 
and more meaningful view of how we protect the earth. 

There are many ways to demonstrate what you know about protecting the earth. 
Here are some possibilities. Your teacher may provide others. 

1.  Individually or with a small group, research one of the topics that was covered in this 
book: weather patterns, wildlife in the suburbs, hunting, animal research, or the 
Exxon Valdez oil spill in Prince Edward Sound. Present your information in a speech, 
essay, or debate. Then explain whether you think the authors of the selections in this 
book presented their information in fair or biased ways.  

2.  Create an environmental report card for your town, grading it in categories that you 
think are important, such as general awareness of ecological issues, recycling, and 
so on. Then gather information by interviewing city officials or longtime residents 
on how things have changed in the last ten years. What’s better? What’s worse?

3.  Develop a video, report, or photo essay on an environmental problem in your school 
or community. Then develop a plan of action to address the problem.
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ClOse reAdIng

Re-reading, we find a new book. —Mason Cooley

Close reading is the careful interpretation of a text. Re-reading is the key strategy for close 
reading. The “new book” readers often encounter on re-reading is layered with meaning. 

There is no single right way to do a close reading of a text. The following general 
process, however, presents three broad stages or levels in re-reading that build on one 
another to help produce a deep understanding of a text. 

1. First Readings: Build Understanding

On a first reading, focus on grasping the literal or explicit meaning of a text. Answer the 
questions as you read, paraphrase key ideas, and jot down any questions you have.

Informational Text 
Questions to Ask Where to Look for Answers

What is the main idea? Title, introduction, or first few paragraphs

What information backs up the main idea? Body paragraphs, especially their topic sentences

How are the ideas in the text related to one 
another? 

Transitions between sections/ideas

What conclusion does the writer draw, and how 
does it relate to the main idea and supporting 
ideas? 

Concluding paragraphs

Argumentative Text
Questions to Ask Where to Look for Answers

What is the main claim, or point the writer is 
trying to prove? 

Title, introduction, or first few paragraphs

What evidence does the writer provide to back 
up that claim?  

Body paragraphs, especially their topic sentences

What counterclaims, if any, does the writer 
address? 

Body paragraphs, often marked with such words 
and phrases as “in contrast,” “despite,” “while 
it is true that”

How are the ideas in the text related to one 
another? 

Transitions between sections/ideas

What conclusion does the writer draw, and how 
does it relate to the main claim and supporting 
ideas? 

Concluding paragraphs
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Narrative Text
Questions to Ask Where to Look for Answers

What event starts the narrative in motion?  Introduction or first few paragraphs

What is the setting of the narrative?   Introduction and throughout

Who are the people or characters in the 
narrative?  

Introduction and throughout

What problem do the people or characters face? Introduction and throughout

What happens to the people or characters as the 
narrative unfolds?  

Body paragraphs

What is the outcome or resolution of the 
narrative?  

Concluding paragraphs

Poetry
Questions to Ask Where to Look for Answers

If the poem tells a story, what is the basic outline 
of that story?   

Throughout

What is the tone of the poem? Throughout

What images, words, or ideas stand out as 
striking?

Throughout

What images, words, or ideas are repeated,  
if any?   

Throughout

What message do you see in the poem? Title, throughout

2. Focused Re-readings: Analyze the Text and Gather Evidence

Re-reading after you have grasped a basic understanding of a text is the stage at which 
you are most likely to encounter that “new book” referred to in the beginning quote, 
because at this level you analyze the text carefully and focus on details that may bring 
new meaning to what you have read.  The chart below shows some of the points you can 
focus on in a re-reading of almost any kind of text. It also shows what questions you can 
ask and where and how you can discover the answers to those questions. 

Focused Re-reading
Focus and Thinking Skills Questions to Ask Finding Textual Evidence

Author’s purpose, such as to 
inform, put forward an 
argument, entertain, satirize, 
tell a story

Thinking skills: Recognize explicit 
statements; draw inferences 
about implied purpose(s)

Why did the writer write this? 

Is the purpose stated explicitly 
or is it only implied?

Look in the title and beginning 
paragraphs for quotes that 
show the answers to your 
questions.

continued
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Focused Re-reading (cont.)

Focus and Thinking Skills Questions to Ask Finding Textual Evidence

Word choice and style, 
including length of sentences, 
variety of sentence beginnings, 
and variety of sentence types

Thinking skills: Analyze; break 
passages down by word choice 
and sentence style and look for 
patterns

What words and phrases 
caught your attention for their 
strength and clarity? Does the 
author tend to use long 
sentences, short sentences, or a 
variety of sentence lengths? Do 
the sentences begin in a variety 
of ways (for example, subject 
first, prepositional phrase first, 
etc.)?

Look throughout for examples 
that demonstrate the results of 
your analysis (for example, 
three vivid word choices, three 
varied sentence patterns, etc.). 
In a long text, examine a 
section from the beginning, 
two or three sections from the 
middle, and a section from the 
end. 

Figurative language, such as 
similes, metaphors, hyperbole, 
alliteration

Thinking skills: Analyze to 
identify figures of speech; 
classify the type of figurative 
language; compare figurative 
language to a possible 
replacement in literal language

What figures of speech does 
the writer use? What do they 
accomplish that literal language 
would not?

Look throughout, but especially 
in descriptive passages, for 
various examples of figurative 
language and compare them to 
literal language.

Structure, including main 
sections and such 
organizational patterns as 
chronological order and order 
of importance

Thinking skills: Analyze to 
identify the sections of a text; 
classify to determine the 
organizational pattern

What are the main sections of 
the text? What is the 
organizational pattern of the 
text?

Look throughout the text for 
transitional words and phrases 
that show both where sections 
break and how they are 
connected. Identify the main 
ideas from each section.

Point of view in fiction, 
including choice of narrator 

Thinking skills: Analyze 
narrative to identify point of 
view; compare points of view 
by imagining a passage told 
from a different point of view 
and evaluating the effect.

Is the story told from the first- 
or third-person point of view? If 
it is not in first-person, how 
much does the narrator know 
about the characters? What 
effect does the choice of 
narrative point of view have on 
the text? Why might the author 
have chosen that point of 
view? 

Look for pronouns. If the 
narrator refers to himself or 
herself as “I,” the story is in 
first-person. Look at key 
passages in which important 
information is revealed for 
examples that show the effect 
of point of view on the 
narrative.

continued
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Focused Re-reading (cont.)

Focus and Thinking Skills Questions to Ask Finding Textual Evidence

Point of view in nonfiction, 
including frame of reference, 
such as scientist, parent, 
teenager

Thinking skills: Recognize 
explicit statements; draw 
inferences about the writer 
from telling details

What is the writer’s frame of 
reference?

Look in the introduction and 
body paragraphs for details 
that give insight into the 
writer’s experience, worldview, 
and possible bias.

Implied meanings

Thinking skills: Analyze details; 
draw inferences and 
conclusions

What is left unsaid? What 
inference can you draw from a 
collection of details when you 
“read between the lines”?

Look throughout for details 
that “show” not “tell.” In 
fiction these would include the 
actions of the characters and 
details of the setting. In 
nonfiction, these might appear 
in descriptive passages where 
the reader is left to draw his or 
her own conclusions. Find 
examples that support your 
interpretation of the implied 
meaning.

Different kinds of texts suggest additional points to focus on during re-reading. 

Focused Re-Reading of Informational and Argumentative Text
Focus and Thinking Skills Questions to Ask Finding Textual Evidence

Clarification and verification 
of information

Thinking skills: Define key terms; 
analyze complicated sentences 
and paragraphs; compare to 
other sources to verify 
information

What parts confused you? 
What did you not understand 
well on first reading? What 
seemed to contradict 
information you thought you 
knew?

Look in passages that raised 
questions in your mind in first 
reading; refer to outside 
sources if necessary for 
confirming or contradicting 
information.

Assumptions

Thinking skills: Logical thinking 
to evaluate the assumption 
underlying the claim

Does every claim depend on a 
valid assumption? 

Look for passages that put 
forward claims in an argument; 
look for examples, if any, of 
hidden assumptions.

continued



148 C l o s e  R e a d i n g

Focused Re-Reading of Informational and Argumentative Text (cont.)

Focus and Thinking Skills Questions to Ask Finding Textual Evidence
Development of an 
argument and key supporting 
ideas

Thinking skills: Evaluate the 
relevance, sufficiency, and 
importance of the supporting 
details; distinguish fact from 
opinion

By what method does the 
writer attempt to prove his or 
her point? Are the supporting 
ideas relevant and sufficient to 
prove the point?  

Look throughout for all the 
facts, reasons, and examples 
offered in support of each 
claim and/or counterclaim.

Style and tone 

Thinking skills: Analyze 
language choices; evaluate 
appropriateness

Is the style formal and 
respectful, or informal and full 
of “loaded” language (words 
that carry strong, usually 
negative connotations)?

Look throughout, but especially 
at the beginning and ending 
where the author wants to 
make his or her point most 
strongly, for examples that 
show formal, respectful 
language or disrespectful 
loaded language.

Focused Re-reading of Fiction and Drama
Focus and Thinking Skills Questions to Ask Finding Textual Evidence

Plot 

Thinking skills: Sequence; draw 
inferences; examine cause-
effect relationships

What is the impact of each 
main development of the plot 
on the characters?

Look for examples of 
characters’ words or actions 
before a turning point in the 
story and after a turning point.

Setting

Thinking skills: Draw inferences

How does the setting 
contribute to the mood of the 
story? How do the details of 
the setting help define 
characters? 

Look for descriptive details 
throughout the story about the 
time and physical characteristics 
of the place of the events and 
their impact on mood and 
characters.

Characters 

Thinking skills: Analyze details 
of characterization; generalize 
from details; draw inferences 
from details

How does each character 
contribute to the development of 
the plot? How do the details of 
characterization and the dialogue 
reveal the characters’ personalities 
and motivations? Why do 
characters act as they do?

Look throughout for character 
1) descriptions, 2) thoughts,  
3) words, 4) actions,  
5) changes, 6) motivations.

Theme

Thinking skills: Draw inferences; 
generalize from details; 
synthesize various elements

How does the author 
communicate the theme through 
the development of setting, 
characters, and plot? What 
passages and details in the story 
best express the main theme?

Look for passages and details 
from each main part of the 
story or drama that express 
theme.
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Focused Re-reading of Poetry
Focus and Thinking Skills Questions to Ask Finding Textual Evidence

Persona (the poet’s “voice”)

Thinking skills: Analyze; draw 
inferences

How does the persona relate to 
the subject, mood, and theme 
of the poem?

Look for specific examples that 
show the persona’s involvement 
and reveal attitudes.

Meter and rhyme

Thinking skills: Analyze meter 
and rhyme; synthesize to assess 
their effect

How do the meter and rhyme 
affect the rhythm and mood of 
the poem?

Look for metrical patterns and 
rhyme schemes from several 
places in the poem.

Sound devices, such as 
alliteration, assonance, 
onomatopoeia

Thinking skills: Analyze 
language; classify types of 
sound devices; draw inferences 
about their meaning and effect

What sound devices are in the 
poem? What effect do they 
have?

Look throughout the poem for 
examples of sound devices in 
relation to other elements of 
the poem.

Theme

Thinking skills: Draw inferences; 
generalize from details; 
synthesize various elements

How does the poet 
communicate the theme 
through the details of the 
poem? 

Look for passages and details 
from throughout the poem that 
express theme.

3. Synthesis: Evaluate the Text 

By now you may have encountered the “new book” that close reading often reveals, a text 
with layers of meaning. On later re-readings, you can stand back from the text and begin 
to see it from a critic’s point of view. Following are some of the criteria by which any great 
work of literature, or classic, is usually judged. When you evaluate a literary work, 
nonfiction or fiction, consider the following characteristics.

Some Characteristics of Great Literature
•  Explores great themes in human nature and the human experience that many people 

can identify with—such as growing up, family life, personal struggles, or war

•  Expresses universal values—such as truth or hope—to which people from many 
different backgrounds and cultures can relate

• Conveys a timeless message that remains true for many generations of readers

•  Presents vivid impressions of characters, settings, and situations that many generations 
of readers can treasure

•  Demonstrates outstanding and inventive understanding of important aspects of 
humanity and society
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The chart below shows some questions you can ask—and answer with evidence 
from the text—when you are evaluating a text. 

Questions for Evaluating a Text
Informational Text How effectively has the writer

•  presented a clear explanation on a topic of value

•  used examples and other supporting details

•  accurately conveyed information

•  structured the explanation

• used language and style to add clarity and life

• presented an unbiased view

• engaged the reader

Argumentative Writing How effectively has the writer

•  presented a clear position or claim on a subject of importance

•  used examples and other details to support claims

•  accurately conveyed information

•  addressed counterclaims

•  used logic

•  covered the topic in sufficient depth and breadth

•  been fair-minded

•  structured the argument

•  used language and style to add clarity and life

•  convinced you

Fiction and Drama How effectively has the writer 

•  drawn well-rounded characters worth getting to know

•  developed and paced a plot

•  set mood and tone

•  used language

•  structured the story

•  developed a meaningful theme

Poetry How effectively has the poet

•  used (or not used) rhyme

•  created stunning word pictures

•  used figurative language

•  structured the poem

•  expressed an otherwise inexpressible idea 
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usIng textuAl eVIdenCe

Prove it! Anytime you write a literary analysis, informational text, or argument, you will be 
expected to prove your main idea or claim. You draw the textual evidence for that proof 
from the collection of details you have mined during your close readings. 

During your close readings, you gathered evidence by taking notes from the work itself. 
These notes may have included descriptive passages, lines of dialogue, narrative details, 
facts, examples, statistics, and other kinds of details. In drafting an analysis of a text or in 
piecing together an informational or argumentative text from several sources, include the 
evidence in a way that will convince readers of your main idea or claim.

Strengthen your arguments by using relevant quotations from your text or texts that 
support a point. Work them smoothly into your writing and punctuate them correctly. The 
following guidelines show how to work textual evidence into a written analysis. They use 
examples from a literary analysis on a short story by Marjorie Kinnan Rawlings called “A 
Mother in Mannville.”

Guidelines for Using Direct Quotations in a Literary Analysis

1. Always enclose direct quotations in quotation marks.
2.  Follow the examples below when writing quotations in different positions in the 

sentence. Notice that quotations in the middle or end of a sentence are not ordinarily 
capitalized. 

Begins Sentence “He wore overalls and a torn shirt,” observes the narrator (323). 
Interrupts Sentence  In his “grave gray-blue eyes,” the narrator sees a rare and 

precious quality (325). 
Ends Sentence  The narrator feels that Jerry’s integrity makes him “more than 

brave” (325).

3.  Use ellipses—a series of three dots ( . . . )—to show that words have been left out of  
a quotation.
   “For a moment, finding that he had a mother shocked me . . . and I did not know why 

it disturbed me” (327).
4.  If the quotation is four lines or longer, set it off by itself without quotation marks. 

Indent one inch on the left and leave space above and below it.
And after my first fury at her—we did not speak of 
her again—his having a mother, any sort at all, not far 
away, in Mannville, relieved me of the ache I had had 
about him. . . . He was not lonely. It was none of my 
concern. (328)

5.  After each quotation cite the page number of the text in parentheses. The citation 
usually precedes punctuation marks such as periods, commas, colons, and semicolons. 
For plays or long poems, also give main divisions, such as the act and scene of the play 
or the part of the poem, plus line numbers.
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Following are examples of using textual evidence in a different kind of writing—an 
informational research report on the lost city of Atlantis. The sources are indicated in 
parentheses and would be keyed to a works-cited page at the end of the report.

Examples of Using Textual Evidence in an Informational Report

1. Use a quotation to finish a sentence you have started.

Example  Photographs taken in 1977 of underwater stones are believed to “bear the 
mark of human handiwork” (Whitney).

2.  Quote a whole sentence. If you omit words from a sentence, indicate the omission with 
an ellipsis, a series of three dots ( . . . ).

Example  “He suggests that the structures match the description in Plato’s Dialogue 
Critias . . . and that the high mountains of Atlantis are actually those of the 
Sierra Morena and the Sierra Nevada” (Shermer).

3.  Quote four or more lines from a source. For a quotation of this length, skip two lines 
and set the quotation as a block indented one inch on the left. You do not need 
quotation marks for such an extended quotation. 

Example  Here is how Plato describes the downfall of Atlantis in the dialogue  
called Timaeus: 
Some time later excessively violent earthquakes and floods occurred, 
and after the onset of an unbearable day and a night, your entire 
warrior force sank below the earth all at once, and the Isle of Atlantis 
likewise sank below the sea and disappeared. (1232)

4.  Quote just a few words.

Example  According to Plato, in an “unbearable day and a night” Atlantis was 
destroyed (Timaeus 1232).

5. Paraphrase information from a source. 

Example  “Although many have dismissed Atlantis as a myth, some 50,000 volumes 
have been written to describe and locate it.” [Original]

   Curiosity about Atlantis and efforts to locate it gave rise to some 50,000 
books on the topic (“Greek Backs Plato Theory”). [paraphrase]

For informational and argumentative texts, including research reports, be sure to  
verify factual evidence in your sources for accuracy.

Verifying Factual Evidence
•  Locate at least two sources that contain the same basic facts.

•  Skim each source for specific details, such as dates, locations, and statistics.

• If the specific details in both sources agree, you can probably rely on their accuracy.

•  Watch for discrepancies in broader concepts, such as in the sequence of events or in 
the relationship between cause and effect. 

•  If you discover discrepancies, use a third source to determine which source is likely to 
be more accurate. 



153c o m pa r i n g  T e x T s

COmpArIng texts

Another way to achieve a deep understanding of a text is to compare it to another text. 
You can compare and contrast literary texts in many ways. You could, for example, do a 
close reading of two (or more) texts using any of the same focus points outlined on pages 
145–149, and then compare and contrast the way each text addresses that focus point. 
Following are just a few of many examples.

Two or More Texts of This Type Focus Points to Compare and Contrast
Short stories Structure (use of chronological order or flashbacks), theme, 

plot, character development, point of view, setting, style

Poems Role of persona, figurative language, rhyme and meter, 
theme

Biographies Details of life that are emphasized or omitted in each 
version; overall sense of person’s character and motivation

Informational Texts Structure, point of view, importance of main idea, support 
for main idea, language and style, author’s purpose, 
accuracy of information, possible bias

Argumentative Texts Structure, point of view, significance of main claim, quality 
of supporting details for claims, logical reasoning, accuracy 
of information, possible bias, language and style, 
conclusions

The following chart shows additional ways to compare and contrast texts to deepen 
your understanding of them.

Types of Texts to Compare Questions for Comparing Texts
Texts in different forms or genres  
(such as stories and poems, historical 
novels and fantasy stories, short stories 
and novels)

•  How is the approach to theme and topic similar in 
both forms? 

•  How is the approach to theme and topic different in 
the two forms or genres? 

•  How does their form or genre make these texts 
unique?

Fictional portrayal of a time, place, or 
character and a historical account of the 
same period 

 •  How do authors of fiction use or alter history? 

Modern work of fiction versus traditional 
sources

•  In what ways does the modern work draw on themes, 
patterns of events, or character types from myths, 
traditional stories, or religious works? 

•  How is the modern work turned into something new 
and fresh?

continued
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Types of Texts to Compare (cont.) Questions for Comparing Texts (cont.)

Texts from the same era that approach 
themes differently

•  What was the purpose of each text? 

•  What was the writer’s frame of reference or 
worldview?

• Whom was the writer addressing ?

Texts from different eras •  What does each text reveal about social attitudes 
during the time in which it was written?  

Different texts by the same author •  What themes appear repeatedly in works by this 
author? 

•  What changes in style and/or theme, if any, are 
apparent in later works by the author compared to 
earlier works?

Comparing Texts in Different Mediums  “Texts” do not necessarily need to be written 
pieces. In fact, comparing texts in different mediums—such as print, audio, and video—
can lead to valuable insights. 

The following chart shows some questions to ask when comparing and contrasting 
texts in different mediums.

Reading a Story, Drama, or Poem Listening to or Viewing an Audio, Video, or 
Live Version of the Text

•  When you read the text, what do you see in 
your mind’s eye? How do you picture the 
visual images, the characters, and the setting?

•  What do you hear—what do the characters’ 
voices sound like?

•  What are the sounds in the setting? 

•  What can you experience reading a text that 
you cannot experience when viewing or 
listening to an audio, video, or live version of 
the text? 

•  When you listen to an audio version of the 
text, what do you experience in comparison to 
when you read it?  Are any elements more 
vivid? less vivid?

•  When you view a video version of the text, 
what do you experience in comparison to 
when you read it?

•  What can a video provide that a written text 
cannot?

•  How does the experience of a live performance 
differ from reading a text? 

•  What can a live performance offer that reading 
a text cannot?

•  How faithful to the original text is the audio, 
video, or live version?  If it differs in significant 
ways, why do you think the directors and 
actors made the choices they did to change it?
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You know the techniques writers use to make an impression and impact. They include 
provocative language, narration that can get inside of characters’ heads, and plenty of 
room for the readers’ imaginations to fill in visual and auditory details. Understanding the 
“tools of the trade” of different mediums can help you make clear comparisons and 
contrasts.

Techniques of Audio Techniques of Video Techniques of Stage
•  Actual voices and other 

sounds in the setting

•  Possibility of music to help 
create mood

•  Room for imagination to fill 
in visual aspects

 •  Representation of all sounds 
and visuals; little left to the 
imagination

•  Lighting, sound recording, 
camera angles, color, focus, 
and special effects all shape 
the visual message

•  Use of background music to 
help create mood

•  Editing techniques that place 
one scene next to another to 
make a comment

•  Representation of some 
sounds and visuals within the 
limited scope of the stage

•  Stage directions that tell 
characters how to interact in 
each scene

•  Lighting and other special 
effects

•  Live actors creating a sense of 
immediacy

•  Use of music

Sometimes you may be asked to compare a single scene in two different mediums. 
For example, a chilling scene in the book To Kill a Mockingbird centers on the shooting of a 
mad dog by mild-mannered lawyer Atticus Finch. If you read that scene carefully in the 
book and then compared and contrasted it to the same scene in the movie version of the 
book, you could evaluate what is emphasized or absent in each treatment of the scene.

Sometimes you may be asked to compare multiple versions of a story, drama, or 
poem in different mediums. How does the stage version of To Kill a Mockingbird differ 
from both the print and movie versions? How do the film and stage versions offer different 
interpretations of the original text? 
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