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NE OF THE THINGS THAT 
happen when we are in our 
prime, if we have been lucky 

or wise or both, is that we come at last to 
know what comer of Mother Earth's 
ample lap is most congenial to us. Some 
people know this early on. . . . 

Many of my friends are drawn to the 
mountains, many to the red rock desert 
expanses. And all of these are delightful to 
me. I know the alert stillness of the desert 
at dusk, with the great dark velvet sky arching over the fragile 
land, its band of light at the horizon the backdrop for crisp sil- 
houettes of saguaro and sagebrush. Living within arm's reach 
of the canyon's blessed breezes (paradise regained at twilight 
after blistering summer days), I certainly know the marvels of 
mountainland. The splendor of high country waterfalls is al- 
ways high drama to me. The October colors of a mountain 
loop make me happily dizzy, season after season. 

But for a number of summers I spent a month or more in 
the rolling farmland of eastern Idaho, and though it seems odd 
to me (because it is not something I would ever have pre- 
dicted), it is this particular landscape that says to my heart, 
Peace, be still. This is not a kind of country that people gener- 
ally rave about. Idaho itself has far more spectacular displays 
up along the Salmon River and in the Sawtooth Mountains. I 
don't quite understand this valley's attraction to me, but I take 
the gift gratefully 

The rolling fields of grain, kept green not by rain but by the 
swaylng spray from irrigation pipes, undulate, for me, with all 
the romance the sea has for others. I look out over the vast 
stretches, seeing the horizon unobstructed for 360 degrees, 
and sigh with deep contentment. (Of course, I haven't plowed 
or planted the fields, nor tended the imgation pipes. I hope 
those who have done that work feel the same contentment I 

do. Theirs, however, must of necessity be 
a more complex emotion.) I look up at 
the dome of the sky, filled with towering 
white clouds that dominate anything on 
the ground, and feel what I can only de- 
scribe as harmonic resolution-as 
though a piece of music had ended on a 
particularly satisfying chord. When the 
sunsets linger with pearl and pink and 
silver and gold and lavender extrava- 
ganzas, I am shaken into silence. 

Finding the place where the heart is at 
home is a suitable task for the prime of 
life. In our adolescent young adult stages, 
we feel cast out, a little lost, displaced. We 
view the world as exiles, longingly, from 
the outside looking in. I don't think it's 
p e n  to many of us at this age to find a 
lasting solace in any one place or kind of 
place. Restlessness drives us, and we may 
love now one place, now another, now 

ready to set up hermit housekeeping deep in some stoic 
woods, now determined to go to sea, or to take up residence 
along a particularly enchanting beach. (By the way, have you 
noticed that those who love the sea and those who love the 
beach are two very different kinds of bird?) 

But when we start to learn the lessons of midlife, to cherish 
the present moment and to find that, Yeats to the contrary, the 
center can hold sometimes, then we are able to listen to our 
hearts and sense the deep roots that connect us in our per- 
sonal, individual way to a particular place or h n d  of place. 

Much has been written and said lately about "women's way 
of knowing." I find that this linking with the land is one of our 
ways of knowing, of knowing Mother Earth, certainly, but also 
of knowing about ourselves and, by extension, about the rest 
of our species and some of our sister species. (Last Sunday at 
dusk, rounding down the dirt road toward the cabin, I spotted 
a red fox with her mate. We stared at each other in friendly cu- 
riosity for a few long moments, exchanged blessings, and 
moved on.) 

Millions of us, women and men, will have to learn the ma- 
gician's craft if we are going to rescue Mother Earth from the 
dragon of our wanton ravaging. But getting to this point may 
start, for each of us, in finding the magic of a place that, pri- 
vately and persuasively, says Peace. <a 
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