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‘IN THE EYE OF THE BEHOLDER’
THE PRESIDENTIAL ADDRESS DELIVERED TO THE SOCIETY

ON 3 DECEMBER 1986

R. Haney
124 Fakenham Road, Taverham, Norfolk

To be invited to accept the Presidency of such an ancient and august body such as

this is a rare privilege. After all., there are no more than ten such occasions per

decade. It was the highest of honours to which I could ever aspire and that only in

flights of fancy after at least another half century of Mammal Reports and that

assuming my main contributors of articles actually sent their copy in!

A privilege, an honour and a further opportunity to contribute to this Society

which has made such an important contribution to my own life. It’s never too late to

start again and I came in at a period when the course ofmy life was changing. I and
we must be interchangeable because Barbara and I are two parts of the same team.

I’m the one who makes the more noise. Then at the time of our family grief, the

comradeship and quiet support we found here linked with the absorbing study of

nature we share with you our friends, did much to rebuild our lives.

Moreover, the Society gave us the framework inside which we could develop as

naturalists and I believe as people. One ofthe privileges of this office is the ability to

publicly acknowledge our debt and to express our deepest thanks. Now I know this

kind of departure from the cold analytical line, speaking from the heart rather than

the head, can cause embarrassment in such scientific circles. But Natural History

has always been as much a feeling as a mental exercise to me. The joy of observa-

tion, the thrill of new discoveries — at least new to me — the leap of the spirit has

been the inspiration, justification and reward.

So if I address you in this way, I am merely expressing my true self. In so doing

I pay the Society its proper respect and due. The Presidential Address is in itself a

strange occasion. The speaker at a normal meeting has been invited to talk to us on a

specific and well-defined topic with the degree of expertise you would expect from a

specialist. Many presidential fall into this category. But you may decide to choose

the person not the subject. In so doing you give your chosen one a unique oppor-

tunity inside these circles to say more or less what he pleases outside treason and
blasphemy. Hence this preamble.

But on the other hand, it’s quite an awesome experience for the speaker. The
most difficult audience of all to face in my experience is the one made up of friends

and colleagues. As you know I’m usually quite happy to talk to groups large or small

entirely off the cuff. But tonight I need a script. So the occasion must be a very

special one indeed. Now we come to the subject ofmy talk. Perhaps I should speak

as Editor of the Mammal Report. On the mammals of Norfolk. I did that once
before. I’ve made a special study of Plant Galls. I hope you didn’t miss that one.

Outside the Society I’m best known as someone who encourages others to go out-

side to look, to discover for themselves those miracles of life going on all round and
so often unnoticed. Even being destroyed by uncaring hands.

Looking back to my own childhood is almost like remembering a world of
dream. How lucky I was. We lived in the Waveney Valley with its river, woods,
fields, hedges and marshes all close at hand. A sample box of mixed habitats. Little

money in the family but plenty of space to play and wander and few people about.
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This was just before the agricultural revolution begun by the Second World War.
No idea then we would ever have to travel miles to see a cowslip meadow.

We were profligate with the riches there to be used and abused. It didn’t matter

if we took and took again. The forces of nature were so strong. Plant a willow post

in the ground and it sprouted new growth. I was able to absorb all this without

understanding much about it. Looking back I realise how little the average person

in our village knew about the life all round us.

Nor did I realise how fortunate I’d been till I worked in a London school and
had to parade the children through a mile of streets to play on a patch of mud mas-
querading as a games pitch, in what the map said was a park. It does seem a signifi-

cant fact that only one child in seven is born in the country. Influences of childhood

can set attitudes and make or mar adults. The joyful acceptance of the glories of the

world seen in children brought up in a natural environment, unconscious absorb-

ance, oneness with the world is a blessing too easily snatched away, or just lost.

How sad it is to see it deliberately suppressed by the individual himself. How sad to

see so many of our children already caught up in the coils of greed and gratification.

So many of them have lost their childhood and their sense of wonder.

In his poem ‘Past and Present’, Thomas Hood confesses,

‘... now ’tis little joy

To know Tm farther offfrom heav’n

Than when I was a boy

’

William Wordsworth dealt with this far more deeply and it was his poetry that

made me begin to think more seriously about my own attitudes and beliefs.

One certainty has always been my great and good fortune in being born where I

was and when I was but at the same time being very much aware of the other six we
have spoken about who have such an overwhelming influence on my destiny when
it comes to making decisions.

Democracy sometimes has its drawbacks!

Since those early years, our world has moved on at a tremendous pace. We have

lived increasingly second-hand lives. Not that I would want to go back to the condi-

tions of my early years as a householder, let alone the primitive cottage of my
earliest days. I can enjoy my forays into the wider world all the time knowing I also

have the comfort and convenience to welcome me home clutching my notebook and
specimen bag. Our ancestors didn’t have a great deal of time left over, after their

strenuous efforts just to stay alive, to enjoy their close contact with nature. Yet

nowadays the average person does tend to look back as if to a golden age. There
seems to be a need to reach out and touch but preferably in a once removed, sterilis-

ed substitute for the real thing, like packet meals and tinned vegetables. Is this why
Television Nature is so popular? Can the armchair naturalist take the next impor-

tant step and get up and be more positive? In a recent interview, David Bellamy,

one of our leading television naturalists, agreed that this is an immediate and press-

ing problem.

I think this search for contact has something to do with the present fancy to

dabble with old so-called natural remedies and the great interest in the magical

associations of plants. Presumably the underlying belief at the time they were writ-

ten was that everything in the world was made for the service of man. All we had to

do was to learn its purpose. We are still asked why certain un-loved creatures were

made.
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So let’s go back to the beginning of the world. To the Creation. Most peoples

have their stories to illustrate the purpose of the world and their own place in it.

Usually right in the centre! Being brought up where we were we naturally think of

the Adam and Eve stories. Attending a village church school by day and reading my
‘Boys Book of Knowledge’ type books at night could have been confusing because

of the opposing dogmas. It was very much a case of believe what you are told. After

years of ‘don’t think’, suddenly at sixteen — ‘Think!’ It wasn’t until I had left

school altogether that I discovered the first two chapters of Genesis tell different

stories. The poetic description of the first contrasts with what I find a kind of

arrogance in the second. There is a domineering male, and woman comes in almost

as an after-thought. Perhaps it was written by or for some dreadful old desert

potentate.

Our western civilisation was built on the principle that the world is there for

man to use and exploit. Not to tend the Garden of Eden but to go out and subdue.

Man the dominator not the participator. After long ages of struggle this eventually

leads to an increasingly rapid control of the environment through galloping

technology matched by rapidly increasing population. A look at the graph of world
population shows how rapid the rise has been in our own lifetime.

How long can this double process continue? We still have members whose lives

span the history of flight from the first feeble ventures off the ground in controlled

flight to orbiting space stations. We all benefit from this command of resources and
constant searching to understand and exploit. I was told I owe my leg to X-ray

machines developed to check space hardware. Our demands for an easier life and
comforts are very natural and mean that many of us here tonight can continue

healthy and fulfilling lives. None of these products of industry we are using here

tonight are essential. We could manage without the pictures, the music and the

recorded speech. Nowadays all of these are freely available and they can enrich our

lives, widen our interests and bring us together in shared experience.

I invite you to go home tonight and count up the number of household
appliances we take for granted and expect to use. Then compare that with the

number you had when you set up home. I don’t presume to suggest you shouldn’t

have them but the question is, how long can this increasing demand be sustained?

In order to continue our luxurious lives, will we have to convince other less for-

tunate peoples they don’t really need them?

So much for us as exploiters of nature.

This attitude was not universal. For example, I think of the redman of North
America, who followed the bison, used them for so many purposes but still felt

reverence and guilt. Not every aspect of their culture is to be admired, but we can

share some fellow feeling in this at least, and apart from any other consideration it is

easy for us to see how clashes and misunderstandings between peoples were bound
to occur when two cultures met. A very interesting point is that the redman had no
notion of the concept of ownership of land. The Dutch were delighted with their

bargain when they bought Manhatten Island for some beads but were affronted

when the tribe wished to come back.

This conflict of concepts is exemplified in the now famous speech of Chief
Seattle, delivered last century when the American government proposed to buy the

land his tribes occupied.
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“We know that the white man does not understand our ways. One portion of the land is

the same to him as the next
, for he is a stranger who comes in the night and takes from

the land what he needs.
”

Possibly the nearest we came in Europe to the idea of unity in creation was in

St. Francis of Assissi whose teaching was distorted by his followers and he himself

branded a heretic. Nature had to be subdued. It was almost an enemy. And there are

times and places where a presence can be felt, not good, not bad, but not human ...

The irrational is there under the surface. I took a group of children and asked

them their likes and dislikes from a selected list of animals. Spiders were generally

agreed to be abhorrent. Beetles were best crushed underfoot. Ladybirds were
approved by all because they were not considered to be proper beetles. The scaly

skin of a snake, really so sleek and glossy was thought to be foul and slimy but a

butterfly’s scaly wings were a delight to all of them. Bats, so mysterious and
misunderstood, were indefinably evil.

In this country, man’s closest association is generally with his pets. Man and
domesticated animals began their association through mutual convenience. We can

still see examples of dogs working with and for man and with evident signs of enjoy-

ment. But pets have become a major industry — feeding them, breeding them - and
what have we done to them?

Breeds of dogs have been created that are travesties of the normal. Some almost

worship the dog, some treat it as a status symbol.

All this lavishing of time, money and affection yet the RSPCA kennels are

overflowing with cast-off so-called pets. Pictures of an horrific nature are

distributed through the letter-box to make us all aware of the despicable cruelty

meted out to pets. Against this there are the letters and ’phone calls I receive from
people seeking advice on how to deal with sick, injured and vulnerable wild

animals.

Perhaps the cat survives our treatment better. It does wheedle itself into the

most comfortable situations but still retains its independence. It is still self-

possessed. Yet even this independent creature can be turned into a toy when the

breeders and judges create their fashion and points systems. Is this another example
of our attitude of domination?

We all know proper cats condescend to live with us. I believe they are splendid

guardians of the bird table. They keep other cats out of their territory.

Birds in the garden are still the major way into natural history for the dedicated

field worker and armchair naturalist alike. Some of our members have done superb

photographic studies in their gardens. Patterns of behaviour can be noted and
analysed from the comfort of your own home.

There’s a great deal for the garden naturalist to do and a range of books to help.

Not only that but many people with no committment to Natural History and scant

knowledge have done a great service by providing ponds and food for hungry birds

in winter.

Birds in the snow are part of our modern mythology. A fifth of the cards sent to

us last Christmas featured this kind of scene. We love the winter wonderland
created by frost and snow. That’s on Saturday and Sunday! On Monday we curse

the elements that so easily upset the machine dominated, clock-controlled lives we
have been forced to live to survive in this age. Perhaps its good for us to be remind-
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Taverham, January 1986

ed from time to time that we are not so all-powerful as we sometimes think, to make
us realise again how dependent we are on the movements and patterns, the natural

rhythms of the earth.

There are few of us without collections of some kind. Anything now is collect-

able. Forty years ago we threw away as rubbish items that would sell now for a small

fortune. Our museums were founded on individuals’ collections. Beware the temp-
tation of condemning them. We still use the fruits of their labours and manias for

reference if they were carried out properly. We need references, we need vouchers

for our own work. Nowadays we all know where to stop! We have proper regard for

life!

Recently we saw a television presentation on China and its animals. Many
people who spoke to me afterwards were shocked by the casual way all animals, but
particularly the domestic ones, were treated. A colleague thought about it for a

while and then asked, “Isn’t it true we can afford to be animal lovers?” Does
affluence take off the pressure so we are able to be gentler towards those creatures

we intend to consume? I don’t think so. What it does is allow us to have our unplea-

sant work done for us by others and it’s out of sight, out of mind. Can you go back
half a century in your mind and recall how callously so many farm animals were
treated here? I’m not suggesting cruelty was rife but I remember pillars of village

society taking out their own anger and frustration on horses, for instance. I dared
not protest, but my thoughts were on my face. I was reassured they were only
animals!
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So we must not be sanctimonious now but think in terms of relieving the

pressure on hard lives if that is at all possible and educating those who are a handful

of years behind us in historic terms.

To return to collections, the highest form was a living collection, the zoo. Until

I had children of my own I hadn’t visited one, so it was a new experience for us all

and we found as many as we could on our travels. It didn’t take long for us to see

rather more than we could stomach. Few establishments then attempted to provide

even the minimum requirement of space. We saw neurotic polar bears. We saw an

elephant seal in something little bigger than a garden pond. We found an otter in a

small fowl run with a kitchen sink of dirty water.

But it wasn’t just the way some of these creatures were treated and the places

run that upset us. It was the behaviour of too many of the visitors. Two gorillas in

separate enclosures were the focal points of sizeable crowds. They had no proper

facilities even though the pens were not small. Yet their natural dignity compared
with the behaviour of the crowd, made us feel ashamed.

Progress has been made since then. But how much in the minds of the general

public? That was proved a few weeks ago by the kind of article that was written

when the small boy fell into the gorilla enclosure in one of our zoos.

What of the status in the wild of these beautiful creatures? Without the work of

Dian Fossey the mountain gorilla would probably be extinct. Now she has been
martyred in its cause. Can the few remaining be saved?

In more recent years the whole idea of zoos has been rethought. The emphasis
is increasingly on the use of captives to build up stocks that can be used to replenish

or even replace wild populations. When we reduce to a handful of individuals, bred

and reared in captivity, what kind of creature are we producing? Is it true to type or

it is a caricature? Is it worthwhile if the habitat necessary for its natural survival has

gone?

Establishments like Farm Parks, catering for a variety of interest groups, seem
to be taking over from the old zoos. Are Nature Reserves part of this process?

Granted, the animal inhabitants are free to move in and out but they visit or stay

because they find there the necessary habitat. Most visitors go to see them in order

to add to their list of species seen, just like the old zoo. At least it seems a much
healthier attitude than peering at creatures in cages and the starting point has

always been habitat first.

We in this Society are justifiably proud of our predecessors who began the great

County Trust movement. We congratulate our immediate offspring on attaining its

Jubilee Year.

It’s a sad fact of family life that there are times when the members don’t see eye

to eye and are a bit irritable with each other. We went through one of these phases.

Now in this special year we can say that the family has been drawing closer

together. There have been many instances of help and cooperation. There are many
groups of naturalists in our county all going their own way — and so they should.

But there are times when we must work together and be seen to work together.

After all the cause is common to us all.

It’s often assumed that the Trust movement began as the spontaneous flowering

of an idea. It was more truly the final result of seeds sown in the minds while

members carried out their investigations and observations into the wildlife of the
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county and wisely foresaw the inevitable dangers ahead.

Now danger lies in concentrating our minds and efforts on the major refuges,

safe havens across the county. The intermingling islands, connecting archipelagos

are disappearing fast. The wildlife corridors have already gone over much of the

county. Think of the map of Norfolk and see the concentration of reserves in areas

of special interest. Should we now think of re-created reserves?

I was particularly pleased to be associated with the new Jubilee Wood reserve of

the Trust. It’s a practical example of what can be done with a small parcel of land.

The idea of the ‘little wilderness’ is very important. It’s still the best place to

play and think of the variety of species that can inhabit it. No need to focus on
rarities. The common today may be the rarity tomorrow ifwe neglect it. But what is

likely to happen to our little wilderness? Someone is bound to think of it as an un-

tidy spot just dying to be tidied up. Then it becomes a tidy spot just dying!

We visited three churchyards. One had the memorial stones removed and set in

two military lines. The space between was covered with short mown grass. Next the

Quaker cemetary in Norwich where there is a happy blend of work and thoughtful

neglect. Finally, we went to the churchyard at Wrentham where the Rev. Laurance
Spratt is creating a real wildlife haven by controlling rampaging nature and preven-

ting complete reversion thereby maintaining a wealth of habitats. As a consequence
he was accused of losing the village the ‘Best Kept’ trophy and labelled ‘Son of

Satan’ by a parishoner.

There is almost a mania for tidiness. Rev. Spratt tells me it is a fear of being

caught unprepared for death. I tend to think it’s a reassuring proof of our power to

control.

Yet tidiness may have to be instilled. My own young efforts towards the ‘Ten
neat sums’ accolade were rarely to the required standard and I still think it better to

provide the proof rather than the appearance. Another result of early school drill is

our great difficulty when it comes to real random planting. We think in number,
shapes and patterns.

Examples of Tidy-mania can be seen wherever we go. Two roadside properties

are compared. One has an interesting flora, albeit short. The other has nothing but

a few brave plantains to relieve the plain grass. The second scores the points.

A District Council official assures me that verges are trimmed back where safe-

ty demands. A long, straight road, with verges cut back into the hedge bottom is not

a good example to support this statement. The mini-wilderness, the wildlife area we
need may be just that space between the mown verge and the hedge or fence. It may
be the only available space in a wide landscape. Cut the hedge to nothing, widen the

trimmed verge and nothing remains.

We continue to lose so much it’s surely necessary to treat what remains with

great respect. Again it’s multiplicity of species that seem important to me and not

just rarities.

It’s very easy to blame someone else for all this. We blame the farmer, the coun-

cil and the council blames the contractor. We unite to blame the Common Market!

Few of us are entirely blameless.

How easy it is to acquire cheap and efficient tools of destruction and what a feel-

ing of power they give. I’d trimmed a hedge in half an hour that would have taken

me a whole morning without the aid of Messrs. Black and Decker. I found myself
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looking for something else to trim or cut down. The latest bit of wizardry is the

Strimmer. What a powerful instrument of destruction that is. How else can you so

easily remove those last-ditch refuges round the bottom of the gate-posts and in the

hedge base? The tangle of growth left by the so-efficient mower because it was
defended by the trunk of the tree soon falls to the whizzing flail of nylon. On the

way to Sunday morning field excursions we often see men with nothing to do stand-

ing by their gates armed with these devices looking for blades of grass with the

temerity to show their tips.

Modern machines take tidy-mania to places where trimming of any sort was
either difficult or dangerous in the days of hand tools. Petrol driven hover mowers
make the work easy, even fun, with little danger to the operator.

Now all this is a bit uncomfortable and we don’t want our Natural History to

add to the pressures and worries we already have to face. It’s a relief to turn away
from the workaday world and take refuge in the joys and solaces of the beauty and
interest remaining, perhaps not everywhere but at least in places we learn about by
joining the Society. It’s very neatly summed up by John Drinkwater in his poem,
‘Politics’.

Was this ever more than an excuse for inaction? May be it is easy to turn aside

and bury ones head in the sand, or in this case lilac or the song ofthe blackbird. The
refuge may be detailed examination of the minutiae — very laudable and to the

highest scientific standard. All this while our corner of the world becomes steadily

more improverished. Shouldn’t we stop to look, to see, to think about what is

happening?

We can motor to Great Hockham so easily to see the White Admirals, to West
Harling Heath as we did a few weekends ago to study plant galls and the wealth of

insects there. Intent on our objective, we can ignore the deserts we pass on the way
there where few butterflies flit and insect habitats have been trimmed and sprayed.

Don’t quote sites where there has been improvement. We can multiply that number
many times over where there has been general decline.

Some of us are fortunate. We don’t have to travel to find choice spots. How I’ve

enjoyed watching the seasons change as I’ve looked out of my kitchen window for

over 30 years, where owls called and hunted by night and kestrels hovered by day.

Where we, my cat and I, recorded harvest mice and once, as recorded in Seago’s

Birds of Norfolk, an inland twite. Where skylarks sang as we tended our spring

gardens.

There were so many insects flying on summer evenings we couldn’t leave an

uncurtained light or the window would be covered. Opening the glass panelled door

was almost hazardous. Now we wish they were there to come. The insect hordes

have gone and so have most ofthe bats. The harvest mice quietly faded away so long

ago they won’t be dispossessed by the new housing estate.

Perhaps it’s good for me to be part of the scene, to make me truly feel, not just

know in an academic way what is going on. We accept houses must be built. We
accept bigger, sometimes more ostentatious houses are built. We accept spreading

suburbia bringing the tentacles of town mentality into what then becomes non-

countryside. Should we accept so passively?

A planning officer described our area as having little natural history interest.

That statement is arguably untrue of any area in the country not already
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impoverished by mishandling. Arbitrary plans are drawn up and cauliflowers are

drawn on them to represent trees. This is a concession to what is known as ‘the

environment’. To conform to the lines drawn on the plan, however, trees are cut

down.

William Blake wrote ‘The tree which moves some to tears of joy is in the eyes of

others only a green thing that stands in the way. ’

Gerald Manley Hopkins knew how easy it is to mar and despoil even by well-

intentioned efforts. In his poem, Binsey Poplars, there are the words ‘... Aftercomers

cannot guess the beauty been ... \ Newcomers to a situation take the current state of

affairs as their reference point. They may deplore further change or loss but remain
ignorant of what went before.

The solitary oak at the crest of the hill represents ‘countryside’ to the

householders whose dwellings replaced the arching avenue where the road skirted

the wood and tawny owls called. In this age of constant change, new occupiers move
in, new brooms sweep and sweep again at our remaining bramble tangles. One day
the tree itself will fall. By then there’ll be no-one who can remember.

I’m not going to talk about the ways changing agricultural policies blow hot and
cold but somehow manage to blow so much away. But what word can describe a

situation where one part of the world is said to over-produce while millions starve?

A Jumbo Jet crashes and kills its passengers. We are distressed. If 300 crashed in a

year we would be horrified. Yet the equivalent passenger load of 300 Jumbo Jets die

each day from starvation or starvation related diseases. In the Third World average

calorific intake is 10% below the level considered necessary for proper functioning.

In our Western World it is 40% above.

What is this to do with a comfortable Natural History society? Everything in

the World. For instance, it’s no use asking a hungry family to protect a rare species

if destruction can bring financial gain. Nor is severity at that end of the chain going

to have much effect.

We westerners are prone to double standards. For example we deplore the state

of affairs in Africa and give our portions to relief work. Then we refresh ourselves

with products we have persuaded them to grow for us instead of the staple foods

needed there. I have been told that for every pound we send for relief work we are

receiving two in interest charges on loans granted for all too frequently

inappropriate projects.

It is part of human nature to want to acquire more. More money, more posses-

sions, be they books, fast cars or goats. Some cultures control this urge, others let it

rip. Nowhere is the worship ofMammon more in control than here in the Western
World. We are told, by those who seek to persuade us they know what’s best for us
all, that this stimulation of our greed is necessary to keep the wheels of industry

turning. Our industrial wheels seem to have some flat spots.

In order to maintain their growth, many of our large business organisations

turn their attention to our less fortunate brothers overseas to lure them along this

path. Our tobacco barons have been denied a small part of their advertising here,

turn their attention to countries where the people are already impoverished and
enfeebled and persuade them that the road to western sophistication is made shorter

and easier for the man with a cigarette. A young man returning from Mozambique
has described how many people there believe cigarettes add vitamins to the diet.
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The gap between the haves and have-nots does not decrease and when you
stimulate greed you stimulate jealousy and despair. Add to this generous portions of
political rivalry and we have a truly Devil’s brew.

So we come to another of man’s less desirable foibles — the desire to possess

weapons. Ifwe pause for just one minute
£1.4 million will be spent by the military world wide.

Some more figures:

20% more is spent on weapons of destruction than on health measures to preserve

life.

Over 50% of the world’s physicists and engineers work on developing weapons.

In spite of all constraints, the world population grows alarmingly with fright-

ening political and economic consequences. So what will be the effect on our

natural history interests? Surely no need to spell it out.

The shadow of the nuclear cloud looms large or small in our minds according to

our ideas and personalities but large or small it’s always there. The suppressed

thought that the endless succession of tomorrows may be cut short runs like a tarn-

ished thread through the tapestry of modern culture. A dismal prospect. We’ve
come a long way from those innocent days of childhood and my reference to the

tragedy of moving away from that state of grace.

Instead of standing open-mouthed in wonder we look in horror. Will the in-

creasing multitudes reduce themselves in cataclysmic conflict or by the process of

too many mouths nibbling at the world cake?

We flatter ourselves that we, the small group of technically advanced nations,

are the flowering ofHomo sapiens and the future of the species must be linked with

our future. Yet if the total world population were reduced to a few thousands they

would still be the human race.

The phoenix can rise. The life force is very strong. It’s exciting and beautiful to

see the scar of a wartime airfield being first softened and then covered by en-

croaching vegetation. Given time, nature can do wonderful things, but will there be

the great diversity of species that now give us pleasure? I quote again from Chief
Seattle, “Where is the thicket? Gone. Where is the eagle? Gone. And what is it to say

good-bye to the swift pony and the hunt? The end of living and the beginning of

survival”.

It’s not just sentiment. There is a vast potential in the richness of species

waiting to be explored. Only a small fraction of the plants have been thoroughly

researched. Fewer than two dozen plants supply the bulk of our diet while over

20,000 are said to be edible. Yet including invertebrates, species are disappearing

off the earth faster than ever. In the space of time I have been talking, another has

gone. Whatever happens to the world at large, be it good or bad, happens to Nor-
folk. We are not isolated and do not have any special protection.

Can we as individuals or as a Society do anything to preserve what we value so

much? Do we just stand aside, disinterested observers, and record the facts and
figures of whats’ going on? Our innocent pursuits would seem to have little

influence on major events. Our greatest efforts puny in the face of forces ranged

against us.

On the other hand we can throw our pennies in the pool and who knows how
far the ripples will spread. Keep them in our pockets and they will be wasted.
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